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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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A Pink Derringer 

 
 
Cathryn Cassidy reached into her closet and 

extracted a gymslip, white blouse and striped tie. In 
the apartment next door her best chum, Melanie 
White, was performing the same routine. 

 
Cat and Melons were enrolled in the Old Gal 

program at the Woody Back to School unit. They had 
completed their sentences and their probationary year 
but had elected to remain at the campus to continue 
studying for their degrees on-line. 

For the most part they studied privately. 
Several days a week Cat travelled up to the Smoke 
where she interned at her father’s record company. 
Being an Old Gal at the facility was a relatively 
comfortable existence.  

The Old Gals lived in sumptuous apartments 
that had been renovated on the campus grounds, 
wore civvies, and were free to come and go as they 
pleased, with only very limited restrictions imposed to 
keep them safe from the Confederacy of Yoofs. 
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The only minor inconveniences related to the 
terms of the charter thrashed out at the Old Gal 
Whops and Clobber summit. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne was a tolerant soul. She was 

a doyen of the minx-friendly element of the Brass 
known as the Liberal Left. Nonetheless, her level of 
tolerance did not extend to members of the Old Gal 
contingent engaging in a water pistol duel in the 
middle of the lecture room. 

Pauline had lowered the lights so she could 
show a slideshow presentation with regard to the 
growing influence of China and India on traditional 
leading international economies.  

Cathryn was listening intently. Her degree was 
in International Business which she hoped to use to 
good effect as she helped expand her father’s 
successful record label into new markets. She was 
extremely miffed when her concentration was 
distracted when a stream of ice cold water hit her in 
the lug-hole.  

Cathryn squinted through the darkness. There 
were only three other gals attending the lecture and 
there was no question that the culprit was Melanie 
who was leaning back in her chair with a grin on her 
face. 

It was common practice amongst the inmates 
of the facility to attend lectures loaded for bear. 
Attacks with water pistols, pea-shooters and catapults 
were commonplace.  

 
Melons grinned to herself. Her aim had been 

perfect. Cat was wearing her hair tied back in a 
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scrunchy so the thin jet of cold water had made direct 
contact with her exposed ear. It was just the type of 
surprise that could make even a gal as cool as Cat a 
tad tetchy. Cathryn reached into her satchel and 
dabbed her ear with a Kleenex. She glared 
threateningly at her chum. 

 
Melons second salvo was even more annoying 

than the first. It hit Cat on the side of her neck, just 
above the collar of her open necked black silk blouse. 
Melanie had fired off a longer stream and before 
Cathryn knew what was happening water was 
dripping down the inside of the blouse. Cat was livid.  

 
Cat did her best to look attentive and not 

fidget as the water slipped down her spine. She 
reached into her satchel again for some more 
Kleenex. There wasn’t much she could do to dry 
herself but she ran the tissue across her neck. She 
took the opportunity to turn quickly and glare 
threateningly at her best chum. 

 
Melons winked at her, then made a gun out of 

her fingers and pointed at Cat, before raising her 
fingers and blowing. Cat scowled before turning back 
to face the front of the room. 

 
It took perfect timing. Cat watched Ms 

Gascoigne’s rhythm as she paused between slides to 
turn to the room and take questions. If there were 
none forthcoming she would click on her mouse and 
then turn back to the projector, mind-mapping the 
next phase of her seminar before speaking. 
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Cat surreptitiously reached own into her 

cowboy boot and extracted an original hot-pink plastic 
Pisrool derringer from her ankle holster.  Although it 
only held three-quarters of a pint of water and lacked 
the range or power of the Star Trek Phaser Special 
that Melons was armed with it was ideally suited for 
the clandestine strike she was planning. She palmed 
the loaded pistol and crossed her arms so her weapon 
was hidden beneath her armpits. She waited until Ms 
Gascoigne had turned her back, cast a quick look over 
her shoulder and squeezed the trigger as hard as she 
could, emptying the reservoir. With only three feet 
separating them Melons had no time to react and the 
spray hit her full in the face and hair.  

 
Ms Gascoigne turned around. “Oh good grief,” 

she muttered.  
“Alright everybody,” she snapped. “Rise to 

your feet and place your hands on your heads.” 
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Cool Cat 

 
 
Melons stood up. Her hair was dripping wet. 

The Star Trek Phaser Special slid out of her lap and 
clattered onto the floor. 

Ms Gascoigne approached Melons desk and 
leaned down to retrieve the pistol. “A smoking gun I 
believe Miss White,” she said wryly. “But I don’t 
believe that anybody would be silly enough to shoot 
themselves in the face, unless of course they were an 
American vice president.”  

Cat thought fast. She had no intention of 
giving up the valuable pink derringer. While Pauline 
was distracted by Melons she reached down and 
rummaged in her satchel. She extracted a cheap 
back-up pistol that had little emotional value and 
tossed it on the desk with an audible thud. Ms 
Gascoigne rolled her eyes. 

“Alright you two pistol-packing yahoos go and 
get changed into clobber, I intend to absolutely cream 
you,” she told the two Old Gals. 
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Cathryn sighed as she threaded her red and 
black striped tie around her neck. She did not feel the 
least bit acrimonious towards Melanie. She had been 
annoyed to have her concentration so rudely 
interrupted but she also understood that Melons 
might have been mildly bored by the subject matter 
of the lecture. Melanie was studying medicine and 
economics was just a minor supplementary course 
she had elected to take. In Cathryn’s opinion relieving 
boredom by dousing a chum with a lug-full of water 
was a legitimate course of action.  

Not that she particularly cared for being the 
victim of an unprovoked dousing but she accepted it 
as a consequence of the lifestyle of mega-minxdom 
that she had helped to create. 

She shrugged on her blazer and went next 
door. 

“You ready to be creamed?” she asked 
cheerily. 

“Sorry about this, sis,” said Melanie ruefully. 
Cat just winked and slipped her arm through 

her best chum’s. 
 
Cathryn Cassidy slid her upper torso across the 

lid of the desk. She was not a particularly tall gal, 
standing five feet six in her stockinged feet, but she 
had exceptionally long legs. She pushed herself up 
onto the balls of her feet and reached over the desk 
and gripped the legs on the far side as low as she 
could reach. She felt the hem of her skirt being 
turned back exposing her compact behind. She sighed 
and waited to be absolutely creamed. 
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Pauline Gascoigne flexed the cane between her 
hands. She was inordinately fond of Cat and had the 
utmost respect and admiration for the Old Gal. For 
years she had watched Cathryn rally the spirits of the 
inmates, many of whose freedom had been snatched 
from them under the most spurious of circumstances. 
Cat’s own sentence had been covertly commissioned 
by the government to distract the Great Unwashed 
from recent acts of fiscal buffoonery and had a 
sparked a nationwide ‘Free Cat’ campaign.  

Cathryn had refused to be fazed or intimidated 
by her untoward circumstances and had responded 
by encouraging the inmates to embrace a lifestyle of 
mega-minxdom. She had led by example and ranked 
amongst the highest echelons of the All-Time Big 
BUTT. 

Nonetheless Pauline was duty bound to set her 
feelings to one side. She tapped the cane down and 
then raised her arm in the air. 

 
Melons watched with expert eyes. Pauline was 

landing each stroke with perfect precision and 
accuracy, the sound of the cane rebounding from 
Cathryn’s bumbags echoed around the room, but Cat 
didn’t move a muscle. 

Melanie was not surprised. Her relationship 
with Cat dated back to their days together at 
Dartington Manor where they had schooled together. 
Cathryn was already displaying her subversive nature; 
although she did not so much disobey the rules as 
simply ignore them as if they did not exist.  

Patty Hodge had secured a position at the 
institution as the Mistress of Discipline and Cathryn 
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was her most frequent client. Melons, who was no 
slacker in the subversion department, often joined Cat 
on her excursions to the office of the cruel martinet. 
Cathryn’s languid disdain in her dealings with Patricia 
had earned Melanie’s lifelong admiration and inspired 
her to take even the toughest of lickings with the 
minimum of fuss. 

 
Cat pushed herself up from the desk. She 

seemed completely unperturbed by the fact that she 
had just been beaten bandy as she stepped to one 
side to allow Melons to take her place. She retrieved 
her blazer and shrugged it on. Cat reached into her 
pocket and retrieved a cigarette and lighter. 

Pauline Gascoigne didn’t say a word as Cat 
calmly held the flame to the tip. 
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Miss Melons 

 
 
Melanie White took her time getting herself 

into the required position. She was relatively short in 
stature, standing barely five-feet tall in stockinged 
feet. She had to rise up onto tip-toes to spread 
herself across the desk. Pauline meticulously folded 
back her skirt and rearranged the tail of her blouse.  

In contrast to the mythical proportions of her 
mammary glands Melanie had a pert, button-like 
behind. Ms Gascoigne tapped the cane down and 
then unleashed a scorcher. 

Melons had developed a pragmatic approach to 
the cane. Long before her association with Cat she 
had already established a respectable reputation as a 
very, very naughty gal. At preparatory school she had 
divided her time between standing in the corner and 
lying face down, arse up across the Headmistress’s 
knee having her bottom smacked. 

Like many of the Woody inmates she came 
from quality bloodstock. Her father was an 
internationally renowned heart surgeon and her 
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mother was a well-known hostess who hailed from a 
long line of blue bloods. 

Melanie had inherited her father’s brains and 
her mother’s beauty. Despite her classroom 
delinquency she graduated top her year and was 
enrolled at the exclusive Dartington Manor where she 
would team up with Cat. 

In many ways they were opposites. Cat had 
been brought up surrounded by laid-back jazz 
musicians and was already considered by the other 
pupils to be the icon of ultra-cool. Melanie, by 
contrast, was a wild and rambunctious hellion and 
was permanently in trouble with the Dames and the 
prefects. Despite their personality differences the two 
girls were inseparable. 

In the early days Melanie got the cane more 
often than Cat but that would change with the arrival 
of Patty Hodge at the school. 

According to records held in the Ministry of 
Education Patty had already demonstrated her 
penchant for creating mischief and mayhem inside 
the bumbags of her wards. Each year since starting 
her teaching career she had featured amongst the top 
five administrators of corporal punishment in the 
nation, which was an admirable achievement 
considering that her counterparts were invariably 
Headmistresses. 

At Dartington she saw a window of 
opportunity. She noticed that several of the Dame’s 
were reticent to resort to the cane but were 
constantly complaining in the staff room about the 
pupil’s errant behavior. Patty offered to help them 
out. It wasn’t long before she was officially appointed 
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as ‘Mistress of Discipline’, and the whop rate at 
Dartington increased at a giddying rate. 

Patty disliked Cathryn, who she considered a 
subversive, and Melanie, who she deemed to be a 
delinquent. Their bumbags were the most 
endangered. 

Cat and Melons defiantly refused to be daunted 
by Patty’s vicious regime and perfected the art of 
taking their thrashings without flinching. It was a skill 
that had stood them in good stead throughout their 
sentences at the Woody Back to School unit. 

 
Melanie concentrated on keeping her breathing 

even and her backside steady. She had considerable 
respect for Pauline Gascoigne’s skill with the cane but 
she knew that a world class whopping was a 
partnership. Melons knew that in order for the beating 
to go off without any painful mishaps such as low 
riders or wraparounds she needed to stay teed up 
perfectly so the Dame had easy access to the sweet 
spot. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne had tremendous respect for 

Melanie White’s ability to absorb a world class 
whopping without any fuss. Certainly her buttocks 
twitched as the effects of the cane worked their way 
under the flesh into the nerve endings of her gluteus 
maximus but she put it up and kept it up 
unwaveringly. Pauline sliced the cane through the air. 

 
Melanie pushed herself up from the desk and 

smoothed down her skirt. She pulled on her blazer 
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and reached into her breast pocket to extract her 
punishment record book. 

None of the three women spoke while Pauline 
post-processed the beatings. They each understood 
that the punishment’s had been necessary and that 
the matter was now closed. 

 
Melanie and Cat sipped wine in a Woody 

friendly bar in town. 
“Well she certainly laid that on thick,” said 

Melons. 
Cat smiled. “She does good work. I think I’ll 

call Mark, he’ll want to see the stripes.” 
Melanie giggled. “I take it you won’t be coming 

back to the facility tonight.” 
Cat winked and pulled out her cell-phone.  
“He wants to meet us in the VIP bar over at 

Monets for oysters and champagne,” she told her 
chum. “We’ll drop you off at the facility later. Let’s cut 
along, the seats are more comfortable over there 
anyway.” 

Melons swallowed down her drink. “Bottoms up 
to that, sis,” and slipped her arm in Cats. 
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Armanisuit has a Headache 

 
 
Melissa Forsham-Smythe scowled at the 

television. Her daughter, Sarah, was giving evidence 
at the trial of Mrs Hayden-White; the disgraced 
formed Grand Dame of the Ripley Back to School unit. 

 Sarah was explaining how her mother had 
initially used her influence with the System to have 
her daughter and her chums charges of grand larceny 
reduced to Extreme Ladetting and then had paid 
considerable sums to keep them out of the dreaded 
Big House. 

According to Sarah life at Ripley was a cozy 
affair. Attendance of lectures and tutorials was rarely 
enforced; the inmates passed their days in a haze of 
wine and marijuana. Discipline was lax and the Brass 
levied a schedule of tariffs to allow the inmates to buy 
their way out of trouble. 

Sarah explained that for a fee she was allowed 
to leave the compound and use her mother’s private 
jet to tour the continent where she indulged her 
passion for kleptomania. Sarah explained that she 
would steal haute couture to order for Mrs Hayden-
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White and her chums and pointed out that the well-
cut suit that the former Grand Dame was wearing in 
court had been purloined during one of Sarah’s 
continental forays. 

 
Armanisuit watched his employer nervously. He 

had been summoned to the Caribbean hideaway for a 
council of war. Melissa was clearly not pleased by her 
private affairs being made public. She had refused to 
return to the Smoke to give evidence at the trial and 
warrants for her arrest were useless as her private 
island was outside jurisdictional boundaries. 

Melissa was muttering darkly about Sarah’s 
apparent lack of gratitude for her efforts at keeping 
her out of the Big House. 

“Millions,” she muttered, “I spent millions on 
keeping her arse out of chokey and this is how she 
repays me.” 

 
Sarah Forsham-Smythe was not having a good 

time of it. Hayden-White’s counsel was relentless. 
Over and over Sarah was forced to admit that she 
had been responsible for shop-lifting, credit-card 
fraud and the supply of designer drugs to the 
inmates. The lawyer constantly insisted that the 
wrong woman was in the dock and that Sarah should 
be charged with racketeering. 

 
“I don’t think that went very well,” Sarah told 

Ellen Millar and Bernadette Summers, morosely. 
Bernadette patted her chum’s hand. “You did 

fine,” she said reassuringly. 
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Ellen nodded. “You did what was required, you 
told the truth.” 

Lord Rufus Lewis watched Melissa pacing up 
and down, she was clearly aggravated. Despite the 
counsels aggressive cross-examination Sarah had 
maintained her story. She freely admitted that she 
had been party to a wide variety of nefarious 
activities but insisted that the financial beneficiary 
was Mrs Hayden-White. “I could have just bought the 
stuff for her but I liked stealing,” she confessed. “I 
just expected my mother to take care of things if I 
got caught. She had all the right connections amongst 
the Dark Agents of the System and she just pays 
whatever it takes to get it done. Mrs Hayden-White 
saw my mother as a cash cow and exploited it.” 

“Fool,” muttered Melissa. “Twenty-two hours in 
labor and I gave birth to a fool.” 

Rufus assumed that at some juncture Melissa 
would inform him of the purpose of his visit. In the 
meantime he was perfectly happy to laze on the 
balcony overlooking the brilliant aqua marine sea, 
dressed in a Hawaiian shirt and Bermuda shorts while 
a tail-coated butler and liveried footmen tended to his 
every need. He leaned back comfortably in his 
hammock and sipped a margarita. 

Armanisuit looked less relaxed. He had worked 
with Melissa for many years and he knew that pacing 
meant plotting. Melissa’s plotting was not always 
good for Armanisuit; particularly of late. 

In the early days of his employment with the 
billionairess his duties had been limited to simple 
tasks such as tax evasion, money-laundering and 
acquiring businesses through strong-arm financial 
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tactics. It had been satisfying work. Later he had 
taken over management of Melissa’s celebrity goon-
squad and had enjoyed a lucrative fifteen per-cent of 
the bounty for every celebrity Extreme Ladette he 
delivered to the Dark Agents. However, since 
Melissa’s humiliating defeat at the Snobs and Rotters 
tribunal life had taken a disagreeable turn for the 
worse. 

