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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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Caning Training 

 
 
Deborah Morton and Bernadette Summers 

were on the practice range. 
Debs was dressed in her Red-shirt and black 

tie, and Bernadette wore a white blouse and the block 
red tie that signified her promotion to membership of 
the Elite. 

The two women carried canes in their right 
hands. 

“Are you ready?” asked Debs. 
Bernadette nodded. 
 
Deborah Morton presided over a unique Elite. 

For the first time in the history of the Woody Back to 
School unit the other eleven prefects had ceded their 
thrashing and spanking rights almost exclusively to 
the Red-shirt. Debs had grudgingly accepted the 
responsibility but now she was faced with a dilemma. 
She was scheduled to be off-campus to play in three 
tennis tournaments and was also intensifying her 
training regime in preparation for her return to the 
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world stage at the forthcoming Wimbledon 
tournament. 

She desperately needed a deputy to take over 
her whopping duties in her absence.  

Debs had approached Lady Victoria, but the 
former Red-shirt had been reticent. 

“I’m away from the compound several days a 
week so that won’t help much. You need to find some 
new blood,” she told Debs. 

 
As usual Debs turned to Cathryn Cassidy for 

advice. 
“Why don’t you ask the Bounder?” suggested 

Cat. 
Debs was dubious. “She’ll probably think that 

I’m winding her up.” 
Cat shrugged. “Try her.” 
 
Deborah’s selection of Bernadette Summers to 

join her Elite in the powerful position of Deputy Red-
shirt had been controversial. Bernadette was 
considered to be the unit’s ‘Bad Gal’ and acted as 
resident bookie and supplier of contraband. She was 
still only in Phase 6 of her sentence and it was a 
radical change in policy to appoint her. Nonetheless, 
despite considerable opposition from Patty Hodge and 
the members of the Radical Right, the Grand Master 
had supported the appointment. 

 
Bernadette was a cagey cove by nature and 

had been suspicious that Deborah was winding her up 
when she had first proposed the unexpected 
promotion. Nonetheless Debs had convinced her that 
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she was serious and Bernadette had accepted the 
appointment.  

During the following difficult twenty-four hours 
when Deborah had been spirited away to avoid the 
execution of a warrant for her arrest the Bounder had 
stayed protectively by her side. 

 
Deborah worked patiently with her new recruit.  
“Alright,” said Deborah. “Now I know you’re 

more used to being on the receiving end but you 
must always remember that every caning is a 
partnership and it is your responsibility to make sure 
that you deliver every stroke cleanly and safely. So 
let’s talk about technique.” 

 
“Very good. Nice smooth strokes,” Deborah 

counseled. “Keep your eye on the target and go for 
the sweet spot. Try and keep the strokes nice and 
tight.” 

Bernadette chuckled. “I know, tight is good.” 
Deborah was impressed. Despite her inclination 

towards lethargy Bernadette was a natural athlete 
with superb eye ball coordination. She was amongst 
the best tennis players at the facility and had even 
managed to take four games from Debs during one of 
the tennis finals. Despite Deborah always playing with 
a maxed out handicap her opponents, with the 
exception of Rachel Cox, rarely managed to win more 
than a handful of points. 

“Six more strokes and you’re certified for 
standard thrashings,” Debs told Bernadette. 
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Deborah signed the certification paperwork. 
“There are some other techniques we need to work 
on,” she told Bernadette. “In my absence you are also 
going to be required to stand in for me as Captain of 
the Red House. In the event there is a need for a 
formal house beating you’ll have to be certified to 
give a running bender. There’s also an outside chance 
you may be required to administer a bacon slicer, 
that’s technically very tricky but with a little practice 
they can be delivered perfectly safely.” She grimaced. 
“We’ll leave hairbrush training until the morning. I’m 
sorry sis but the only way to demonstrate a dangling 
is in real time.” 

Bernadette nodded. “Yes Ma’am, I’ll meet you 
in the library before brekker.” 

 
“I gave you my word, Debs,” said Bernadette 

earnestly as they left the punishment room. “I told 
you nobody has ever trusted me before and I won’t 
let you down.” 

Debs turned and hugged the Bounder. “I know 
you won’t, sis.” 
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Well and Truly Certified 

 
 
“She’s certified and ready for duty, sir,” 

Deborah informed the Grand Master rather ruefully as 
she handed over the paperwork. “I can assure you 
that Bernadette took to the hairbrush like a duck to 
water.” 

“How did she perform overall?” asked Mr 
Humphries. 

“She’s perfect,” said Debs. “She completely 
took control and imposed her authority. She was very 
businesslike, it’s clear she won’t take any nonsense 
but on the other hand she wasn’t in the least bit 
bitchy.” 

“Sounds like you made a good choice,” said Mr 
Humphries. 

“Feels like I made a good choice,” groaned 
Debs. “My bum is on fire. What maniac developed 
that module of the training program?” 

 
As usual Deborah had risen at first light and 

gone on her morning run with Jane Lummell. Her 
coach had been surprised when towards the end of 
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the second lap of the compound Debs had slowed 
down to an uncharacteristic snail’s pace. 

“Come on slowcoach,” Jane had laughed.  
Debs had merely grunted and continued at a 

slow trot. She was in no hurry to finish. 
 
Deborah sighed. She had taken her time 

showering and dressing and had lingered over the 
coffee Lady Derby had handed her. She looked over 
at the clock, it was seven twenty five.  

“I’ll see you later,” she said unenthusiastically, 
“I’ve got to meet Bernadette up in the library.” 

 
Debs was impressed. When she arrived at the 

library Bernadette was waiting, standing facing the 
wall with her hands on her head.  

“I know that you have bags of experience of 
being dangled, but there’s a big difference between 
delivering a dangling and receiving one,” Debs 
explained. “We’re going to perform a full-scale 
simulation and I’ll talk you through every step of the 
process. The bad news is that I am going to give you 
a proper spanking,” and then she added rather 
morosely, “and the even worse news is then you get 
to take a turn so that I can certify you.” 

 
Deborah tip-toed up and slithered her upper 

torso across Bernadette’s lap and allowed herself to 
be assisted over and up. So far her new deputy had 
followed Deborah’s play by play instructions to the 
letter. Bernadette’s demonstration on the practice 
range of her natural aptitude with the cane caused 
Debs to suspect that she may well prove equally 
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adept with the back of a wooden hairbrush. She felt 
the hem of her skirt being turned back and her 
bumbags being rolled down. She dangled helplessly, 
her arms and legs hanging loosely a foot from the 
floor. She felt herself being tucked in. It was all most 
disconcerting. 

 
“Ok, you are well and truly certified,” said Debs 

through clenched teeth. The two women shook hands 
and exchanged hugs. “Welcome to the team. I’ll see 
you at assembly.” 

 
“Looks like she does good work,” commented 

Rosemary as she inspected the red and swollen orbs. 
Debs squirmed. “Get on with it will ya, I feel 

like smoke’s coming off my arse. What fucking maniac 
devised this program? Being dangled before brekker 
can really spoil your day.” 

 
Lisa Sutton rearranged the knot of 

Bernadette’s prefect’s tie. 
“For someone who has just been dangled you 

look remarkably cheerful,” remarked Lisa. 
Bernadette grinned. “It’s just that nobody has 

ever trusted me before. I know that Debs has stuck 
her neck out by appointing me and I ain’t about to 
betray her trust.” 

“I think a lot more people than you think trust 
you,” said Lisa as she began to brush her chum’s lush 
black hair. “Your appointment has been very well 
received by everybody apart from Patty and her 
gang.” 
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“What are you planning to do about this 
situation,” Patty Hodge asked Katie Beck. 

“Do about it? What do you mean do about it? 
What can I do?” snapped Katie irritably. 

The two cohorts from the Radical Right were 
perched on high-stools in the saloon bar of the Bunch 
of Grapes. 

“I should have thought in your role as 
Commandant you would be developing a strategy to 
undermine this ridiculous state of affairs,” said Patty 
rather imperiously. “We are waiting your instructions.” 

Katie scowled. “Morton and Summers have the 
unreserved support of the Grand Master. If memory 
serves me correctly your ‘Get Morton’ campaigns were 
a complete disaster and all you ever succeeded in 
doing was increasing her power and influence. One of 
the reasons that it was necessary to stand you down 
was because your hair-brained and haphazard 
schemes generally resulted in dire consequences for 
members of our organizations bumbags, most 
particularly mine. If you are waiting for instructions 
you will just have to wait a little longer while I 
produce a coherent strategy.” 

Patty pouted and stared into her wine glass. 
She considered taking Katie by surprise and yanking 
her across her lap and giving her a resounding 
spanking in front of the crowd of patrons. It was a 
delicious thought but she resisted the temptation. She 
would bide her time and feed Katie to the wolves 
when the time was right. 

“Of course Katie, whatever you think best,” she 
said sweetly, “now let me treat you to another drink.” 
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Because You’re Debs Morton 

 
 
Bernadette brought a bottle of King Krug to 

Deborah’s study. “I just wanted to thank you again 
for trusting me,” she told the Red-shirt. 

Debs smiled. “Quit with the thank you’s. What 
happened to the cranky cantankerous old Bounder we 
all know and love?” 

The Bounder grinned prettily. “Can I pour you 
a glass of bubbles?” 

Debs looked over at Rosemary. Her best chum 
rolled her eyes and nodded. “Go on, I won’t spank 
you. You’ve had a busy few days you deserve to 
relax.” 

