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Author’s Note 

 
 
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, 

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

 
The stories based at the Woody Back to School 

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

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

 
The vernacular used in the stories is a 

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

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

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

 
 
Cassie Cassy slithered her chest across the 

wooden desktop. She raised herself up on the balls of 
her feet and slid her hands down the legs on the far 
side of the desk. Beside her Ms Pauline Gascoigne 
waited patiently until Cassie was satisfactorily over 
and up before neatly turning back the hem of her 
skirt. 

Pauline flexed her long, thin cane between her 
hands and then tapped it down across the tautened 
navy blue, gossamer bumbags to take her measure. 

 
Despite being in the precarious position of 

head down, arse up over a desk Cassie could barely 
suppress a grin. With only two weeks remaining 
before the unit closed down for Christmas furlough 
Cassie considered the imminent whops to be 
invaluable. 

Pauline Gascoigne swung the cane through the 
air with unerring accuracy and considerable power. 
Fond though she was of the ditzy Cassie she intended 
to absolutely cream her. 
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Pauline waited while Cassie Cassy wriggled her 
buttocks from side to side. The Dame was in no hurry 
and knew that it would only be a matter of moments 
before Cassie settled down and re-presented her rear 
end in the perfect position to receive the next stroke. 

“It’s only whops, it’s only whops,” Cassie told 
herself over and over and then pushed her bum up so 
that Pauline had the perfect target. She heard a 
whistle from behind and another line of fire etched 
across her defenseless derrière. Pauline watched as 
Cassie’s buttocks went into instantaneous wriggle 
mode. Ms Gascoigne waited patiently. 

It was a classic three-minute caning. The 
strokes spread out at precise intervals to allow the 
effects to cycle through. 

 
Cassie Cassy gritted her teeth and waited for 

the closer. When Pauline Gascoigne had announced 
that she intended to absolutely cream her Cassy had 
known what to expect. A creaming from Pauline was 
considered to be one of the ultimate challenges faced 
by the inmate’s bumbags. Cassie Cassy had no doubt 
that the Dame would finish the beating in style. 

 
The cane whipped downwards, cutting 

diagonally across the existing five stripes and the 
impact echoed around the room and out into the 
corridors. Cassie clenched her teeth and balled her 
fists as the pain ricocheted around her central 
nervous system. Her backside wriggled and wriggled 
and wriggled.  
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Cassie Cassy pushed herself up from the desk. 
She turned around and retrieved the red and black 
striped blazer that she had hung over the back of her 
chair. She shrugged it on and fastened the top button 
before stepping out into the aisle and following Ms 
Gascoigne towards the front of the room. 

Cassie reached into the breast pocket of her 
blazer and produced the small book she was required 
to carry with her at all times. On the front of the 
black covered book the Woody Back to School Unit 
shield was embossed in red and below it the were the 
words Punishment Record Book. 

Every inmate at the unit was required to carry 
an identical book. Cassie Cassy’s prb was amongst 
the most dog-eared and well used amongst the 
inmates of the facility. 

Despite the smoke billowing out from beneath 
her gymslip Cassie watched with some satisfaction as 
Pauline neatly post-processed the beating, first 
making a manual annotation in the little book and 
then making an electronic entry to the database on 
the GalGab web-site.  

Before setting off for morning lectures Cassie 
had logged onto the web-site and checked the 
current standings of the Bottoms Up Table of 
Troublemakers. She was pleased to see that none of 
her closest rivals had got themselves a late night 
whopping from the Dorm Raider and she still 
maintained a two whopping lead at the top of the Hall 
of Shame. The sizzling six that she had just received 
from Ms Gascoigne would most likely guarantee that 
she would remain ranked number one when the unit 
shut down for Christmas. 
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Cassie Cassy wriggled into Jojo’s study with a 

grin on her face. “Have you seen the Big BUTT?” she 
asked excitedly. “I’m back to being three whoppings 
ahead. That should be enough to nail it for this term.” 

Jojo smiled at her chum indulgently. 
“Congratulations sweetie. You’ve worked very hard 
and I’m proud of you.” 

Cassie Cassy beamed. 
Joanna Heyworth was genuinely proud of her 

pal. As the reigning All-Time Big BUTT Jojo knew just 
how much effort and dedication it took to earn the 
coveted top spot on the Hall of Shame. There were 
plenty of skilled and tireless mega-minxes who had 
dedicated the past few months to snapping at 
Cassie’s bumbags.  
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The Emerging Stars 

 
 
Heidi Alexander knocked on the Grand Master’s 

door. When the light changed from red to green she 
turned the door handle and strode confidently into 
the office. 

“I’m sorry to bother you, sir,” she announced 
matter-of-factly, “but Ms Reed sent me up for six.” 

 
Cassy Cassie faced many strong contenders in 

her pursuit of the status as Big BUTT and Heidi 
Alexander was proving to be one of her most serious 
challengers. 

Heidi’s emergence as a dazzling new star on 
the Big BUTT was not totally unpredictable. At 
boarding school she had whiled away the boredom by 
indulging in the high-stakes pursuit of competitive 
caning with her best chum Linda Ash. By all accounts 
they were extremely competitive and according to the 
national archive they both appear amongst the top 
ten most caned pupils in history. 

Miss Alexander had made a spectacular 
entrance to the Woody Back to School unit when she 
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was put over Ms Powell’s knee and spanked on the 
first formal day of lectures. Heidi’s day-one dusting 
provoked a frenzy of betting activity on the BUTT 
Stakes. The Bounder fretted that she was in danger 
of losing her blouse, her blazer and her bumbags and 
unsportingly slashed the odds on Heidi back to an 
unattractive evens while she assessed the 
performance of the parvenu. 

The Bounder’s caginess proved to be well-
founded as Heidi and her best chum Linda embarked 
on a spree of mischief, mayhem and competitive 
minxing. They were soon taking turns to make trips 
across the Dame’s knees to have their bumbags 
dusted at record-breaking pace. 

Mr Humphries quickly recognized that the 
spankings had little effect other than the 
inconvenience and unpopularity of the over the knee 
position. He enrolled them into the ‘Beaten Brat’ 
society and by the time they graduated from bratdom 
they had both accumulated a respectable tally of 
canings. Their entrance into the second phase of their 
sentences had been keenly anticipated amongst the 
punters on the Big BUTT stakes.      

 
Heidi Alexander watched as Mr Humphries 

extracted a long thin cane from the tallboy and 
swished it through the air. Without needing 
instruction Heidi crossed the room towards the 
fireplace. She peeled off her red and black striped 
blazer and hung it over the back of the straight-
backed chair. She bent forward at the waist and 
reached down and gripped the crossbar of the chair. 
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Heidi gritted her teeth as she felt the hem of 
her gymslip being turned back and pushed back her 
hips to allow the Grand Master to roll down her 
bumbags. She settled back in and began to repeat 
the Woody mantra as she felt the cane tap down. 

Disagreeable as a hot and sweaty six might be 
Heidi couldn’t help but feel a twinge of satisfaction. 
The thrashing she was about to receive would nudge 
her ahead of Linda Ash into fourth place on the 
Annual Hall of Shame. 

 
Heidi closed the door behind her and turned 

towards the stairwell just as Michelle Morgan stepped 
onto the landing. 

The two women briefly exchanged glances. 
Heidi puffed out her cheeks expressively and winked 
ruefully. Michelle nodded sympathetically before 
cutting along sharpish to Katie’s office. 

Following in the whirlwind wake of Heidi and 
the Lash, Michelle Morgan and her chums were 
already guaranteeing themselves admission to the 
pantheon of mega-minxes. 

Acknowledging the futility of attempting to 
control Michelle, Lady Derby Huntington and Frankie 
Reese with hand-spankings the Grand Master had 
already inducted them into the ‘Beaten Brat’ society. 
As Christmas approached Michelle Morgan was 
already ranked as number six on the Annual Hall of 
Shame. 

In private moments Cassie Cassy admitted that 
she viewed Michelle as her greatest threat. 

“I can go whop for whop with Heidi and the 
Lash,” she told Jojo. “Derby and Frankie are making a 
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really good show but I don’t think I’ll have to worry 
about them until next year, they still get a lot of 
dustings from the Dames. Michelle, she’s different. 
She attracts red cards like a goddam magnet.” Cassie 
frowned. “It’s not surprising I suppose, seeing as she 
has you as her mentor.” 

Jojo smiled at her earnest chum. “Don’t forget 
the old guard,” she counseled Cassie. “Remember its 
Lisa and Debs who are snapping at your bumbags.” 
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The Old Guard 

 
 
Lisa Sutton hung upside down across Deborah 

Morton’s lap. Her skirt was turned back and Debs had 
rolled her bumbags down behind her knees. Lisa’s 
hair cascaded down towards the floor and her arms 
and legs dangled helplessly on either side of the 
spanking stool. 

Deborah pulled Lisa in tightly to the crease of 
her lap. She did her best to ignore the significant 
discomfort in her own rear end. Lisa’s dead-weight 
was causing considerable pressure between Debs 
frazzled sitmedown and the unyielding wooden seat 
of the stool. 

The irony of the situation was not lost on 
Debs. Barely an hour earlier Deborah had found 
herself in the unfortunate situation of being elevated 
to the rank of joint number two on the Annual Hall of 
Shame alongside Lisa. Debs took a tight grip on the 
hairbrush and cracked it down across the naked 
defenseless flesh. Lisa’s bottom wriggled and 
squirmed in consternation. Deborah tried to get 
comfortable on the hard seat of the spanking stool. 



Magic Bumbags 
 

 

Debs slid the water pistol out of her satchel 
and secreted it in her lap. At the front of the lecture 
room Stephanie Powell was waxing poetic on the 
virtues of Thackeray. Under normal circumstances 
Deborah would have been fascinated by the exploits 
of the engagingly roguish Becky Sharp, however, she 
was otherwise preoccupied. 

During the previous lecture Debs had been 
seated next to Nixdown Nixon. Nix had spent the 
entire tutorial entertaining herself by pinging elastic 
bands against Deborah’s bare thigh. It had been quite 
painful and tiresome in the extreme. When the bell 
rang to signal the end of the lecture Debs knew that 
she had no choice. She hurried back to her study. 

Like most of the inmates of the facility Deborah 
maintained an arsenal of water pistols, catapults and 
pea-shooters for such eventualities. She collected a 
Luke Skywalker Evo Xtreme Air Pressure Water 
Cannon from her inventory and went in pursuit of her 
antagonist. 

After failing to locate Nix out in the rec area or 
the quadrangle during the afternoon break period 
Debs was faced with a dilemma. If she failed to 
retaliate Nix would doubtless continue to provoke her. 
The prospect of spending another two hours being 
pinged with elastic bands was extremely unappealing. 
Debs knew that she was going to have to take radical 
action. 

 
“Whatdafuck?” spluttered Nixdown. 
“What the dickens?” Miss Stephanie Powell 

snapped. 
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“Uh oh,” sighed Debs and pushed back her 
chair without requiring any instruction. 

According to the literature the water-pistol was 
constructed with state-of-the-art high-fiber Jedi 
technology and designed for accurate sniper work. 
Deborah could do nothing but gape helplessly when 
she pulled the hair-trigger and the nozzle burst away 
from the barrel. The water fired out of the pistol in a 
cascade and doused Nixdown from head-to-toe. 

Deborah cursed the incompetence of the Jedi 
scientific community as she closed the door of the 
lecture room behind her and set off in the direction of 
the Grand Master’s study.       

 
All things considered it had been a convivial 

interview. Deborah had been genuinely apologetic 
and acknowledged that interrupting an English 
Literature lecture by dousing Nixdown with a water 
cannon was not entirely appropriate behavior for a 
Red-shirt. 

Fortunately Deborah and the Grand Master had 
an understanding. When Debs had been invited to 
assume the prestigious role of Red-shirt she had been 
reticent about accepting the promotion. She pointed 
out that the Grand Master had initially over-looked 
her on the basis that she was too high maintenance. 
She reminded him of her disastrous first week as a 
member of the Elite when she had been punished 
three times and that for a brief period the naughtiest 
gal in the unit had been a prefect. She told him that 
she could not trust herself to curb her compulsive, 
impulsive tendencies and could not bear the thought 
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of the humiliation of being stood down from office for 
disorderly conduct. 

Mr Humphries had reassured her. She had ably 
proven herself in the role of Captain of the Red House 
and as Deputy Red-shirt to Lady Victoria Brompton. 
Although he encouraged her to work on her self-
control he assured her that her personal disciplinary 
shortcomings would have no bearing on the manner 
with which she would judged for dispatching her 
prefectorial duties.     

Nonetheless the fact that once business was 
satisfactorily completed Deborah would reside as joint 
number two on the current years Hall of Shame was 
at least worthy of discussion. 

Deborah freely admitted that her disciplinary 
record during her Elite year had been less than 
stellar; although she was able to rather lamely point 
out that it was over fourteen days since she had been 
bent over the piano stool and beaten with a violin 
bow by Maestra Kerimov.  

In some strata’s of society having managed to 
survive fourteen days without needing to be caned, 
spanked, slippered or strapped might not be 
considered particularly noteworthy. However, in 
Debsworld a two-week cool arse sabbatical was a 
significant accomplishment. It was not much to boast 
or brag about but at least it was something to offer 
into the discussion. 
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The Uzi Paddle 

 
 
“What is that?” gasped Debs. 
The Grand Master was showing Deborah a 

rectangular shaped leather paddle with the letters Uzi 
stenciled in an ornate scroll in the center of the blade. 

“It’s a gift from an American Senator,” 
explained Mr Humphries. “It has a very interesting 
provenance.”  

 
The paddle, he told her, had first been 

commissioned by an American Senator for use on his 
persistently errant twin daughters. It had been made 
from two layers of the finest Texan boot sole leather 
and was gracefully curved, beveled and grooved with 
a stiffening overlay on the handle. The blade, he 
explained measured 3-inches wide by 14-inches long 
and was designed to strike across both buttocks 
simultaneously. 