Melissa’s malicious obsession with having the 
Woody Back to School unit closed had caused him to 
come in contact with some unsavory coves. The trip 
across to the Caribbean with Rufus, aboard 
Malicious’s jet, had been an unsociable affair. 
Armanisuit suspected that Rufus was responsible for 
dispatching one of his more competent Yoof’s to his 
penthouse suite making unreasonable demands for 
money. Armanisuit was still trying to pluck up the 
courage to bill Melissa for the medical charges and 
the damage to Ming vases and valuable crystal that 
had resulted from the visit. 

He had also been forced to receive Mickey the 
Purveyor, Bernadette Summers boyfriend and a 
strong-arm enforcer from the Stacks Monroe 
organization. Stacks did not take kindly to his 
goddaughter’s security being threatened and had sent 
Mickey to convey the message. Mickey had dangled 
Armanisuit out of the penthouse office window by his 
ankles while he was explaining Stacks point of view. 
It was all most disagreeable. Melissa’s pacing and 
Rufus’s presence was giving Armanisuit a headache. 
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Shlorton Shlashed Me! 

 
 
Being forced to endure the humiliation of 

acting as Rosemary Booker’s grubby had caused the 
Wart to develop a permanent headache. When 
Rosemary didn’t have any duties she personally 
needed performing she would loan the Wart out to 
other members of the Elite or assign her to the work 
details such as cleaning the latrines. 

The Wart trudged about the campus dressed in 
full clobber with a sour look on her puss. Everywhere 
she went she could sense the mocking, scornful looks 
on the faces of the inmates.  

Despite her many flaws, under normal 
circumstances, the Wart was an able educator. 
However, she seemed to have lost the enthusiasm for 
delivering her lectures and set the inmates reading 
assignments while she sat at the front of the room 
with her head in her hands. 

 
Occasionally Robin Wharton would be 

persuaded to join Patty Hodge and Katie Beck in the 
saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes.  
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Despite the fact that Woody clobber was 
favored by the world’s glitterati the Wart did not feel 
the least bit fashionable. Years of hard-drinking, 
smoking and gluttonous eating had taken its toll on 
the Wart and her gymslip hung over her bloated form 
like a sack. She would sit on her stool looking 
depressed while she scoffed down tequila slammers 
while Patty and Katie ribbed her mercilessly. By the 
end of the evening her head would be throbbing even 
more painfully. 

 
Katie Beck drummed her fingernails on the top 

of her desk and contemplated the Wart situation. 
Recently Katie had pulled a palace coup and emerged 
as the Commandant of the Radical Right and the 
Secret Sorority of Serial Spankers. However, her 
troops were in disarray. 

Robin Wharton’s devious and sadistic nature 
and her addiction to whops had always made her a 
reliable member of the Radical Right. However, since 
her ill-conceived decision to take a Mulligan while she 
was whopping Rosemary Booker she appeared to be 
a spent force. 

Katie was aware that her elevation to the role 
of Commandant was precarious. Patty had been 
forced to accept the status quo for fear of her hit-
lists, dating back to the year of Operation Scorched 
Arse, falling into the hands of the Grand Master. 
Nonetheless, Katie was aware that Patty’s apparent 
acquiescence was nothing more than a sham. Patty 
Hodge was a scheming woman and would be looking 
for any opportunity to usurp Katie’s authority. 
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Katie needed the full support of the Wart. She 
had to shake the Dame out of her blue funk. She 
drummed her fingers on the desk and contemplated 
ways that she could restore her foot-soldiers 
confidence. 

 
Patty slid onto a barstool next to Katie. She 

summoned a bartender and ordered drinks. Recently 
Patty had taken to actually paying for her rounds 
instead of imperiously charging them to Katie or the 
Wart’s tab. She smiled warmly at Katie and 
enthusiastically regaled her with a tale of thrashing 
the Bond Twins with her wye-tipped cane. 

Katie nodded her approval. In truth there was 
nothing Katie liked to hear more than tales of the 
misfortunes of others. Patty was a colorful storyteller 
and Katie was certain that Ronnie and Reggie Bond 
would still be suffering from considerable residual 
discomfort as a result of Patty’s exertions.  

Patty ordered more drinks and once again she 
tendered coin of the realm from her own purse.  

“I’m worried about the Wart,” said Patty. “I’m 
not telling you how to do your job but one of the 
roles of Commandant is to maintain the morale of the 
troops.” 

Katie looked at Patty suspiciously. “And how do 
you suggest I do that? She’s been in a blue funk ever 
since she was flogged. She’s about as much use to 
me as tits on a fish.” 

Patty patted Katie’s hand. “Katie you are 
wonderfully devious, I’ve always admired that in you, 
I’m sure that you’ll think of something. And speaking 
of the Warty-one here she is.” 
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Katie and Patty stared at Robin Wharton as she 

approached. Even by the Wart’s miserable standards 
she was a complete mess. Her collar and tie were 
unfastened and the blade of the tie hung out over the 
bib of her ill-fitting gymslip. Her socks had ridden 
down around her ankles and her hair looked like it 
hadn’t seen a brush in days. Her eyes were red-
rimmed and it was clear to even the least observant 
eye that she had recently been blubbing. 

“Good grief Wart,” said Patty Hodge. “What’s 
wrong with you? You look like an unmade bed.” 

“Shlorton shlashed me,” replied the Wart and 
she burst into floods of tears. 

 



 

 

6 

 
Red Card for the Wart 

 
 
Deborah stared down at the sheaf of papers 

that Rosemary had handed her. They contained 
performance reports for each day that Robin Wharton 
had been required to grub for Rosemary. 

“She’s always late,” Rosie informed her best 
chum, “and I think she always has a few snorts 
before she comes on duty. It takes her twice as long 
to do simple chores or run errands as would take 
Caroline,” Caroline was Rosemary’s full-time grubby. 
“I’ve shown her yellow cards on the last two days and 
warned her that I would red-card her if she didn’t pull 
her socks up. She turned up an hour late this 
afternoon and told me that she had been delayed 
discussing House Business with you which I know is a 
right porky because I saw you leave her quarters. She 
was obviously hanging about her lair having a few 
slammers. I didn’t feel that I had any choice but to 
show her a red.” 

Debs stared at the documents despondently. 
“Where is she now?” she asked. 
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“Standing in the corner in my study,” said 
Rosemary. “I wasn’t sure of the protocols. If it was 
any other grubby they’d just be sent along to you for 
a dusting, but well, it’s the Wart,” she trailed off. 

Debs rolled her eyes. Earlier in the year she 
had been faced with a similar predicament when 
Patty Hodge had been forced to act as her grubby. 
Patty had failed to live up to Lady Derby’s exacting 
standards and had ended up touching her toes in the 
library while Debs applied six strokes across her 
bumbags with a senior cane. 

“Send her up to wait outside the library, I’ll 
need to inform the Grand Master,” said Debs wearily. 

 
“You have full thrashing rights Deborah,” Mr 

Humphries assured her. “She is acting as Rosemary’s 
grubby as a punishment and if she refuses to abide 
by the rules she can either suffer the consequences 
or she can tender her resignation. She knows her 
options.” 

 
Debs tucked her cane under her arm and set 

off towards the library. She felt uncharacteristically 
nervous. A week earlier she had been required to flog 
the Wart in front of the assembled unit. The Wart had 
put up a pathetic performance after Deborah had 
completed the flogging with a perfectly delivered 
bacon slicer.  

The following morning the Wart had pitched up 
for grubbing duties looking disheveled and hung-over. 
Deborah had put her over her knee for a training 
spanking. It had gone no better than the flogging 
with the Wart squirming over her knee like a hooked 
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fish and screaming up a blue storm. The Wart was a 
hefty woman and even the athletic Red-shirt had 
difficulty keeping her tucked in over her lap. It had 
been a most ungracious affair.  

Ironically after the flogging and the initial 
spanking Deborah was enjoying a temporary respite 
from the Mistress of the Houses daily dose of vitriolic. 
Even though when Deborah arrived at the lair for the 
daily house briefing the atmosphere would be thick 
with latent hostility the meetings were at least 
blessedly brief. Trussed up like a Christmas goose in 
her ill-fitting clobber, the Wart seemed to have lost 
the stomach for giving Debs her daily gratuitous 
tongue lashing or making idle threats to cut her 
bumbags to tatters. She merely listened moodily to 
Deborah’s report and then dismissed the House 
Captain without further ado. Nonetheless, Debs 
remained an inmate at the facility and she was certain 
that the Wart would be plotting her revenge and with 
potentially dire consequences for her own bumbags. 
Debs couldn’t help thinking that the current situation 
was not going to improve relations. The size of the 
target on her bumbags just seemed to be getting 
bigger and bigger. 

 
The Wart was facing the wall outside the 

library with her hands on her head and her nose 
pressed against the wood-paneling. Rosemary was 
leaning against the wall supervising operations. 

“She is absolutely useless,” giggled Rosie. “She 
keeps moving and her elbows keep touching the wall. 
She sniveled and begged and pleaded all the way 
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here. I had to warn her that she would get an extra 
six if she didn’t shut the fuck up!” 

“Lower your arms Wharton, and proceed to the 
punishment room,” Deborah said authoritatively.  

“Do you need moral support?” asked 
Rosemary. 

Debs nodded her head, “A witness might not 
be a bad idea,” she told her chum, “just in case she’s 
fool enough to file a complaint.” 

 
As she removed her black blazer and 

unfastened the collar and cuffs of her red shirt Debs 
did her best to ignore the Wart’s conspicuous 
seething hatred. The Wart was standing with her 
hands on her head looking daggers at Deborah and 
venom seemed to be seeping out of every pore of her 
skin. Deborah took her time rolling back the sleeves 
of her shirt and then went over to the side table and 
retrieved the senior cane. 

The cane was thirty-six inches long and the 
shaft had been inserted into a Delrin sheaf. The 
handle had been covered with red and black striped 
leather.  

Debs turned and faced the Wart and flexed the 
cane between her hands. 

“Wharton I am going to need you to remove 
your blazer and to bend over and touch your toes in 
front of the fireplace,” she said evenly. 
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“Please Ma’am, Not Too Hard!” 

 
 
Ms Wharton slowly lowered her arms and 

crossed them across her ample bosom. 
“I’ll kill you for this Morton,” she snarled. “If 

you beat me I shall make your life living hell.” 
Debs stared into the Wart’s beady eyes. 

“Wharton, in many circumstances you are given the 
authority to speak to me in that tone but this is not 
one of them. In the past you have beaten me on 
numerous occasions and I am sure before my 
sentence is up you will seek opportunities to beat me 
again. We will deal with each incident as it arises. 
However, right now Wharton I must insist that you 
remove your blazer and bend over in front of the 
fireplace so that I can thrash you.” 

The Wart glared back at Deborah. “Call the 
Grand Master. Tell him I wish to lodge an appeal.” 

Debs shrugged. She put down her cane and 
went over to retrieve her smart-phone from her 
blazer. “That is your right Wharton and I’m sure that 
you are well aware that the protocols dictate that if 
you are unsuccessful you will receive double the 
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number of strokes.” She reached into her blazer 
pocket. 

“Hold on Morton, don’t be in such a hurry, I 
can explain everything and I’m sure that we can 
reach an agreement,” the Wart said unctuously. 

Debs turned around. “Explain what? You were 
red-carded for failure to reach the minimum 
performance standards required of a grubby. You 
were red-carded after two formal warnings and under 
the protocols of your grubby probation that means a 
mandatory caning.” 

“I know that Morton but I could be useful to 
you,” said the Wart earnestly. “You know that Patty 
and Katie are out to get you. I could keep you 
informed.” 

Deborah gaped at Robin Wharton. “You’re 
going to rat out Patty and Katie to escape a 
whopping?” 

The Wart glared at Debs, her display of 
unctuousness evaporating in a heartbeat. “I did not 
say that I would rat them out,” she snarled again. 

Debs shrugged. Sounded like it to me, how 
about you sis?” 

Rosemary was leaning back in the shadows. 
“Hard not to misinterpret,” she giggled. 

“Grrrrrrrrrrr!!!” growled the Wart. 
“Now Wharton, how should we proceed,” 

asked Debs patiently. “Should I call the Grand Master 
and advise him of your appeal or are you going to 
remove your blazer and bend over so we do not 
waste any more of our day?” 
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The Wart began to sob as she leaned forward. 
She was not a healthy or athletic type by any 
measureable standards. It was obvious that reaching 
down to touch her toes and maintaining a straight-
legged position was not going to prove a practical 
option. 

“Alright, Wharton, this is what we’re going to 
do,” sighed Deborah after the Wart had made several 
unsuccessful attempts at assuming the required 
position. “Move that armchair in front of the fire and 
bend over the back. At least that way I’ll have a clean 
shot at you.” 

 
It was several more minutes before the Wart 

was finally positioned in a manner that Deborah felt 
confident that she could execute the delivery without 
any mishaps. The Dame was blubbing like a muff. 

Debs stepped in and took the hem of Robin’s 
skirt between her fingers and neatly turned it back 
displaying a pair of navy blue gossamer bumbags that 
were severely straining against the stress of 
containing the Dames over-sized sitmedown. 

Debs maneuvered the tail of the Warts white 
blouse up her back and then took up her stance. 

The new technology canes with straight run 
handles were designed to allow the maximum whip 
from the shaft with the minimum of effort and back-
swing. Deborah had spent several hours on the 
practice range with the full sized mannequin bent 
over the training bar. She would chalk over the area 
known as the sweet spot and check the tip of the 
cane after every delivery to ensure that she had hit 
inside the safe target area. Her reported level of 
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accuracy was an astonishing ninety-eight point eight 
per-cent. 

She liked to stand with her left foot planted 
slightly forward and to lower her right shoulder as she 
swung the cane through the air; it allowed her 
complete control over the crisp wrist-breaking finish 
that had made her a legend in the punishment room.  

No matter her personal acrimony with the evil 
Wart she was determined that the beating would be 
delivered completely safely. She took a deep breath, 
settled into her tried and tested stance and tapped 
the cane down. 

From somewhere deep in the cushion of the 
armchair the Wart whimpered, “Please Ma’am, not 
too hard.”  

Deborah Morton pulled her arm back less than 
eighteen inches above the sea of gossamer and swept 
it down with her elegant swing, breaking her wrist at 
the last moment.  When the cane made contact with 
the upturned bum it was moving at Mach-2. The Wart 
opened up her throat and howled. 
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Too Much Like Hard Work 

 
 
Since her unexpected promotion to Captain of 

the Red House, followed by becoming first the Deputy 
Red-shirt and subsequently Red-shirt in her own right 
Deborah Morton had delivered nearly a hundred 
canings, fifty danglings and spanked more grubbies 
than she cared to recall. She had seen every shape of 
bottom imaginable. Whether small, pert, slender, 
bony, plump, rounded or of the rather over-size that 
she was currently presented with they all had the 
same narrow sweet spot. Deborah knew from 
personal experience that as long as the chastiser 
landed the cane in the sweet spot no lasting damage 
would be done. 

Robin Wharton seemed to be of a different 
opinion. She was kicking up a brouhaha of biblical 
proportions. She was howling and kvetching and 
cussing like a sailor. 

Between strokes she tried to leap up but she 
didn’t have the athleticism and she waved her hands 
helplessly in the general direction of her rear end. 

“Pleeasseee!!!! It hurts!!!” howled the Wart. 
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Deborah tried to remain patient. 
“Wharton!” she snapped. “I need you to 

remain in position and to put it up and keep it up 
then we will be finished and go about our business.” 

“Nooooo!!!” squealed the Wart. “I can’t take 
it.” 

Rosemary stepped out of the shadows. 
“Do you want me to try and hold her down?” 

she offered. 
Debs shook her head. “She’d probably give you 

a black eye or a thick lip the way she’s waving her 
arms about. I will give you one last warning Wharton, 
please settle down and this will be finished quickly.” 

The Wart gurgled something incomprehensible 
and then tried to push herself upwards. Deborah 
thought fast. She had no possibility of completing the 
caning in an efficient manner. She waited until the 
Wart was halfway back to the vertical then dropped 
her cane on the wooden floor with a clatter. She 
moved fast grabbing the Wart’s arm and yanking her 
upwards with all her strength.  