Under the terms of her contract with Team 
Morton Deborah had agreed to strict rules regarding 
her diet, alcohol consumption and smoking. All 
members of her team had been granted automatic 
spanking rights to ensure that she complied with the 
contract. 
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“How did I do?” asked Bernadette a little 
nervously as she poured the flutes full of ice cold 
bubbles. 

“You did fantastic,” said Debs. “I have to say 
you looked the part and were very swanky in your 
new clobber.” 

Bernadette beamed. “It’s going to take some 
time to get used to the idea, especially carrying this 
thing around all the time,” she flexed her whippy 
ashplant between her hands, “I can’t believe that I’m 
actually going to have to use it.” 

“Well at least you don’t sound you’re looking 
forward to it and that’s a good thing,” said Debs. “It’s 
an awesome responsibility to beat another gal so you 
just have to keep your mind on the job and not get 
distracted.” 

“But what happens if I’m required to beat Lisa 
or Cassie Cassy, they’re my best chums?” asked 
Bernadette. 

“It’s just something you’ll have to get used to,” 
advised Debs. “When I was at Queensgate my best 
chums were Pauline Gascoigne and Christy Cranfield 
and they were required to beat me plenty. In some 
ways it worked out for the best. Somebody was going 
to have to beat me and I had total trust in them and 
knew that they were just doing their job. How many 
times have I been forced to beat you Bernie? And 
we’re still chums aren’t we?” 

Bernadette sighed. “Of course we are, but I’m 
the Bounder and you can’t hurt me,” giggled 
Bernadette. “Well actually you can, you cane very 
hard.” She swallowed down her bubbles and refilled 
her and Rosemary’s glasses. “I suppose I’ll get used 
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to all this, but right now I just want to loosen my tie 
and get squiffy.” 

“Be my guest,” laughed Deborah. “Just don’t 
look too hung-over for your first morning briefing with 
the Grand Master.” 

“I have to go to morning briefings?” squealed 
Bernadette. 

“Yes Bernie, every morning at seven thirty,” 
confirmed Debs. 

“I don’t know how I let you convince me to do 
this,” groaned the Bounder. “You’ll ruin me; my 
business empire could collapse around my bumbags.” 

“Like you said, a lot of work and not much 
money,” Debs grinned. “Now finish your drink and cut 
along, I have to get up at the crack of dawn and I 
really don’t fancy being slippered by Jane Lummell for 
tardy time-keeping.” 

Bernadette swallowed down her drink. She 
cocked her head curiously. “If I am going to be 
appointed as your agent do I get spanking rights?” 

“Get out of here,” laughed Debs. “I have not 
appointed you as my agent.” 

Bernadette stood up. “I rather enjoyed 
spanking you this morning,” she said off-handedly 
and cut along sharpish. 

 
Debs rolled her eyes at Rosemary. “Why does 

it seem that everybody I ever meet wants to spank 
me?” she asked. 

Her best chum looked at her quizzically, “It’s 
quite simple it’s because you’re Debs Morton,” she 
said explained as if she was speaking to a simpleton. 
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“What is that supposed to mean?” demanded 
Debs.  

“You’re just one of those people who looks like 
she needs to be spanked,” smiled Rosemary and 
ambled out of the room leaving Deborah gaping 
incredulously at her wake. 
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It’s Good to have Friends 

 
 
Mr Humphries and the Minister of Extreme 

Social Rehabilitation dined in the private dining room 
of the Woody Back to School unit. For the past forty-
eight hours the press had been filled with the news 
that Christopher Brooks had initiated a vote of no 
confidence against the government and announced 
his intention to run for Prime Minister. 

“It’s not going to be easy,” he told the Grand 
Master. “There are many dark forces at work and 
there is no doubt that lurking in the shadows is 
Melissa Forsham-Smythe. I am becoming increasingly 
convinced that she has several influential ministers in 
her back pocket. They will strongly oppose my 
election.” 

“How are the attempts to arrest her going?” 
asked the Grand Master. 

Christopher shrugged. “As long as she’s on her 
private island there is nothing much the authorities 
can do.”  

“How’s it going with the agents that you 
detained?” asked Mr Humphries. 
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“Actually not too badly,” smiled the Minister. “I 
asked Ms Lawton to take a brief sabbatical from the 
Ripley unit. She is proving extremely efficient at 
decommissioning.” 

Mr Humphries chuckled. “I’ve no doubt of that. 
I could lend you Tatyana Kerimov if it would expedite 
things.” 

Christopher Brooks smiled. “What a delicious 
idea, but I fear that bringing the KGB, even the ex-
KGB, into the equation might require some explaining. 
I have complete confidence in Major Lawton and the 
effects of what my daughter describes as her gimlet 
glare.” 

“Speaking of which I thought we might invite 
Claire to dine with us,” said the Grand Master. 

“That would be delightful,” beamed 
Christopher Brooks, “but first I would like to speak 
with you privately about some of my proposed 
reforms.” 

“That sounds like I should ask Cassie to raid 
the wine cellar,” smiled Mr Humphries. 

 
“Does he have any chance of winning?” Jojo 

asked her fiancé. 
“It’s too early to tell, it will depend how quickly 

he can expose the insidious influence of the Forsham-
Smythe dynasty on government policy,” said Mr 
Humphries. “But the one thing that is certain is that 
Malicious is not going to take this lying down and as 
she sees the Woody facility as the root cause of all 
her problems she will redouble her attacks. With the 
arrest of her pawns in the System she knows that she 
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can’t use them to help her close us down, so she will 
simply attempt to destroy us by other means.” 

“Just promise me this isn’t the end of the world 
as we know it,” sighed Joanna. 

“I promise you, gorgeous, this is not the end of 
the world as we know it,” grinned the Grand Master. 

“Good,” said Jojo, “coz I kinda like the world as 
we know it.” She took a sip of champagne. “She sure 
knows how to make enemies.” 

“The problem is,” observed the Grand Master, 
“she also knows how to buy friends.” 

 
Lord Brompton sat back in an easy chair in the 

Grand Master’s quarters. “I have made arrangements 
with Chris Cassidy and Johnny Nixon to underwrite 
whatever security measures that Stacks thinks are 
appropriate,” he told Mr Humphries.  

“I’ll need three full-time teams and some 
wanderers to look after the gals while they’re out and 
about,” said Stacks. “And don’t worry I’ll divvy up my 
share. It’s my fucking god-daughter that I’m 
protecting. It’s not like I’m short of a few squids.” 

Lord Brompton smiled. “I’ll fly to Washington in 
the morning and whisper in a few ears, exert some 
aristocratic influence,” he smiled at Mr Humphries, “it 
will be just like the old days.” 

Stacks Monroe looked from His Lordship to the 
Grand Master. “The old days?” 

Mr Humphries just smiled. “We have a certain 
history,” he said enigmatically. 

 
“Well it’s certainly good to have friends,” said 

Jojo as she dressed for dinner. “This business with 
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Lord Brompton, you never talk about it. I mean are 
you friends? Did you know Victoria when she was 
little? You never tell me anything, it’s very 
frustrating.” 

Mr Humphries straightened his tie. “I 
remember when she was born but I never saw her or 
his sons, it wasn’t that kind of relationship.” 

“What does that mean? He’s lending us one of 
the most beautiful castles in the world to get married, 
you must be friends,” said Jojo. 

“We’re friends,” acknowledged the Grand 
Master. “Now hurry up and finish dressing, Dotty has 
volunteered to cook for the families so that Cassie can 
spend time with her father, it would be rude to be 
late.” 

“Grrrrrrrrrr!” muttered Jojo as she fixed her 
hair. 
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A Need to Know Assignment 

 
 
Armanisuit felt as if he had suffered concussion 

following a motor cycle accident. Communications 
with Melissa Forsham-Smythe could have that effect. 
She had verbally berated him for several hours 
regarding her latest untoward reversals of fortune 
and demanded that he spread around plenty of 
squids to silence loosened tongues. 

“I will not tolerate this interference into my 
private affairs,” she screamed. “Instruct Rufus to 
have his operatives terminate Christopher Brooks.” 

“Terminate?” groaned Armanisuit. “He’s 
running for Prime Minister, this might not be the 
time.”  

“And instruct him to take care of that 
scarecrow daughter of his at the same time, this 
whole affair is her fault,” ranted the deranged 
billionairess. 

“As your attorney, I must advise against this 
course of action,” whimpered Armanisuit. 

“Silence,” snapped Melissa, “Otherwise I might 
cut out the middle man and contact Rufus myself, I 
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could always include you into the package as a 
bonus,” she said unpleasantly. 

Armanisuit swallowed down several Advil and 
sat with his head in his hands making pathetic 
gurgling sounds. 

 
“Nice touch that, sending her a card with 

‘Toast’ written on it,” smiled Kate Faulkner. “That 
really shook her up and then putting her face all over 
the papers, another nice touch.” 

Rufus scowled. “I have warned you before, 
Kate, against making rash accusations. But let’s forget 
Morton for the moment, I have a high-priority 
assignment for you. I need the training schedule of 
the equestrian team.” 

“Why would you need that?” enquired Kate. 
“That is none of your business, all you need to 

know is that if you help me I shall stick your pretty 
little arse on an island and ensure that you are kept in 
the style you deserve,” said Rufus haughtily. 

“Ah, a need to know assignment,” smiled Kate, 
“I used to hate those when I was on the force.” 

“Just get me the fucking schedules, Kate,” said 
Rufus tetchily. “It’s no wonder you get the cane a lot. 
I could put you over my knee and spank you right 
now.” 