Debs Morton eyeballed the paddle; she was an 
extremely bright member of the human race whose 
IQ had been measured at 158 on the Cattell III B 
test. She was able to divide the square root of pi by 
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seven in her head. It occurred to Debs that she 
probably could have done the leather to rump 
proportional mathematics herself. 

 
When the twins had moved away to college 

they had been invited to join the prestigious Zeta Tau 
Alpha sorority, Mr Humphries continued to educate 
Debs. However, their unruly behavior had resulted in 
them being quickly expelled. In a fit of pique they 
founded a renegade sorority, Upsilon Zeta Iota. 

The twins requisitioned their fathers paddle to 
assist during initiation ceremonies and in maintaining 
discipline amongst the Uzi’s, as the outlaw sorority 
sisters became known on campus.  

Maintaining discipline was a full-time business 
for the twins, Mr Humphries told Debs. He showed 
her a ledger that had come with the paddle, 
documenting the disciplinary records of the Sorority 
Sisters. There were several Uzi’s who were disciplined 
so often that they would have made Woody gals 
proud. 

Debs listened politely. She was not much 
interested in the misfortunes of a bunch of American 
sorority sisters, but the longer the history lesson went 
on, the longer her backside was saved from its 
inevitable introduction to the Uzi paddle. 

Apparently the Dean of the college was 
unimpressed with the new sorority and confiscated 
the Uzi paddle. Its last usage on the campus was the 
very public thrashing of the twins, delivered on the 
steps of the ZTA sorority house. To the 
embarrassment of the twins the Dean had informed 
the local press and the thrashing made front-page 
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news, first locally and then nationally. Mr Humphries 
showed Debs a photograph of the twins, stooped 
over, their skirts turned back, while a muscular 
looking man in a tracksuit larruped their behinds. 

The public thrashing caused considerable 
embarrassment to the Senator. He felt obliged to go 
on prime time television to inform anyone who was 
interested that once they returned home from college 
that the twins would be spending some quality time 
down in the Woodshed.  

Debs Morton had strong opinions regarding the 
etiquette of Senator’s bandying about their personal 
business on prime time TV but she kept them to 
herself. The Grand Master had picked up the paddle 
and she had an unpleasant feeling that the history 
lesson was drawing to a conclusion. 

However to her relief, Mr Humphries seemed 
to be in no particular hurry. The Senator, he 
continued, was considering lobbying congress to 
introduce similar anti-Ladette laws in the United 
States. He was due to visit the Woody Back to School 
unit on a fact finding mission and had generously 
bequeathed the Uzi paddle to the facility, where he 
thought it would be put to good use. 

Debs muttered darkly under her breath. She 
was not best impressed by the generosity of the 
gesture.  

 
Deborah offered the Grand Master her left 

wrist and allowed herself to be lowered down across 
his lap. Once she was settled in she felt the familiar 
sensation of the hem of her skirt and the tail of her 
red blouse being neatly turned back. She sighed as 
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she felt Grand Master insert his fingers into the elastic 
waistband of her navy blue gossamer bumbags and 
slowly roll them down until they were around her 
knees. She pushed herself out into a full drape with 
her head down between her outstretched arms and 
gamely thrust her backside upwards. 
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Ancient Hieroglyphics     

 
 
Mr Humphries had grown fond of Deborah. 

Despite his initial reservations about her stability he 
was impressed by the diligence and dedication she 
displayed in the dispatch of her duties as the most 
powerful inmate amongst the community. Since her 
appointment the Grand Master had not received a 
single complaint or appeal with regard to her actions, 
and the inmates showed complete respect for her 
authority. He genuinely appreciated her efforts and 
complimented her regularly at their daily briefings.  

In deference to their agreement Mr Humphries 
treated her disciplinary performance as a totally 
independent issue. 

He recognized that Deborah suffered from an 
acute strain of compulsive impulsive behavior 
syndrome. Despite her outstanding academic 
credentials analysis of her punishment record shows 
that she was remarkably guileless as a minx. Unlike 
her contemporary Jojo who had meticulously planned 
her ascent to the title of All-Time Big BUTT, Debs 
attracted trouble just by being Debs. Her inability to 
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curb her compulsive impulsive tendencies had 
plagued her since childhood. Even at prep school she 
admits that, ‘barely a day went by when I did not end 
up being sent to stand in the corner’. By the time she 
left school at sixteen to join the professional tennis 
circuit she had achieved the unenviable record of 
being the most caned pupil in recorded history. At 
Woodys she admits trouble had followed her around 
like a bad case of flatulence. 

However, pitching up for a lecture armed with 
a fully loaded Luke Skywalker special was hardly an 
act of impulsive behavior. Mr Humphries had little 
doubt that Deborah had been acting in revenge to 
some form of provocation, nonetheless, retaliatory 
actions needed to be discouraged and the Grand 
Master considered the Uzi Paddle to be a suitable 
instrument for the mission. 

 
“Holy shit!” gasped Deborah. She drummed 

her toes on the floor and clenched and unclenched 
her fists in consternation. “Whoa!” she moaned. Debs 
had felt that she was fully prepared for her imminent 
spanking but the first impact had taken her breath 
away. The supple leather strap had wrapped itself 
across both her upturned orbs and she could feel a 
thick weal swelling up across her defenseless derrière. 
As she hung upside down panting in consternation it 
occurred to Deborah that the next few minutes were 
going to become increasingly hot and sweaty. 

 
Mr Humphries was delighted with the new 

paddle. Over the past fifteen months he had punished 
Deborah on numerous occasions and had 
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considerable respect for the stoicism and fortitude 
that she had displayed under the most taxing of 
circumstances. Her instantaneous intense reaction to 
the new paddle slapping down across her unprotected 
rear end was a clear indicator of the potency of his 
new acquisition. 

 
Debs Morton was not having a good time of it. 

The new paddle was proving to be a formidable foe. 
They were only halfway through the business in hand 
and it felt like her backside had swollen up to the size 
of a pair of ripened water-melons. She squeezed her 
eyes tightly shut and gritted her teeth as she heard 
the ominous sound of the leather strap accelerating 
towards its target. 

 
“Holy moley,” gasped Rosemary Booker. 
“What the hell are these marks?” asked 

Nixdown curiously, getting up to have a closer 
inspection.  

Debs was laying face downwards across 
Rosemary Bookers lap having her swollen orbs 
anointed with soothing balms. Jojo and Nix had been 
in Rosie’s study preparing early afternoon cocktails 
when Deborah had pitched up looking like a sailor on 
shore leave. 

Nobody found it the least bit unusual when 
Debs hitched up her skirt, rolled down her bumbags 
and spread herself out across Rosemary’s lap. It was 
an every day sight for the inmates of the Back to 
School unit. Nonetheless, the curious etchings on 
Deborah’s rear end had caused some considerable 
interest amongst her chums. 
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“Looks like some kind of ancient hieroglyphics,” 
commented Jojo as she peered down at Deborah’s 
swollen rear end. “Now wait a minute; that looks like 
a ‘U’, and a ‘Z’, and an ‘I’,” she said.  

Nixdown giggled. “Whoa, Debs got herself an 
Uzi tattoo.” 

“Ha-Ha! Very funny Nix,” groaned Debs. “I’m 
glad it amuses y’all so much.”  

 
“Excuse me Ma’am,” said Lady Derby, “but 

Miss Sutton is outside the library waiting to be 
dangled.” The aristocrat stared over at Deborah’s 
throbbing behind. “What on earth are those marks?” 
she gasped. 

Deborah groaned. “They are my new Uzi 
tattoo, they will soon be all the rage,” she sighed as 
she pushed herself up from Rosemary’s lap. 
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Prolonged Intermissions 

 
 
The sound of the wood-backed hairbrush 

colliding with naked flesh echoed around the still of 
the back room of the library. Deborah was struggling 
to resist the temptation to expedite the proceedings 
so that she could remove her throbbing rear end from 
the hard wooden seat. However, as a veteran of 
dozens of danglings Debs understood the importance 
of delivering the spanks in a slow and methodical 
manner. 

 
During the preliminary debriefing Lisa Sutton 

had freely acknowledged that she was due for a 
dangling. She confirmed that all five black marks had 
been awarded by respected members of the Elite and 
followed legitimate instances of rubbishing. Lisa was 
unable to offer any explanation for her misbehavior 
just telling Debs somewhat lamely, “I don’t know 
what comes over me. Sometimes I don’t even know 
I’ve rubbished them until they give me black marks or 
show me a red card. I don’t mean any harm. You 
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know me Ma’am, I may be a very naughty gal, but 
I’m not a bad gal.” 

Deborah was not wholly unsympathetic to 
Lisa’s claim. For years Debs had been protesting that 
her own inexplicable acts of reckless malfeasance 
were not acts of pre-meditation but the results of 
visitations from her alter-ego that she called the 
Imposter. Much to her chagrin cynics such as Nicola 
Jane Nixon had loudly derided her claims. She felt 
obliged to give Lisa a fair hearing. After all, she 
reasoned, they were birds of a feather, blighted by 
acute compulsive, impulsive behavior disorders. 

Nonetheless, despite her empathy for Lisa’s 
unfortunate character flaw Deborah knew that she 
was duty bound to deliver a long and juicy spanking 
in an attempt to discourage the errant Phase 6 
inmate from future acts of impropriety towards the 
pre’s.  

 
Deborah had Lisa tucked tightly into the crease 

of her lap, her left arm wrapped around the starched 
crispness of her victims white blouse. She was 
working the head of the hairbrush up one side of 
Lisa’s behind and back down the other. The first six 
spanks completed what the Woody Wags referred to 
as the undercoat. The custom hairbrushes, known as 
the Cleopatra Specials, were designed to redden even 
the most amply developed rear end in the space of 
six spanks.  

Deborah allowed a full sixty seconds to elapse 
before embarking on the second six. She sympathized 
with Lisa. She knew from personal experience how 
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nerve-wracking the prolonged intermission could 
prove to be.  

According to polls conducted on the GalGab 
web-site being dangled ranked amongst the most 
despised forms of punishments that the inmates of 
the facility were forced to endure. The product of 
Katie Becks dastardly mind there was nothing 
dignified about the dangling process. 

The height of the spanking stool made it 
difficult for even the most athletic gal to mount up 
without being hoisted. Once over and up the victim 
was immediately overwhelmed by a sense of total 
vulnerability. The cunning design of the stool meant 
that there was not even a crossbar to hang onto and 
touching the legs was strictly prohibited, punishable 
by spanks being discounted. The recipient’s hands 
and feet dangled unsupported almost a foot from the 
floor on either side.  

 
Lisa dangled head down, arse up counting 

away the seconds with an increasing feeling of 
foreboding. Sixty seconds might not sound like a long 
time but in the silence and forbidding shadowy 
atmosphere of the punishment room at the rear of 
the library it could seem like an eternity. 

Lisa’s fingers and toes twitched loosely in the 
air. Every few seconds she would try to raise her 
head a little to stop the blood rushing to her brain. 
Generously Deborah had allowed her to loosen the 
collar and cuffs of her blouse; nonetheless, being in a 
dangle was an uncomfortable and somewhat 
ignominious position. 
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High above her head Lisa’s backside was 
blazing. During the prolonged intermission she had 
little else to think about but the unfortunate state of 
her arse. In Lisa’s expert opinion the undercoat was a 
more than adequate reminder to discourage her from 
future acts of impropriety towards the pre’s. The first 
six had been extremely hot but she was keenly aware 
that spank by spank the temperature in her rear end 
was about to increase exponentially. In Lisa’s opinion 
adding a top-coat was overkill.  

 
The seconds ticked away in the silence. The 

only sound in the room was Lisa’s breathing that was 
coming in heartfelt pants. Debs sat on top of the 
spanking stool, still as a statue, watching the clock 
above the fireplace. 

Lisa felt Deborah tighten her grip around her 
waist. She knew the intermission was almost over and 
her heart began to pound uncomfortably. Deborah 
Morton took a tight grip on the handle of the 
hairbrush and swung her arm through the air. 

 
Deborah helped Lisa to her feet. The lack of 

weight in her lap offered some minor relief to the 
intense throbbing in her own beleaguered behind. 
She gingerly slid off the stool. Lisa was shuffling 
across the room to retrieve her blazer with a stiff 
legged gait. Debs rolled down the cuffs of her blouse 
and fastened them. She rearranged her collar and tie 
before replacing the hairbrush in the drawer in the 
side table. She retrieved her own blazer, slipped it on 
and fastened the five buttons. Lisa handed her the 
punishment record book so that the dangling could be 



25 
 

 

 

post-processed. Neither of them spoke. Once the 
ritual was over they exchanged a wordless hug and 
then side-by-side they wriggled out of the library. 

 



 

 

7 

 
Over the Knee Jojo Must Go 

 
 
“What’s wrong with the parrot?” asked Jojo. 
“He’s depressed,” answered Mr Humphries. 
Jojo went to the cage and inspected Cedric 

who had his head tucked under his wing. 
“Parrot’s get depressed?” asked Joanna. 
Cedric heard Jojo’s voice and perked up. 
“Here’s Jojo,” he squawked. “Spank her for 

Cedric.” 
“Cedric, that’s not nice,” Jojo scolded the bird. 
“Knickers down spanky’s, hee, hee, hee!” 

responded the parrot. 
“The bird has a one track mind,” chuckled Mr 

Humphries. 
“Yes a damn dirt track,” grumbled Jojo. 

“When’s Spanky picking him up?” 
“Six of the best and then the rest,” interjected 

Cedric. 
“Spanky’s still in Zurich,” said Mr Humphries, 

“she’s coming back tomorrow. Until then we’ll just 
have to entertain Cedric.” 
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Jojo fixed her fiancé with a look. “Don’t be 
getting any ideas,” she said firmly. “My bum is quite 
sore enough already.” 