“Wadayadoin’?” squealed the breathless Dame. 
Debs used the upward thrust and momentum 

to spin her around and march her swiftly across the 
room. Before the Wart knew what was happening 
Deborah had sat down on a chair and had yanked the 
Dame across her lap. She pushed her left hand down 
on the back of the Dame’s neck and pushed 
downwards. The Wart was temporarily immobilized.  

Debs reached down below her blouse and 
pulled out a key on a neck-chain and slipped it over 
her head. 
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“Fetch my hairbrush,” she told Rosemary. 
“We’re going to get this finished with whether she 
likes it or not.” 

“Nooooo!!!” squealed the Wart. “Lemmego!!!” 
Despite her nose being only inches from the 

floor and Debs having her neck pinned down the Wart 
was beginning to put up a struggle. Her body writhed 
so wildly that Deborah feared that the chair might 
tumble over.  

“For fawk’s sake’” she muttered and managed 
to get one of her legs out from underneath the Wart’s 
body and swing it over the Dames thigh’s, pressing 
down with all her strength. 

Rosemary hurried back with the hairbrush. 
“”Get her skirt out of the way,” panted Debs. 
 
Deborah didn’t waste any time. There was no 

time for a long, slow, juicy text-book spanking, the 
Wart was just too hard to handle. She raised her arm 
and started pumping. The punishment room echoed 
with the sounds of the hard, unforgiving brush 
rebounding off the Warts over-sized bumbags. It was 
all over in a matter of seconds. 

Debs did her best to get her leg out of the way 
but the Warts ejection strategy was so forceful that 
they both ended up on the floor along with the chair. 

The Wart was screaming and bawling. “I’ll kill 
ya! I’ll kill ya!” she squawked. 

Debs sat up on the floor and rubbed her head.  
Rosemary rushed over. “Are you okay?” she 

asked. 
“Just fucking great!” muttered Debs 

breathlessly as she inspected her skull for signs of 
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damage. She found none and slowly pushed herself 
to her feet. 

The Wart was continuing her theatrics. Debs 
and Rosemary exchanged glances and rolled their 
eyes. 

“What should we do with her?” asked 
Rosemary. 

“Leave her here,” grunted Debs. “This is 
getting to be too much like hard work.” 

She picked up her hairbrush and handed it to 
Rosemary. “Lock that up,” she muttered and went 
over to retrieve her blazer. 

“I’ll kill ya! I swear I will!” squealed the Wart. 
“I’m sure you will but in the meantime I 

suggest you take your sorry arse down to the Bunch 
of Grapes and throw down tequila until it pours out of 
your ears,” said Deborah contemptuously. “Now good 
day Ms Wharton,” she said and picked up her cane 
and slung her blazer over her shoulder before striding 
towards the door.  

 
 
  
 
 
 

 



 

 

9 

 
Liars, Cheats and Thieves 

 
 
“I have someone on the inside,” Lord Rufus 

told Malicious. “She’s an ex-rozzer called Kate 
Faulkner. She’s just been sentenced to seven years 
and she’s not happy.” 

Melissa Forsham-Smythe scowled. “I know 
Miss Faulkner; she’s the be-yotch that arrested my 
daughter.” 

“Well what goes around comes around,” said 
Rufus. “She was after me for years but now she is 
begging for my help. She is particularly indisposed 
towards Deborah Morton. Apparently Morton has bent 
her over and beaten her bandy on several occasions. 
She is willing to plant evidence on Morton and have 
her arrested.” 

Melissa continued to scowl. “It’s not just 
Morton I want. I want the unit closed down and every 
one of those scoundrels and degenerates thrown in 
chokey.” 

Rufus nodded. “I understand but if we target 
such a high-profile inmate as Morton the Ministry will 
be obliged to open an investigation. According to Kate 
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the Grand Master has relaxed many of the restrictions 
on the inmates and the place is more like a holiday 
camp than a government institution. I very much 
doubt that he would appreciate an audit.” 

Melissa nodded. “I can see the logic in that; 
however I have to inform you that I have been less 
than impressed by the performance of the 
Confederacy so far.” 

It was Rufus’s turn to scowl. “As you know I 
was recently subjected to unwarranted investigations 
into my private affairs and was forced to temporarily 
relinquish day-to-day direction of our activities. These 
matters have now been resolved and I shall 
personally be overseeing this operation.” 

“And how much will this cost?” asked 
Malicious. 

“I’ll draw up a budget,” Rufus assured her. “I’ll 
coordinate with Armanisuit if you would prefer.” 

Armanisuit did not look the least bit enthused 
by this proposition but he wisely bit his tongue. 

“And I’m sure that in the confusion we can 
arrange for Sarah to be spirited away,” continued 
Rufus. 

“I don’t care what happens to that ungrateful 
little vixen,” snapped Melissa. “She can go to chokey 
with the rest of them as far as I’m concerned. I’ve 
disinherited her and frozen her trust funds.” 

Rufus just shrugged. 
 
Sarah, Bernadette and Ellen sat in the hotel 

room watching Mrs Hayden-White’s cross-examination 
on the TV. Predictably the former Grand Dame of the 
Ripley Back to School unit was vehemently denying 
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that she was aware of any forms of corruption that 
existed at the facility. She claimed that she had tried 
to get Sarah and her cronies transferred to the Big 
House on several occasions but her applications were 
countermanded by the highest authorities of the 
System. She also claimed to have been shocked when 
the Brass’s get out of trouble fees had been exposed 
at the Snobs and Rotters tribunal. 

“She’s such a liar,” groaned Sarah. “How is she 
going to explain the millions she squirreled away in 
offshore bank accounts?” 

“The prosecution will get to that,” Ellen 
assured her. “They want to catch her in as many lies 
as possible and then destroy her credibility.” 

“I know how that goes,” growled the Bounder, 
referring to her own infamous cross-examination at 
her father’s fraud trial. “They suck you in and then 
blow you out like bubbles.” 

“If they find her not guilty does that mean they 
can charge me with racketeering?” Sarah asked 
nervously. 

“Let’s not worry about that now,” said Ellen 
comfortingly.  

 
“Who do you think is telling the truth?” Jojo 

asked the Grand Master. 
Mr Humphries laughed. “It strikes me that 

they’re all liars, cheats and thieves.” 
“If they find Hayden-White not guilty what will 

become of Sarah?” asked Jojo. 
“Well, Sarah certainly wasn’t any kind of angel, 

we all know that, but she’s come on a long way since 
she joined the facility and now that her mother has 
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abandoned her we’re the only family she has,” the 
Grand Master told his fiancé, “we will do whatever it 
takes to protect her.” 

“Even if that means going up against the 
System?” asked Jojo. 

The Grand Master shrugged. “As I say, 
whatever it takes.” 
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Katie Faces a Dilemma 

 
 
Yvonne Godfrey glared at Katie furiously. “I 

just need you to turn off my transponder for fifteen 
minutes so I can contact Rufus,” she ranted. 

Katie shook her head firmly. “You are 
forbidden to contact the Confederacy,” she told 
Godders. “I will not tolerate the breaches of security 
that Patty allowed. It is against all of our interests to 
allow external forces to disrupt unit affairs.” 

“I have no interest in disrupting anything,” said 
Yvonne hotly. “I just want to get my arse out of here. 
If you help me escape I’ll make sure the Confederacy 
rewards you handsomely. I’ll even cut you in for a 
slice of my personal action and you know how 
lucrative that can be.” 

Katie sighed. Years earlier when she had been 
the most senior female officer of the Confederacy of 
Yoofs she had hundreds of foot-soldiers at her 
disposal. Every night her bagwomen pitched up with 
briefcases filled with loot. Katie’s cut was ten bob on 
the squid plus generous expenses. Yvonne Godfrey 
was her first Lieutenant. 
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Unlike other members of Katie’s crew Yvonne 
did not come up through the ranks. She had 
appeared one day at a secret summit of the highest 
echelons of the Yoofs on Lord Rufus’s arm. Katie had 
immediately felt threatened by Yvonne’s presence and 
objected strongly when Rufus announced that she 
would be joining the Executive Board of Directors. 
However, she was quickly forced to acknowledge 
Yvonne’s unique strengths and capabilities.  

To her surprise Yvonne had seemed satisfied in 
her role as number two in the organization and had 
worked tirelessly to increase profits from their 
criminal activities. She was entirely ruthless and any 
foot-soldiers unfortunate enough not to meet their 
weekly quotas were delivered to her penthouse suite 
where they would be ruthlessly bound, gagged and 
thrashed. Although Katie envied Yvonne’s unlimited 
access to Lord Rufus’s bed they became co-
conspirators and fast friends.     

Yvonne persuaded Rufus to increase Katie’s 
take by a full five-per-cent making her the most 
highly rewarded director in the organization. 

When Katie was finally arrested and sent to the 
Big House during the System’s first great purge of the 
Extreme Ladettes Yvonne continued to line her 
offshore bank accounts.  

By the time Yvonne was also captured and 
sent to the Woody Back to School unit Katie had 
finished her sentence and had returned in the role of 
Matron. Katie immediately introduced Yvonne to Patty 
Hodge and they began to plot, plan and connive to 
establish Miss Godfrey as the most heinous 
Commandant of the SS in the unit’s history. 
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Now Katie faced a dilemma. On the one hand 

aiding and abetting Yvonne in her escape plans would 
doubtless result in her secret bank accounts being 
topped up liberally. On the other hand a high-profile 
abscondment would attract untoward attention to the 
unit. Despite her disappointment at some of the more 
unfortunate ramifications of the Woody Glasnost 
imposed by the Grand Master the unit remained a 
haven for a whop junkie like Katie Beck. She did not 
feel inclined to jeopardize the opportunity to slipper 
hundreds of pairs of bumbags each year in the 
pursuit of mere mullah. 

“I’m sorry Yvonne, but I can’t help you,” she 
said firmly. 

 
Yvonne was seething. Her reduced 

circumstances were unthinkable. She had been 
allocated as a general skivvy, spending her days 
cleaning floors, washing out bathrooms and 
performing repairs around the grounds of the 
compound. Following her previous attempts at escape 
she was forced to wear an ankle bracelet at all times 
and slept locked in a small room that was little better 
than a cell. During furloughs she was transferred to a 
high security prison where her natural autocratic 
tendencies made her unpopular and she had to sleep 
with one eye open to avoid being shivved in her 
sleep. Katie’s refusal to assist her was intolerable. 

 
Katie narrowed her eyes. “You have no 

business communicating directly with Yvonne,” she 
scolded Patty. 
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Patricia Hodge shrugged. “I assumed that as 
you have taken over as Commandant I would take 
over as Oberstgruppenführer with responsibility for 
Interface and Communications and deal with the SS 
on your behalf. I assumed that you would be busy 
with direction and protocol,” she said airily. “I know 
from experience that it is inadvisable to over-extend 
your roles and responsibilities, you’ll need to learn to 
delegate.” 

“Yvonne is motivated solely by self-interest,” 
snapped Katie. “She needs to be monitored vigilantly. 
I am instructing you to ensure she has no contact 
with the outside world.” 

Momentarily Patty’s cheeks flushed and her 
eyes hardened. “Yes Ma’am,” she said coldly. 
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Cassie on a Roll 

 
 
Katie relieved her frustration by slippering 

Cassie Cassy. The previous morning Cassie had been 
red-carded out of assembly for goofing and had 
attracted a second red-card for collar and tie abuse. 

Katie took the opportunity to subject Cassie to 
a bib-down, tie-back clobber inspection and had 
unearthed a chipped button and a hanging thread. 
The two additional incidents of abuse of the Politics of 
Clobber resulted in Cassie receiving an additional six 
spanks with the slipper. 

 
Under normal circumstances Cassie Cassy 

would not have given two figs about being slippered 
by Katie but she was suffering from a severe case of 
the residuals. She had started the previous day being 
caned by the Grand Master as a result of her being 
evicted from the assembly hall. Cassie was a fully 
paid up member of the Double Berkeley Society which 
meant that she had received a twelve stroke bare 
bender. She had ended the day bent over the end of 
her bed getting six on the silks from Claire Brooks. 
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Even for a whop-hardened veteran like Cassie the 
short time between being thrashed by the Dorm 
Raider and pitching up before brekker at Katie’s office 
was insufficient for a full recovery.  

 
Although Katie was universally reviled amongst 

the Woody community she did garner a certain 
grudging respect for her ability with the slipper. 

Katie Beck procured her leather soled sandals 
from an artisan located in the Plaka in Athens. They 
were cut from a particularly supple hide and sewn 
together in layers until the soles were a quarter of an 
inch thick. Katie had the artisan customize the heel 
end of the slipper so it fitted perfectly into the grip of 
her palm. They were perfectly designed to allow Katie 
to bring the slipper down from above her head and 
land full-blooded cracks across her hapless victim’s 
rear end. 

 
Cassie Cassy gritted her teeth. Getting herself 

whopped by Claire the previous evening when she 
was already scheduled for a circulation kick-start from 
Katie the following morning had been an act of rank 
foolishness. Eighteen whaps on the bum with a 
leather slipper was going to prove to be very tough 
duty indeed. 

 
Katie grinned and settled into her work. It was 

deeply satisfying. The red-card for collar and tie 
abuse was irrefutable and she had been careful to 
attach photographs of Cassie’s additional clobber 
contraventions to her application to deliver an 
extended spanking. For once the Grand Master had 
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acknowledged that Cassie was bang to rights and had 
signed the paperwork without subjecting the Matron 
to a disagreeable interrogation. Katie was intent on 
giving Cassie a bum-blistering that she wouldn’t 
forget for some time to come. 

 
Cassie concentrated on maintaining a full 

drape. She kept her head down between her 
outstretched arms and doggedly refused to allow it to 
rear up as the slipper rebounded off her bumbags. 
She kept her palms splayed out on the wooden floor 
and willed her ankles to stay resolutely still. There 
was little she could do about her buttocks responding 
to the burning spanks with an occasional involuntary 
twitch but otherwise she remained motionless.  

 
Katie continued to grin. She knew from 

personal experience that despite Cassie’s stoic 
performance the heat in her behind would be raging 
like a furnace. She brought the slipper down with all 
the force her arm could muster. 

 
Cassie giggled as she retrieved her punishment 

record book from Katie. She stuffed it in the breast 
pocket of her blazer. 

“Cya,” she told the unit matron and hurried out 
of the office. 

 
Despite the disagreeable heat in her bumbags 

Cassie was feeling quite satisfied. Three punishments 
in twenty-four hours had rocketed her ahead of her 
competitors on the Annual Big BUTT. She now had a 
five whopping buffer between her and her nearest 
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challengers and was confident that her lead was 
insurmountable. She could now concentrate on 
achieving her ambition of surpassing Jojo’s 
magnificent record of getting beaten fifty-eight times 
in a single year. But first she had Cassie Cassy 
business to take care of. 
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Taking Care of Cassie Business 

 
 
Monets was packed to the gills. The news that 

the entire contingent of inmates of the Woody Back 
to School unit would be attending Cassie Cassy’s first 
night as guest chef at the restaurant had provoked a 
frenetic bidding war for reservations.  

Sensibly, Oliver, Cassie’s fiancé had refused to 
accept bribes and had allocated tables to his regulars 
who he could trust not to overly pester the Woody 
gals. As usual Stacks Monroe had sent a contingent of 
hard bodied security guards to encourage the 
paparazzi to behave themselves. 

 
Cassie Cassy had engaged Michelle Morgan, 

Lady Derby Huntington, Frankie Reese, and Heidi and 
the Lash to assist her. Ms Dotty Hammell had 
volunteered to help coordinate the existing kitchen 
staff. 

Cassie enjoyed a reputation as a completely 
certifiably barking ditz and aside from her never-
ending quest to become the All-Time Big BUTT the 
only thing she cared about was cooking. 
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Dressed in an electric pink blouson, black cargo 
pants and a chequered beanie she ran her kitchen 
with military efficiency. 

She bustled around the ovens, stoves and 
grills, ignoring her flaming rear end, tasting the 
soups, terrines and sorbets being prepared.  

Bernadette Summers Enterprises had recently 
signed an exclusive agreement with Oliver to supply 
gastronomic delights from the continent that were not 
usually available to the average restaurateur. Stacks 
Monroe had established a supply chain to provide 
Monets with the generally inaccessible Arachon 
oysters from Bordeaux and the winter black truffles 
known as the Diamonds of Perigord. 

Cassandra Cassidy busied herself with 
reestablishing her reputation as one of the finest 
chefs in the world. 