Kate smiled flirtatiously and fluttered her 
eyelashes. “They’ll be plenty of time for that on the 
island.”  

She drained her glass and winked at Rufus. 
“Toodle-pip,” she smiled and slid out of the booth. 
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“The equestrian team?” mused Mr Humphries. 
“That sounds like she’s targeting Claire. Which would 
lead one to believe she is probably also wishing harm 
to come to Christopher.” 

Kate Faulkner nodded, “Except Malicious 
doesn’t just wish harm on anyone, she pays to make 
her wishes come true.” 

“Good point,” agreed Mr Humphries. “I’ll call 
the Minister and warn him.” 

 
“From ‘Get Morton to Forget Morton’, that’s a 

first for me recently.” quipped Debs, “but it doesn’t do 
us much good if all she’s done is shifted her malicious 
obsession onto Claire. This woman is as unpredictable 
as a hurricane. I’m sorry to say this, Sarah, but your 
mother is certifiably barking.” 

Sarah looked a little shame-faced. “My whole 
family is barking, has been for centuries,” she 
groaned. “I just wish there was something I could do 
to intervene but she’s cut me off and when mother 
cuts someone off there is no miraculous reversal. As 
far as she’s concerned I no longer exist.” 

“I remember she had a best friend, I mean for 
thirty years, and they had a petty squabble,” she 
continued. “Somehow mother arranged to have her 
arrested and while the poor thing was in custody 
mother sent around some of her associates and they 
burned her house to the ground. Coincidentally the 
house just happened to be insured by one of my 
families companies so she never saw a penny and she 
was absolutely ruined. Mother likes to tell that story 
over dinner. She doesn’t just hold grudges, she likes 
to destroy people.” 
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“But surely she wouldn’t dare try to do 
anything to my father?” asked Claire, sounding 
alarmed. 

“I don’t mean to scare you,” said Sarah 
apologetically, “but you must never underestimate 
what she is capable of. It wouldn’t surprise me if I 
learned that she ordered the assassination of John F 
Kennedy.” 
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Felicity Goes to Woodys 

 
 
Ellen Millar and Susan Lawton escorted Felicity 

Robertson into the Grand Master’s office. She was 
dressed in a red and black striped blazer, white 
blouse, striped tie and a gymslip. She had a straw 
boater on her head and handcuffs around her wrists. 
She looked forlorn and dispirited. 

Her transfer had been delayed while Ms 
Lawton had been otherwise engaged interviewing 
Dark Agents and had spent the time in solitary 
confinement. For several years Felicity’s main fear 
had been that she would be sent to the Big House. 

Despite her protestations to the contrary 
Felicity Robertson was a felon and had been a willing 
accomplice in Sarah Forsham-Smythe’s larcenous 
activities. She came from a well-heeled background 
but had always been happy to avail of Sarah’s 
titanium credit card.  

She had been aboard the Forsham-Smythe 
Gulfwing jet loaded down with stolen haute couture 
when Detective Kate Faulkner had pitched up bearing 
a brace of arrest warrants. Of course, Melissa had put 
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the fix in and paid handsomely for Sarah and her 
cronies to avoid prison sentences and had managed 
to get all charges reduced to Misdemeanor Ladetting. 
Although they were given unusual six year sentences 
at the Ripley Back to School unit it was not exactly a 
hardship.  

They enjoyed private bedrooms with stereos, 
TV’s and direct outside phone lines. They were 
allowed to bring in outside catering and spent most of 
the day glugging champagne and smoking weed. On 
the rare occasions that they were threatened with 
disciplinary action Sarah paid off the Brass. 

Most importantly, for a fee payable to Mrs 
Hayden-White, they were allowed to maintain their 
presence on the international social circuit. Jetting 
about on the Gulfwing they visited Milan, Rome and 
Paris where they would meet with rum coves in 
shadowy bars and arrange robberies to satisfy 
Hayden-White’s insatiable desire for new outfits. 

Life had been good for Felicity until Melissa 
Forsham-Smythe had tried to disqualify Jojo at the 
National Horse Trials and had initiated the Snobs and 
Rotters tribunal. 

 
Life had not been so good for Felicity in the 

wake of Melissa’s humiliating defeat. The arrival of Ms 
Lawton as the replacement for the imprisoned 
Hayden-White had not gone well for Felicity. 

“She is temperamental, ill-mannered, arrogant 
and generally obnoxious,” Ms Lawton told the Grand 
Master. “I don’t know about an Extreme Ladette but 
she’s certainly an Extreme Muff. You only have to 
show her a cane and she starts whining and wingeing 
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in a most unbecoming manner. It can be extremely 
irritating.” 

Felicity stared miserably down at the carpet. 
Until she had encountered Ms Lawton the pampered 
snob had rarely ever had a harsh word directed at 
her. Her position as first lieutenant to Sarah had 
placed her in a position of considerable privilege. She 
was used to everybody toadying to her in the hope of 
gaining access to the wealthy socialite and the doors 
that her famous name could open. 

Ms Lawton had been deeply unimpressed by 
Felicity. As a result of the tribunal Felicity had been 
sentenced to be thrashed, along with her cohorts 
Penelope Rawlins and Cynthia Caruthers.  

Her years at the original Woody School and the 
Back to School unit and her role as a Military 
Disciplinarian had caused Susan Lawton to have 
certain minimum standards with regard to the dignity 
with which she expected gals to take their medicine. 
Although she personally came from the ‘only muffs 
howl’ school of thinking she accepted that some gals 
were incapable of being caned without some 
squawking or even blubbing. The brouhaha that 
Felicity and her chums had kicked up during the 
thrashings had astonished her and given her the 
considerable pip. 

 
Ms Lawton had struggled to install some order 

into the Ripley Back to School unit. Attendance to 
lectures was mandatory, curfews were imposed and 
the use of alcohol or recreational narcotics was 
strictly prohibited.  
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Predictably Felicity and her chums did not feel 
that these restrictions applied to them. They 
continued to pay bribes to the Brass to turn a blind 
eye to their shenanigans. Unable to rely on her staff 
Ms Lawton watched them like hawks and if she 
caught them she caned them. 

Felicity did not take kindly to this regime and 
filed a remarkable lawsuit against Mrs Hayden-White 
claiming that the principal’s arrest had directly caused 
her to be subjected to cruel and unusual punishment. 

 
“Welcome to Woodys,” said the Grand Master 

politely. He nodded at Ellen, “you may release her 
wrists. Take her out onto the landing and introduce 
her to nose and toes while Ms Lawton and I deal with 
the paperwork.”  

Felicity said nothing as Ellen unlocked the 
bracelets. She hung her head as she was led from the 
room.   

“You’ll have your work cut out socially 
rehabilitating that one,” smiled Ms Lawton. 

“We face challenges every day,” laughed the 
Grand Master. 

“It’s not that,” said Ms Lawton. “She just 
doesn’t have the backbone to be a Woody Gal.” 

 
 
 



 

 

7 

 
Put on your Red-shirt 

 
 
Felicity’s eyes were as big as saucers. “A 

training spanking, what the fuck are you talking 
about,” she squealed. 

“Its part of your induction course, and when 
you speak to Miss Morton you will address her as 
Ma’am,” said Sarah sharply, “and if you cuss in front 
of her you will be taken to the library and will be 
soundly beaten.” 

Felicity glared daggers at her former chum. 
When Mr Humphries had informed her that she would 
be assigned as Sarah’s personal grubby she had not 
fully grasped the notion. She had a vague recollection 
of Ms Lawton describing the tradition of grubbing 
during the tribunal but even when Ellen had escorted 
her up to the Elite landing she had not suspected 
what lay in store for her. 

“I’ll need you to remove your blazer,” said 
Deborah authoritatively. She was seated on a 
straight-backed chair. She had unfastened the top 
button of her red shirt and loosened the knot of her 
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black tie. She had rolled the sleeves of her blouse up 
to below the elbows. 

Felicity gaped at her. She looked very much 
like she might burst into tears.  

 
It took all Deborah’s strength to keep Felicity 

pinned down across her lap. Felicity was kicking and 
squirming and tears were pouring down her cheeks. 
It was beginning to give Debs the pip and the more 
Felicity struggled the harder Deborah spanked her. 

Sarah couldn’t help but feel a pang of 
satisfaction as she watched Felicity’s pathetic 
performance. If it hadn’t been for the intervention of 
Mr Humphries and Stacks Monroe Sarah might have 
been looking down a fifteen year stretch in chokey 
while Felicity pocketed a million squids of her 
mother’s money for stitching her up. 

 
Deborah finished with a flurry of spanks that 

send Felicity into a paroxysm of gymnastic activity. 
Her legs scissored and her arms waved as Debs 
bombarded her backside with the final blitz. She 
threw back her head and howled. 

 
Ms Lawton hugged Deborah.  
“That was something of a chore,” reported 

Debs. 
The former Grand Dame smiled. “Wait until 

you have to cane her,” she told Debs. “Watch out for 
your shins, she’s a hacker.” 

Debs smiled. “You wanted to see me Ma’am?” 
she asked. 
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“Yes Deborah,” said Ms Lawton. “I thought we 
might lunch if that would be convenient.” 

Debs glanced across at the Grand Master. He 
nodded. “You can turn the facility over to 
Bernadette.” 

“I’ll make the arrangements, sir,” said Debs. 
 
“Put on your red shirt Bounder, I’m leaving you 

in charge,” Deborah told her deputy. 
Bernadette looked taken aback. “When?” 
“Now,” smiled Deborah. “Don’t worry, you’ll be 

fine. Come on I’ll help you get changed.” 
 