“Spoilsport,” squawked the Parrot. 
The Grand Master just grinned. “I heard you 

got a damn good spanking,” he commented. 
“Spanking, spanking, who got a spanking?” 

squawked Cedric. 
Jojo glared at the parrot. “None of your 

business,” she told him. 
The parrot looked hurt and covered his head 

with his wings again. 
“Oh good grief,” grumbled Jojo. “I can’t believe 

I’m doing this.” 
She turned around and bent over at the waist. 

She reached back and rolled down her bumbags and 
flipped back her skirt. 

Cedric peaked out from behind his wing. “Red, 
red bum, oh what fun,” he squawked gleefully and 
flapped his wings in excitement. 

Jojo adjusted her clothing and stood up. “I 
need a drink,” she announced and went to the 
refrigerator. 

 
Dotty Hammell was amongst the most 

respected and liberal members of the Brass. She was 
empathetic towards the inmates. She had personally 
faced two Anti-Ladette hearings and had been in 
danger of being sent to the Big House when she had 
seen an advertisement for a qualified chef to teach 
Domestic Science and run the kitchens at the Woody 
facility. Figuring that she would end up at the unit 
anyway she applied for the position.  
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Ms Lawton had been dubious of taking a 
potential Extreme Ladette onto the staff but during 
the interview Ms Hammell had impressed her by 
producing an array of utensils that she assured the 
Grand Dame she used liberally to maintain order in 
her kitchens. 

 
Dotty had learned to cook at the school of hard 

whops. She had interned under the perfectionist 
Teutonic chef Nicolas Knecht. Each night when the 
restaurant on the shores of Lake Geneva closed he 
would conduct a performance analysis of his trainees. 
The slightest flaw in a dish would earn an intern a trip 
across his knee for a spanking with a wooden spoon. 

Dotty was young, beautiful and talented and 
was the Master Chef’s favorite. Nonetheless his 
patronage had a significant downside. She was 
judged by his most exacting standards and anything 
less than perfection would result in her baggies being 
yanked down. On one occasion when she dared to 
make a slight alteration to one of his creations she 
suffered the indignity of being spanked within earshot 
of the startled patrons.  

When she was appointed as head sous chef at 
the exclusive Wellbury Hotel she applied the lessons 
learned head down, arse up across the lap of the 
famous chef to her own kitchen staff. She saw no 
reason to be any more tolerant of imperfections by 
the inmates assigned to kitchen roster at the Woody 
Back to School unit. 

 
In Jojo’s defense there were mitigating 

circumstances that may have been taken into account 
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if she had been given the opportunity to offer an 
excuse for her tardy time-keeping before being 
yanked over Dotty’s knee and spanked with a spatula. 

Jojo was operating under increasing pressure 
as the opening of the West Side Story production 
loomed closer. Every minute between lectures, 
studies and her Elite duties were filled with 
conference calls and production meetings as she 
finalized arrangements. She was a busy Jojo. 

In Dotty’s defense there were mitigating 
circumstances for feeling compelled to dump Jojo 
face downward and whap her with a wooden kitchen 
utensil. Members of the Elite regularly switched 
assignments when they had schedule conflicts. In 
Dotty’s view if Jojo was unable to perform her role as 
Kitchen Supervisor she was duty bound to arrange an 
alternative. Pitching up fifteen minutes late was 
simply not an option, so over the knee Jojo must go. 
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Cedric has Opinions 

 
 
Jojo had nothing in principle in being put over 

Dotty’s knee. Mitigating circumstances or otherwise 
rules were rules and the rules regarding Dotty’s 
Kitchen were quite specific. Nonetheless she was the 
first to admit that she would have preferred that 
Dotty’s choice of weapon of retribution had been 
something other than the wooden spatula. 

 
Despite its somewhat innocuous appearance 

the wooden spatula had gained notoriety on Wooden 
Saturday during the Great Spank-off. Whop-hardened 
veterans like Nixdown and Lady Vix had succumbed 
to the skin-sucking qualities of the flat-faced utensil. 
Somehow Jojo had managed to survive several 
sessions with the spatula to go on to win the final but 
she had no desire to repeat the encounter. 

Even through the scant protection of her navy 
blue bumbags the slim spatula was a formidable 
adversary particularly in the hands of Dotty who 
always spanked notoriously hard. It had been a very 
grueling few minutes and even though several hours 
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had elapsed since the spanking Cedric was quite 
correct in his observation that she still had a red, red 
bum and it was giving her considerable gyp. 

 
Jojo yawned and rested her head on the Grand 

Master’s shoulder. She loved weekends when she 
relocated into her fiancés house.  

She took a sip of champagne. “By the way,” 
she told him sleepily, “if you are the least bit 
interested my bum is still on fire.” 

Mr Humphries laughed. “Shame you put Cedric 
to sleep, I’m sure he would be delighted to hear 
that.” 

“Bums on fire, ha, ha, ha!” came from the 
covered cage. 

“Oh good fucking grief,” shrieked Jojo. “That 
bird is deranged. I’m putting him on the balcony.” 

She clambered out of bed and picked up the 
cage. 

“Jojo got a spanking, Jojo got a spanking,” 
chorused Cedric. 

Joanna placed him on a table on the balcony. 
“Now go to sleep,” she instructed him. 

“Cedric good bird, never gets spanked, Jojo 
bad gal, always gets spanked,” the parrot informed 
her. 

“Shut the fuck up Cedric,” groaned Jojo and 
slammed the door behind her. 

 
“Heeeeere’s Spanky,” squawked Cedric 

enthusiastically. 
Miss Spanky Botts went across to the cage. 

“Have you been good?” she asked. 
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“Cedric good parrot, Jojo naughty gal,” the 
parrot told his mistress, “Jojo needs a spanking, 
ha!ha!ha!” 

Jojo rolled her eyes. “This is what I’ve been 
dealing with while you’ve been waltzing about the 
Alps,” she told Spanky. 

Spanky giggled. “Actually I’ve been wriggling 
about the Alps. For a neutral nation the Swiss sure 
like spanking as a pastime.” 

“Oh good grief,” said Jojo. 
“Oh good grief Jojo’s bumbags are coming 

down again,” squawked Cedric. 
“Be nice,” Spanky scolded. 
Cedric hid his face under his wing. 
 
There was a knock on the door and Cathryn 

Cassidy strolled in to the Grand Master’s living 
quarters. 

Jojo burst out laughing. Cat was wearing a 
micro-micro mini gymslip. 

“What is that you’re wearing?” Joanna 
laughed. 

“It’s a new line Bernadette Summers 
Enterprises is planning on rolling out at the Tokyo 
Whops and Clobber show, she asked me to try it out,” 
grinned Cat. “I’ve got to confess it’s not exactly 
practical.” 

Cedric lifted his head and wolf-whistled. “Nice 
legs,” he opined. 

Cathryn winked at the parrot and lit a 
cigarette. She slipped into an easy chair and kicked 
her long legs over the arm. 

“Cat, that is indecent,” laughed Jojo. 
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Cat shrugged, “there’s nobody here who has 
never seen my bumbags and besides I’ve never had 
the opportunity to flash a parrot before.” 

“Aw maaaaaaaaaan,” squawked Cedric and fell 
off his perch. 
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Private Business 

 
 
“Aw maaaaaaaaaan,” groaned Deborah. “You 

can’t be serious?” 
Lady Derby nodded her head earnestly. “I’m 

sorry Ma’am but Cassie is waiting outside the library. 
Miss Johnson is waiting down the landing in her study 
to brief you. Drink your coffee and I’ll run you a 
shower and lay out your clobber.” 

Debs sat up in bed and accepted the mug of 
steaming java from her grubby. She looked over at 
the alarm clock. It was Saturday morning and barely 
passed eight o’clock. Monday through Friday Debs 
rose before dawn and joined Jane Lummell to run 
anywhere between three and six miles around the 
grounds of the compound. On weekends when the 
inmates were allowed more flexibility than the strictly 
imposed weekday curriculums Debs relaxed her 
training schedule and allowed herself a lie-in. The 
previous evening after she had come off duty and 
handed the facility over to the Dorm Raider she had 
repaired to the Old Gals quarters where Cat was 
hosting an intimate cocktail party in celebration of 
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Melons birthday. It had been gone two o’clock before 
Debs had climbed into her scratch. She had set the 
alarm for nine o’clock which allowed her plenty of 
time for to prepare for her morning briefing with the 
Grand Master and get ready for ten-thirty assembly. 
She was not best pleased to awoken to the news that 
Cassie Cassy was outside the library waiting to be 
caned. 

She groaned again and swung her legs off the 
bed. 

 
Charlotte Johnson looked apologetic. “I’m so 

sorry to have disturbed you, Debs,” she told the Red-
shirt. “I did consider caning her myself, but you 
know, I’ve never actually caned a real person, and 
besides I’m not really sure that she’s not due for a 
flogging.” 

Debs groaned. “Spill, and spill now, I need the 
beans.” 

Charlie and Debs were not particularly tight. 
They had spent seven years together serving out their 
sentences at the Big House but had never become 
intimates. Charlie had never shown much interest in 
joining the mainstream of mega-minxdom but she 
was certainly a supporter. There were many 
occasions that Debs could remember Charlie making a 
point of coming over and offering her a surreptitious 
hug after she had been subjected to a particularly 
ferocious whopping. Debs trusted her implicitly. 

“I’m duty monitor so I was up doing my 
rounds. The compound was quiet so I decided to go 
for a stroll. I was out at the orchard when Cassie 
comes clambering over the back wall. I ask her what 
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the fuck she’s doing but she just goes red and clams 
up like a shell. I didn’t know what to do so I red 
carded her and sent for Derby. I hoped you’d know 
what to do.” 

 
“You’re sure she was in bed at lockdown?” 

Debs asked Claire Brooks. 
Claire nodded. “I had to tell her and the Bond 

Twins to hush-up else I was going to have to whop 
them.” 

 
“She cut out at six o’clock this morning,” said 

Ellen. “She got out the same way as she came back, 
over the orchard wall. It used to be a black hole and 
she probably doesn’t know that we’ve installed a new 
camera out there.” 

“What the fuck was she doing?” asked Debs. 
Ellen Millar shrugged. “You could always try 

asking her,” suggested the former policewoman. 
 
“What the fuck were you doing?” asked Debs. 
“I’m sorry but I can’t tell you,” said Cassie. 
“You could be flogged,” said Debs. “Leaving 

the compound without a pass is prohibited, even if 
you did come back.” 

“I know that,” said Cassie. 
Debs rolled her eyes. “If you won’t tell me will 

you tell your sister?” 
 
“She had private business to attend to,” Cat 

told Debs. 
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“Cat, what the fuck are you wearing?” asked 
Debs. “It is most distracting having your bumbags 
flashing at me every time you cross your legs.” 

 “It’s a new line Bernadette Summers 
Enterprises is planning on rolling out at the Tokyo 
Whops and Clobber show, she asked me to try it out,” 
grinned Cat. 

“And what private business could Cassie have 
at six o’clock in the morning?” demanded Debs. 

“She says it’s private,” shrugged Cat. “That’s 
why they call it private business.” 

“Oh good grief,” spluttered Debs, “a lot of help 
you’re being.” She pulled out her cell-phone. “Jojo I 
need your advice, I’ll be right over.” 
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An Arabian Feast 

 
 
“She’s not asking anybody to cut her any 

slack,” said Jojo. “She understands that she’s due for 
whops or even a flogging but she says that its private 
business and she doesn’t want to talk about it.” 

“It’s not about whops or floggings,” argued 
Debs hotly. “This is Cassie we’re talking about. What 
if she’s in some kind of trouble?” 

Jojo patted her chum’s hand. “Cat swears that 
Cassie isn’t in trouble. Cass doesn’t get out much, 
she’s always feeding us. Maybe she’s just a little stir-
crazy; it’s nearly the end of term. Perhaps you should 
just go up to the library and give her six and let’s all 
get on with the day.” 

“Six, who’s getting six?” squealed Cedric. 
Debs jumped backwards. “What the fuck was 

that?” she gasped. 
“That was Cedric,” said Jojo. “He’s on the 

balcony; Spanky is coming to pick him up later.” 
“Six of the best and then the rest,” cackled the 

bird. 
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“Oh good fucking grief, give me strength,” 
groaned Debs. 

 
“I’m sorry if I’m giving you a bad morning,” 

said Cassie apologetically. “I’ll make it up to you, I 
promise.” 

Debs shook her head in bewilderment. “Just go 
over to the fireplace and bend over,” she grumbled 
and shrugged off her blazer. 

 
Cassie Cassy wriggled around the kitchen 

overseeing the preparation of the culinary delights 
that would be offered at the evening’s end of term 
feast in the Great Hall. She was preparing brochettes 
of chicken rubbed in ras el hanout, an aromatic 
combination of twelve spices. It was a dish her father 
had introduced her to at a restaurant in the jemaa el 
fna square in Marrakech. To supplement the 
Moroccan theme of the entrée she was preparing 
couscous, batinjaan zalad and slices of watermelon 
that would be served with sprigs of fresh mint. 

Despite her reputation as an eccentric and 
flamboyant ditz Cassandra took her role as head chef 
at the facility very seriously. She was working with 
her father, the jazz mogul Chris Cassidy and 
Bernadette Summers on plans to open a restaurant in 
the South of France after she had completed her 
seven-year sentence. “Swapping canes for Cannes,” 
the two chums liked to joke. 

Michelle Morgan, Frankie Reese and Lady 
Derby had volunteered to act as her assistants and 
hurried about the kitchen following her precise 
instructions. Her assistants were responsible for 
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everything from preparing the table settings and 
décor of the Great Hall to kneading the semolina flour 
to make the flat bread called Khubz. 