 
The seating arrangements in the dining area 

had been carefully designed to allow the paying 
punters the privilege of rubbing shoulders with the 
inmates without becoming pests. Old hands like Cat, 
Vix, Claire and Melons had volunteered to be seated 
at strategic tables so they could discretely divert any 
overly enthusiast guests from spoiling the inmate’s 
night out. Mickey the Purveyor and Suzy Scott sat 
perched on barstools in the VIP bar keeping a 
watchful eye over the proceedings. 

 
The Brass had turned out in force. Even the 

Wart who hated the possibility that she might be 
photographed trussed up in clobber couldn’t resist the 
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prospect of getting her laughing gear around huge 
quantities of Cassy’s cooking. 

Spanky Botts, Christy Cranfield, Karen Masters 
and Cathy Cooper had driven up from the Smoke and 
Ellen, Sarah and the Bounder had hitched a lift in the 
stretch limousine, taking a break from the pressures 
of the trial. 

  
Mr Humphries shared a table with Jojo, Nix, 

Penny Ann, Rosemary and Debs. They dunked freshly 
baked bread into the nectar of Belgian mussels 
cooked with white wine, shallots and fennel; the 
plump Bordeaux oysters baked on the grill and served 
with lemon and Tabasco; and grilled king crab from 
Alaska served with garlic and pepper dipping butter. 

“Well the gangs all here,” smiled the Grand 
Master. 

“Is this entirely legal for us to all be out like 
this?” asked Jojo. 

“Absolutely not,” laughed Mr Humphries, “but 
do I look like a man who gives a shit?” 

 
Salads and sorbets followed, washed down 

with King Krug. Cassie and her team had prepared 
small individual helpings of pate de fois gras, lightly 
heated and served with sour pickles and baguettes 
without butter. For an entree Cassie had prepared 
suckling pig served with rice and black bean dressing, 
and fried sweet plantains. She complimented the 
succulent pork dish with a 2004 Barón de Barbón 
Oak-Aged Rioja. 
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To finish she presented a medley of fruit, 
berries and cheeses accompanied by glasses of 2005 
Chryseia port.  

While the guests scooped up their deserts and 
enjoyed their port Cassie emerged from the kitchen, 
greeting the paying punters. Even at twelve hundred 
and fifty squids a skull to cover the costs of the 
Woody entourage the patrons clearly thought that 
they had got value for money. 

Cassie Cassy grinned like a Cheshire Cat. 
 



 

 

13 

 
Taking Care of Debs 

 
 
Chief Inspector Kate Faulkner and Detective 

Sergeant Angie Ashurst approached the table. 
“We’re going to take Deborah out the back,” 

Kate informed the Grand Master. “Stacks’s men have 
the paparazzi backed up outside the parking lot but 
we shouldn’t risk her being photographed coming out 
of a restaurant after curfew.” 

The Grand Master nodded. 
“But we do have a problem,” said Kate. “We 

think that two photographers are on the roof of the 
warehouse behind the restaurant. Mickey and Suzy 
are on their way to check it out. We suspect that they 
are Frenchmen.” 

Stacks wandered over. “Frenchmen, what the 
fuck are frogs doing lurking about on the top of a 
warehouse in Sussex.” 

Kate smiled. “I’m sure that Mickey and Suzy 
can take care of this.” 

Stacks scowled. “I hope they remembered to 
put Vaseline on the ends of their lenses this evening,” 
he growled. 
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Kate nodded. “In the meantime Debs we’ll 
need you to put these on,” she handed Deborah a 
black hoodie and a pair of dark glasses. “Just to be on 
the safe side. One of Mickey’s guys will bring a Land 
Cruiser around the back. Angie and I will cover you 
but move as fast as possible.” 

Nicola Jane Nixon threw her napkin on the 
table. “We’re coming too,” she insisted. Jojo, Penny 
Ann and Rosemary rose to their feet. Mr Humphries 
just nodded. 

 
Rufus watched Mickey and Suzy crossing the 

darkened car park through 2x24 Yukon night tracker 
binoculars. He slipped out of his car and followed 
them towards the warehouse. He waited, keeping his 
distance as they padded up the fire escape. 

 
 The Yoofs on the rooftop were anything but 

Frenchmen. In fact they would have been deeply 
wounded to have been wrongly associated with their 
neighbors from across the channel. They were 
Geordie thugs that Rufus had hired for his 
experiment. He had equipped them with Nikon digital 
cameras equipped with 51-point auto focusing and 3D 
tracking to make them feel important. He planned on 
charging the cameras to Melissa Forsham-Smythe’s 
account at cost plus fifteen percent.  

 
Mickey quietly opened the door to the roof. 

The two cameramen were leaning over and watching 
the back door of Monets. Mickey nodded at Suzy and 
they started off. The Yoofs reacted quickly and rose 
to their feet. Mickey lunged forward; one of the Yoofs 
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squared off at him. Suzy gaped at the second Yoof; 
he had to be six foot six and was approaching her 
cracking his fingers. 

Suzy began to back off. The first Yoof and 
Mickey were engaged, there was no question that 
Mickey’s assailant was a pro and had her partners 
attention. 

“Suzy get the fuck out of here,” was all Mickey 
had time to say before the Yoof swung a crowbar at 
him. 

 
Rufus grinned in the darkness. Mickey was 

being forced back, trying to avoid being beaned with 
the lethal metal weapon. Suzy was cornered. He 
laughed. Suzy Scott stood four feet ten inches tall and 
looked as if she might weigh eighty five pounds with 
a house brick in her pocket. The Geordie goon looked 
as if he was prepared to unscrew her head. 

 
Suzy Scott did her best not to panic. During 

her martial arts career she had faced many opponents 
that outweighed her but she had never faced a giant 
of this scale. She was stuck in a corner with nowhere 
to run. She felt a shiver run down her spine as she 
saw the gigantic hand reach for her throat. 

 
Mickey ducked and weaved as the Yoof tried to 

nail him with the crowbar. Out of the corner of his 
eye he could see poor Suzy about to be strangled. He 
saw the metal object crashing down and went under 
it, slamming his fist into the Yoofs ribs and then 
grabbing his arm and yanking it clean out of its 
socket. Just for shits and giggles he kicked the Yoof 
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under the chin as his knees buckled beneath him. He 
sped across the roof to save Suzy. 

Suzy Scott leaped in the air and grabbed onto 
an overhanging metal rail praying it would hold her 
weight. With all her strength she swung her body 
through the air. She only had one chance. 

“Holy fuck,” squealed the giant as his nose 
exploded from the impact of the heel of Suzy’s foot. 
Mickey came in behind him, moving fast, he nailed 
the giant with a kidney punch and then crashed his 
elbow down on the top of his cranium as the huge 
Yoof tottered downwards. 

“Hey,” yelled Suzy indignantly. “He was mine.” 
 
Rufus grinned in the darkness. “Wankers,” he 

muttered and slipped into the stairwell. 
 
“Nothing French about them,” reported Mickey. 

“I doubt they’ve ever eaten a clove of garlic between 
them. They were definitely Yoofs.” 

“This is getting very scary,” said Debs.  
Kate Faulkner slipped her hand into Deborah’s. 

“Don’t you worry we’ll take care of you.” 
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Six on the Silks for Deborah 

 
 
Deborah put her head in her hands. “Oh no,” 

she groaned. “Not again. Jesus Kate is that what you 
call taking care of me? My arse is sizzling.” 

“You might have had one or two too many 
glasses of bubbles, Ma’am,” smiled Kate. “You were 
very insistent. I think that you were just caught up in 
the moment. It was a very intense evening.” 

Deborah reached under the duvet and ran her 
fingers over her buttocks. She shook her head in 
bewilderment. Since returning from Christmas 
furlough she had been a paragon of virtue and she 
had gone almost a fortnight without getting the cane. 
Now for some unknown reason she had voluntarily 
bent over the end of her bed and allowed Christy 
Cranfield to give her six on the silks. 

She felt a little woozy. Her recollection of the 
previous night was a trifle blurry. After the excitement 
at the restaurant the Woody gals had been restless. 
Mr Humphries had allowed Penny Ann and Nix to set 
up a bar in the Great Hall and had announced that 
the following day they would be allowed an extended 
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lie-in and that a loose tie and minimum whops policy 
would be in force. 

As usual, Spanky and her gang had prevailed 
upon Deborah to accompany them to the back room 
of the library. When Spanky and Christy had first 
begun to pitch up at Woodys as paid residents Debs 
had been a reluctant participant in their late night 
trysts in the library, but as time had elapsed she had 
become increasingly comfortable in her role in their 
intimate and eclectic theatrical productions. 

Spanky Botts and Christy had been joined by 
Karen Masters, Cathy Cooper and Lady Derby 
Huntington. To Debs great surprise Detective 
Inspector Kate Faulkner had asked if she could tag 
along. 

 
The normally austere and forbidding 

atmosphere in the backroom of the library had been 
warm and gay. The six women had taken it in turns 
to bend over the arm of a leather chesterfield so 
Deborah could give them each a thrashing. Debs had 
taken her time, after each woman was in position 
with her skirt turned back Deborah allowed a full 
minute to elapse before starting. 

Debs knew from experience that this waiting 
period was a critical factor in any caning. Once a gal 
was finally actually bent over with her skirt turned 
back sixty seconds could seem like eternity.  

She delivered the strokes at thirty second 
intervals to allow the full cycle of effects to ripple 
through their central nervous systems. Although the 
beatings were recreational in nature she knew that 
the die-hard spankettes did not want her to hold 
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back. She swung the cane with her trademark power 
and precision and the hushed silence of the backroom 
of the library echoed with the ominous swishes and 
thwacks of the whippy stick rebounding from her 
chums’ tautened bumbags. 

One by one the women removed their hands 
from their heads and took their turn to bend of the 
sofa. Deborah couldn’t help from observing that she 
had a wide variety of bottoms to deal with. 

When Ms Lawton had pronounced women to 
be broad of beam and ideally designed to absorb six 
of the best she did not have Miss Cathy Cooper in 
mind. The waiflike Cathy’s rear end was miniscule. 
Christy on the other hand possessed a full and 
patrician rear end that complimented her tall, elegant 
form. 

No matter what the size and shape Deborah 
carefully landed every stroke in the safe zone known 
as the sweet spot. Thirty-six strokes delivered with 
awesome accuracy, without a single wraparound, 
high or low rider. 

Once they were finished the women celebrated 
with rueful giggles and hugs and kisses.  

Later they had repaired to the gymnasium 
where the party was still in full flow. Deborah was not 
a big drinker but Team Morton had given her 
dispensation to have a few gargles and she had 
grown a tad tipsy. 

She couldn’t quite remember at what point in 
the proceedings that she had begun to insist that it 
only seemed fair that they finished the evening by 
returning to her study so Christy could give her six on 
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the silks before she turned in. It had seemed an 
entirely reasonable proposition at the time. 

 
Debs slipped her legs out from under the duvet 

and padded over to the bathroom. She rolled down 
the trews of her striped silk jimjams and inspected 
the damage. 

Christy did quality work, even after several 
hours the stripes were still prominent, and perfectly 
formed into a five bar gate. She hadn’t been 
exaggerating when she had said her bottom was 
sizzling. In some ways getting caught up in the 
moment was understandable but the notion that she 
had actually volunteered again for six on the silks was 
most unsettling. She sighed and turned on the 
shower. 
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Inner Spankettes 

 
 
Kate handed Debs a cup of coffee.  
“I should really put you over my knee and 

spank you for letting me get squiffy,” giggled Debs as 
she allowed her grubby to knot her tie for her. 

Kate smiled enigmatically, “I don’t know but I 
think I might enjoy being spanked by you Miss 
Morton,” she chuckled. “After all I did rather enjoy 
last night,” she said with twinkle in her eye. 

Debs rolled her eyes. “Good grief Kate, don’t 
tell me that you’ve discovered your inner spankette. 
Are we all slowly going bonkers in here? And talking 
of bonkers where is Derby?” 

“She volunteered to help Cassie Cassy set up 
brunch. I think they’ll be a lot of sore heads this 
morning so she’s probably busy mixing Bloody Mary’s 
for the walking wounded,” Kate informed her. 

 
Kate’s prediction that the inmate’s might be 

suffering from sore heads was unerringly accurate. 
Black coffee, Bloody Marys and mimosa’s were in high 
demand as the inmates and their guests slowly 
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dragged themselves out of their scratches and began 
to congregate in the cafeteria.  

Karen Masters and Cathy Cooper were 
amongst the first to arrive. Although Spanky and 
Christy were semi-permanent weekend residents at 
the facility a trip to Woodys was a special treat for 
Karen and Cathy.  

Karen Masters was the respected web-mistress 
of www.woodettes.com and with thousands of guests 
from every corner of the earth to tend to she rarely 
slept let alone had time for away-days. 

Most weekends Cathy Cooper pursued her 
lucrative career as an international spankette. She 
had contracts with spanking associations in a dozen 
nations and racked up hundreds of thousands of air-
miles as she jetted from continent to continent to act 
as the hostess of private spanking happenings. 

They weren’t going to let the minor matter of a 
sore head interfere with their enjoyment of the 
Woody experience. 

 
Karen greeted Deborah with a hug and a 

mimosa. “Jeepers Debs, you whop hard,” she said 
cheerily. 

Cathy Cooper grinned. “You do good work,” 
she enthused. 

Deborah smiled sheepishly. “Well if it’s any 
consolation my bum is also rather tender. Christy ain’t 
no slouch with a cane.” 

Karen winked. “I had no idea that you had an 
inner spankette,” she teased Debs. 

Deborah grimaced. “To the best of my 
knowledge I’m don’t,” she said emphatically. “But 

http://www.woodettes.com/�
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somehow I seem to get caught up in the spirit of 
these gatherings, it’s very disturbing.” 

 
Rosemary Booker bustled over. “Was I 

dreaming or did I hear you getting six on the silks last 
night?” she asked her best chum. 

Deborah blushed slightly. “It’s kind of a long 
story,” she told Rosemary. “Somehow I got myself 
confused with someone who actually likes getting the 
cane and I volunteered for a bedtime beating.” 

Rosemary looked at her chum curiously. “Well 
considering the amount of times you’ve done stuff 
that you knew would mean getting the cane, perhaps 
you do secretly like it. Maybe you’ve got an inner 
spankette.” 

“I do not have an inner spankette,” said 
Deborah rather abruptly. 

 
“What are you doing, Ma’am?” asked Kate in 

surprise. 
“Thinking,” said Deborah. 
Kate had returned to the upstairs study to find 

Debs standing facing the wall with her hands on her 
head. 

When Deborah had returned to her study she 
had fully intended to change out of her clobber and 
go for a run, which always helped her think. However, 
inexplicably she had turned and faced the wall, 
pressed her nose to the paintwork and put her hands 
on her head. She was surprised how relaxed she felt. 

Over the years Debs had spent countless hours 
performing nose and toes. It was never relaxing; nose 
and toes were invariably the precursor to being 
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caned. It was impossible for even the most whop-
hardened veteran not to feel an unpleasant sensation 
of mounting trepidation as the second ticked away 
towards the inevitable conclusion. 

 
Deborah considered the previous evening’s 

events. It was not the first time she had insisted on 
six on the silks. Admittedly it always occurred when 
she was a tad squiffy, nonetheless it concerned her. 

Deborah had never doubted that she had a 
highly active naughty gene. At preparatory school she 
had regularly been sent to stand in the corner and 
she admits that during her final year her behavior was 
so bad that it no longer became a question of 
whether she would be put in time out but a case of 
when. At Queensgate she had established the school 
record for being ‘Put on the Menu’ and the national 
record for being caned. At Woodys she had been 
whopped into the number two position on the All-
Time Big BUTT Hall of Shame.  

Over the years she had been caned, spanked, 
slippered, strapped, whapped with riding crops, 
hairbrushes, violin bows and a variety of kitchen 
utensils. She had bent over chairs, desks, tables, 
beds, piano stools, had been put over sundry knees, 
and once been slippered bent over the fountain in the 
center of the recreation area. 

She had always jokingly blamed her alter-ego, 
who she referred to as the Imposter, for her 
misfortunes. Now, standing facing the wall, she began 
to wonder whether Rosemary was right. Maybe she 
did have an inner spankette that had never revealed 
itself. It was all very alarming.  
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Armanisuit Cough’s Up 

 
 
 “Five thousand squids for cameras, three 

thousand squids for bail and another ten thousand 
squids for airplane tickets,” squealed Armanisuit. “Are 
you fucking deranged? You accomplished nothing.” 