Bernadette buttoned up her brand new black 

blazer. Deborah stepped back and looked Bernadette 
up and down. She whistled. “You sure do brush up 
fine Bernie,” she said admiringly.  

Bernadette picked up her cane. “Knowing my 
luck they’ll choose today to cause a riot or have 
another mass food fight,” she laughed a touch 
nervously. 

“It will be fine,” Debs reassured her. “Just take 
it as it comes and deal with each case as you think 
best.” 

“I’ll try not to let you down,” said the Bounder. 
 
“You look tired, Ma’am,” said Deborah. 
“I’ve been interviewing Dark Agents for the 

past forty-eight hours,” said Ms Lawton. “It is 
extremely tiresome. They are a particularly unsavory 
bunch. Please call me Susan,” she said in a friendly 
tone. She reached down into her briefcase and 
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extracted a thick sheaf of papers. “I have read the 
draft and have made some comments.”  

Deborah drummed her fingers on the table 
uneasily.  

“I think it’s a remarkably balanced account,” 
Ms Lawton told Debs, “and I must admit that you let 
me off rather easily all things considered.” 

Debs breathed a sigh of relief. She had been 
nervous when Ms Lawton had asked if she could read 
a draft of the magnum opus ‘Waiting to be caned, a 
history of Woodys’.  

Deborah and Ms Lawton’s relationship had not 
always been harmonious. During the controversial 
year of Operation Scorched Arse Ms Lawton had 
declared Deborah as the units Public Enemy Number 
One and had ultimately formally flunked her. Deborah 
had endeavored to give an unprejudiced account of 
the difficult period in Woody history but she had 
feared that the former Grand Dame might take 
exception to her version of events. 

Ms Lawton leaned over and patted Deborah’s 
hand. “Let’s order a bottle of bubbles,” she smiled. “I 
think you might have a best-seller on your hands.” 
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Major Susan Lawton 

 
 
Susan Lawton undid the gold buttons of her 

white military tunic and loosened her tie. She 
accepted a large gin and tonic, with ice and a slice, 
from the Grand Master. 

At fifty years old she was still a handsome 
woman. For over thirty years she had been in the 
service of the country. At school she had excelled in 
languages and could speak, read and write seven. 
She had been accepted at Camford to study Russian 
Literature and had suspected that she would spend a 
lifetime in academia.  

However, unexpectedly, her uncle, who was a 
senior officer in MI6, had made a curious proposal. 
He was running a covert operation and needed a 
young woman with an ability to speak Russian to 
assist him. He had approached Susan. It had been 
intended as a temporary assignment; however, the 
operation was a considerable success and her Uncle 
had asked her for further assistance. She had been 
trained in clandestine operations and attached to the 
Berlin desk. She was tasked with seducing a high-
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ranking Russian intelligence agent and supplying him 
with counter-intelligence information.   

During this period she regularly visited Russia 
where she made the acquaintance of Tatyana 
Kerimov. It was Tatyana who secretly warned her 
that her counter-intelligence activities had been 
exposed and warned her never to return to Russian 
soil as it was intended that she would be disappeared. 

She continued to play an influential role at the 
Berlin desk and became the youngest female major in 
the history of Military Intelligence. 

She was married briefly but her husband, 
another operative, was gunned down while on a 
security detail in Central America. 

Following the demise of the Cold War she was 
assigned as an advisor to the Court Martial’s division. 
As part of her induction she was sent to visit a brig on 
the South Coast that housed female military 
detainees. She had expected to find a handful of 
women at the prison and was astonished to find that 
the brig housed over a hundred inmates. 

The majority were serving thirty to sixty days 
behind bars for relatively minor offences. She 
interviewed many of the prisoners who primarily 
complained of boredom. They were locked up for 
twenty-two hours a day and only allowed out of their 
cells for meals and an hour’s exercise. It seemed to 
Major Lawton that this was all a considerable waste of 
time and money. 

The first case that she was assigned to related 
to a young corporal named Angela Rattison. Corporal 
Rattison had been caught in her words “snogging 
with a member of the Brass while I was on duty”. She 
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faced a formal court martial, six months in the brig 
and being demoted back to the rank of private. Major 
Lawton had been surprised at the severity of the 
potential sentence. According to the paperwork the 
member of the Brass had been off-duty and was 
beyond any more than admonition. The corporal on 
the other hand had both been on duty and in uniform 
when she engaged in the fateful kiss.  

Nonetheless, Major Lawton felt that ruining the 
woman’s career over an indiscretion was rather harsh. 
It was Corporal Rattison who gave her the idea.  

“If I’d been caught at school I would have 
been given six of the best and that would have been 
done with it,” she lamented. 

Major Lawton concurred that this seemed like a 
far more satisfactory solution and drafted a proposal 
to her colleagues. Corporal Rattison became the first 
recipient of what became known in military circles as 
the Lawton Alternative. 

For several years she travelled the world 
visiting military installations where wayward female 
were more than willing to escape the boredom of the 
brig in exchange for a sore backside. 

 
When the government became alarmed by the 

increasing popularity of the Ladette culture they were 
faced with a dilemma. Boisterous partying was not a 
criminal offence and even though the Ladettes 
occasionally found themselves in front of the 
magistrates they generally escaped with minor 
scoldings or insignificant fines. A think-tank was 
assembled at considerable expense to the tax payer 
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and the notion of Back to School facilities aimed at 
socially rehabilitating the Ladettes was devised. 

To engender public support the barons and 
baronesses of the media were encouraged to stir up a 
frenzy amongst the Great Unwashed and to demonize 
the Ladettes. The high-spirited, free-wheeling antics 
of the likes of April Turner, Cat Cassidy, Melons, Lady 
Victoria Brompton, Jojo and Nixdown made headline 
news while government representatives gave 
platitudinal speeches about the need for austere 
measures and social conservatism. The Great 
Unwashed are a fickle bunch and were easily 
persuaded. 

Buoyed by public opinion the government 
announced that it would establish an especially harsh 
unit to house what the media was now describing as 
the Extreme Ladettes.  

They cast around for a suitable principal for 
what was widely known as the Big House and settled 
upon Major Susan Lawton of Military Intelligence. 
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Red-shirt Bounder 

 
 
“How’s it going with the Dark Agents?” asked 

the Grand Master. 
Ms Lawton scowled. “They are a reprehensible 

bunch. The more I learn about the System the more I 
feel that I was duped into participating in a dark 
government conspiracy. When I was offered the 
position the papers were filled with the shenanigans 
of the Extreme Ladettes and I thought the social 
rehabilitation programs were a good idea.” 

“And now you’re not so sure?” asked the Grand 
Master. 

“I still think that there are plenty of young 
women that benefit from a time-out and I think the 
units are a better solution than prison,” said Ms 
Lawton. 

“So you don’t think that they should be closed 
down?” asked Mr Humphries. 

The former Grand Dame shook her head. “In 
my report I shall recommend that there is a 
reassessment of the System and an over-haul of the 
sentencing process.” 
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Mr Humphries nodded. “The minister and I 
have drawn the same conclusions and Christopher 
Brooks is already preparing a plan. But Susan,” he 
said warningly, “we must be circumspect. It is 
imperative that Christopher remains in control of the 
ministry until such time as he can overthrow the 
government. There are dark and powerful forces at 
work that have yet to be exposed and the safety and 
well-being of the Woody gals must be our first 
priority.” 

“Understood, Grand Master,” agreed Ms 
Lawton. 

 
“So how did it go?” asked Debs. 
Bernadette smiled. “It was uneventful,” she 

reported. “Everybody was very polite and well-
behaved. A few gals teased me but I suppose that 
was only to be expected.” 

Deborah smiled. She had always liked the 
Bounder. They had first met at the Queensgate 
Academy where Bernadette had been enrolled for a 
brief but tumultuous period. 

Deborah was already established as the 
naughtiest girl in the school but her reputation was 
soon challenged by the new arrival. On numerous 
occasions when Debs was ‘put on the menu’ she 
found Bernadette also present in the Tank. They were 
separated by a year in age and were no more than 
nodding acquaintances.  

However, on one occasion they found 
themselves as the last two left in the Tank. Deborah 
was the first to be summoned into the Posh HQ 
where she was informed that her defense had failed 
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and that she had been sentenced to receive six pops 
of the ceremonial popping stick. In the complex 
system employed by the Posh this meant that 
Bernadette, the younger of the two girls, was 
scheduled to receive a greater number of strokes. 

After she had been beaten by Pauline 
Gascoigne, Debs waited for Bernadette to offer her 
her sympathies over having got the max of nine 
strokes. 

Bernadette had merely shrugged and told 
Debs, “They can’t hurt me I’m the fucking Bounder.” 
After that the girls became fast friends. 

The Bounder’s stay at Queensgate was 
abruptly terminated when she was required to give 
evidence at her father’s trial. Her obstinate refusal to 
give straight answers to the prosecution and her 
belligerent attitude resulted in her being dispatched to 
a reform school for perjury. 

After her release she occasionally resurfaced in 
Deborah’s life. She was an inveterate gambler and 
had regularly bet large on Deborah, making a 
considerable fortune when Debs was still an unknown 
and unranked competitor just starting out on the 
Grand Prix circuit. She would occasionally treat the 
impoverished Debs to slap-up meals to celebrate her 
winnings. 

When Debs had set off for her ill-fated 
excursion to Las Vegas it had been Bernadette she 
had turned to in order to secure a set of dodgy ID.  