Cassie Cassy had changed out of her gymslip, 
blouse and tie and was dressed in her electric pink 
chef’s blouson made from Egyptian cotton and 
designer cargo baggies with a utensil print. She had 
swept her long blonde hair up beneath a black and 
white chequered beanie. Ignoring the phenomenal 
burning in her bumbags Cassie Cassy was determined 
to prepare a feast that would make a traditional 
Moroccan Dada proud. 

The chef personally prepared the Bstilla, a 
crisp pastry rolled as thin as tissue paper and filled 
with a chicken mixture the Marrakech locals 
describe as sweet and peppery, soft and violent. 

 
The guests to the feast gasped as they entered 

the Great Hall. Even by Cassie’s standards she had 
excelled herself. She had surrounded low, beautifully 
inlaid tables, which Bernadette had supplied from God 
only knew where, with stuffed floor pillows. Floral 
bouquets had been arranged around the hall. The 
scents of coriander, cumin, saffron, marjoram and 
onion mingled with the pungency of olive oil and the 
sweetness of sandalwood, mint and roses, delighting 
their senses. In the background trance music 
performed by the brotherhood of Gnawa Halwa on 

gumbris, kerkabs and tbels played gently through 
the sound system. 

Miss Spanky Botts and Christy Cranfield had 
arrived for the feast bearing a case of spicy red wine 
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from the Guerrouane region of Morocco with the 
compliments of Stacks Monroe.  

 
When the guests were comfortably settled on 

the floor pillows Lady Derby Huntington, Michelle 
Morgan and Frankie Reese circulated with silver 
ewers, pouring perfumed water over the fingers of 
the guests, catching the drips in small basins and 
then drying them with Turkish hand towels. 

 
Cassie emerged from the kitchen to 

rapturous applause. She accepted a glass of wine 
from Derby and crossed over to the pillows. She 
sidled up besides Debs.  

“Any room for a little one?” she grinned. 
Debs slid across to make room.  
“I’m sorry I caused you grief today Debs,” 

she whispered, “but if you can just wait a little 
while I’ll let you into my secret.” She winked, stood 
up and wandered back in the direction of the 
kitchens. 
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A Contrast in Clobber 

 
 
Once the guests had indulged in the fine 

repaste the Grand Master announced a thirty minute 
interval to allow the food to digest, and for the guests 
to freshen up and straighten their clobber.  

Cat whisked her sister off to her apartment to 
help her get changed. Cathryn sat on the commode 
while Cassie showered. 

“Why do you have to make such a secret of 
it?” Cat asked. “Why don’t you just make the 
announcement? Everybody will be ecstatic.” 

“What if he changes his mind?” asked Cassie.  
“Changes his mind? Are you fucking crazy? 

You’re stunningly beautiful, one of the greatest chefs 
in the world and as rich as Croesus. What kind of 
dipstick would change his mind?” asked Cat. 

“I also happen to be in prison,” responded 
Cassie as she came out of the shower. “A small 
matter, I know, but it might just be a consideration 
when he sobers up. That’s why I gave the ring back 
this morning.” 
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“You are such a ditz, sis,” groaned Cathryn. “I 
never know whether to spank you or smother you in 
kisses.” 

“Well right now just hand me that blouse, we 
need to hurry or we’ll be late for the entertainment.” 

 
Mr Humphries tapped his fork on his silver 

goblet to attract his guests’ attention. He toasted 
Cassie for the exquisite banquet. The chef who was 
now attired in full clobber fanned the skirt of her 
gymslip and curtsied. Her chums rose to their feet 
and gave her another standing ovation. 

Despite the exotic atmosphere of the Great 
Hall there was an air of trepidation as the guests 
were instructed to remove the playing cards from the 
envelopes that they had been handed when they 
entered the hall. 

During the intermission Derby, Michelle and 
Frankie had distributed the contents of a case of 1985 
King Krug served in icy flutes. Most of the guests 
nervously gulped down bubbles as Mr Humphries 
explained the format for the evening’s after-dinner 
entertainment. 

 
Spanky Botts eyes darted around the table, 

hoping to see a black ace matching her red. Her eyes 
widened and a grin came across her face as she saw 
the card upturned in front of Cathryn Cassidy.  

Cat was lounged back in her chair, a cigarette 
dangling unlit from the corner of her mouth, her 
signature straw boater cocked downwards masking 
her eyes in shadow. She slowly flipped open a silver 
lift arm Dunhill lighter and raised it to her cigarette. 
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She inhaled deeply before releasing the smoke 
through both nostrils. 

“Snap,” she drawled in her husky voice. “Shall 
we?” 

Spanky nodded. “It will be my pleasure,” she 
told Cat. 

 
Spanky and Cat were a contrast in clobber. 

Miss Botts invested considerable quid’s on her 
immaculate collection. She had secured the services 
of Nixdown Nixon’s personal clobber consultant and 
dispatched her to far flung locations in pursuit of new 
materials. Spanky Botts and Nixdown spent hours 
poring over fabrics, looking for the perfect 
combinations that would swish and sashay in elegant 
synchronization as they moved. As Spanky strode 
towards the stage she looked like the epitome of the 
whops and clobber fashionista.  

 
During the Old Gals Whops and Clobber 

summit Cat had negotiated numerous dispensations 
to the strict protocols regarding the Politics of 
Clobber. During periods that the Old Gals were 
required to revert to clobber as a disciplinary measure 
they were obliged to dress in official Woody blazer, 
blouse, gymslip, waist sash and neck tie, white socks 
and navy blue gossamer bumbags. However, the 
many detailed sub-protocols were not applied to the 
Old Gals which allowed Cat to take a bohemian 
approach to her clobber. Her top button was never 
fastened and the knot of her tie generally hung down 
between her breasts. She wore her cuffs loose, her 
socks were concertinaed, and she ornamented her 
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blazer with badges and buttons. She wore shockingly 
revealing gymslips and the ever present straw boater. 

Even by Cat’s standards the micro-micro-mini 
gymslip that she was modeling for Bernadette 
Summers Enterprises was revealing. Cathryn was not 
particularly tall but her shapely legs seemed to go on 
forever. As she bounded up the steps to the stage the 
skirt of her gymslip flapped up and down, flashing her 
bumbags at the delighted guests. 

 
As usual Spanky made no attempt to disguise 

her excitement. She had a broad grin on her face as 
Cathryn approached her. Cat and Spanky were tight. 
Most weekends when Spanky was in residence at the 
facility they ended the evening kicking back in Cat’s 
apartment drinking champagne. Occasionally Spanky 
even managed to persuade her chum to put her over 
her knee for a damn good spanking. 

 
Cat strolled across the stage and picked up a 

long thin cane from a table. She flexed it between her 
hands and then pointed it at Spanky. 

“Miss Botts,” drawled Cathryn, “the last time I 
had occasion to beat you I gave you six of the best.” 

“Yes, Ma’am,” nodded Spanky, “I remember 
that rather well.” 

“Apparently it did no good whatsoever,” 
continued Cat, “so I shall not waste my time with 
another six.” 

“Oh,” said Spanky. She cocked her head and 
looked disappointed. 

“Tonight you will receive nine strokes with your 
bumbags lowered,” said Cathryn. 
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The Adventures of Sandra 

 
 
Spanky Botts had visibly perked at the news 

that she was due for three bonus strokes. She 
crossed to the straight backed chair that had been 
placed in the center of the stage under a single 
spotlight. She unfastened the top button of her red 
and black striped blazer and shrugged it off. She 
hung the garment across the back of the chair and 
bent forward at the waist. 

 
Cat took her time. She finished her cigarette 

and emptied her flute of champagne. She removed 
her own blazer and set it one side. She placed her 
straw boater on top of it. She reached up and artfully 
tied her long, lush, dark hair into a knot. She crossed 
over to the chair and expertly rolled down Spanky’s 
bumbags. She stepped back and retrieved the long 
thin cane. 

Miss Spanky Botts made no secret of her love 
of exhibitionism. She had discovered her passion by 
unfortunate happenstance while she was still at 
school. At the time she was still known as Sandra. 
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She had also already gained a reputation for 
disorderly and disreputable behavior. Although she 
was gregarious and entertaining most of her 
contemporaries considered her to be a dangerous 
individual to pal around with. Chumming about with 
Sandra generally resulted in regular visits to the 
Grand Dame’s office for a taste of the cane. 
Nonetheless she was the source of endless fascination 
and the school magazine even featured a cartoon 
strip called ‘The Adventures of Sandra’, the last frame 
generally featured an irate Dame dispatching her 
upstairs for six of the best. 

During her third year at the school a new twist 
was added to her mythology. Sandra had arrived late 
at the lunch hall and the queue was already formed. 
She was faced with a dilemma, she was scheduled to 
report to the detention room in fifteen minutes and 
had no time for hanging about. She sneaked along 
the line until she saw an opportunity and bunked in. 
Unfortunately she had failed to observe the Duty 
Dame standing close-by. To her surprise she found 
herself being spun around, a hand on the back of her 
neck, being forced forward at the waist. To the 
astonishment of her school-mates the irate Dame 
landed a dozen ferocious spanks across the tautened 
seat of Sandra’s pencil skirt. 

The following day a new cartoon began to 
circulate carrying the banner of ‘The Adventures of 
Spanky Botts’. 

Once she had recovered from the shock of 
being publicly spanked Miss Botts found herself 
reliving the experience in her head. To her surprise 
far from being embarrassed by the incident she found 
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herself amused and titillated. She found herself 
creating fantastical situations where she was 
subjected to public punishments during court 
martial’s, and at reform schools, and convents. Her 
fantasies included a vast landscape ranging from 
medieval witch-hunts to Barbarella-like science fiction. 

She continued to be considered a trouble-
maker and was caned regularly before she was 
eventually expelled. By now she was universally 
known as Spanky. She moved to the Smoke where 
she became a popular feature at the cabaret 
restaurant, the Tuck Shop. Her popular habit of 
dancing on the bar and flashing her bumbags at the 
punters earned her enough tips to keep her in some 
style. When she was in the mood she allowed certain 
favored patrons to accompany her upstairs to the 
private rooms and put her over their knees. It was a 
lucrative side-line and satisfied her fantasies. 

At the Tuck Shop she would meet William 
Graham. At the time she did not know that he was 
the world’s richest living artist but she was attracted 
to him. He invited her to Venice where he owned a 
Palazzo. She never went home. 

William was Spanky’s lover, friend and mentor. 
Spanky was the famous artist’s beloved muse. He 
painted, sketched, photographed and videoed her. He 
created bronzes and sculptures capturing her pixie-
like features and wickedly crooked grin. He turned her 
into a tourist attraction when he bent her over the 
balustrade of the Palazzo and to the astonishment of 
commuters on the Grand Canal below beat her bare 
bottom with a cane. For several years Spanky was in 
heaven, but sadly her lover passed away.  
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William had bequeathed her his entire fortune 
with the caveat that she should spend it on a life 
dedicated to divine decadence. She did her level best 
to fulfill his wishes but she was bereft and listless.  

It had taken the controversial Snobs and 
Rotters tribunal to rekindle her spirit. She established 
the www.woodettes.com web-site and opened Café 
Woodys. She brokered an arrangement with the 
Grand Master to allow her and her closest lieutenants 
to stay at the facility at weekends.  

Bent over the back of a chair, with her 
bumbags around her ankles, waiting to be caned by 
Cathryn Cassidy, Spanky Botts liked to think that 
William Graham was smiling down on her. 

 

http://www.woodettes.com/�
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Card-sharp 

 
The guests exchanged glances as Cat Cassidy 

stepped in close and sliced the cane across the 
defenseless nates. In general the Saturday night 
spankings were delivered with a modicum of 
moderation. However it was generally accepted that 
Spanky Botts did not visit the facility in pursuit of 
moderation. 

The Woody gals adored the eccentric Miss 
Botts, not only was she generous in spirit but she also 
made considerable philanthropic donations to support 
the upkeep to the facility and to improve the well-
being of the inmates. Nobody saw any reason that 
Spanky shouldn’t get value for her money. 

 
Despite her reputation for being ultra laid-back 

Cat could be focused and intense when the situation 
required. She had spent many hours with Spanky 
discussing her chum’s inner id and fully understood 
that she would not be looking for even a hint of 
moderation. Cathryn Cassidy whipped the cane down 
with lethal precision. 
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Spanky loved the multiple sensations of the 
cane. Of all the instruments of pain that she had 
experimented with she considered a well crafted 
rattan cane to be the most superior and sophisticated. 
Each stroke had a life-cycle that started with the 
scalding moment of impact. This eye-watering 
sensation was almost immediately followed by the 
nerve-jangling sensations of it ricocheting throughout 
her body all the way to the tips of her nose. The flesh 
wound would slowly transform into a deep underburn, 
and then, finally, she loved the hours that followed 
where every step or movement would reactivate the 
stripes in all manner of surprising ways.  

She panted with delight as Cathryn 
methodically landed stripe after stripe inside the 
safety of the target area. 

 
The guests watched with expert eyes. Despite 

the leisurely and unhurried manner that Cat was 
delivering the caning it was clear that she was not 
pulling the strokes. Long red tramlines were sitting up 
prominently across the naked flesh. They watched as 
Cat stepped in to deliver the deadly closer. 

 
Miss Spanky Botts looked remarkably buoyed 

as she wriggled from the stage. She grinned and 
winked at the guests as she made her way back to 
her floor cushion. The other guests were not looking 
so cheerful. Any second they would be instructed to 
turn over the next card and one of them was going to 
end up with her bottom higher than her head. Mr 
Humphries tapped his fork against his silver goblet 
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and the guests tentatively turned over their second 
cards. 