“I’ll be the judge of that,” said Lord Rufus 
calmly.  

 
Armanisuit liked to consider himself a 

renaissance man. He quartered in a luxurious serviced 
apartment located on the Strand, complete with a 
butler, chef and valet. On Saturday mornings he liked 
to stroll down across to King James and take a 
leisurely lunch of champagne and oysters at his 
private club. He was deeply distressed when Lord 
Rufus Lewis casually slid into his booth and made 
demands for compensation for the previous night’s 
fiasco. 

“How did you get in here?” asked Armanisuit. 
Rufus smiled. “I’m a peer of the realm, they 

like my name in the guest book.”  
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Armanisuit snorted. Rufus reached across the 
table and forked an oyster into his mouth. “Not 
enough Tabasco,” he commented and proceeded to 
douse the oysters in considerable quantities of the 
hot pepper sauce. 

“Yesterday was just a reconnaissance 
exercise,” the aristocrat continued. “Reconnaissance 
missions can be pricy. Besides you mark-up my 
invoices by fifteen percent, so what do you care?” 

The lawyer poked at the oysters dispiritedly 
and then set them to one side. “I will take the matter 
up with Mrs Forsham-Smythe,” he said with as much 
confidence as he could muster.  

“Your nose looks like it’s healing nicely,” 
observed Lord Rufus. “It would be a shame if you had 
to engage in any further medical procedures when 
you are so close to recovery.” 

Armanisuit snorted dismally and wrote a 
cheque. 

 
“This man Humphries has made impressive 

security arrangements,” said Rufus. “Stacks Monroe, 
Ellen Millar, and by the way, who was that fucking 
midget on the roof?” 

Kate Faulkner smiled. “That fucking midget, as 
you so eloquently describe her, is Suzy Scott. She is a 
martial arts expert employed at the unit. Mr 
Humphries takes threats to the inmates very 
seriously.” 

Lord Rufus shrugged. “Well no harm done. 
They were just Geordies working for beer money. I’ve 
bailed them out and sent them down to Tenerife to 
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work on their suntans. Now I know what I’m up 
against I’ll commission a specialist black ops group.” 

Kate looked skeptical. “The Yoofs have not 
performed very well so far. The only reason Stacks 
Monroe is involved is because you idiots stuck a sack 
over his god-daughters head when you were trying to 
kidnap Cat Cassidy. Then you hired the Man from 
Berlin and that went pear-shaped, and you couldn’t 
even plant a simple tainted drug test on Debs Morton 
without getting your man arrested. I need you to get 
me out of this hellhole and you’re not inspiring much 
confidence.” 

Rufus leaned across the table, his eyes 
narrowed and body taut. “I was indisposed, possibly 
due to your interferences, but we shall not dwell upon 
that,” he said irritably. “As I say I will procure the 
services of highly trained operators. I have always 
liked you Kate and would hate to be the one to have 
to measure you up for concrete bumbags but, believe 
you me, I will if it proves necessary.” 

“Liked me? I was nothing more than arm-bling 
to you,” scoffed Kate. “I’m not fooled for a moment; I 
know that your flame burns eternal for Yvonne. What 
I can’t understand is why if you’re so fucking clever 
and powerful, you didn’t bust her out years ago?” 

Rufus retreated and leaned back in his seat. He 
poured Kate Faulkner a glass of Bolly. “Yvonne 
refused to marry me,” he said simply. “She needed 
some time to reconsider her decision and I believe 
that she has learned her lesson now.”  

Kate pouted. “So I guess that puts me out of 
the running as your permanent soul-mate?” 
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“Not at all Kate, if I help you I shall expect 
certain privileges. I shall, of course, install you in 
surroundings appropriate to a woman of your grace 
and beauty,” responded Lord Rufus. “In return I shall 
expect you to be at my disposal when Yvonne is 
otherwise occupied with Confederacy business.” 

“I’m sure she will love that,” said Kate 
scornfully. 

“As I say I believe she has learned her lesson,” 
smiled Rufus. “Now tell me, have you been caned 
recently?” 

Kate Faulkner sipped her drink. “Funny you 
should ask,” she said. 
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Ms Angela Sills 

 
 
On Monday morning Jojo got the cane. It was 

a routine matter related to persistent goofing after 
she had already been shown a yellow card. Under 
normal circumstances six of the best would have been 
merely inconvenient and a tad disagreeable but the 
effect of the beating was accentuated by the fact that 
Jojo was suffering from a touch of the residuals 
resulting from her weekend activities. 

 
It had been a glorious weekend of wining and 

fine dining. The gastronomic extravaganza of Friday 
night at Monets had been followed by the Saturday 
night feast in the Great Hall. Once again Cassie Cassy 
had excelled herself serving up terrines of hand-made 
mushroom soup, duck breasts with a black cherry 
glaze, followed by a rich chocolate mousse. 

On Sunday Jojo had spent a romantic day with 
her fiancé, Mr Humphries. They had taken a stroll 
across the Downs and then enjoyed a leisurely lunch 
at a Woody-friendly boozer overlooking the sea. They 
had returned to the compound and spent the 
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afternoon going over plans for their upcoming 
nuptials. 

Before Jojo had returned to her study, Mr 
Humphries had indulged himself by putting her over 
his knee and giving her twelve hearty whaps with one 
of his favorite two-tailed tawses. 

 
Angela Sills was an amiable soul and generally 

minx tolerant. She palled around with Dotty Hammell 
and Pauline Gascoigne and was a card carrying 
member of the Liberal Left. She had a reputation for 
allowing a reasonable degree of goofing, larking and 
pranking during her lectures. When Jojo had first 
interrupted her dissertation upon the stage of Samuel 
Pepys life after he had been forced to abandon his 
diaries due to failing eyesight, Ms Sills had given her 
an amiable verbal warning. 

Ms Sills was an authority on sixteenth century 
political history and was a compelling speaker. By 
nature Jojo was a studious cove and under normal 
circumstances she would have found the English 
Literature Dame’s discourse of great interest, 
however, she was in a mischievous mood and not 
feeling in the least bit inclined towards study.  

A second interruption to the proceedings had 
earned Jojo a yellow card. Jojo had awoken aware of 
the residual tenderness in her rear end and 
conventional wisdom should have dictated that having 
received a formal warning she would have been best 
advised to hunker down and enjoy the fascinating 
lecture. However, Joanna Heyworth was an insatiable 
mega-minx and when an opportunity arose she was 
unable to resist the temptation to interject some 
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further pith into the proceedings. Consequently she 
found herself at the front of the lecture room, bent 
forward with her fingers balanced on the tips of her 
toes. 

 
Angela Sills was one of the younger members 

of the Brass. She had been recruited by Ms Lawton on 
the recommendation of Jane Lummell who had 
schooled with her. 

“I had occasion to swish her a few times and 
she was always a very good sport about it,” Jane had 
told the former Grand Dame. “She was a nice gal and 
incredibly brilliant. She later went on to become the 
Head Prefect so she’ll know her way around a cane.” 

Angela Sills credentials were impeccable. She 
had attended the exclusive Dayton Manor boarding 
school and a review of her records revealed that Jane 
Lummell had not been the only Head Prefect to have 
occasion to swish her; however swishings were 
commonplace at the school and the dozen or so 
canings that she had received was not considered a 
particularly exceptional record. Angela was 
consistently top of her year, captain of the hockey 
and netball teams, and rode on the equestrian team. 
During the year she served as Head Prefect her 
Headmistress sent a note to her parents 
complimenting Angela for the exemplary manner that 
she performed her duties and reported that she 
‘administers the six o’clock swishings with a 
commendable absence of malice’. 

Angela had graduated with a first class degree 
with honors after reading English Literature at 
Camford and was planning a career in publishing 
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when Ms Lawton approached her. Angela was not 
certain that she wished to join the education 
profession but a hefty salary had enticed her to sign a 
one-year trial contract. She was surprised to find 
herself well-suited to the role of educator and had 
elected to remain on as a full-time member of the 
Woody Brass.  

 
Angela Sills was greatly admired and adored by 

the inmates; nonetheless she had also earned their 
healthy respect when it came to the business of 
whops. Although she was by no means the most 
prolific practitioner of corporal punishment when she 
felt it was required she did not shirk from her duties.  
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A Dusting Opportunity 

 
 
Jojo gritted her teeth. Ms Sills was not shirking 

from her duty and was laying it on thick. 
During her early days as a member of the Elite 

Jojo had made a no-minxing pact with Lady Victoria 
Brompton. However, when Debs Morton had taken 
over as Red-shirt she had encouraged Jojo to get 
back in the game. For all her quirks Debs was not a 
hypocrite and acknowledged that her disciplinary 
record was less than stellar and that it was 
unreasonable to expect the other prefects to forgo 
the joy of minxing while she was constantly up to her 
lugs in trouble.  

Jojo had needed little further encouragement 
and since throwing her hat back in the ring had gone 
whop for whop with Debs. On her Debs Diary blog, 
Deborah acknowledges that, ‘although I appear to be 
destined to become the most beaten prefect in history 
if Jojo hadn’t taken a hiatus I rather fancy she would 
have given me a run for my money’. 
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Angela Sills was extremely fond of Jojo. She 
was an expert horsewoman and helped Jane Lummell 
train the Woody national championship winning 
equestrian team on which Joanna was a major star. 
However, her time as Head Prefect at Dayton Manor 
had served her well and taught her to be 
dispassionate about whops. 

 
At Dayton Manor she had been chummy with 

Claire Brooks as they rode on the same team. 
Unfortunately her chum had proved to be her most 
regular client.  

In her diaries dated from the time Claire recalls 
that, ‘The first time that Angela invited me over for a 
six o’clock swishing. She was terribly apologetic but 
that didn’t stop her from swishing me so hard it made 
my teeth chatter. Afterwards she gave me a hug and 
poured me a cup of chamomile tea. I drank it 
standing up’. 

Throughout the year Claire’s diaries are littered 
with numerous reports of other swishings that she 
received from the Head Prefect and all share a 
common thread. Claire, who was an expert in such 
matters, was exceptionally impressed with Angela’s 
skill with the cane and equally grateful for the 
compassionate atmosphere in which they were 
delivered.  

 
Jojo braced herself for the closer. The first five 

strokes had been exceptionally tight. Of course, tight 
was always good but it also meant that each stroke 
had landed squarely across the residual tenderness 
from the previous days recreational tawsing. There 
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was sometimes a downside to being swished by an 
expert and Jojo resigned herself to the fact that 
finding a comfortable position for sitting down was 
unlikely for several hours to come. She gritted her 
teeth as she heard the ominous whistle from behind. 

 
“Wow it looks like you and your man were 

having fun yesterday,” Nixdown chuckled as she ran 
her fingers over Jojo’s stripes. “It probably would 
have been advisable to have avoided getting yourself 
whopped today.” 

Jojo grunted. It had been some time since she 
had last been beaten by Ms Sills and she had 
forgotten what a formidable right arm the Dame 
possessed when she was provoked into action. The 
closer had been perfectly executed and had been 
absolutely excruciating. Jojo had spent an unpleasant 
hour wriggling and squirming through two further 
lectures before she had been able to hurry back to 
her study so Nixdown could conduct a repair mission. 

Rosemary had provided a prototype mint and 
aloe-based balm with other secret ingredients. Nix 
was rubbing her fingers gently along the stripes. The 
balm had a curious tingling sensation as it seeped 
into the weals, but it also had a satisfying cooling 
effect. 

Jojo pushed herself up from Nixdown’s lap and 
straightened her clobber. Although the mystical balm 
had certainly helped to cool the flesh burns she had 
no doubt that the deep under soreness in her 
glutinous maximus was likely to give her considerable 
gyp for some time to come. She sighed and slipped 
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her arm through Nicola Jane’s and headed back 
towards the hard wooden seats of the lecture rooms. 

“Why don’t you see if you can’t keep out of 
trouble for a little while,” smiled Nixdown 
affectionately. 

“That’s always a challenge,” laughed Jojo. 
 
Keeping out of trouble had always proved a 

challenge to Michelle Morgan. At school she had 
earned herself the dubious distinction of becoming 
the fourth most caned pupil in history. At Woodys she 
had been swiftly enrolled into the Beaten Brats club 
and was already a high roller on the Hall of Shame. 
Bernadette Summers was taking bets that Michelle 
may even become the first Phase 1 inmate to score a 
Bull. 

The majority of the Brass had abandoned 
giving her the customary Brat Drapings and routinely 
red-carded her up to the Grand Master’s office. 
However, Patty Hodge was not in the business of 
wasting a perfectly good opportunity to dust 
Michelle’s bumbags and summoned her to step up to 
the front of the room. 

 
 



 

 

19 

 
A Highly Personal Affair 

 
 
Patty patted the lap of her skirt and invited 

Michelle to drape herself out face downwards. She 
took Michelle’s wrist and guided her over her knee. 

Gloomily Michelle allowed herself to be lowered 
downwards. Patty had preceded the dusting with a 
full five minute scolding. The tall Dame had forced 
Michelle to stand to attention and stare up at her 
while she berated her in a most unsavory manner.  

 
Patty took her time arranging Michelle across 

her lap. Patricia Hodge had attended the original 
Woody School and during her Brat Year she had 
gained considerable experience in the business of 
being spanked.  

Patty had had been assigned to grub for a 
particularly brutal prefect who had done her utmost 
to make Patty’s life miserable. Even at a tender age 
Patricia was widely considered to be imperious, 
autocratic and condescendingly arrogant. None of 
these traits had ingratiated her to her Personal Draper 
who had taken it out on her bumbags with great 
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gusto. Many Woody historians have proposed the 
theory that it was this experience that helped mold 
Patty into the tyrant she would later become. 

Patty’s draper had always taken her time 
maneuvering and arranging Patty’s long frame into 
position. It was a practice that Patty had found 
intensely annoying. It was bad enough being 
subjected to being put into the somewhat degrading 
over the knee pose, but the constant rearrangements 
were purposefully designed to remind her of her 
position of forced subjugation. 

In typical Patty fashion she had used her own 
unpleasant experiences to make things as 
disagreeable as possible for her victims of the future. 

 
Michelle Morgan gritted her teeth. She 

despised Patty and in many ways Michelle would have 
found it preferable to have been shown a red-card 
even though it would have meant a painful six-stroke 
bare bender with the cane. Patty had made it quite 
clear how much she was going to enjoy giving her a 
damn good spanking and Michelle hated the idea that 
she was responsible for giving on opportunity to get 
her jollies. 

 
Patty made her final adjustments; she had 

Michelle spread out in a full drape and had pulled her 
tightly into the crease of her lap. She started to 
spank. 

 
In the early days of the Woody Back to School 

unit lecture room spankings had been limited to a 
dozen spanks at a single serving but as minxdom had 
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escalated Ms Lawton had constantly adjusted the 
restriction at the request of the Brass. In extreme 
circumstances errant Brats could be subjected to as 
many as sixty spanks. Patty considered that she was 
operating in extreme circumstance mode. 

 
An over the knee dusting is a highly personal 

affair. Unlike other punishments like the cane where 
the number of strokes is pre-determined a spanking is 
unpredictable.  

Patty started slowly; working rhythmically, 
right buttock, left buttock, right buttock, left buttock, 
and then launching a blitz on one or the other 
upturned orbs. Every now and again she would leave 
an extended interval leaving Michelle uncertain 
whether the spanking was over.  

 
Michelle Morgan had earned herself a well-

deserved reputation for being as tough as nails. She 
was a slightly-built individual but she was extremely 
athletic and worked out regularly in the Wellness 
Center. At school many of the other girls had howled 
and blubbed when they were caned. She had 
considered them to be muffs and had worked 
assiduously at improving her pain threshold. She 
prided herself that she could take six with the cane 
without too much wriggling and squirming and remain 
dry-eyed at the end of it. 

Bending over and waiting to be caned was a 
nerve-wracking and unpleasant experience. However, 
a damn good spanking was a special kind of animal, 
particularly when delivered by a specialist like Patricia 
Hodge.  
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Pinned face down, arse up with Patty at liberty 
to pick her off with impunity was a wretched feeling. 
Patty was supplementing the spanking with a 
constant commentary designed to deflect Michelle’s 
attention and to divert her from settling in. It was 
very disorientating and caused Michelle to feel like a 
refugee from the home for the bewildered as the 
extended bumbag dusting progressed. 