At Woodys Bernadette had carefully nurtured 
her image as the facility’s resident ‘Bad Gal’. She had 
a reputation for being sullen and secretive and was 
extremely rude towards the Brass and the Elite as a 
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matter of course. This did not ingratiate her to 
members of the Radical Right and the SS and they 
took revenge on her bumbags at every opportunity. 
The Bounder established the betting syndicate and 
supplied the inmates with booze and smokes and 
other illicit contraband that she obtained from her 
Uncle Stacks. She was occasionally caught and 
publicly flogged but Bernadette considered the odd 
flogging a reasonable price of doing business. 

However, beneath the dark and hostile façade 
that she carefully cultivated she was fiercely loyal to 
her inner circle of chums. Many of the weaker 
inmates had good reason to thank her when she had 
fearlessly intervened when bullies set about them. 

 Deborah was confident that she had made the 
right selection for her new lieutenant. She hugged 
Bernadette. 

“May I ask you a big favor?” she asked. 
Bernadette grimaced, “Shoot,” she sighed. 
“Can you stay on duty for the rest of the day? I 

had a few glasses of bubbles at lunch-time and I 
make it a policy never to deliver squiffy whops,” said 
Debs. 

Bernadette sighed again and picked up her 
cane. “Take a nap,” she told Deborah. “I’m on the 
case.” 
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Bounder Breaks her Duck 

 
 
Bernadette sighed. It was eight-thirty and she 

was scheduled to go off shift in thirty minutes, when 
she would turn over the administration of the facility 
to the Dorm Raider. 

“Julie Beckett is outside the library Ma’am. 
She’s waiting to be beaten,” the grubby informed her. 

Lisa and the Bounder exchanged glances. 
“Well, you were going to have to break your duck 
sometime,” said the Minxster. She held open 
Bernadette’s blazer so her chum could slip it on. She 
gave Bernadette an affectionate pat on the bum to 
send her on her way. 

 
Bernadette stopped in the last stairwell and 

gathered herself. She was still having some difficulty 
absorbing her new responsibilities. It was less than a 
fortnight since she had last been sent to wait outside 
the library so that Debs could beat her. The sudden 
reversal of roles was going to take some getting used 
to but she was determined to repay Deborah’s 
extraordinary show of trust in her.  
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Ginger was standing facing the wall in the 
traditional pose when Bernadette approached. 
Although she didn’t move her head or remove her 
nose from the wood paneling Bernadette sensed that 
she was cutting her eyes and watching her stride 
down the corridor. 

“Follow me, Beckett,” Bernadette commanded 
authoritatively. Without comment Ginger lowered her 
arms and followed her through the first area of the 
library and into the Punishment Room.  

 
The Bounder slowly removed her blazer and 

hung it up. She turned back the cuffs of her red shirt, 
unfastened her collar and loosened her tie. Ginger 
stood to attention with her hands returned to the top 
of head. She watched Bernadette impassively. 

 
In some ways the Bounder was relieved that it 

was Ginger that would be her partner in the duck-
breaking whops. Julie and Bernadette were both 
matured campaigners on the Big BUTT and they 
understood that this was just business as usual. Julie 
had been amongst the first to complement 
Bernadette on her adjustment of status and had 
assured her that she would respect the promotion. 

“I’m going to need you to remove you blazer 
and repair to the fireplace and bend over,” instructed 
the Bounder. 

Without hesitation Ginger unfastened the top 
button of her striped blazer and shrugged it off. She 
folded the blazer and set it aside. She turned and 
walked towards the fireplace, where she bent forward 
with her lithe ballerina’s grace. 
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Bernadette stepped forward and neatly turned 

back the hem of Ginger’s gymslip and then folded up 
the tail of her crisp white blouse. 

Ginger was bent forward with her legs straight 
and her palms flat to the floor.  

Bernadette retrieved the slender ashplant and 
flexed it between her hands. Once the appropriate 
interval had elapsed she stepped up and tapped the 
tip down once, twice and then thrice. She took a deep 
breath and then whipped the stick through the air. 

 
Ginger gritted her teeth. The first swipe had 

been impressive. She wiggled her bum and braced 
herself. She was already anticipating a hot and 
sweaty few minutes. Ginger concentrated on staying 
in the zone and repeated her mantra over and over in 
her head. 

 
Bernadette counted back from thirty under her 

breath. She raised the cane and sliced it across the 
upturned navy blue bumbags. The cane landed with a 
crisp report that echoed around the silence of the 
wood paneled room. The muscles in Gingers long legs 
visibly tautened, her back arched but she resolutely 
kept her fingers glued to the tips of her toes. 

 
Ginger’s head swayed, her long red hair swept 

from side to side. She wished she had tied it back 
before bending over. For years she had kept her hair 
to shoulder-length and had it permanently pulled back 
into a tight knot. When she had started her sentence 
at Woodys, with her dancing career shattered, she 
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had grown it out and now wore it almost down to her 
waist. She wanted to reach up and push it back from 
her face but she daren’t move her fingers from the 
required position. She sighed and concentrated on 
preparing for the next stroke. 

 
Bernadette licked her dry lips. The first five 

strokes had gone off without any unpleasantness. She 
was landing the cane firmly across the sweet spot and 
had avoided any miss-hits, wraparounds or 
unexpected low riders. She took a deep breath and 
prepared herself to deliver the closer. She took 
careful aim, raised her arm and brought it down 
swiping. 
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Trust 

 
 
“Ginger gave you a pretty good review,” Debs 

told the Bounder the following morning. 
Bernadette grimaced. “It was pretty nerve-

wracking. I never imagined that giving a gal six of the 
best could be so stressful. Does it get any easier?” 

Deborah shook her head. “No, but that’s a 
good thing. The minute that you get blasé about 
dishing out a licking,” she told the Bounder, 
“accidents are bound to happen. It’s best to be a little 
psyched.” 

“I’m not sure that I’m going to like this job,” 
said Bernadette disconsolately. 

“You’ll get used to it,” Debs assured her. “You 
know as well as I do, being beaten by someone you 
trust is far better than being beaten by someone you 
hate.” 

“Being trusted is a concept I am still wrestling 
with,” sighed Bernadette. 

 
Katie Beck stared at the vase full of posies 

suspiciously. The attached card encouraged her to, 
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‘Have a great and fulfilling day’, and was signed with, 
‘best regards Patricia’. 

Over the past few days Patty had become 
increasingly unctuous and had taken to making 
magnanimous gestures towards Katie. Several times 
recently she had uncharacteristically insisted on 
picking up Katie’s bar tab in the saloon bar of the 
Bunch of Grapes. 

It was not that Patty was short of funds, she 
had plenty. As part of her cynical master plan Patricia 
Hodge had once been married. She had selected an 
aging barrister and after pussy whipping him for 
several years had filed for divorce and accepted a 
settlement that ran into millions. Having established 
her financial future she was ready to move on to the 
second phase of her grand plan. 

After graduating top of her year at Teachers 
Training College she had secured a position at a small 
fee-paying school. She quickly gained a reputation for 
her ferocious use of the cane. She consistently 
appeared in the Ministry of Educations lists of the 
most prolific practitioners of corporal punishment 
amongst the teaching community. 

Having served her apprenticeship and secured 
her fortune she set her sights on gaining employment 
at one of the nation’s strictest and most austere 
academic institutions. The prestigious Dartington 
Manor boarding school offered her a lucrative position 
and she joined the staff. Within three months of her 
arrival she managed to convince the Grand Dame that 
she should be appointed as the Mistress of Discipline. 
In the latter years of her tenure she would lay siege 
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to the bumbags of future Woody stalwarts such as 
Cat Cassidy, Melons and Cassie Cassy. 

In exchange for her disciplinary services she 
expected the other members of staff to wine and dine 
her liberally. She had a reputation as a skinflint and 
prided herself that she never bought a drink or a hot 
meal with her own money. It was a practice she 
continued at Woodys and members of the Radical 
Right routinely found themselves being presented 
with bills for goods and services that Patty had 
ordered.  

 
Katie continued to stare at the bunch of posies 

and the sweet little note suspiciously. She had no 
doubt that beneath Patty’s recent uncharacteristic 
shows of generosity lay an ulterior motive. She rather 
suspected that she should be on her guard and keep 
her eyes skinned. Katie knew from bitter experience 
that trusting Patty Hodge could result in unfortunate 
ramifications for her bumbags.    

 
Patty Hodge flexed the wye-tipped cane 

between her hands. Over the end of the sofa in her 
apartment she had positioned her mannequin with 
her stolen pair of Katie Beck’s bumbags sitting up 
proud.  

Ever since Katie had perpetrated her audacious 
coup d’état she had replaced Debs Morton as Patty’s 
number one bête noir and had become the object of 
her most malicious obsession. Several times each day 
she retired to the privacy of her apartment and 
indulged in her voodoo ritual of cutting the pair of 
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illicitly appropriated bumbags to tatters with her 
customized canes. 

“Get Katie, get Katie,” Patty muttered as she 
swung the cane. She found her rituals to be 
therapeutic and once she had vented her frustrations 
she was able to continue her façade of civility towards 
Miss Beck. 

 
Patty looked at her watch. She replaced the 

cane in the umbrella stand and the mannequin in the 
closet. She stood in front of a tall mirror and 
rearranged her clothing.  

Patricia Hodge was a handsome woman. 
Although she had passed her fiftieth anniversary 
several years earlier time had been kind to her. She 
was exceptionally tall and angular and had never 
been prone to putting on weight. She had always 
been diligent about the use of facial creams and aside 
from some minor crow’s feet around her eyes her skin 
was smooth and flawless.  