Lady Derby Huntington beamed. Deborah 
Morton raised an eyebrow archly. It had often been a 
matter of conjecture amongst the regulars at the 
feast that Mr Humphries might be something of a 
card-sharp. It occurred to Deborah that it might not 
be entirely coincidental that she had been selected to 
spank her personal grubby. 

 
Throughout the winter term Lady Derby had 

constantly complained that Debs never draped her.  
“You don’t give me any reason too,” Debs told 

her, “you’re the perfect grubby.” 
“You’re supposed to be my mentor and keep 

me in training,” complained Derby. 
“Look at your punishment record book, it 

doesn’t exactly look like you’re in much need of 
training,” Debs pointed out. 

 
With just a week remaining before the break-

up for furlough the Woody gals were beginning to feel 
decidedly whop-weary. As usual as furlough 
approached the inmates attention had begun to be 
diverted towards their plans for the Christmas break. 
Whops had been at premium. Over fifty percent of 
the guests at the feast had been whopped during the 
past seventy-two hours. 

Despite Deborah’s refusal to give Derby any 
disciplinary or training drapings her grubby was not in 
any danger of going short of whops. The bob-haired 
aristocrat had already established herself as a highly 
competitive mega-minx and during the previous 
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seven days she had been spanked three times in 
various lecture rooms and had also paid a visit to the 
Grand Master’s study for six of the best. 

Debs cut her eyes at the Grand Master. He 
smiled sublimely. She felt certain that Derby had 
somehow managed to persuade Mr Humphries to 
stack the deck in her favor. 
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Collared and Blitzed 

 
 
“Please Ma’am,” whispered Derby earnestly, 

“will you collar me?” 
“Oh good grief,” muttered Debs. She pushed 

back her chair. Deborah athletically bounded forward, 
adroitly spinning Derby around, grabbing her left 
wrist and pulling it up behind her back. 
Simultaneously, Debs grabbed Derby by the scruff of 
her blouse and proceeded to propel her forwards at 
some speed.  

 
Unaware of Derby’s whispered request the 

guests watched incredulously as Debs marched her 
victim through the hall. The majority of the guests 
had lived through the heinous days when the fine art 
of collaring had been at its zenith. They could 
remember experiencing the ignominy of being set 
upon by rabid members of the SS and hustled 
tottering and stumbling through the facility. 
Thankfully Lady Victoria had outlawed the practice 
and collarings were now limited to official disciplinary 
ceremonies. Putting a gal under the full collar at a 
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social event hardly seemed sporting but the guests 
trusted that Debs had her reasons and respected her 
judgment. They sipped their champagne and watched 
the drama unfold. 

 
Deborah loved her grubby like a sister. Under 

normal circumstances the idea of collaring her would 
have been repugnant but she understood Derby’s 
deep inner desires so she was determined to give her 
an experience to remember. 

Deborah had considerable experience in such 
matters and understood the anatomy of an effective 
collaring. She moved fast, propelling Derby forward.  

Derby tottered and stumbled on the stairs as 
she was shoved up the steps to the stage. When they 
reached the surface Debs released her grip on 
Derby’s collar and marched her by the wrist towards 
the straight-backed chair situated under the spot-
light.  

Within seconds Lady Derby Huntington was 
over and up. Debs pushed back the tail of her 
grubby’s blazer and blouse, flipped back the hem of 
her gymslip, yanked down her bumbags and began to 
spank without giving Derby a second to settle in. 

 
The guests exchanged impressed glances. The 

sound of Deborah’s formidable right hand rebounding 
off Derby’s aristocratic rear end was ringing around 
the Great Hall. Spank after spank landed with 
bewildering speed. Left cheek, right cheek, right 
cheek, left cheek, right cheek, left cheek, three dozen 
spanks landing in a whirlwind blitz. It was over in 
seconds. 
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Derby felt giddy. Her legs had kicked, her 

buttocks squirmed, and somehow her body had tilted 
forward and her nose was only inches from the floor. 
She tried to catch her breath, only to feel Deborah 
pulling her back up in to the crease of her lap and 
blistering her butt with renewed vigor. 

 
The guests watched with expert eyes. There 

was no question that they were witnessing an epic 
spanking. Debs arm pumped up and down 
relentlessly. The improvised rhythm of the blitz had 
Derby wriggling and squirming in Deborah’s lap with 
no way of anticipating which of her buttocks was 
going to be besieged by the next wave of slaps. As 
she toppled forward the hem of her blazer had turned 
inside out and slipped so far up her back that it hid 
her head from view like a hood. 

 
Lady Derby Huntington hung upside down, her 

legs scissoring idly in the air. Deborah puffed out her 
cheeks. She stared down at Derby’s crimson orbs and 
then very carefully rearranged her grubby’s garments. 

There was an awed hush in the hall. Deborah 
blew on her hand and looked a little out of breath as 
she helped her Ladyship to her feet.  

“Are you okay?” she asked. 
Derby had an almost ethereal smile on her face 

she nodded her head emphatically. Deborah leaned 
forward and hugged her chum. 

“Come on, let me pour you a drink,” she 
whispered. 
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 “Will you still be caning me tonight Ma’am?” 
asked Derby earnestly. 

Debs rolled her eyes. “I think you’ve had 
enough training for one day.” 

Derby pouted. “I bet you’re planning on caning 
Miss Cranfield after the dinner is over, so why not 
me?” 

“Barking, you’re all fucking barking,” groaned 
Debs and took a sip of her wine. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne rolled her eyes. “Woof! 

Woof!” The Dame with responsibility for lecturing in 
economics pushed back her chair and stood up. 
Further along the table Christy Cranfield rose to her 
feet. 
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Woof! Woof! 

 
 
Earlier in the day Pauline had gone into town 

to pick up a gymslip she was having altered in 
preparation for the evenings feast. Christy had tagged 
along and sprung for lunch at Monets. Over a spicy 
octopus salad and a bottle of pinot grigio the two old 
friends had idly reminisced about their days together 
at the Queensgate Academy. 

Inevitably the subject of conversation had 
turned to whops and they had giggled over a 
legendary incident from their school days. 

“I was mortified when she told me to give you 
twelve strokes with your bumbags lowered,” gasped 
Pauline. “How was I to know you were secretly 
enjoying yourself?” 

Christy wrinkled her nose and her eyes 
twinkled as she poured her old chum another glass of 
wine. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne was not enjoying herself; in 

fact she was wondering whether she had taken leave 
of her senses. She was thirty-year’s old and a senior 
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member of the Woody Brass. She was in the center of 
the stage under a single spotlight, bent over the back 
of a straight-backed chair, with the hem of her 
gymslip turned back. She wondered what had 
possessed her to march into the Grand Master’s study 
and volunteer to be caned by Christy Cranfield for the 
entertainment of the feast’s guests. She felt the tip of 
the long slender cane tap down against the tautened 
material of her navy blue, gossamer bumbags and 
squeezed her eyes shut. 

 
Unlike Christy Pauline had never developed an 

appetite for the taste of the lick of the cane. In the 
austere environment of the Queensgate Academy it 
had been virtually impossible to avoid an occasional 
encounter with the Ceremonial Popping Stick. 
Although Pauline was not considered as a menace to 
society on the scale of Christy, Debs or the Bounder 
she was high-spirited and free-wheeling and generally 
was required to bend over the Popping Seat several 
times a year. 

Like most Queensgate girls Pauline developed 
a pragmatic view towards being caned. Even though 
it was painful and unpleasant, in many ways it was 
infinitely preferable to alternative punishments that 
eroded treasured free-time. This pragmatism had 
served her well while she was in the office of 
President of Posh and allowed her to dispatch the 
three hundred beatings she was obliged to deliver 
with appropriate detachment. 

Not unreasonably when she graduated to 
university she assumed her seat sniffing days were 
behind her. She was a highly regarded scholar and 
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her tutors predicted a glowing future in high 
academia. However the social whirl surrounding the 
spires of Camford seduced her from her books and 
towards the end of the first year she was in danger of 
being flunked. 

In an effort to realign her priorities her tutors 
sent her to meet with Ms Phyllis MacAllister. Pauline 
remembers that, “she wore a tailored three-piece suit 
complimented by a tab-collared shirt and a cubist 
print necktie. She had a monocle screwed into her left 
eye, a long cigarette holder clenched between her 
teeth and she wore black and white spats on her feet. 
She lectured me at length without removing the 
cigarette holder and I could not understand a word 
that she said. Finally she produced Big Bertha, her 
two-tailed tawse, and indicated that I should bend 
over the back of an armchair. I understood that.” 

Pauline Gascoigne would subsequently 
graduate as scholar of the year and on the 
recommendation of Phyllis MacAllister was scouted 
and recruited to the Brass of the new Back to School 
Unit by Ms Lawton. 

Despite her pro-minx leftist leanings she had 
chosen to resist the temptation to socialize with the 
inmates. It helped her remain dispassionate when she 
was required to beat them soundly with her much-
respected number one cane. 

However, in recent months the Dames from 
the Liberal Left had taken to attending the Saturday 
Night Feasts. It had started as a squiffy lark 
suggested by Dotty Hammell, but Pauline and her 
chums had now become regular attendees. In the 
spirit of fair play the Dames had volunteered to 
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participate in the after dinner entertainments. Bent 
over the back of a straight-backed chair in the center 
of the the stage Ms Gascoigne had good cause to 
question the wisdom of this decision. 

“I have to be fucking barking,” she muttered 
as the cane slashed across her upturned derrière. 
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Either End of a Cane 

 
 
Christy Cranfield was perfectly comfortable at 

either end of a cane. She stepped in and swiped the 
whippy stick across Pauline Gascoigne’s bumbags with 
awesome authority. The impact echoed around the 
Great Hall like the sound of a rifle shot. 

 
The guests lounged back in the sumptuous 

floor cushions watching the proceedings with 
appropriate gravitas. Pauline’s leg had crooked back 
at the moment of impact of the first searing stroke. 
They exchanged glances and sage nods. There was 
no question that Miss Cranfield was delivering the 
goods. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne clenched her fists around 

the lower crossbar of the chair. The pain was almost 
over-whelming. Her eyelids burned, her nerves 
jangled and her teeth-chattered. She gritted her 
teeth; there was no way in the world that she was 
going to make a muff of herself in front of her 
beloved minxes. 
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Christy Cranfield was a beguiling creature. Her 
erect carriage made her appear deceptively tall and 
her movement’s exuded complete self-assurance. 
Beneath the single spotlight that made her 
customized crisp white blouse seem to gleam she 
appeared as the epitome of the patrician martinet.   

 
Christy Cranfield stepped in close and swung 

the cane with complete assurance, she focused on 
the target area and delivered stroke after stroke in 
the safe landing zone. Pauline’s buttocks wriggled and 
squirmed under the unrelenting barrage but she 
gamely stayed over and up. She was even able to 
compose herself enough to swap hugs with Christy 
when she was finally allowed to rise from her 
ignominious stoop. 

The guests at the feast applauded rapturously. 
Ms Gascoigne made a rueful courtesy. 

 
Christy Cranfield was comfortable at either end 

of a cane. She folded herself across the back of the 
leather chesterfield and waited while Deborah 
carefully rearranged her apparel. 

 
“I am not caning either of you,” said Debs 

insistently to Spanky Botts and Lady Derby 
Huntington. As usual, after the feast was over, Debs 
had made her way over to the main building and up 
to the corridor that led to the library. Christy 
Cranfield, Spanky Botts and Lady Derby were already 
waiting, standing in a line with their hands on their 
heads and their noses pressed to the wall. 
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Debs swung open the library door and 
instructed them to follow her across the well lit study 
area to a second door. The three women entered the 
shadowy back room and without being instructed 
strode down to the far end and took up position 
beside a large ornate fireplace. They returned their 
hands to the tops of their heads. 

“I am not caning either of you,” said Debs 
insistently to Spanky Botts and Lady Derby 
Huntington. “You’ve both had more than enough 
entertainment for one night.” 

Spanky and Derby pouted sulkily. 
“You on the other hand Miss Cranfield, I intend 

on giving you a Double Berkley,” said Debs. 
Christy didn’t flinch. “Yes Ma’am,” she said 

evenly, “very good Ma’am.” 
“Remove your blazer and bend over the back 

of the armchair,” Deborah said firmly. 
 
Christy Cranfield peeled off her striped blazer 

and folded it neatly. Unhurriedly she crossed to the 
leather chair and folded herself in half. It was a part 
of the ritual that she particularly enjoyed. She loved 
slipping off her blazer and the feeling of nervous 
anticipation building as she approached the chair and 
took up the required position. 

In her youth Christy had regularly surprised 
her teachers by submitting essays featuring herself as 
a French aristocrat being transported through the city 
on the back of a wagon on the way to be guillotined. 
Not that she particularly fancied having her head 
lopped off but she liked to describe her composure 
and haughty disdain in response to the braying 
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hordes lusting after her blood. Some of her less 
enlightened teachers wondered whether she might 
have a few bats loose in her belfry.  

Deborah was taking her time preparing herself. 
She shrugged off her long Posh Coat that she had 
changed into after the feast and loosened her collar 
and cuffs. She strolled up the library and very 
meticulously turned back the hem of Christy’s gymslip 
and folded up the tail of her blouse. She placed her 
fingers in the elastic waistband of Christy’s navy blue 
bumbags and rolled them down to behind her knees. 
Once Christy was appropriately prepared Deborah 
carefully paced out twelve strides back down the floor 
and leaned down and drew herself a chalk mark on 
the floor. She went over to a side table and retrieved 
the thirty-six inch long rattan cane that she had 
brought along for the mission. 

With her bottom bared and upturned Christy 
Cranfield felt her excitement mounting.  
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A World Class Whopping 

 
 
Debs took a deep breath and set off at a trot. 

Stride by measured stride she began to accelerate, 
swooping in at her approach and swinging the cane 
through a horizontal plane. With uncanny precision 
she flicked her wrist at the last second and whipped 
the cane across Christy’s defenseless rear end. She 
breathed a sigh of relief and padded back down the 
room. 