 
“I really hate her,” groaned Michelle. “She had 

me over her knee for almost ten minutes.” 
“That’s tough duty,” Jojo consoled her grubby. 

“Nobody likes being spanked, especially by Patty.” 
Michelle scowled. “It sounds ridiculous but I’d 

have preferred if she’d sent me up for the cane. At 
least being caned is a dignified punishment.” 

Jojo smiled. “Yes, sometimes the cane is 
better.” 

 
    
 



 

 

20 

 
The Imposter Comes Out to Play 

 
 
Deborah Morton was contemplating whether 

the cane is sometimes better. Tatyana Kerimov had 
her bent over the piano stool and was preparing to 
beat her with the lethal ‘Morton Special’ violin bow. 

Debs heart was pounding uncomfortably. Her 
last experience of Tatyana’s handiwork had been 
extremely disagreeable and the Red-shirt had no 
reason to believe that the ex-KGB operative would 
find any legitimate reason to make this beating any 
less unpleasant. 

 
Just an hour earlier Deborah had cut through 

the corridors on her way to the Grand Master’s office. 
Debs was not generally of a nervous disposition but 
she had good reason to suspect that the impending 
interview might prove to be a tad uncomfortable. 

Since returning from Christmas furlough 
Deborah had been on a campaign to reform. Her first 
term in the Elite had been a disaster. She was already 
the most beaten Red-shirt in history and was well on 
her way to over-taking Claire Brooks record as the 
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most beaten prefect of all-time. However for fifteen 
blissful days, with the exception of the unscheduled 
six on the silks, she had been sporting a cool arse. 

With the exception of the Wart maliciously 
showing her a yellow card her recent record in the 
lecture halls had been exemplary. However, in the 
space of one morning her commendable performance 
had experienced a giddying turnaround. In four 
consecutive lectures she had been shown yellow 
cards and she counted herself fortunate that she had 
not received one, or even two, thrashings. 

She had not been surprised when she received 
word that the Grand Master had requested her to cut 
along sharpish to his study. 

 
“I understand the Imposter has come out to 

play,” the Grand Master announced cheerfully. 
Deborah couldn’t help herself but blush bright 

crimson. 
“I’m sorry sir,” she responded. “I’m not trying 

to make excuses but I don’t know what comes over 
me. I just seem to blurt things out or do dumb things 
for no reason at all.” 

The Grand Master merely smiled. Debs was 
standing to a respectful attention and looked 
genuinely remorseful and apologetic.  

“You can stand easy, Deborah,” he told her in 
a friendly manner. “I have not brought you here to 
beat you; I just wondered whether there was any 
particular problem that may have sparked this spate 
of disorderly conduct.” 

Debs breathed a heartfelt sigh of relief and 
allowed her body to relax a little. 
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“No sir, I have absolutely no defense or 
explanation for my behavior,” she told him. “I just 
seem to have an overly developed naughty gene that 
I don’t seem to be able to control.” 

It was not the first time that they had shared 
this conversation. Mr Humphries had initially 
considered Deborah too high maintenance to assume 
the role of Red-shirt. However, the manner with 
which she had fulfilled the roles of Captain of the Red 
House and Deputy to Lady Victoria Brompton had 
convinced him to trust her with the unit’s most 
responsible position. 

She had repaid that trust admirably and was a 
highly respected Red-shirt. Even her appearance had 
altered. She looked neat and tidy in her black blazer, 
red shirt, black tie and flared, pleated skirt, with her 
hair neatly brushed back beneath a black headband; 
a far cry from the vaguely scruffy and clobber 
challenged individual he had met fifteen months 
earlier.  

Over the past few months she had been a 
frequent visitor to his study after being shown red 
cards in the lecture rooms. They had made an 
agreement to separate her disciplinary performance 
from her activities as Red-shirt and he treated her like 
any other inmate requiring punishment. 

Considering her academic brilliance Deborah 
Morton was particularly guiless as a mega-minx. She 
always seemed to be the one that got caught gabbing 
after a no gabbing policy had been imposed. Her 
goofing, larking and pranking activities rarely seemed 
to go undetected. Although she always felt duty 
bound to offer a defense of her activities and was an 
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articulate advocate it occurred to the Grand Master 
that she often seemed genuinely bewildered as to 
how she had come to find herself in trouble again. 

 
“I hear that you volunteered for six on the silks 

on Friday night,” he said calmly. 
Deborah went crimson for a second time. “Jojo 

told you about that?” she spluttered a little irritably. 
“Rest assured that Joanna did not share this 

information with me, she was sleeping in my quarters 
and we find it convenient to not discuss such 
matters,” he assured her. “I think that you will find it 
common knowledge, apparently it was heard all over 
the landings. I just wondered whether the events of 
Friday night are in any way related to this morning’s 
activities.”  

Deborah continued to blush. “I don’t know sir, 
truly I don’t. It’s all rather alarming.” 

 
 
 



 

 

21 

 
Music Room Misadventures 

 
 
Deborah had good reason to feel alarmed 

when Madam Kerimov poked her in the chest with her 
silver handled walking stick pushing her back in her 
chair. The Maestra raised the tip of the stick, placing 
it under Deborah’s chin and gently tilted her head 
back so she was forced to look into the shadowy hood 
of the Dame’s shroud. In the darkened opening Debs 
could only make out the two steely grey eyes staring 
at her. 

“That was not in the least bit amusing Miss 
Morton,” said the Maestra in her cold gravelly voice. It 
sent a shiver up Deborah’s spine. 

 
Since her arrival at the unit Debs and Tatyana 

Kerimov had become tight. The Maestra often sat in 
while Deborah was practicing new pieces on her 
clarinet and encouraged Debs in her efforts to master 
the saxophone. When Deborah had shown an interest 
in conducting Madam Kerimov had played her private 
recordings from her time as musical director of the 
Russian Symphony Orchestra and explained her 
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arrangements. However, as she stared into the hood 
Debs got the distinct impression that this amiable 
social arrangement was not about to help her 
bumbags. 

“As it seems that you very much care for six,” 
said the ex-KGB operative, “I shall oblige you. If you 
would be so kind as to remove your blazer and bring 
me your violin bow I would be most grateful.” 

With that the Music Dame turned and limped 
back towards the front of the room. 

 
It had always struck Deborah ironic that she 

had suffered so many misadventures in the music 
room. She loved music; her mother was a concert 
pianist and had taught Debs to play at an early age. 
Debs had progressed to become a renowned 
clarinetist in her own right; she possessed a 
reasonable singing voice and had always sung in 
choirs. She had arranged the score for Jojo’s West 
Side Story production and had been delighted when 
she had received several compliments in the reviews. 

Nonetheless, the music room had been the 
venue for some of her most painful encounters. In 
fact she had received her first spanking at the unit 
bent over Ms Whitton’s lap at the front of the room.  

Her early relationship with Ms Whitton had 
been amiable and Debs had participated in the choir 
and orchestra. She had occasionally been required to 
bend over the piano stool but generally just for 
routine gabbing, goofing, larking and pranking 
offenses. The cordial relationship would take a 
radically new direction as a result of the incident 
widely known by Woody historians as the ‘Fabulous 
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Fart’. The infamous public bare bottom spanking with 
a conductor’s baton had been far in excess of the 
limits of punishment laid down in the protocols. 
Deborah had been given the right to file a complaint 
against the Wacky Whackster. 

Since her very public arrest on the center court 
of Wimbledon and her subsequent vilification in the 
sleaze-rags Deborah had sought to keep out of the 
public eye. She spent furloughs either in the seclusion 
of her parent’s house or at the homes of other 
inmates. She had no desire to return to public 
attention as a result of an ill-timed gargantuan guff. 
She brokered a deal that prohibited Ms Whitton from 
beating her for a six month period. Deborah had 
hoped that this would be a long enough interval for 
the Dame to forget the incident. 

However when she arrived at the music room 
on the anniversary of the fabulous fart she was 
immediately shown a yellow card. Moments later she 
was required to step up and bend over the piano 
stool. She was given a ferocious beating that 
culminated in four bacon slicers before she could 
manage to remain in position and refrain from 
jerking.  

Unfortunately in the interim period since the 
fabulous fart she had been denounced as the units 
Public Enemy Number One and was to be treated as a 
hostile target.  

The Wacky Whackster laid siege to Debs 
bumbags with impunity. She procured the bow 
nicknamed the ‘Morton Special’ and had used it 
frequently. She once gave Deborah a double beating 
despite the knowledge that the reason for Debs late 
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arrival for an orchestra practice was that she had 
been detained in Ms Lawton’s study getting a bare 
bender for being chucked out of assembly. 

The reign of terror was finally ended after Jojo, 
Nix and Rosemary staged an intervention that 
resulted in Ms Whitton being sent to chokey on 
multiple charges of assault. 

When Suzy Scott had taken over as Dame in 
Charge of Musical Studies Debs had inexplicably felt 
obliged to test her mettle. It had been a most 
disagreeable experience with Suzy demonstrating her 
awesome capability to produce a single weal by 
landing six strokes of the bow, one on top of the 
other. Nonetheless, despite the awesome thrashing 
during the short period Suzy had stood in as Music 
Dame Debs had taken three more trips over the piano 
stool and was the only inmate Suzy had ever felt 
compelled to show a red-card. 

Foolishly Debs had also been unable to resist 
the temptation to test out Madam Kerimov and had 
learned that the ex-KGB operative was equally 
awesome with the violin bow. She had promised 
herself she would not be volunteering for a return 
match. 

However, as soon as Deborah had opened her 
mouth she had known that she was due for whops. 
As she trudged towards the front of the music room 
carrying the ‘Morton Special’, she wondered what it 
was about the room that seemed so attractive to the 
Imposter. 

 
 



 

 

22 

 
The KGB School for Spankers 

 
 
Deborah handed Tatyana the ‘Morton Special’ 

and then went and picked up the piano stool. She 
carried it across to the slightly raised plinth at the 
front of the room and placed it in the center. Without 
needing any instruction she bent forward and spread 
herself out.  

 
Since her arrival at the unit Tatyana Kerimov 

had only beaten half a dozen inmates and Deborah 
was the first that she had been obliged to thrash for a 
second time. The first time she had bent Debs over 
she had been unaware that she had established a 
Woody precedent. She was the first Dame to punish a 
serving Red-shirt in a lecture room. However, since 
then she had learned that several Dames, including a 
leading light on the Liberal Left, had caned Debs 
locally, so she had elected to take care of the matter 
personally without involving the Grand Master. 

Deborah lay across the stool, her arms and 
legs fully stretched out and her head well down. She 
felt the Dame’s fingers turning back the hem of her 
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skirt and folding up the tail of her red blouse. Her 
heart was pounding uncomfortably as she tried to 
settle in. 

It was a critical moment in any beating. Lying 
prostrated with her bumbags exposed knowing that 
any second Armageddon was scheduled to be 
unleashed in her bumbags was a nerve-wracking 
sensation. Debs felt the butterflies in her tummy and 
goose-bumps on her bare legs as the seconds ticked 
away while Tatyana completed her preparations. 

Even after several hundred beatings it was this 
brief prelude before the storm that Debs dreaded 
most. She knew that she mustn’t panic and needed to 
get into the zone. She couldn’t let the feeling of 
increasing trepidation and anxiety overwhelm her. 
She felt the violin bow tapping down on her tautened 
bumbags. She gritted her teeth. “It’s only whops, its 
only whops,” she repeated over and over in her head. 
She heard the ominous whine of the bow slashing 
downwards. Game on! 

 
Tatyana Kerimov had trained at the notorious 

KGB Dzerzhinsky Academy where she had learned the 
necessary trade arts of interrogation, torture and 
assassination so she had found little difficulty getting 
to grips with the concept of whops.  

As far as she was concerned Deborah Morton’s 
unnecessarily ribald interjection to the proceedings 
had exceeded the boundaries of good taste so she 
needed to be soundly whopped. She raised the violin 
bow in the air and slashed it down with considerable 
force. 



Malicious Obsessions 
 

 

In some ways Deborah was relieved when the 
violin bow ricocheted off her bumbags. The nerve-
wracking wait was finally over and they had entered a 
new phase of the process.  

In her highly acclaimed treatise ‘The art of 
being beaten’, published on the www.woodettes.com 
website, Debs writes that ‘once the beating proper 
begins it is imperative that you keep it up. A skilled 
practitioner will allow you a reasonable amount of 
wriggling and squirming between strokes and will not 
continue until you have properly presented yourself 
for the next delivery.’ 

 
Deborah could not avoid a reasonable amount 

of wriggling and squirming. From the perspective of 
the Dame delivering the beating the piano stool was 
ideally designed. Its construction forced the 
recipient’s body into an arch once she was correctly 
positioned and forced her rear end into the perfect 
curve for delivering a safe and accurate beating. The 
disadvantage to the recipient was that the low 
elevation of the cushioned top of the stool allowed 
the bow several valuable additional inches of 
trajectory, increasing the speed of the shaft at the 
point of impact. 

 
Debs was not having a good time of it. Her 

arse was a highly calibrated whopometer and she was 
in no doubt that she was engaged in a world-class 
whopping. Every stroke was causing havoc in her 
central nervous system causing her muscles to 
clench, her hands to squeeze into tight fists and her 
face to contort into a silent howl. It took considerable 

http://www.woodettes.com/�
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will-power to slowly rearrange her body so that it was 
stretched out and her bottom perfectly repositioned 
for the next stroke. 

Deborah’s fellow inmates watched the 
proceedings with seasoned eyes. The explosive cracks 
of the bow rebounding off Debs bumbags and their 
chums anguished reactions left them in no doubt that 
they were witnessing a world-class whopping. In her 
long dark hooded shroud Tatyana Kerimov cut an 
imposing and eerie figure adding considerable drama 
to the proceedings. They watched as Deborah forced 
herself back into a full drape and prepared herself for 
the closer. 

 
Debs licked her dry lips. She lowered her head 

and braced herself on the palms of her hands and the 
balls of her feet, bravely thrusting her buttocks up. 
She knew that she was perfectly teed up and 
prepared herself.  

 
Tatyana waited while Deborah voluntarily 

positioned herself perfectly. She understood that it 
had taken considerable courage and she was 
determined to deliver the closer as safely as possible. 
She swung the bow with lethal precision. 

 
“So is the Imposter satisfied now?” asked the 

Grand Master cheerily. 
“I’d string the Imposter up by her bumbags if I 

knew where to find her,” groaned Debs. “Does the 
KGB have a special school for spankers? That woman 
whops hard!” 
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23 

 
Felicity Reconsiders 

 
 
The Woody gals congregated around the TV 

screens in the common rooms to watch the latest 
updates at the Hayden-White trial.  

 
Throughout the day Felicity Robertson had 

taken the stand. To Sarah Forsham-Smythe’s 
astonishment her old buddy had dispensed with her 
usual Euro-sleaze chic and dressed in a somber dark 
blue velvet dress with a lace page-boy collar, pulled 
her hair back into a puritanical bum, wiped her boat 
race clean of make-up and polished her costume off 
by planting her feet in a pair of uncomfortable looking 
laced up Quaker ankle boots in a style that was last 
seen worn by travelers aboard the Mayflower. 

She was a picture of doe-eyed innocence as he 
painted a colorful picture of Sarah as a corrupt and 
incorrigible larcenist and criminal thrill-seeker. Felicity 
adamantly maintained that while Mrs Hayden-White 
had accepted payments to allow the inmates to avoid 
discipline she had no part in Sarah’s more nefarious 
activities. For her own part Felicity claimed she was 
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an innocent bystander who was intimidated by 
Sarah’s threats that her mother had the power to 
have her transferred to the Big House if she didn’t 
keep her lip buttoned.   

 
“She’s such a fucking liar,” groaned Sarah 

Forsham-Smythe. “My mother paid god only knows 
how many squids to keep her bumbags out of the Big 
House and this is how she repays me; by serving up a 
plateful of porkies!” 

“The prosecution counsel didn’t look too 
pleased,” commented Ellen. “They were expecting her 
to nail Hayden-White’s tits to the mast.” 

“Someone paid her off,” said Sarah bitterly. 
“She’s always had plenty of dosh but she’s a skinflint. 
It was always me who paid to get her arse out of a 
crack. She’s pretty well given Hayden-White a free 
pass and put me in the frame for a fifteen year 
stretch.” 

“It’s not over yet,” Ellen tried to reassure her. 
“I’ll call the Grand Master when we get to the hotel, 
he’ll know what to do.” 