Despite her generally miserly tendencies Patty 
had never skimped on her wardrobe. She favored silk 
blouses and long skirts that were slit up the sides to 
accentuate her long legs. She cut an elegant figure. 
She smiled at herself in the mirror and strode towards 
the door. Although thrashing the bejaysus out of 
Katie’s bumbags was satisfying she had a full day of 
lectures ahead of her and she had high hopes that 
she would find an opportunity to indulge in the real 
thing. 
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Eyes in the Back of her Head 

 
 
Lisa Sutton stared morosely at the yellow card. 

Patty towered over her. Lisa did her best not to look 
cowed under Patty’s withering glare. She braced 
herself for a disagreeable harangue. 

“One more peep out of you and I’m giving you 
six,” Patty said threateningly. 

Lisa breathed a sigh of relief when Patty span 
on her spiked-heel and returned to the front of the 
lecture room. 

Lisa acknowledged that interjecting moments 
of mirth into Patty’s lectures was inadvisable. Patty 
was a brilliant tutor but she had no sense of humor 
and believed that her charges should remain silent 
unless they were questioned by her directly. 

Lisa crossed her arms on her desk and gazed 
intently towards the front. Her interruption had been 
particularly ill-timed as the lecture had barely begun 
and still had a full hour to run. There was no question 
that Patty would be watching her every move and 
would use any excuse to bend her over for six. 
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Patty Hodge literally had eyes in the back of 
her head. During lectures she wore eye-glasses with 
clear lenses that she thought gave her an added air of 
authority. The glasses served a dual purpose. She had 
had them customized to utilize special rear view 
mirror technology favored by competitive cyclists. The 
design she had selected was unobtrusive and the 
mirrors were barely detectable.  

Patty was giving the Phase 6 inmates a lecture 
on the statistical complexities of the derivation of 
commodity market pricing which required her to face 
the plasma screen and use her laser pointer. She 
exchanged her more conventional spectacles for the 
customized mirror version as she proceeded with her 
lecture. She positioned herself so that by cutting her 
eyes without moving her head she could keep Lisa 
under continuous observation. If the Minxster moved 
so much as a muscle out of turn she would be 
bending over for six with the wye-tipped cane. 

 
Lisa Sutton was not in the market for six, with 

the wye-tipped cane or otherwise. Since returning 
from the Christmas furlough she had been actively 
engaged in a reform campaign.  

Reform did not come easily to Lisa. She was by 
nature a perennially naughty gal. On her profile on 
the www.woodettes.com website she confesses that 
at preparatory school she had spent an ‘inordinate 
amount of time standing in the corner’. The boarding 
school she attended had not practiced corporal 
punishment so she had spent many hours in 
detention rooms laboriously writing tedious lines. She 
developed a system. Every night before bed she 

http://www.woodettes.com/�
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wrote out five of the standard school line, ‘My 
behavior in class must always be impeccable’ and 
kept a sheaf of papers secreted in the waistband of 
her bumbags so that she always had a healthy stash 
when she was inevitably sent to the detention room. 

Following her spectacular introduction to 
whops at the Woody facility, when she was required 
to bend over the end of her bed on the second night 
of her incarceration, she had become a permanent 
fixture amongst the top five of the Hall of Shame. It 
was not an achievement that brought her any comfort 
and she constantly declared her intention to reform. 

For once her campaign was proving relatively 
successful. In the lecture rooms she consciously 
seated herself some distance away from Bernadette 
and Ali Stone. Although they were her best chums 
they were also the most likely candidates to tempt 
her into the dangers of minxdom. 

During her free-time she retired to her study 
and worked on an article for the learned journal that 
had published her acclaimed discussion on Bertrand 
Russell and the creation of modern axiomatic set 
theory. During the first month since returning from 
furlough Lisa Sutton had only been caned twice which 
was by her standards was a significant achievement. 
As a consequence she had been strutting her stuff 
around the campus, boasting to anyone that would 
listen, that she was sporting a cool arse. 

 
Lisa Sutton was generally acknowledged as a 

borderline genius. The academic community regularly 
predicted that once she finished her sentence and 
returned to her research she might well one day 
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become a Nobel Laureate. Since starting her sentence 
she had consistently challenged Deborah Morton for 
the scholar of the Year award and had swept the 
prizes for maths and sciences. 

However, she had more in common with Debs 
than just academia. Despite their remarkable IQ’s the 
two women also shared a common trait of suffering 
from acute Compulsive Impulsive Behavior Syndrome 
that caused them to act recklessly when even the 
dimmest of coves would have recognized that caution 
would have been the prudent course of action. 

 
Although Lisa found the subject of the lecture 

interesting she had already drawn her own 
conclusions regarding the vagaries of the money 
markets. While Patty’s back was turned she picked up 
a pen and began calculating statistics of a more 
pressing nature. Recently Bernadette Summers 
Enterprises had been taking a beating in the Big BUTT 
stakes and the Bounder was in danger of losing her 
blazer, her blouse and her bumbags if Lisa didn’t find 
a way to reverse the untoward trend. 

 
Patty watched Lisa in her mirror. It was hard to 

tell whether she was just taking copious notes or 
whether she had become distracted. Patty Hodge’s 
highly honed antenna sensed a potential opportunity 
for some real-time whops. 

 
 



 

 

13 

 
The Art of Avoiding a Whopping 

 
 
Lisa did her best to slide the paper containing 

her calculations under her text book and look at Patty 
innocently as the Dame strode up the aisle. 

“I’m glad to see you taking such careful notes,” 
smiled Patty. “But it’s really not necessary. I’ll post 
the whole presentation on the server. I’m sure you’ll 
find that more than adequate to assist you in 
completing your assignment.” 

“That’s great, Ma’am,” said Lisa politely. 
Patty grinned wolfishly. “However, I’m always 

looking to improve my presentations and I’m sure 
your notes might help me so if I might just borrow 
them I’ll see if there are any new ideas that I could 
incorporate.” 

 Lisa tried to remain stony-faced despite her 
heart rate increasing uncomfortably. “Oh I can assure 
you that there is nothing new Ma’am,” she said 
earnestly. “You are very thorough. I was just jotting 
down a few key points as aide memoires.” 

Patty continued to smile. “Well I would be 
interested to see what you consider to be key points 
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so that I can satisfy myself that I am communicating 
the right message.” She stuck out her hand. “Your 
notes, Miss Sutton,” she said politely, “If you would 
be so kind.” 

Lisa extracted the sheet of paper and slid it 
across the desk lid. Patty picked it up and scrutinized 
the numbers written in Lisa’s neat hand. 

“What are these?” she asked.  
“I was just making some correlations of the 

price of base metals to the price of manufactured 
steel,” said Lisa innocently.  

Patty raised her eyebrows. It was not the 
response she had anticipated. She looked back down 
at the numbers on the paper. Patty was a statistics 
junkie and was well-versed in correlation theories. 
There was no question that Lisa’s calculations had 
some statistical basis but she was dubious that they 
had any relation to the subject matter of the lecture. 

“The punishment for telling porkies to a 
member of the Brass is a mandatory public flogging,” 
she told Lisa.  

 “Porkies, Ma’am,” gasped Lisa incredulously. “I 
was just confirming the point that you just made 
Ma’am that economics is not an independent science 
and everything is interdependent.”  

Patty glared at Lisa. “You’re sweating Sutton; 
do you find it warm in here?” 

“Oh no Ma’am,” responded Lisa quickly. “I 
might be getting a touch of flu. I was going to stop 
by the sanatorium but I didn’t want to miss your 
lecture.” 

Patty scowled and considered her options. She 
was not convinced by Lisa’s display of wide-eyed 
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innocence. Years of experience had honed her 
instincts for porky-detection. Nonetheless, she 
suspected that Lisa might have already prepared a 
creditable story that would support her claim. She 
folded the sheet of paper into three. 

“You won’t mind if I keep this will you?” she 
said rhetorically. “I’d like to study the numbers a 
little.” 

Lisa shook her head. “Of course not Ma’am, 
but the numbers don’t mean much. I was planning on 
using actual historical market based pricing when I 
submit my assignment.” 

“How convenient,” snapped Ms Hodge tartly 
and span on her heel and stomped back towards the 
front of the room. 

 
Lisa hurried out of the lecture room. She was 

keen to put some distance between her bumbags and 
Patty. “That was scary,” she told Bernadette and Ali 
Stone. 

“Were you telling her porkies?” asked Ali 
curiously. 

“Major-league,” replied Lisa. 
“Risky business, playing Patty for a plonker,” 

laughed the Bounder. “You know that she would have 
had you flogged in a heartbeat.” 

“I must confess I was sweating bullets,” 
giggled Lisa. “But you know what they say, bullshit 
baffles brains.”  

“Chalk one up for the good gals,” laughed Ali. 
 
Patty glowered into her chardonnay. “She told 

me a fucking shed full of porkies,” she lamented to 
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Katie in the saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes, “But I 
couldn’t prove it.” 

“Not like you to let anybody get one over you,” 
observed Katie. 

Patty continued to glower. “Smug little be-
yotch, she thinks she’s fucking clever, but I’ll show 
her who’s clever. Her arse is grass.” 

Katie grinned. “Oh good, now you’re talking. I 
thought that you were going soft on with me, what 
with all the posies and everything. And thank you by 
the way; I really appreciated your kind thought.” 

Patty smiled sweetly. “You’re welcome,” she 
said. 

“If only you knew, you unsuspecting fool,” she 
thought to herself and bought Katie another drink. 