 
It had been the perfect opener. It was like the 

first serve in a tennis match. It didn’t need to be a 
straight ace; there would be plenty of time for that 
later. It just needed to be meticulously placed, 
nothing ugly that could shake her confidence. She 
waited thirty seconds and set off for a second time. 

 
Lady Derby and Spanky watched with awed 

respect as Deborah glided along the wooden floor. 
She kept the cane hung low until she made her final 
approach and then swung her arm in a fluid motion 
and cracked the whippy stick precisely across the 
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sweet spot. She made the highly complex business of 
delivering a running bender look effortless. 

 
Christy Cranfield’s backside was sizzling. The 

stripes were landing perfectly in the sweet spot. With 
unerring accuracy Deborah had landed the first six 
strokes millimeters apart, but as they headed into the 
home straight Christy knew that some overlapping 
would become inevitable. 

 
Deborah chewed on her lower lip. She would 

have been perfectly content to draw the proceedings 
to a close after the first six but Christy had insisted on 
a full Double Berkeley. Debs took a tight grip on the 
cane and stretched her legs. 

 
From the shadows of the dimly lit room Spanky 

and Derby watched in genuine awe. Debs looked 
every bit the world class athlete as she flew along the 
floor and gracefully lowered her right shoulder as she 
sliced the cane through the air. The crack of the cane 
echoed around the library. It sends shivers up the 
spines of the two die-hard spankettes. There was no 
question that they were witnessing a world class 
whopping. 

 
Christy braced herself for the closer. Debs was 

taking her time, leaving a full sixty seconds before 
starting her run-up.  

Christy savored the anticipation. Her backside 
was pulsating excruciatingly; the arrival of the closer 
was almost too dreadful to contemplate yet the 
butterflies in the pit of her tummy made her feel 
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ecstatically delirious. She heard the slap of Deborah’s 
feet on the floor. 

 
Debs puffed out her cheeks and breathed a 

sigh of relief as the cane landed perfectly in the 
safety zone. It was a classic closer, sliced diagonally 
across the existing vivid red stripes etched across the 
sweet spot of Christy’s behind. For the first time 
throughout the beating Christy’s leg crooked back and 
her bottom shuddered in agitation. 

 
Christy Cranfield straightened her skirt. “That’s 

not rubbing,” she giggled, “that’s smoothing. That last 
one, the closer, that was one of your best ever. I 
nearly came out of my shoes.”  

Debs blushed slightly. “I’m sorry it had to be so 
hot,” she told her chum, “but there’s no way to pull 
the strokes during a running bender.” 

Christy grinned. “I know that, silly,” she told 
her chum. “Why do you think I like them so much?” 

Deborah shook her head in bewilderment. Over 
the years she had had the misfortune to be on the 
receiving end of a number of running benders and 
considered them to be amongst the most painful and 
disagreeable experiences of her long and chequered 
career. Debs tended to agree with the notion that 
Miss Christy Cranfield might have a few bats loose in 
her belfry. 

 
Lady Derby Huntington straightened Deborah’s 

tie and helped her on with her long striped Posh Coat.  
“You’re sure I can’t change your mind about 

caning me?” she asked. 
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Debs tousled her grubby’s hair. “Not tonight 
sweetie,” she smiled, “but if you’re lucky I might 
consider a trip up to the library tomorrow afternoon 
before Spanky and Christy go back up to the Smoke.” 

Lady Derby Huntington and Miss Spanky Botts 
grinned from ear to ear.  
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Concrete Bumbags 

 
 
Debs Morton sat up in bed. “Whoa!” she 

squealed as her bum rubbed along the sheets. She 
reached under the duvet. “My bum is still sizzling.” 

“Yes Ma’am, I rather suspected it would be,” 
nodded Lady Derby Huntington sagely. “Miss 
Cranfield does good work and she caned you very 
hard. I’m sure that you have a nice touch of the 
residuals this morning.” 

Deborah scowled and accepted a mug of 
scalding java from her grubby. “Derby, there is no 
such thing as a nice touch of the residuals,” she 
muttered darkly. “I must be fucking barking.” 

“You were sensational Ma’am,” said Derby. 
“Sensational?” said Debs slowly. 
“Yes Ma’am, you put it up and kept it up and 

hardly wriggled or squirmed at all,” nodded Derby 
admiringly. 

“Oh good fucking grief,” moaned Debs and 
covered her face with the duvet. 
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“I am not going to cane you Kate,” said Debs 
emphatically. 

“You don’t have any choice Ma’am,” said 
Detective Inspector Kate Faulkner. “I am meeting 
Lord Rufus and I have to be convincing.” 

“What are you going to do?” demanded Debs. 
“Roll down your bumbags and flash your stripes at 
him in the middle of the bar?” 

“Undercover work is complicated Ma’am,” said 
Kate. “I need to get into character. I have taken the 
liberty of laying out your clobber and if it is 
acceptable I shall repair to the library and wait for 
your arrival,” said Kate. 

“Oh good fucking grief,” groaned Debs.  
 
“Hello Rufus, lo the times that makes us 

strangers,” said Kate Faulkner. 
“Hello Kate the Rozzer, or should we call you 

Kate the Jailbird these days?” grinned His Lordship. 
Kate slid into the booth on the bench opposite 

Lord Rufus Lewis. She winced theatrically. 
“Not sitting comfortably, Kate?” he grinned. 
Kate glared at him. “I just got the fucking 

cane,” she said irritably, “so buy me a drink and let’s 
get down to business.” 

“Oh, Miss Kate,” grinned Rufus. “You always 
used to act so refined when you were trying to stitch 
me up like a kipper. Sounds like life in the Big House 
is not to your taste?” 

Kate just glared at him. “I hear rumors that 
Malicious has a bounty out on Deborah Morton’s 
bumbags?” she asked. 
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“I have no idea what you’re talking about,” 
said Rufus smoothly. 

“Oh come on now,” said Kate impatiently. “I 
know that you’re head honcho of the Yoofs, I could 
just never prove it.” 

“I’m a merchant banker,” said Rufus. 
“You’re a fraudster, swindler and an inside 

trader,” snapped Kate. 
“Don’t you read the papers, Kate?” asked 

Rufus. “All charges have been dropped. It was all 
malicious mischief made up by my competitors.” 

“Yeah, yeah, yeah,” drawled Kate. “But now 
you’re back in the driving seat you’ll want to score 
that bounty. I can help you get Miss Deborah smarty-
pants Morton.” 

“That kind of talk can get you measured up for 
concrete bumbags,” warned Rufus. “Sounds like you 
don’t much care for our national treasure.” 

“She’s caned me three times in the last two 
weeks,” complained Kate.  

“I’m sure you deserved them,” chuckled His 
Lordship. 

Kate scowled. “I’ll serve you Morton’s bumbags 
up on a platter and then you can help me disappear. 
I’m not spending seven years getting my bum 
whipped in that hell-hole.” 

“As I say Kate,” said Rufus, “I have no idea 
what you’re talking about. Now about that caning you 
got this morning, tell me a little more about that.” 

 
“He’s a perv,” said Kate. “He offered me fifty 

quid to go round to the back of the pub and show 
him my stripes.” 
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“Did you oblige?” asked Ellen Millar, with a grin 
on her face. 

“I poured a glass of champagne over his 
pecker,” laughed Kate. “He may play tough but I 
think he likes to be abused. After all he’s always been 
carried a flame for Yvonne and I doubt that she’s 
exactly warm and loving.” 

“Is he going to help you?” asked Ellen. 
“He’s cagey, but I know Rufus. If he thinks 

Malicious has an open cheque book he’ll be looking to 
get his fingers into the pie and we won’t be dealing 
with fucking Scousers.” 

“Be careful Kate,” said Ellen.  
“I know,” nodded Detective Inspector Kate 

Faulkner, “he’s already measuring me up for concrete 
bumbags. I’ll see you later,” she smiled at her friend. 
“I need to cut along and attend to Miss Morton.” 

  
   
 
 
 



 

 

19 

 
Team Morton 

 
 
“Miss Morton, what are you doing?” gasped 

Kate. 
“Rosemary sent me to stand in the corner,” 

grumbled Debs. 
Kate Faulkner gaped. “But you’re the Red-shirt 

Ma’am,” she said. 
“This is not Red-shirt business, this is Team 

Morton business,” explained Deborah without moving 
her nose from the wall. “Be a sweetie and cut along 
the landing and remind Rosemary. I’ve been here for 
over an hour and I think she might have forgotten 
about me.” 

 
“Oh good grief,” gasped Rosemary. “You 

cannot be serious?” 
Kate nodded. “She’s standing in the corner 

Ma’am. She’s waiting for you to release her.” 
“Oh my only Aunt Sally,” said Rosemary 

disbelievingly. 
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“Whadya doing?” Debs had wailed as her best 
chum tipped her over her knee, flipped back her skirt 
and yanked down her bumbags. 

“We have a contract and the ink has hardly 
dried before you have abused it. This is from me on 
behalf of Team Morton” snapped Rosemary and 
brought the wooden hairbrush down with a crack. 

“Jeezus,” squealed Debs. “Ow! Ow! Stoppit you 
lunatic, that hurts! OW! OW! YOW!” 

 
After she had caned Kate Faulkner up in the 

library Debs had changed into shorts and singlet and 
gone for a solitary run. Her backside was still 
throbbing. She could not think of a single legitimate 
reason that would have possessed her to insist that 
Christy Cranfield top off the evening by giving her six 
on the silks. Despite her less than stellar record 
Deborah Morton had spent the past fifteen years 
doing her best to elude the constant array of canes, 
straps, slippers and other artillery that seemed to be 
constantly preying on her rear end. The idea that she 
had volunteered to be caned by Christy was 
bewildering. 

 
“I have just mixed a jigger of vodka martinis,” 

said Nixdown. 
“You know I don’t drink on duty,” sighed Debs. 

“I just thought you might be able to cast some light 
on why I should have volunteered for six on the 
silks.”  

Nixdown snorted. “One drink won’t hurt. I’ll fix 
one really dirty and then we can gab. I heard that 
there was a helluva a noise coming out of your study 
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last night. Sadly I missed it. I was down in the stables 
with Penny Ann, but everyone says you must have 
got one helluva whopping.” 

“Christy does good work,” groaned Debs. “Now 
what was that about a vodka martini?” 

 
 “Whadya doing?” wailed Debs. 
“We have a contract and the ink has hardly 

dried before you have abused it. This is from me on 
behalf of Team Morton” snapped Rosemary and 
brought the hairbrush down with a crack. 

“Jeezus,” squealed Debs. “Ow! Ow! Stoppit you 
lunatic, that hurts! OW! OW! YOW!” 

Nixdown gaped in astonishment. “Go Rosie 
go!” she mumbled. 

 
Nix and Debs had been kicking back in easy 

chairs in Deborah’s study when Rosemary had 
stopped by. Debs had grinned at her best chum and 
toasted her. 

“Bottoms up, sis,” she grinned. 
“Yes and yours is going to be young lady,” 

snapped Rosemary and headed into the bathroom. 
Nix and Debs exchanged confused glances. 

 
“Come with me,” said Rosemary, grabbing 

Debs by the wrist and pulling her out of the chair. At 
first Debs was giggling. “What are you going to do 
Rosie? Spank me? For one vodka martini? It’s less 
than a hundred calories?” 

“It was one drink this time,” said Rosemary 
firmly, “but if I let you get away with it, it will be two 
drinks next time. Now put it up and keep it up!” 
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“Jeepers, Rosie,” wailed Deborah, “do you 
really need to use that goddam hairbrush!” 

“I most certainly do,” Rosemary said 
emphatically and brought the brush down with a 
crack. 

“That’s not fucking funny,” yelped Debs. “Quit 
that! OW! Shit Rosie, that hurt’s! OW!” 

 
“Go and stand in the corner,” snapped 

Rosemary. 
“Yes Ma’am,” muttered Debs. 
“Go Rosie,” breathed Nix. 
 
“I signed a contract that gives Team Morton 

thrashing rights,” explained Debs. 
“And who exactly is Team Morton?” asked 

Kate. 
“Coach Lummell of course,” replied Debs. 

“Rachel is my subject matter expert, Miss Scott and 
the Butcher Twins are my work-out gurus and Rosie 
is taking care of my diet.” 

Katie’s eyes twinkled. “I’m your bodyguard; 
does that give me spanking rights too?” 

“Oh good grief,” groaned Debs.   
 
 
 
 



 

 

20 

 
Institutionalized 

 
 
“I think I’m becoming institutionalized,” 

groaned Debs. “First I let her spank me and then 
when she sends me to stand in the corner I just 
meekly did as I was told.” 

Jojo hugged her chum. “Perhaps you are over-
intellectualizing this,” she smiled. 

“Over-intellectualizing? She fucking zinged 
me!” complained Deborah. “I don’t believe she did 
that! My fucking Rosie! She ceded me her thrashing 
rights because she says she’s too soft and then she 
bursts into my study and fucking zings me!” 

“You’re her best chum, I’m sure that made 
things easier for her,” explained Jojo. “She wasn’t 
punishing you; she was just exercising her rights as a 
friend.” 

Deborah gaped at Jojo. “I’m sure that there is 
a divine logic to that,” she muttered bewilderedly. “I 
think I’m going nuts. First I volunteer for six on the 
silks, then I let Rosie spank me and then to top it off 
I’m sent to stand in the corner for an hour.” 
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“You’re just having an unusual twenty-four 
hours,” Jojo counseled her. “You know that these 
things can happen at Woodys.” 

“Yo, Debs,” grinned Nixdown cheerfully as she 
bustled into the room. “Can you believe our gal 
Rosie? That was some damn fine spanking. I couldn’t 
believe it when she shoved your nose in the carpet 
and zinged you.” 