Sarah continued to look subdued and 
miserable. Bernadette slipped her hand into Sarah’s 
and squeezed it consolingly.    

    
“Oh shit!” said the Grand Master as he 

snapped his cell phone closed. 
“What’s wrong?” asked Jojo. 
“That was Ms Lawton,” the Grand Master told 

his fiancé. “She’s very apologetic. She may have 
inadvertently thrown a spanner into the works. She 
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caned Felicity Robertson yesterday before she gave 
evidence.” 

“So?” asked Jojo. 
“As you know, Felicity is suing Hayden-White 

over the cane being introduced at Ripley. Ms Lawton 
suspects that straight after she was caned Felicity got 
on the phone and made some kind of settlement with 
Hayden-White’s lawyers.” 

“So much for honor amongst thieves,” sighed 
Jojo. 

 
Susan Lawton welcomed Mr Humphries and 

Stacks Monroe to the Ripley facility. “I have her in 
solitary confinement,” she told them. “Are you sure 
that you wouldn’t like me to talk to her?” 

Mr Humphries shook his head. “You’re risking 
enough just by giving us access. Sarah may not be an 
angel but she’s come on leaps and bounds. We owe 
her a debt of gratitude for the courage she showed 
during the Man from Berlin difficulties. We’ll just be a 
few minutes and then we’ll disappear. As far as you’re 
concerned we were never here.” 

Susan nodded. “I’ll take you to her.” 
 
WEDNESDAY LUNCHTIME EDITION 

 
Robertson Admits She Got Caned 

 
The Hayden-White case took a remarkable turn this 

morning. Counsel for the prosecution requested a 
temporary recess and a conference in judge’s chambers. 

At ten thirty the proceedings were reconvened and it 
was announced that Felicity Robertson would return to the 
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stand. She was given permission to read a prepared 
statement to the jury. 

Yesterday Miss Robertson had given evidence that 
had caused many pundits to predict that Hayden-White will 
be exonerated. Speaking in a hushed tone Robertson stated 
that the testimony that she had given the previous day had 
been fabricated.  

Felicity Robertson revealed that on the day prior to 
her trial appearance she had been caned by Ms Lawton, the 
Grand Dame of the Ripley Back to School unit, on a matter 
unrelated to the trial. Robertson has previously filed a civil 
suit for damages against Mrs Hayden-White with regard to 
the introduction of corporal punishment at the facility. The 
case remains pending subject to the outcome of the current 
trial.  

Miss Robertson admitted that following her 
punishment she had contacted Hayden-White’s legal 
representatives and informed them that she intended to 
substantially increase her damage claim. She stated that she 
had been offered an out of court settlement in return for 
agreeing to give fabricated testimony implicating Sarah 
Forsham-Smythe as the sole architect of the Ripley 
Rackets. 

She produced a certified cheque drawn on a Dubai 
bank account signed by a senior partner in the legal firm 
representing Mrs Hayden-White. The cheque was for the 
sum of half a million squids and Robertson stated she was 
due to receive a second payment in the same amount in the 
event that the former Grand Dame was cleared of all 
charges. 

Hayden-Whites legal team was immediately granted 
a twenty-four hour continuance. The trial will reconvene on 
Friday. In the meantime Miss Robertson will be transferred 
into the custody of the Woody Back to School unit with 
immediate effect. 
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24 

 
A Radical Proposition 

 
“Is this what you meant by whatever it takes?” 

Jojo asked her fiancé curiously. “Did you threaten 
Felicity?” 

The Grand Master smiled. “There was no 
reason for threats. I merely outlined options and 
possible outcomes. It was all very civilized.”  

“Don’t you think that taking Stacks Monroe 
along might have been a tidszy bit intimidating?” 
asked Jojo. 

Mr Humphries shrugged. “Stacks didn’t say a 
word, he was very gentlemanly.” 

Jojo grinned. “Stacks not saying a word is still 
quite intimidating. Poor Felicity, she must have peed 
in her panties. When is she arriving?” 

“She’s spending the night under Ms Lawton’s 
personal supervision,” said the Grand Master. “She’ll 
be cross-examined tomorrow and then she’ll be 
handed over to Ellen sometime over the weekend.” 

“Jeez,” said Jojo, “she was going to get a 
million squids for getting six of the best. If I had a 
deal like that I’d be on the Forbes richest list.” 
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Mr Humphries chuckled and quite casually put 
her over his knee. 

 
Lady Victoria ran over and hugged Sarah. 

“Welcome home,” she said and surprised everybody 
by smiling. “Let’s get you showered and changed, Mr 
Humphries has given you a late curfew dispensation. 
Cat and I are taking you and Ellen to dinner at 
Monets.” 

Sarah beamed back. A friendly welcoming 
committee was a far cry from the hostile reception 
she had experienced when she had first arrived at the 
facility in the wake of the tribunal. Vix slipped her arm 
into Sarah’s and escorted her across the quadrangle. 

 
“I can’t thank you guys enough for your 

support,” said Sarah. “I know I did some terrible 
things and that my mother is at war with you. I just 
wish there was something I could do to stop her but 
she won’t even speak to me.” 

Victoria reached over and squeezed her hand. 
“You’re done more than enough to prove that you’re 
a Woody gal. Nobody blames you for your mother’s 
actions.” 

“Well it might all be a moot point if they throw 
my bumbags in the slammer,” said Sarah 
despondently.  

“We made a major breakthrough today,” 
predicted Ellen. “Felicity’s retraction was rather useful 
and the cheque’s were extremely damning. Hayden-
White will have a lot of explaining where she has that 
kind of disposable dosh considering all of her bank 
accounts were supposed to be frozen.” 
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“Felicity is definitely coming to Woodys?” asked 
Sarah. 

Victoria nodded. “She’ll be fitted for clobber as 
soon as she leaves the courtroom. By the way I had a 
private conversation with Deborah and the Grand 
Master before we came out. You have never really 
been assigned a full-time grubby since you joined the 
Elite. We thought that Felicity would be a perfect 
candidate to fulfill the role as your Personal Grubby.” 

Sarah gaped at Victoria. “Holy shit Victoria, she 
is not going to like that.” 

“I think that’s the idea,” chuckled Cat. 
 
Deborah Morton sat in an easy chair in the 

Grand Master’s office. “I can’t thank you enough, Sir, 
for sponsoring these dispensations to let me play in 
some more tournaments. I talked to Victoria and 
although she will fill in when she cane she is hoping 
to get some extra days on her internship and if I am 
lucky enough to win a couple of matches we might 
both be away from campus at the same time.” 

“That would be inconvenient,” he 
acknowledged, “perhaps we can find a workaround 
and ask Claire or Melanie to stand-in.” 

“I have another suggestion,” said Debs, “of a 
more permanent nature, but you might think that it is 
a little radical.” 

 
Bernadette gaped at Debs. “Are you fucking 

barking?” she squealed. “I’m the fucking Bounder, 
what do I know about being a Deputy Red-shirt?” 

“I think you have more talents than you know,” 
Deborah told her. “You run a successful business and 
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everyone knows that underneath that tough bad gal 
exterior you’re actually a straight shooter.” 

“Sounds like a lot of work and not much pay,” 
said Bernadette. 

“You’re already richer than Croesus,” laughed 
Debs. 

Bernadette grunted. “I’ll think about it, but no 
promises and don’t hold your breath too long, you 
might turn blue.” 

“Understood,” said Deborah and she reached 
over and hugged her chum fondly. 

 
“I’m sorry Mr Humphries,” Oliver told the 

Grand Master over the blower. “We had taken 
reservations for Lord Rufus and his guests some time 
ago. We had no idea that any of the Woody gals 
would be dining with us tonight. I have seated 
Deborah and Bernadette at a safe table in the VIP 
area, if you wish I can ask Rufus to leave.” 

“Thank you for informing me of the situation, 
Oliver, I don’t think that evicting Rufus will be 
necessary. Ellen and Mickey are keeping everything 
under ob’s,” said the Grand Master. “We probably 
don’t want to make Monets a no-go area for Rufus.” 

“I’ll make sure he doesn’t cause any trouble,” 
promised Oliver.   

 
 



 

 

25 

 
Toast 

 
 
Lord Rufus Lewis’s eyes gleamed as he 

watched Deborah Morton walk into the restaurant 
arm in arm with Bernadette Summers. Rufus had 
been planning a quiet non-Woody related evening 
with a bevy of blonde arm-bling and a vicious thug 
who he was briefing regarding a gold bullion heist. 

The arrival of Vix, Cat, Sarah and Ellen had 
been a surprise, and when Debs and the Bounder 
pitched up a few minutes later he felt obliged to 
reconsider his evening’s priorities. He pulled out his 
cell-phone. 

The maitre de stepped over. “I am sorry Your 
Lordship but you know the house rules, we do not 
allow the use of personal telephones inside the 
premises, it disturbs the other customers. You are 
welcome to use it outside in the parking lot. There is 
a covered area.” 

Rufus scowled. He scanned the room. In the 
corner of the bar Mickey the Purveyor was seated on 
a stool idly sipping a Heineken. Having witnessed 
Mickey’s street-fighting capabilities on the roof of the 
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warehouse he did not see much future for his recently 
purchased Apple 3G iPhone if he went outside and 
started making calls. Grumpily he put it back in his 
pocket and despite none of his party having finished 
their dinner he called for the bill. 

“Send those two young ladies a bottle of 1999 
Dom Perignon and give that blonde bimbo this card,” 
he said and snapped his fingers at his entourage. 
“We’re leaving.” 

 
Debs turned pale. She handed the card to 

Bernadette. All it said was ‘TOAST’. Bernadette waved 
at Mickey. He took one look and strode into the main 
room. The table that Rufus had occupied was empty. 

 
Rufus smiled to himself. On the way out of the 

restaurant he had taken a detour and repaired to the 
bathroom. On the way he had surreptitiously palmed 
the phone and snapped a shot of Debs and the 
Bounder with the bottle of bubbles that had been 
delivered to their table. It wasn’t much but it was 
satisfyingly mischievous. Just for shits and giggles he 
emailed the pic to Malicious Forsham-Smythe’s pet 
hack, Gossip E, and to her lawyer, Armanisuit. 

 
“Are you fucking barking,” squealed Gossip E 

at Armanisuit. “I no longer work for you lunatics. If 
you think I am publishing provocative pictures of 
Stacks Monroe’s god-daughter out and about scarfing 
down bubbly you are seriously deluded. When his 
thug threatened to nail my fingers to my keyboard I 
took him very seriously.” 
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“Edit her out,” said Armanisuit. “It’s Morton 
we’re after. Just show the picture of her with the 
bottle of champagne and make one of your pithy 
asides about Debbie Fart-pants out on the town. It’ll 
be enough to have a warrant for her arrest issued. 
Melissa will reward you handsomely.” 

“How handsome is handsomely?” demanded 
Gossip E. “Is Malicious going to provide me with 
twenty-four hour a day bodyguards and a safe 
house?” 

“Believe you me if you publish the picture 
they’ll be too busy covering their arse’s to worry 
about you,” Armanisuit assured the hack.  

Gossip E grunted. 
 
Mr Humphries looked down at the card. He 

handed it to Stacks. 
“This punter Rufus is giving me the pip,” said 

Stacks. “Toast? I’ll teach him about fucking toast. 
Why don’t I just send around some nice chaps to 
whisper in his ear?” 

“He’s the best opportunity we have for nailing 
Melissa Forsham-Smythe,” said Ellen gently. “Kate 
Faulkner has his listening ear. She’s convinced that 
Rufus will take her into his confidence soon enough. 
She’s working him.” 

Stacks continued to scowl. 
“I’m really scared,” said Deborah in a small 

voice.  
“It will be okay, Deborah,” the Grand Master 

reassured her, “we’ll make sure you’re protected. 
You’re just an easy target.” 
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Deborah continued to look nervous. “They 
kidnapped Cat and Bernadette and shot Nix,” she 
pointed out. “They tried to blow the compound up 
and threatened to kill Sarah. They tried to taint my 
urine sample and Kate says they are trying to have 
me sent to chokey. Forgive me if I’m a little jumpy.” 

Nixdown went over and put her arm around 
Debs. “You could always take me up to the library 
and give me a running bender to take your mind off 
things,” she giggled. 

“Oh good fucking grief,” said Deborah, but at 
least she laughed. 
 

 



 

 

26 

 
Thrashed into the Elite 

 
 
Deborah hugged the Bounder. Bernadette was 

a notoriously late riser. The only time she ever got up 
early was when she was required to report to Katie’s 
for a pre-brekker slippering for clobber abuse. She 
generally cut brekker to catch some extra zeds and 
on several occasions she had received mandatory 
canings for pitching up late for assembly. 
Nonetheless, when Debs returned from her morning 
run she was surprised to find the Bounder helping 
Derby make coffee. 

“I’ve decided to take you up on your offer,” 
she announced. 

Deborah was surprised to see that Bernadette 
looked slightly teary-eyed. “I don’t know how to thank 
you, Debs. Nobody has ever trusted me before. I just 
hope I don’t let you down.” 

Deborah hugged Bernadette. “You won’t, sis,” 
she whispered in the Bounder’s ear. 
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Bernadette Summers was a notoriously gruff 
cove but standing on the stage in the assembly hall 
she positively radiated with pride and pleasure.  

“I am honored to announce that Bernadette 
has accepted my invitation to act as my deputy,” 
announced Deborah. “Following assembly she will be 
formally thrashed into the Elite and will commence 
her new duties with immediate effect.” 

The Bounder beamed. 
 
Patty Hodge and her cohorts on the Radical 

Right gaped. The announcement had come quite out 
of the blue and caught them completely unawares. It 
was unthinkable that the facilities self proclaimed ‘Bad 
Gal’ had been elevated to a position of such 
eminence. It was bad enough having Debs in virtual 
control of the unit without the added indignity of 
having Bernadette suddenly thrust into the Grand 
Master’s inner sanctum. 

 
The Brass and the Elite were seated in lawn 

chairs lined up on opposite sides of the gymnasium. 
Bernadette stood at one end of the gym. At the far 
end a training beam had been lowered. 

 
Bernadette Summers was a curious looking 

cove. Her habit of assuming a pugnacious scowl 
disguised that fact that she was a creature of 
considerable beauty. She had flawless nutmeg skin, 
thick coal black hair and matching eyes. Although she 
scorned the practice of working out she was a natural 
athlete and spectacular horsewoman. On the rare 
occasions that she smiled she positively radiated her 
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inner warmth and affection that she worked so 
industriously to hide. As she stepped up to be 
thrashed Bernadette was beaming. 

 
Bernadette shook hands with Mr Humphries 

and soberly repeated the Elite pledge. Despite the 
severe burning in her rear end resulting from the 
twelve strokes of the cane she had recently received 
her eyes were sparkling. 

She turned around and hugged Deborah. “I 
know this is ridiculous,” she smiled, “but I think I’m 
about to blub.” 

“Blub away, sister,” Debs giggled. “You’re 
amongst friends.” 

“Aw shit,” choked Bernadette and burst into 
tears. 

 
Deborah Morton put Bernadette over her knee 

and rubbed soothing balms into the swollen, red 
stripes.  

“We’ll go into town and have you kitted out 
with some personalized Elite clobber,” Debs told the 
Bounder. “We’re going to get you some red shirts and 
a Posh Coat for the days that I’m going to be away 
playing tournaments. Then we’ll go for lunch and I’ll 
give you a briefing on your duties.” 

The Bounder wiggled her bum appreciatively. 
“I don’t know how to thank you Debs,” she kept 
saying, “Nobody has ever actually trusted me before.” 

“You’re a diamond Bernie,” said Deborah. “A 
rough diamond sometimes but a diamond 
nonetheless.” 
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“Aw man,” groaned Bernadette, “I’m gonna 
fucking blub again.” 

 
 “Sir, I was shaken up and scared last night,” 

said Debs, “but I can’t hide away. I’m scheduled to 
play in at least three tournaments before 
Wimbledon.” 

“I’m still sending Mickey, Ellen and Suzy with 
you,” the Grand Master told Debs. “It’s not safe for 
Kate to be seen acting as your bodyguard while she’s 
cozying up to Rufus.” 

“I’m beginning to really hate Malicious,” said 
Debs emphatically. “She was responsible for 
destroying my life once; I can’t let her do that again.” 

 
 



 

 

27 

 
The Weasel 

 
 
 Debs burst into tears. She stared at the 

picture in the newspaper that Oliver had handed her. 
Gossip E’s column showed the photograph of her with 
a bottle of champagne in front of her. 