 
 



 

 

14 

 
The Wart gets her Groove Back 

 
 
The Wart woke early. For the first time in a 

fortnight she did not have a migraine headache. She 
poured coffee from the percolator and hurried into 
the bathroom. She showered and then quickly pulled 
on her white blouse and gymslip. She dried her hair 
and then looped her tie around her neck. She pulled 
on her striped blazer and brushed a few stray hairs 
off the shoulders. She hurried out of her apartment. 

 
“I would like to think that you have learned 

from this experience,” the Grand Master told Ms 
Wharton. 

“Oh yes, Sir,” she assured him. “I have done a 
great deal of soul searching and feel I have benefited 
from the experience.” 

Mr Humphries considered expressing his 
doubts that the Wart possessed much in the way of a 
soul but felt that might appear churlish. “I am glad to 
hear that,” he said instead. “You are dismissed.” 
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The Wart rolled her clobber into a ball and 
kicked it around the room. She stomped up and down 
on the bundled clothing and then kicked it around 
some more. She poured herself a large shot of Patron 
tequila and knocked it back. Dressed in a dark 
business suit she headed out for assembly. 

 
Cassie Cassy was standing at the front of the 

hall. She had a slight grin on her face and her collar 
and tie were unfastened. 

“Allow me, Patricia,” insisted Ms Wharton. She 
extracted a red card and waved it in the air. “Cassidy, 
Phase 4, make an appointment with Miss Beck for a 
mandatory slippering for collar and tie abuse,” she 
bellowed. 

The Wart issued an abundance of yellow cards 
throughout the day. She put Lady Derby Huntington 
over her knee and gave her a damn good spanking. 
At the four o’clock House Meeting she drilled an off 
guard Deborah a new pair of lugholes. 

After two humiliating weeks of being forced to 
dress in full clobber and to act as Rosemary Booker’s 
grubby, Robin Wharton had got her groove back.  

 
“She’s fucking barking,” groaned Debs. “It’s my 

fault I suppose, I’d let my guard down. I’d hardly got 
through the door before she pounced on me. She 
backed me up against the wall and just started 
screaming. She’s fucking demented.” 

“You know I like a spanking as much as 
anyone,” growled Derby, “but I hate being spanked 
by her.” 
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Even Cassie Cassy whose main pursuit in life 
was scoring whops acknowledged that the relish with 
which the Wart had issued her the red card in 
assembly had given her the pip. 

 
“Welcome back Wartyone,” smiled Katie 

warmly, “it seems like you had an inspired day. Thank 
you for delivering me up Cassie Cassy’s bumbags, I 
shall certainly look forward to spanking her tomorrow 
morning.” 

“Shlipper the shlit out of her,” said the Wart. 
Katie rolled her eyes. She summoned the bar 

tender. “Give Robin another shot,” she said, “and I’ll 
have a double.” 

If you can’t beat them you might as well join 
them Katie figured. It looked like it would be a long 
night. 

 
“You look terrible,” Cassie told Katie cheerily. 
Katie tried to muster an appropriately stern 

response but the truth was that she felt beyond 
terrible. She had mistakenly attempted to keep up 
with the Wart’s thirst for tequila and when her alarm 
clock had gone off she had felt like she had woken in 
the bell tower of Notre Dame Cathedral. She had 
buried her head under the duvet but her appointment 
reminder on her cell-phone had kept beeping, 
informing her that she was scheduled to slipper 
Cassie in thirty minutes. She had crawled out of her 
scratch and pulled herself into the shower hoping that 
the cool of the tiles would ease the pounding in her 
head. It had not been particularly effective. 
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“Gosh, Katie,” said Cassie. “You pong. Did you 
brush your teeth this morning?” 

 
Under normal circumstances the opportunity to 

kick start Cassie Cassy’s circulation would have been 
a delightful proposition but in her current condition 
Katie was having considerable difficulty keeping her 
mind on the job in hand. 

Her fingers were trembling so badly during the 
bib-down, tie-back clobber inspection that she had 
abandoned the operation. The sound of the slipper 
rebounding from Cassie’s navy blue bumbags had 
accentuated her headache and she had barely been 
able to concentrate. 

 
“You are truly pathetic,” giggled Cassie as she 

retrieved her Punishment Record Book after post-
processing. “Cya,” she grinned and skipped out of the 
office. 

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” growled Katie Beck and 
then promptly chucked up her cookies in the trash 
can. 
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Temperature Readjustment 

 
 
Nobody had ever accused Lady Victoria 

Brompton of being pathetic. Nonetheless head down, 
arse up across Mr Humphries lap with her bare 
bottom being larruped with the infamous two-tailed 
George W tawse she was showing considerable signs 
of agitation. 

Beside her Claire Brooks was nervously rocking 
from foot to foot as she observed the proceedings. 
Behind their desks the members of the Brat 
community were craning their necks to get the best 
view of the thrashing. 

 
Victoria was perched on the bathroom counter 

in Claire’s apartment, her legs swinging idly. “For 
fawk’s sake Claire, how many times are you going to 
tie that tie? We need to cut along,” she drawled. 

Claire threw her a dirty look. “It might surprise 
you Victoria,” she said sharply, “that when I got up 
this morning I did not plan on having to present my 
arse for a temperature readjustment. You’re a fucking 
menace.” 
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Lisa Sutton wasn’t the only Woody gal pursuing 
a campaign of reform. The last time that Claire 
Brooks had suffered from a sore arse had been New 
Years Eve when her mother had put her over her 
knee and spanked her with the business side of the 
infamous Brooks brush. 

In Claire’s world a four week cool arse 
sabbatical was considered a significant achievement. 
Although Jojo held the title as All-Time Big BUTT at 
Woodys, and Debs held the national record as the 
most caned pupil in national history Claire Brooks had 
actually experienced more sore bottoms than either of 
them. Claire was number four on the All-Time Big 
BUTT and ranked second to Debs for getting the cane 
at school. Unfortunately these dire institutional 
records were supplemented by the innumerable 
hairbrush spankings she had received courtesy of her 
mother, the highly respected disciplinarian, Ma 
Brooks. 

 
Over the past four weeks Claire had gamely 

struggled to overcome her acute case of motor-mouth 
syndrome which was the principal cause for her 
getting whopped. It was a monumental challenge but 
she was somehow managing to engage her brain 
before opening her mouth. Claire could have kicked 
herself for succumbing to the temptation of joining 
Lady Vix in japing the Weed. 

 
Claire knotted her tie for the umpteenth time. 

“I suppose we’d better cut along and get ourselves 
whopped,” she said grumpily. 
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Victoria slipped off the counter and retrieved 
Claire’s blazer from a hanger. She held it open for her 
chum and gave her a wink. 

 
It occurred to Claire that over the past two 

decades she had expended considerable time and 
energy cutting along to get herself whopped. Whether 
it was being sent up to her room to wait to be 
spanked by Ma, or hurrying through the corridors of 
Dayton Manor to keep an appointment for a six 
o’clock swishing, or heading for the library or the 
Beak’s office at Woodys it seemed to Claire that she 
just always seemed to be cutting along and it was 
never a pleasant feeling. Every step of the journey 
taking her closer to her final destination, and the 
inevitable readjustment to the temperature of her 
rear end. 

 
As it transpired the Grand Master’s office was 

not Claire’s final destination. After listening to the two 
Old Gal’s account of japing the Weed Mr Humphries 
cheerfully suggested that they should all cut along to 
the Brat Chamber to perform the necessary 
temperature readjustment. It was not a suggestion 
that either of the two chums fondly embraced, but 
under the circumstances they had no alternative to 
trudge back through the labyrinth of corridors in the 
Grand Master’s wake. 

 
Claire watched glumly as Mr Humphries spread 

Victoria out across his lap. Her gloom was increased 
when having folded back Victoria’s skirt he placed his 
fingers in the waistband of her bumbags and pulled 
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them down until they were around her knees. Having 
secured Vix around the waist with his left hand he 
lashed the tawse downwards with a resounding crack. 

 
Claire watched the proceedings intently. The 

Grand Master was beating Lady Victoria’s backside 
with a leisurely rhythm. Victoria was made of stern 
stuff but the sharp bite of the two-tailed tawse was 
causing her to buck and kick as the heat in her rear 
end began to soar. 

Claire Brooks tried not to fidget as slap by slap 
her own turn to have the temperature of her rear end 
readjusted came inexorably closer. 
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A Particularly Supple Tawse 

 
 
Victoria Brompton felt herself being gently but 

firmly maneuvered back into the crease of the Grand 
Master’s lap. She braced herself for the final crack. 

The aristocrat was not having a good time of 
it. Of course japing the Weed had been terrific fun 
but it did have a downside. Whereas any other 
member of the Brass worth their salt would have 
simply bent Victoria over and given her six Ms Reed 
was such a pathetic disciplinarian that she was forced 
to resort to a red card. The gratification Victoria had 
gained from mercilessly ribbing the maths tutor was 
largely offset by ending up face down over the Grand 
Master’s lap having her bare bottom larruped in front 
of a dozen gawking Brats. 

The tawse that Mr Humphries had selected 
from his collection was particularly supple and 
seemed to curl itself around the contours of her 
buttocks, the two tails slapping down milliseconds 
apart. Victoria was incapable of stopping her body 
from going into spontaneous spasms of agitation. 



63 
 

 

 

The Grand Master raised the tawse in the air 
and brought it down with crisp authority. 