Deborah scowled. “And thank you for all your 
support and assistance.” 

Nixdown shrugged. “It was Team Morton 
business. It wasn’t my place to be interfering.” 

Deborah continued to scowl. Her backside was 
giving her considerable gyp. Nixdown had been 
perfectly correct in her assessment that Rosemary 
had done a very thorough job. She had given Debs a 
dozen real crackerjacks before suddenly thrusting her 
face down into the carpet and landing three white hot 
zingers on the crown of Deborah’s right buttock. The 
hard unforgiving hairbrush had played merry hell with 
the residuals from the previous nights six on the silks. 
Debs was experiencing considerable discomfort in the 
sitmedown region. 

“I still can’t believe she made me stand in the 
corner,” muttered Debs darkly. 

“Maybe you’re becoming institutionalized,” 
observed Nixdown helpfully. 

Deborah glared at her and wriggled down the 
landing. 

 
“Do you think I’m becoming institutionalized?” 

demanded Debs. 
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“Why would you say that?” asked Christy 
curiously. 

“Well I don’t generally demand people to give 
me six on the silks or sign contracts that allow my 
chums to spank me and send me to stand in the 
corner,” said Debs. 

Christy looked thoughtful. “Well I can 
understand your concern, but I don’t think that you 
have anything to worry about. The six of the silks was 
just a heat of the moment kind of thing. That could 
happen to anyone. And the spanking rights clauses in 
the Team Morton contracts were really just as a 
deterrent and a billet doux to remind you of your 
obligations. I don’t think anybody except Coach 
Lummell was expected to invoke them.” 

“Perhaps Rosemary didn’t get that part of the 
email,” grumbled Debs. “She fucking zinged me. 
Listen you cane very hard and I was still sizzling this 
morning. This was not a good time to be getting 
zinged.”  

Christy grinned. “That rather depends on your 
perspective on things,” she chuckled. “By the way are 
you going to keep your appointment with Spanky and 
Derby? Because if you are I’d like to tag along, I 
rather fancy a dangling.” 

“Oh my giddy aunt,” muttered Debs helplessly. 
“Why don’t you go and round up the lunatics and wait 
for me outside the asylum. I’ll be along to beat you 
shortly.” 

Christy Cranfield grinned and strode down the 
landing. 
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Debs rubbed the seat of her skirt pensively. 
Her arse hurt. She came from the no public rubbing 
school of whops but for once she was alone in her 
study. She rubbed and rubbed and rubbed. 

Debs reached into her closet and selected a 
long-thin super-cane that Spanky Botts had donated 
to help spice up the private gratuitous whops sessions 
that they convened in the back room of the library. 
She swished it through the air, listening to the 
ominous whistle. The sound sent a tingle down her 
spine. She wondered whether it was excitement or 
dread.  

 
After a while she pulled on her Posh Coat, 

tucked the cane under her left arm, wriggled painfully 
out onto the landing and set off in the direction of the 
library. 

 



 

 

21 

 
Insider Information 

 
 
On Monday morning Pauline Gascoigne bent 

Rosemary Booker over her desk and absolutely 
creamed her.  

 
Finding herself in the undesirable situation of 

being soundly beaten did not come as any great 
surprise to Rosemary. In fact the previous evening 
she had felt compelled to call upon the Bounder with 
a business proposition.  

“I have some insider information that you 
might find useful,” she informed Bernadette. “I could 
share it with you if you cut me in for a slice of the 
action.” 

The Bounder hooded her eyes. “I risk losing 
my blouse, my blazer and my bumbags every day so 
any snippet of intel is useful. Spill and I’ll give it some 
thought, but I need the beans before I commit to 
anything.” 

“I rather fancy I’m due for some whops in the 
a.m.,” confessed Rosemary. 
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Bernadette shrugged. “So are half a dozen 
other gals I’ll be bound, so what would make your 
whops so interesting.” 

“I’m pretty sure I know where, when, and 
about what time I’ll be bending over,” replied 
Rosemary. 

“Interesting,” said the Bounder. “And what 
kind of slice were you thinking about?” 

 
“I rather fancy I’m due for some whops on the 

morrow,” Rosemary lamented to the Silver Fox. 
“Keep me in the loop,” typed back her cyber-

lothario. 
 
Bernadette took her seat in the lecture room. 

She glanced down at her watch. It was nine-forty five 
in the morning. She laid out her books on the desk 
and set her features in an appearance of intense 
interest and concentration. She pricked her ears up 
and waited. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne waited while the Elite gals 

took their seats and settled in. 
“Not you Miss Booker,” she said with 

uncharacteristic curtness. “Remain standing.” She 
produced a three-inch thick plastic covered ring-
binder and slapped it down on the front desk. 
“Perhaps you would care to explain the meaning of 
this?” 

Rosemary flushed. “The meaning, Ma’am? I’m 
not sure that I understand your question.” 
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“Do not pretend to be obtuse,” snapped Ms 
Gascoigne, “it is most unbecoming. You know 
perfectly well what I’m talking about.” 

Rosemary’s chums exchanged glances. The 
normally unflappable Dame in Charge of Economics 
was clearly vexed. 

“It’s my final report Ma’am,” said Rosemary 
defensively. 

“There is nothing final about this report,” said 
Ms Gascoigne pointedly. “It is incomplete, unedited, 
and sub-standard.” 

“Oh,” said Rosemary Booker. 
 
Rosemary slid her upper torso across the 

desktop. Her immediate prospects looked bleak. She 
glanced down at her watch; it was nine-fifty six. She 
hoped the Bounder was listening. 

 
Bernadette Summers suppressed a grin. The 

sound of flexible rattan rebounding off tautened 
bumbags echoed along the corridor. Right on cue 
Rosemary was getting absolutely creamed and the 
Bounder was making out like a bandit.       

 
“There are considerable grumblings amongst 

the punters,” warned Lisa Sutton. “They think that 
you had inside information and posted misinformation 
on the web-site.” 

Bernadette yawned. “They are just bad losers. 
It’s not my fault that Rosemary got an unexpected 
whopping and they all liked the odds when they 
placed their bets. They shouldn’t be in the gambling 
game if they are going to grumble about losing.” 
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Lisa looked quizzically at her business partner. 
“How much did we win?” she enquired. 

“A good few squids,” shrugged Bernadette 
nonchalantly, “but there were some unusual 
operating expenses so our margin was lower than 
normal.” 

“Unusual operating expenses?” asked Lisa, 
“what the fuck are they?” 

Bernadette reached under her skirt and 
extracted a healthy wad of cash from the elastic 
waistband of her bumbags. She counted out forty-five 
crispy tenners and handed them to Lisa. 

“Here are your fees,” she said airily. “That’s 
what I call an unusual operating expense when I 
didn’t even use your services.” 

Lisa sighed. “One day, Bounder, somebody is 
going to string you up by your bumbags.” 

 
 



 

 

22 

 
In Danger of Flunking 

 
 
“Rosemary,” wailed Debs. “If we stayed up all 

night we couldn’t make all these corrections. You’ve 
been lying to me for weeks. I can’t believe that you 
flim-flammed me. You could be fucking flunked.” 

Deborah was furious. “You promised me that 
you were keeping up,” she raged. “I should have 
known that you were telling me a plateful of porkies.” 

Rosemary looked appropriately remorseful. 
Ever since Suzy Scott had felt compelled to beat her 
for slacking Debs had been dogging Rosemary to get 
back with the academic program. However, whenever 
she was confronted Rosemary had been able to show 
Debs just enough work to keep her at arm’s length. 
She had not enjoyed deceiving her best chum but she 
was addicted to chatting with the Silver Fox.  

“Next term I am going to check your work 
every night,” fumed Debs, “and if I catch you slacking 
then I’ll personally make sure that you don’t sit down 
for a week.” 
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Rosemary pouted, but she decided against 
arguing with her best chum. She went over to a chest 
of drawers and retrieved her digital camera. 

“Will you take some pix?” she asked hopefully. 
“The Foxy-one wants to be kept in the loop and he’ll 
been keen to see these stripes. Then I’ll start 
studying, I promise.” 

“Oh good fucking grief,” groaned Debs. 
 
Pauline Gascoigne drummed her fingers on the 

front of the folder. Rosemary stood apprehensively in 
front of the Dames desk in the lecture room. 

“It’s an improvement, I suppose,” Pauline said 
tightly, “but it’s still sub-standard. I’m sorry,” she said 
wistfully and reached into her pocket and produced 
her red card. “And Morton,” she added, “I think you 
should stay behind so we can have a little chat.” 

 
As the Elite gals filed out of the lecture hall 

Deborah remained in her seat apprehensively. 
Hanging to side of the large video monitor was a 
series of hooks where Pauline kept her canes. 
Deborah felt a familiar uneasiness welling up in her 
tummy as she stared at the swishy sticks. 

 
“Relax, Deborah, you’re not in any trouble,” 

said Pauline when the door finally closed behind the 
retreating Elite. “This is strictly off the record. I know 
you tried to help her last night and I don’t blame you, 
but she is in serious trouble. It’s not just my 
curriculum she is in danger of flunking but its 
geography, French, maths and all the sciences; even 
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if she scrapes through the arts she can’t hope to get 
better than a composite ‘D’.”  

Debs sighed. “I’ll see what I can do, let’s just 
hope that the Grand Master finds some way to cut her 
a little slack.” 

“It would be a terrible shame if she is flunked 
and has to do another thirteen weeks at the end of 
her sentence,” said Ms Gascoigne, “but if we pass her 
and the System performs an audit there will be hell to 
pay and all the freedoms that Mr Humphries has 
negotiated could be taken away. We can’t allow that 
to happen, even for Rosemary.” 

 
Katie Beck was instantly perked by the arrival 

of Rosemary. The prefect was amongst the most 
notoriously clobber-challenged amongst the inmates. 
It was ten o’clock in the morning and her clobber was 
already beginning to look slightly disheveled. 

“I need to be inspected,” said Rosemary 
tightly. 

Katie grinned wolfishly. She peered over her 
desk eyeing Rosemary up and down like a prized 
specimen in her laboratory. Rosemary glowered and 
tried not to flinch. Rosie was not oblivious to her 
short-comings in the clobber department. On the way 
up to Katie’s she had stopped off in a bathroom to 
carry out any emergency repairs that might be 
required. Already the knot of her tie had inexplicably 
slipped down to way below the allowable margin of 
cover over her top button and one of her socks had 
defied gravity and was concertinaed around her right 
ankle. Her hair needed a good brushing. She 
straightened herself up as best she could but there 
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was no guarantee that some other clobber calamity 
might befall her as she cut through the landings. 

 
Katie was disappointed. Although Rosemary 

could not be described as pristine there was no 
concrete basis for submitting her to a full clobber 
inspection, she had to satisfy herself with sending her 
to the ante-room and leaving her bent over the desk 
with her arse bared for a full five minutes before 
deigning to conduct bum inspection. 

 
Rosemary patted a sheen of perspiration from 

her brow. Her tummy was filled with butterflies as she 
reached forward and knocked on the door of the 
Grand Master’s study. She suspected that the ensuing 
few minutes might prove a tad disagreeable. 

 
 
 



 

 

23 

 
An Intervention 

 
 
The Grand Master was not entirely surprised to 

see Rosemary. Pauline had apprised him of the 
previous mornings creaming and shown him 
Rosemary’s dossier. He had concurred that it would 
be hard to justify anything more that a ‘D’ unless she 
pulled off a miraculous recovery. 

Unfortunately Pauline was not alone in her 
concern over the deteriorating quality of her work. 
Several of the Dame’s had commented that they were 
going to have considerable difficulties in justifying 
awarding her a ‘C’ for her terms endeavors. 

The Grand Master was fond of Rosemary. She 
was a good-hearted and jovial cove. She was a 
moderately capable student and not idle by nature. 
The Grand Master understood that the source of 
Rosemary’s current predicament was her chat 
addiction. He had nothing in principle against her 
yakking up a storm on the internet as long as it didn’t 
interfere with her studies. 

He was aware that a few weeks earlier Suzy 
Scott had bent Rosemary over the piano stool and 
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beaten her with a violin bow after she had submitted 
a woefully inadequate assignment on the 
accomplishments of Wolfgang Amadeus. He had 
hoped that would have given her some inspiration to 
revert to her studies but unfortunately even the 
delivery of an excruciatingly painful super-weal had 
failed to produce the desired effect. It was clearly 
time for an intervention. 

 
Rosemary listened intently as the Grand Master 

outlined his plan. He would grant her a forty-eight 
extension to resubmit all her dossiers. She would be 
excused attending further lectures and tutorials so 
that she could attend to the task in hand. It was a 
generous gesture.  

However, with immediate effect she was to be 
returned to full clobber and her privilege of studying 
privately in her study would be rescinded. She would 
be required to repair to the study area where the 
inmates in the early stages of their sentences 
congregated each evening between four and six until 
further notice. Her internet privileges would be also 
be seriously curtailed and she would only be given 
access to chat-rooms and messaging services for 
thirty minutes a day. Rosemary was forced to 
concede that this was not an entirely unreasonable 
course of action. 

 
Mr Humphries crossed to the tall-boy and 

retrieved a two-tailed leather tawse. 
“Come with me,” he instructed the errant 

member of the Elite. 
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The grubby’s craned their necks. The Grand 
Master was seated on a straight-backed chair at the 
front of the Brat Chamber. Rosemary Booker was 
draped out across his lap with her bumbags around 
her ankles. As usual, the sight of her remarkable 
protuberance elicited considerable interest. 

 
Years earlier Rosemary Booker had been 

anointed ‘Rear of the Year’ by a panel of experts who 
specialized in these things. At the time she had been 
struggling to launch and finance Bookers Balms. Her 
voluptuous behind earned her invitations to TV talk-
shows where she would sportingly bend over for the 
camera and show off her denim covered rump with 
Bookers Bum embroidered across the seat. She took 
advantage of the opportunities to promote her 
business venture and within a year she was a multi-
millionaire. 