Beneath the picture Gossip E had added the 
caption ‘Debbie Guff-pants continued her Extreme 
Social Rehabilitation program with another night out 
on the razz’. 

“This is so unfair, we didn’t even open the 
bottle and we were back way before curfew,” she 
sobbed.  

 
The Grand Master strode into his study. 

“What’s all this about?” he asked curtly. 
 There was a weaselly looking cove seated in 

an armchair. He shoved the newspaper across the 
coffee table.  

“We feel that this may be in contravention of 
our agreements regarding the status of Miss Morton’s 
social rehabilitation,” the cove said pompously. 



109 
 

 

 

“We?” asked the Grand Master. “And who 
exactly would we be?” 

The weaselly looking cove flashed an 
identification card. “I am a Senior Dark Agent 
representing the highest authorities of the System,” 
he told the Grand Master. “We have applied for a 
warrant for Morton’s arrest.” 

“Applied?” asked Mr Humphries. “That implies 
that the warrant has not been issued.” 

“I suggest that you don’t make things difficult, 
Mr Humphries,” warned the Weasel. 

“I suggest that you shut the fuck up, before I 
box your ears,” said the Grand Master in a calm voice. 

 
Tears were rolling down Deborah’s cheeks. 

“Can they really do this to me?” she asked. 
Ellen hugged Deborah. “It will be okay. Mr 

Humphries won’t allow anything to happen to you.” 
Mickey closed his cell phone. “Come on,” he 

told them, “I’m taking Deborah and Bernadette to the 
Smoke.” He grinned at Suzy. “You’re coming with me; 
you’re always useful when the chips are down. Ellen, 
the Grand Master needs you back at the campus. 
Apparently there’s a weasel that needs slapping 
around.” 

 
Mr Humphries refused to give the Dark Agent 

of the System information regarding Deborah’s 
whereabouts. He got Christopher Brooks on the 
squawk box. 

“Everything was completely in accordance with 
the units Charter of Operation. We have witnesses 
saying that the bottle of champagne was sent to her 
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table by an admirer and our security cameras show 
that she returned to the campus well within curfew,” 
he told the Minster of Extreme Social Rehabilitation. 
“I have no intention of handing Deborah over to this 
jerkoff.” 

“I’ve just received the formal application for 
her arrest,” said Christopher Brooks. “Unfortunately 
I’m duty bound to review the situation. It will take 
several hours. In the meantime Deborah will remain 
under your custody. You are under no obligation to 
hand her over to the Dark Agent. You didn’t hear this 
from me but they have mobilized a task force of 
agents and they will be at the gates of the compound 
shortly. If there is any way that you can keep 
Deborah off-site until I can resolve this matter it 
would work to her advantage.” 

Mr Humphries hung up the phone. He crossed 
back to the seating area. “You can wait here,” he told 
the weaselly agent. “I’m putting you under restricted 
access to the facility. My Head of Security will make 
sure you’re comfortable. I’ll need your cell phone. 
You’re not to make contact with the System until I 
have this resolved.” 

“You have no authority …,” the weaselly one 
began. 

The Grand Master looked at him very, very 
calmly. “Your cell phone sir,” he said softly and 
extended his hand. 

 
“Try and keep calm,” the Grand Master told 

Deborah, “you know as well as I do that this is just a 
bogus ploy sponsored by Malicious. Unfortunately 
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there are protocols that have to be observed. Claire’s 
father is looking after your interests.” 

Deborah continued to look forlorn. Even 
Bernadette was looking anxious and unusually 
subdued.  

“How long do these protocols take?” asked 
Debs. 

“A few hours at the most I expect,” the Grand 
Master reassured her. “In the meantime I shall let the 
System assume that you are on campus. I don’t care 
if they send an army of agents; they’re not entering 
the facility.” 

“I’m so sorry about this, Sir,” said Debs. 
“This is not of your making,” replied the Grand 

Master. “Mickey and Suzy will take good care of you.” 
 
The weaselly one was wingeing and whining to 

Ellen Millar. 
“I refuse to be treated like this,” he told her. “I 

demand to have access to the telephone. I’m going to 
put your name in my report and you’ll be very sorry 
you ever messed with me.” 

“Yeah, rock on Weasel,” she retorted 
contemptuously. “Now stop your whining or I’ll be 
forced to gag you.” 

The agent of the dark forces of the System 
gaped at the Head of Security. 

 
 



 

 

28 

 
Stand-off 

 
 
“There are two SUV’s at the gates,” Nixdown 

reported. “Some sinister looking dudes in sunglasses 
are trying to gain access. We’re under complete 
lockdown, they can’t get in.” 

“Keep the gates closed,” instructed the Grand 
Master. “I’ll make contact by phone.” 

The Grand Master dialed the number that 
Christopher Brooks had given him. 

“Agent X11,” he heard. “We’re here to take 
prisoner Morton into custody.” 

“You’ll have to wait,” said the Grand Master. 
“I’m only authorized to open the gates under the 
direct instruction from the Minister. He appears to be 
currently indisposed.” 

“We have authority to force entry,” said the 
agent. 

“I would strongly advise against that course of 
action,” said the Grand Master. “I think it is in 
everybody’s interest to remain patient.” 

“Hmmph,” grunted the agent. 
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“How much is she paying you?” asked Mr 
Humphries. 

“Who?” asked the Weasel innocently. 
Mr Humphries smiled. He produced a sheaf of 

papers and perused them thoughtfully. 
“You have only recently joined the System,” he 

said slowly. 
“What of it?” asked the Weasel. 
“Nothing,” said the Grand Master, “I was just 

looking at the company who employed you 
previously. An offshore holding company in the 
Caribbean. I’m having a background check run on the 
owners as we speak.” 

“What’s that you’re reading,” snapped the 
Weasel angrily. 

“Your jacket from the System,” drawled the 
Grand Master. 

“That’s confidential,” said Weasel. 
“Not very,” laughed the Grand Master. 
 
“The agents are getting antsy,” reported Nix. 

“They’re pacing up and down and looking for 
alternate entrances. I think that they’re planning on 
breaching the perimeter.” 

“Stacks is sending reinforcements,” the Grand 
Master reassured her. “The chopper will land on the 
hockey field in less than five minutes. Meanwhile I 
need you to unlock the orchard gate. Ms Lawton is 
waiting outside.” 

“Roger on that, Sir,” said Nix. 
 
The Weasel was not having a good time of it. 

Ms Lawton had arrived dressed in a white military 
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suit, white shirt, dark tie and a cap with a gold 
braided band. She had pulled up a chair in front of 
the agent and fixed him with a gimlet gaze. 

Dark Agents of the System were used to 
exercising their covert power, unquestioned by the 
government. The weaselly one was not cut out for 
withstanding the pointed questions being directed at 
her by a major from Military Intelligence. He was 
singing like a canary. 

 
It was midday before Christopher Brooks 

called. 
“There’s definitely a conspiracy afoot,” he told 

the Grand Master. “There are several senior agents 
who have filed an application to revoke the 
agreements regarding your authority to run the 
facility as an independent entity. I have rejected the 
application but they are drafting an appeal.” 

“What about Deborah?” asked the Grand 
Master. 

“The Dark Agents have secured a warrant for 
her arrest but I shouldn’t worry, they won’t be serving 
it any time soon. I’ll have it rescinded within an hour, 
so just keep her out of the way for a while. Things 
are moving rather quickly. I suggest that you turn on 
the news.” 

 
Outside the courthouse where the Hayden-

White trial was being heard a reporter was revealing 
the latest developments. 

“Lawyers for Mrs Hayden-Whites defense have 
announced that this morning she has reversed her 
plea and has agreed to serve a custodial sentence,” 
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she said. “Although the full details are not yet 
available insider sources tell us that Hayden-White 
will be given a two-year sentence for ‘Abuse of 
Privilege’. Taking into account time she has spent in 
remand it is unlikely that she will be required to 
spend more than thirty days in prison. In return it is 
suspected that Hayden-White has provided evidence 
against Melissa Forsham-Smythe and the Director of 
Public Prosecution has announced that warrants for 
the billionairess’s arrest have been issued on multiple 
charges of corruption and perverting the course of 
justice.” 

“In a related story,” the reporter continued, 
“we have learned that the central offices of the covert 
government organization known as the System have 
been raided and according to reports as many as 
twenty Dark Agents have been taken into custody. 
Christopher Brooks, the Minister of Extreme Social 
Rehabilitation has promised to make a statement later 
this afternoon.”  

 
“The Dark Agents are getting back into their 

vehicles,” reported Nixdown. “Are they leaving?” 
“I rather think so,” the Grand Master told her. 

“Keep watch for a while and then I think we should 
have a briefing. Things are getting interesting.” 

 
 



 

 

29 

 
Decommissioning 

 
 
Debs drummed her fingers on the table. 
“Maybe it would be better if we let them arrest 

me,” she said. “If she’s got what she wants maybe 
Malicious will stop threatening the rest of you guys. 
After all I spent five years at boarding school, four 
years alone in hotel rooms and I’ve been banged up 
at the unit for the past seven years. How bad can a 
stint in chokey be?” 

Bernadette reached over and held Debs hand. 
“Don’t be such a chump, nothing is going to happen 
to you or anybody else, Mr Humphries and my Uncle 
Stacks will take care of that,” she reassured Deborah. 
“Now here, have a drink of brandy, it will make you 
feel better.” 

Mickey the Purveyor and Suzy had brought 
Debs and Bernadette to one of Stacks’s private 
drinking dens. Suzy came over to the table. 

“Mr Humphries says we should watch the 
news,” she told them and clicked the remote control. 
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“What do you think this all means?” asked 
Bernadette. 

Deborah raised her eyebrows. “I don’t know 
but I can’t imagine that this is going to please 
Malicious. I think I’ll take you up on the brandy now,” 
she said. 

 
“We’ll keep you under wraps for another hour 

or so,” Mr Humphries told Debs. “Then we’ll bring you 
home. We’ll wait until you get back before we have a 
full briefing. We still have some loose ends to tie up 
here.” 

 
“I’ve met with the agents that we have 

detained,” Christopher Brooks reported. “They are a 
bunch of elitist, secretive and manipulative 
extremists.” 

“Sounds like you’ve got your very own Opus 
Dei on your hands,” growled the Grand Master. 

“Actually no,” replied the Minister. “These are 
low-ranking agents working way beyond their 
authority level and still being manipulated by Melissa 
Forsham-Smythe. I have rejected their applications 
and rescinded the warrant for Deborah’s arrest. Is 
Ellen Millar there?” 

“She’s downstairs chatting with the first agent 
that the System sent in, I’ll patch her in.” 

“Perfect, can you put her on a squawk box?” 
“You’ve got it.” 
Seconds later. “Grand Master?” 
“How’s our boyo doing?” asked Mr Humphries. 
“He’s very co-operative,” laughed Ellen. 
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“Good,” interrupted Christopher Brooks, 
“handcuff him.” 

“What the fuck are you talking about,” 
squealed the Weasel. 

“I’m bringing you in for decommissioning,” 
growled the Minister of Extreme Social Rehabilitation. 

“Decommissioning? What the fuck is 
decommissioning,” yapped the Weasel. 

“You’ll find out,” said Christopher abruptly. 
Ellen Millar pulled out the bracelets. “Hands 

behind your back jerkoff,” she ordered. 
 
The weaselly one was bombarded with water 

bombs and pelted with eggs as he was shoved 
towards a waiting SUV by two of Stack’s hard nuts. 
The minders roughly shoved him in the cargo area of 
the vehicle, making sure he banged his head several 
times. 

Ellen Millar and Major Lawton got into the 
front, the two hard boys in the back. Nixdown 
released the gates and the car slid out into the 
countryside. 

 
“We have secured indisputable evidence that 

the agents are being directed by Melissa via 
Armanisuit,” Christopher Brooks told Mr Humphries. 
“Even though she was kicked off the Executive 
Council of the System her money still talks. It may 
take a few days to fully decommission these agents 
but hopefully we’ll ferret out a few more of her 
stooges and put a stop to this once and for all.” He 
went silent for a moment and then told the Grand 
Master, “I’d like you to be the first to know. I’ll be 
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announcing that I shall be challenging the 
government and standing for Prime Minister. I’ll make 
the announcement at this afternoon’s press 
conference when nobody is expecting it.”  

“That,” said the Grand Master, “is the best 
news I’ve heard all day.” 

 



 

 

30 

 
Bend Over Your Desk 

 
 
While Major Lawton was manacling the Weasel 

into an interrogation chair for the purpose of 
decommissioning it was business as usual back at the 
unit.   

  
“Bend over your desk, Cassidy,” said Stephanie 

Powell. 
It was the best news Cassie Cassy had had all 

day. 
Cassie stood up and shrugged off her blazer 

and hung it over the back of her chair. Without any 
further encouragement she leaned forward and slid 
her upper torso across the varnished lid of the desk. 
She felt positively ebullient at the prospect of scoring 
some hard earned whops. She had no doubt that they 
would be momentarily disagreeable. Stephanie Powell 
always did good work but Cassie felt confident that 
the initial discomfort would quickly subside and she 
would have strengthened her lead on the Big BUTT.  

As a general rule Cassandra Cassidy had little 
time for statistics nonetheless every evening she went 



121 
 

 

 

into the databases that Nixdown posted on the 
GalGab web-site and studied the historic data. Cassie 
made no secret of her intention to snatch her heroine, 
Jojo Heyworth’s, record as the most whopped gal in a 
single year. 

Every night she plotted out graphs that 
correlated her current performance against Jojo’s in 
the comparative period during her record breaking 
year. She was deeply concerned that no matter how 
hard she minxed she was still marginally behind 
achieving the whop rate that it would require in order 
to achieve her objective. 

As the cane sliced across Cassie’s upturned 
bumbags she couldn’t help smiling. She was finally on 
course to accomplish her dream.  

 
“Bend over your desk, Sutton,” said Pauline 

Gascoigne. 
It was the worst news Lisa had heard all day. 

Ever since the inmates returned from Christmas 
furlough Lisa Sutton had been swanking about 
campus bragging about the success of her latest 
reform program. Now in the space of just twelve 
short hours the program had gone totally pear-
shaped. 

The previous evening Lisa had sneaked out of 
her study after lockdown so that she could make a 
private phone-call to a stud muffin she had met 
during furlough. 

Unfortunately she was apprehended by Claire 
Brooks and escorted back to her study where she was 
required to bend over the end of her bed for six on 
the silks. 
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As usual Claire had landed six scorchers across 
the tautened trews of Lisa’s jimjam trews causing the 
unfortunate Minxster to spend an uncomfortable night 
sleeping on her tummy. Her backside was still sizzling 
the following morning. 

Under the circumstances it would seem unwise 
for Lisa Sutton to have engaged in an ill-fated pea-
shooter attack in the lecture rooms. In fairness to Lisa 
it was a retaliatory operation in response to an 
unprovoked sneak attack with a water-pistol by Ali 
Stone. 

Lisa Sutton suffered from chronic ill-timing and 
the next thing she knew she was shrugging off her 
blazer and preparing to bend over her desk in order 
that she could be absolutely creamed by Pauline 
Gascoigne. It was not an appealing prospect for a gal 
already sporting tender stripes under her bumbags. 

 
Jojo listened indulgently as Cassie Cassy 

breathlessly recounted having her bumbags cut to 
tatters by Stephanie Powell. 

“I’ve finally matched you whop for whop,” 
Cassie said excitedly. “I really think I can take the title 
if I just up my game a tad.” 

Jojo grinned. She had long ago got over being 
irritated at Cassie Cassy’s claims to her many crowns.  

“Just keep on mixing, sis,” she told Cassie 
fondly, “and the whops will come.” 

 
Lisa lay across the Bounders lap with her skirt 

turned back and her bumbags around her ankles. She 
was bemoaning her misfortune. 
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“It’s just my bad luck,” she groaned, “not only 
do I get whopped twice in the space of twelve hours 
but I manage to pick two of the hottest shots in the 
unit to do the whopping.” 

Bernadette grunted sympathetically as she ran 
the tips of her potion covered fingers along the angry 
red stripes on her best chums bum. 

“You shouldn’t be such a naughty gal,” she 
teased her chum. She chuckled. “I know, I know, 
before you say it. You may be a naughty gal but 
you’re not a bad gal.” 

Even the unfortunate Minxster was forced to 
chuckle at that.  
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