The grubby’s were grateful for the opportunity 
to observe up close and personal what the fuss was 
all about. 

 
Rosemary was not the least bit grateful for the 

opportunity to exhibit her rear end. The two-tailed 
tawse was causing her considerable gyp. Brat 
spankings were one of the less popular institutions 
implemented by the Grand Master. Rosemary blinked 
and flinched as the tawse rebounded from her bare 
buttocks; it would have been tough duty without the 
added pressure of having twelve gaping grubby’s 
gawking at her. 
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Rosemary Booker shuffled from foot to foot as 
she undressed. She carefully peeled her bumbags 
over the raw and swollen flesh. She dug her fingers 
into a pot of one of her favorite soothing balms and 
began to massage. 

 
Despite the enduring discomfort in her rear 

end Rosemary slid into bed with a self-satisfied grin 
on her face. Despite her irritability Deborah had 
enlisted the help of Jojo and Nix and they had all 
rolled up their sleeves and dug into assisting their 
chum in kicking her dossiers into shape. In short shift 
they had reorganized the Economics, Maths and 
Geography folders and established an achievable 
work plan for the next forty-eight hours. 

The Silver Fox had been delighted with the 
new pix of Rosemary dressed in full clobber and the 
artistic studies of her swollen arse that Debs had 
reluctantly snapped. Rosie and the Foxy-one were 
planning a yuletide trip to Berlin to discuss Ugandan 
Affairs and other compelling subjects. 

All in all it had been a satisfying conclusion to 
the day. 
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Banged Up Like Criminals 

 
 
Yvonne Godfrey snuck into the orchard with 

her contraband cell-phone. In a few moments Katie 
was scheduled to reset the transponder around her 
ankle so that she would be invisible to Ellen Millar’s 
prying eyes for a few minutes. 

As usual Patty Hodge had insisted on bending 
Yvonne over a desk and beating her bandy with one 
of her evil wye-tipped canes in exchange for the 
privilege. Smoke was billowing out from under her 
skirt but she was getting desperate and she figured 
six of the best was a cheap price to pay for freedom. 

Yvonne watched the light go out on her ankle 
bracelet and dialed the number of Lord Rufus Lewis. 

“Isn’t there anything you can do?” she begged. 
“They’re sending me to chokey for the furlough. The 
prison is filled with low-life’s and fucking lunatics.” 

“I’m sure that they won’t mess with the Ice 
Maiden,” said Rufus smoothly. “I need you to stay in 
the program for a little longer. Malicious’s war-chest is 
crammed and I need you to help me get my grubby’s 
on all that lovely wonga.” 
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“But you could have me instead,” whined 
Yvonne. “You don’t need the money; wouldn’t you 
prefer to have your Ice Maiden by your side again?” 

“I always need money,” said Rufus. “I have 
high operating expenses. Three weeks in chokey 
won’t hurt you. We’ll be together again soon I 
promise you.” 

“Bastard,” muttered Yvonne as the phone went 
dead. She reached back and rubbed her bum 
furiously. The after-effects of the vicious thrashing 
seemed to have miraculously increased as soon as 
Rufus had hung up on her. Despondently The Ice 
Maiden wriggled out of the orchard. 

 
“I’m sending Suzy and Mickey the Purveyor to 

watch your back,” Ellen told Kate Faulkner.  
“Rufus won’t try anything,” laughed Kate. “He’s 

only agreed to see me because I called him bitching 
that I got the cane again. He just wants to hear the 
lurid details.” 

Ellen smiled. “You’re taking this mission very 
seriously.” 

“When I arrested Sarah, Malicious threatened 
to put a hit out on me, I take that very seriously. I’m 
going to nail her tits to the mast,” said Detective 
Inspector Kate Faulkner. 

 
“What are you doing for Christmas Rozzer?” 

asked Lord Rufus. “I’m thinking of taking my yacht 
down to the Caribbean. Would you care to join me?” 

“I’m an ex-Rozzer,” growled Kate. “I am 
obliged to inform my Court Appointed Guardian of my 
whereabouts and he might not approve of me 
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carousing about in the Caribbean with suspected 
felons.” 

Rufus grinned. “Suspected, never proven,” he 
chuckled. “So tell me Kate how is your arse off for 
stripes?” 

Kate scowled. “That fucking be-yotch!” she 
said indignantly. “I could happily string her up by her 
bumbags. She canes me at every opportunity. It is a 
totally unacceptable situation.” 

Lord Rufus sipped his gin and tonic. “Tell me 
more,” he grinned.  

 
“I don’t think he’s planning anything over 

Christmas,” Kate told Ellen, “but we’ll still have to 
keep Debs under wraps twenty-four-seven. You know 
how unpredictable Malicious is, she could change her 
mind at any time and Rufus would mobilize his top 
operatives at a drop of a hat.” 

“And they won’t be fucking Scousers this time,” 
the two friends chorused and burst into a fit of 
giggles. 

 
“I was hoping to spend some quiet time with 

Pablo,” said Debs despondently. 
“Angie and I will be discrete,” promised Kate. 

“This is strictly a precaution. Malicious is still 
determined to have the whole unit closed down and 
she sees you as a high-profile vehicle, but there’s not 
much percentage in busting you independently.” 

“I still don’t understand why she wastes so 
much time, energy and money over the Unit,” 
groaned Debs. 
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“Because she’s Malicious Forsham-Smythe and 
you all humiliated her in public at the tribunal,” 
laughed Kate. 

“And it’s us that are banged up like criminals,” 
sighed Deborah. 

 
 



 

 

25 

 
Magic Bumbags 

 
 
The Bounder was striding around the landings 

distributing Christmas largesse. The elastic waistband 
of her bumbags was crammed with sheaves of 
banknotes that she handed out to deserving 
performers on the Big BUTT Stakes. 

It had been another frenetic and exciting 
period with newbie’s going whop-for-whop with 
experienced campaigners and the Bounder had made 
out like a bandit. 

 
Since the beginning of term Cassie Cassy had 

been the odds on favorite to secure the mantle of the 
year’s Big BUTT and despite extraordinary 
competition she had performed flawlessly. She had 
scored a career best of eighteen punishments during 
a thirteen week period. She looked destined to score 
a second consecutive Bull by the end of the year.  
The Bounder paid her a handsome honorarium in 
recognition for the amount of traffic the 
misadventures of her bumbags had attracted. Cassie 
Cassy was delighted. 
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Debs was not quite so thrilled to be the 
recipient of one of the Bounders rewards. In many 
ways the past thirteen weeks had been a success. 
Lady Victoria had handed over the reins as Red-shirt 
and Deborah had risen to the challenge faultlessly. 
She had gained the respect of the whole community 
for her irreproachable even-handedness and calm 
authority. On the other hand her disciplinary record 
was in chaos. She had already assumed the title of 
Most Caned Red-shirt and seemed inexorably 
destined to unseat Claire Brooks as the most beaten 
prefect in history. Her ranking as number three on the 
Annual Big BUTT served as a constant reminder that 
her compulsive impulsive behavior syndrome was still 
out of control. 

Claire Brooks also received a wedge of dosh 
from the waistband of the Bounder’s magic bumbags. 
She was equally dismal at the reminder that her foray 
into the Old Gal program had been less than stellar. 
Despite the fact that she spent the majority of her 
time studying in the privacy of her personal quarters 
she had managed to interrupt enough lectures and 
tutorials to earn her the record of becoming the first 
Old Gal to appear in the top ten of the Annual Big 
BUTT. 

Jojo and Victoria Brompton were also 
recipients of special awards. At the start of the term 
the two chums had declared their bumbags out of the 
game in recognition of their positions amongst the 
Elite. However, midway through the term Victoria had 
stood down as Red-shirt and resumed her life as a 
mega-minx. Days later, at the encouragement of 
Debs, Jojo had declared herself back in the game. 
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The two chums quickly demonstrated that they had 
lost none of their flair for minxing and their bumbags 
were soon attracting the attention of canes and straps 
and slippers in every corner of the facility. Their 
reappearance as players had also attracted a frenzy 
of betting and the Bounder reckoned she was making 
seventy pence on the squid on their bumbags alone. 
She paid them lavish bonuses. 

 
Bernadette Summers cut along the landings 

distributing the contents of her magic bumbags. It 
had been an exceptionally lucrative thirteen weeks. 
Competition on the Big BUTT had been frenetic and 
unpredictable, exactly the type of environment an 
inveterate gambler like the Bounder prospered.  

 
All over the facility the inmates were packing 

suitcases and trunks and preparing for permission to 
be granted to break up for furlough. 

Outside the Grand Master’s study Rosemary 
Booker was standing with her hands on her head and 
her nose pressed to the woodwork. Her tummy was 
churning disagreeably while she waited. 

 
Mr Humphries watched the screen of his laptop 

as the results began to come in. Several of the 
Dame’s had convened in special session to grade 
Rosemary’s latest submissions of her dossiers. 

He smiled to himself as he opened an email 
from the Wart. She informed me that not only was 
she able to upgrade Rosemary’s submission from a ‘D’ 
but she was able to score it ‘C+’. 
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Rosemary’s chums waited nervously. For the 
past forty-eight hours Debs, Jojo and Nixdown had 
worked tirelessly at recompiling the dossiers and 
helping Rosemary make updates and corrections. Lisa 
Sutton had volunteered her time to organize 
Rosemary’s science assignments. Derby, Frankie and 
Michelle Morgan had prepared neat tabs, covers and 
spines for the binders. They had made the submission 
deadline by the skin of their teeth and now all they 
could do was wait. 

 
Rosemary stood nervously to attention in front 

of the Grand Master’s desk. He handed her the 
revised report card. She took a deep breath and 
looked down at the sheet. Her face burst into a huge 
grin. In the bottom corner the critical composite 
grade was shown as ‘C+’. Her chums had saved her 
bacon. 

 



 

 

26 

 
Christmas Good-Byes 

 
 
The Bounder donated a half case of Moet 

Whitestar to jolly the celebrations along. Rosemary 
was tearfully hugging her chums and promising that 
she would cut back on her internet adventures next 
term and get back with the study program. 

“I really should spank you for giving us such a 
scare,” scolded Debs. 

“I wouldn’t blame you if you did,” replied 
Rosemary. 

Deborah just grinned, “Bottom’s up, sis,” she 
toasted. 

“Speaking of which,” said Nicola Jane 
cheerfully. She slipped her arm into Penny Ann’s. 
“The chopper won’t be here for an hour,” she told her 
chums. “We won’t be long,” and skillfully maneuvered 
Pen out onto the landing. 

 
Yvonne Godfrey and Janet Mitchell hung their 

heads as Ellen Millar escorted them across the 
quadrangle to the waiting prison van with their hands 
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manacled behind their backs. Christmas in chokey 
was not an attractive proposition.  

 
Jojo considered three days in Paris with the 

Grand Master to be an extremely attractive 
proposition. 

“Are you packed yet?” she fussed. 
Mr Humphries grinned. “Of course I am, but 

we can’t leave until the facility is closed down. You’ll 
just have to be patient.” 

“Grrrrrrr!!!!” grumbled Jojo. 
 
Nixdown squirmed in ecstasy as Penny Ann’s 

leather clad hand relentlessly rebounded off her bare 
buttocks. Nix was flying down to her chap’s coastal 
residence but Pen had a family commitment and 
wouldn’t be able to join her for several days. Nix had 
demanded a nice hot bottom to remind her of her 
lover. Penny Ann felt it would be churlish to refuse. 

 
“Why don’t we go into town so you can say 

goodbye to Oliver?” Cat asked her sister. “The limo 
can wait. I’ll get Mark to meet us at the VIP bar.” 

Cassie crinkled her nose. “I dunno,” she said. 
“I told you we were quite squiffy when he gave me 
the ring, that’s why I gave it back so he could 
reconsider and not feel like a chump. We can still be 
friends.” 

“Cassie,” said Cat in a tone of mild 
exasperation, “he went out and bought you a fucking 
diamond ring. I doubt very much that he has them 
lying around. I don’t think he just wants to be 
friends.” 
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Cassie Cassy crumpled her brow uncertainly. 
“I have given Kate and Angie strict 

instructions,” Lady Derby told Deborah. 
“Derby, they are on furlough,” laughed Debs, 

“they are not coming along as my grubby’s.” 
Derby scowled. “They’re not on furlough; they 

are on duty so why shouldn’t they take care of you. I 
would if you’d let me come along.”  

“It’s not that I don’t want you along,” Debs 
told her grubby, “but my parents house is not very 
big. I’ll see you at all the parties and during the 
production and you are coming to Ibiza.” 

Lady Derby continued to scowl, then after 
some thought she cocked her head. “I don’t suppose 
that there’s any chance of six up in the library before 
my driver arrives?” she asked hopefully. 

“Oh good fucking grief,” groaned Debs. 
 
At six o’clock precisely the bell rang and Ellen 

Millar opened the electronic gates to the facility. 
Outside a variety of cars, buses and limousines were 
waiting. As the gates opened they drove up the long 
elm-lined driveway towards the main building where 
the inmates were waiting impatiently for their 
transportation. 

 
Mr Humphries watched from the window of his 

study as the inmates loaded their suitcases and 
trunks into the vehicles. In the distance Nicola Jane’s 
father’s chopper was approaching and getting ready 
to land on the hockey field. Jojo sidled up next to him 
with two glasses of bubbles. 
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“I know you’ve done everything you can to 
make life more comfortable for us but man it will be 
good to be on the outside for a few weeks,” she told 
him. 

“Bottoms up to that,” he smiled. 
“I’m sure mine will be in Paris,” she giggled 

and they chinked glasses. 
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