 
Claire felt a familiar tightening in her belly. The 

Grand Master allowed Lady Vix a few moments to 
collect herself. The only sound in the chamber was 
Victoria’s breath emitting in heavy pants. The Grand 
Master adjusted Her Ladyship’s clothing. Lady Victoria 
was looking slightly flushed and breathless as the 
Grand Master assisted her back into the vertical. She 
shuffled aside to allow Claire to approach. 

 
Claire Brooks offered the Grand Master her 

right wrist and allowed herself to be lowered face 
down across his knees. Unenthusiastically she 
stretched her long, lithe body out until she was in a 
full drape. She felt her gymslip being neatly folded up 
and then her bumbags being turned inside out. She 
was acutely aware of the twelve Little Brats whose 
attention was exclusively concentrated on her bare 
behind. She lowered her head between her arms so 
they wouldn’t see her blushing. 

 
It only took a single slap of the tawse for Claire 

to forget her surroundings or the gawking Brats. She 
was immediately transported into her own private 
world of pain and misery. 

Despite her reputation for toughness and her 
vocal adherence to the ‘it’s only whops’ school of 
thinking Claire Brooks was by no means insouciant to 
the effects of being whapped with a leather strap. Her 
shoulders shuddered, her head swung from side to 
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side, the fists pummeled the floor and her legs 
scissored as the tawse sizzled across her naked flesh. 

Mr Humphries waited patiently; he knew that 
despite her gymnastics Claire Brooks would always 
settle back down momentarily. She was well-versed in 
the requirement to put it up and keep it up and once 
they initial nerve-jangling sensation had subsided she 
would stretch herself back into position. 

 
“You’re a fucking menace,” Claire grumbled to 

Victoria.  
“Hey,” said Victoria defensively. “I didn’t ask 

tell to shoot your mouth off at the Weed.” 
“You started it,” said Claire grumpily. 
Victoria sighed. “You’re being a little churlish,” 

she chided her chum, “after all it was only whops.” 
Claire continued to scowl. “I was out of the 

whops business,” she muttered. 
Victoria rolled her eyes. “Claire we both know 

that you are never going to be out of the whops 
business. You’re just one of those unfortunate people 
who were born to be whopped. Now come over here 
and let me cool you down a little.” 

Claire Brooks snorted but nonetheless she 
allowed Victoria to roll down her bumbags and anoint 
her swollen cheeks with cooling balms. 

 
“I’m not rubbing, I’m flapping,” Rosemary 

Booker told Debs.  
When Deborah had stuck her head around her 

best chum’s door she had found Rosemary hopping 
up and down, flapping the seat of her skirt. 
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“I was a few minutes late for kitchen duty so 
Dotty put me over her knee and spanked me with the 
spatula,” Rosemary explained. “I hate that fucking 
spatula.” 

“Hallelujah to that,” said Debs sympathetically. 
Rosemary let go of the seat of her skirt, but 

she continued to hop from foot to foot.  
“You want me to cool you down?” she asked. 
“I’ve already tried that,” groaned Rosemary, 

“but it didn’t help. My arse is sizzling.” 
“Perhaps a wee dram might help,” suggested 

Deborah. 
“I’ve tried that too,” moaned Rosemary. 
“Poor baby,” said Debs. “Sounds like you 

caught it pretty hot.” 
“You can say that again,” agreed Rosie. 
“Sounds like you caught it pretty hot.” 
“Smart-arse.” 
“Better a smart-arse than a smarting-arse,” 

giggled Debs. 
 
 



 

 

17 

 
An Abundance of Whops 

 
 
Dotty Hammell was a stickler for punctuality. 

She had trained at some of the most prestigious 
European restaurants under the tutelage of some 
great and exacting chefs. Trainees were routinely 
spanked with a variety of kitchen utensils for tardy 
time-keeping. Dotty saw no reason to relax this code 
of discipline in her own kitchens. 

 
Rosemary blushed bright scarlet as she was 

taken by the arm and marched through the kitchen. 
As soon as she had scurried into the kitchen Dotty 
had pounced. It had not been entirely unexpected. 

As usual Rosemary’s tardiness was a direct 
result of her on-line romance with the Silver Fox. 
When she had gone up to her study to change into 
kitchen clobber she had noticed that she had a 
message waiting on her IM. Against her better 
judgment Rosemary had decided to take a peak and 
found that the foxy one was on line. Rosie had only 
meant to swap some idle greetings while she was 
changing, but she had become distracted by several 
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web-site’s Foxy wanted her to look at that were 
advertising cottages for rent for their planned tryst 
during the spring furlough. 

“Oh shit!” squealed Rosemary as she noticed 
the time. She dashed out of her study as fast as her 
legs could carry her. 

 
Rosemary’s heart pounded as Dotty snatched 

the wooden spatula off a counter and then continued 
to hustle her across to a convenient chair. With 
admirable adroitness Dotty managed to sit down, 
drag Rosemary over her knee and yank down her 
cargo baggies all in one fluid motion. 

Dotty Hammell was not in the time-wasting 
business. Rosemary hardly had time to blink before 
the spanking was over. Three ferocious slaps of the 
spatula collided with her right buttock, landing one on 
top of the other, followed by an immediate barrage to 
her left cheek. 

Dotty dragged up Rosemary’s baggies and 
yanked her to her feet. 

“Get to work,” she snapped. “We’ve already 
lost valuable time.” 

“Yes Ma’am,” gasped Rosemary breathlessly. 
  
Whops were in abundance. It wasn’t just 

Cassie, Claire, Vix and Rosemary having their bottom 
temperatures readjusted, by the end of the fourth 
week of term the Big BUTT was registering record 
highs for a similar period. 

Cassie Cassy, Michelle Morgan, Heidi Alexander 
and Linda Ash were whopping it out for the top spot. 
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Ginger, Ronnie and Reggie, the Gardiner Twins and 
numerous other minxes were hot on their bumbags.  

Morning, noon and night the sounds of canes, 
straps, slippers and sundry other artillery bouncing off 
bumbags echoed around the facility as the inmates 
embarked upon a minxing spree. 

 
The Radical Right was having a field day. For 

once Patty Hodge had put her malicious obsessions 
on the back-burner. Since the disappointment of 
being bamboozled by Lisa Sutton she had revived her 
spirits by cutting the bumbags of half a dozen errant 
inmates to tatters with her wye-tipped cane.  

The Wart was back in her groove and had 
sliced and diced a commendable five pairs of 
bumbags since she was released from her humiliating 
stint as Rosemary’s grubby. 

Katie was in hog heaven. Throughout the 
week, over a dozen gals had been sent up to the 
Grand Master’s office. A surprising number had 
reported for bottom inspection with clearly visible 
clobber abuses that gave her the opportunity to 
subject them to thorough bib-down, tie-back clobber 
inspections. It was satisfying and profitable work. She 
had detected further clobber abuses in half a dozen 
gals and had made them appointment the following 
morning for an extended slippering. 

 
It was not just the Radical Right that was kept 

busy. Even the minx-friendly members of the Liberal 
Left were whopping bumbags at an extraordinary 
rate.  
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Predictably Debs Morton was working 
overtime. She hardly seemed to have time to get back 
to her study after delivering a licking or a dangling 
before she was required to turn right around and 
return to the library. By the time she handed the 
facility over to the Dorm Raider each evening she was 
exhausted. 

 
Mr Humphries observed the minxing spree with 

benign tolerance. Despite the fact that half the 
inmates were sporting sore arse’s they seemed in 
good spirits and morale around the campus was high. 
He saw no reason for executive intervention.  
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World Class Whops 

 
 
Deborah Morton idly rubbed the seat of her 

skirt. Although it was several hours since she had 
been required to bend over her desk for six of the 
best her backside was still sizzling. 

It had been a rather unfortunate conclusion to 
a week that represented an otherwise highly 
respectable and successful period in her career as a 
Woody inmate. Debs had been just fifteen minutes 
away from completing a commendable forty hours of 
lectures without attracting a single yellow card when 
a loose-lipped moment resulted in her bending over 
her desk. 

 
Deborah’s last lecture of the day had been 

presided over by Pauline Gascoigne. The Economics 
Dame was an amiable soul and encouraged lively 
interaction. Nonetheless when the lecture room had 
become overly raucous she had been compelled to 
show yellow cards to Jojo, Nixdown, Rosemary and 
Debs accompanied by the stern warning that the next 
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one who spoke out of turn would be going over their 
desks to be absolutely creamed. 

With just fifteen minutes of the lecture 
remaining Debs had interjected the proceedings with 
a totally unnecessary witticism. As soon as she 
opened her mouth she knew that she was due to take 
a trip across her desk. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne sighed. She shrugged off 

her suit jacket and retrieved her cane from a hook at 
the front of the lecture room. 

“Alright Miss Morton, you know the form,” she 
told Debs, “Let’s have you over and up.” 

 
Deborah fumbled with the five buttons down 

the front of her black blazer. She hung the jacket 
over the back of her chair and then unenthusiastically 
slid her upper torso over the shiny desktop.  

Between her time at Queensgate and her term 
at Woodys Debs Morton had gained considerable 
experience of the toxic potency of Pauline’s right arm. 
The prospect of being absolutely creamed was 
extremely unappealing. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne turned back the hem of 

Deborah’s black pleated skirt and pushed the tail of 
her red shirt out of the way. Debs was up on tip toes, 
bent as far over the desk as humanly possible. Her 
navy blue bumbags were stretched as tight as a drum 
and followed the contours of her buttocks like cling-
film. 
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Pauline tapped the cane down to get her 
measure and then sliced it through the air. It collided 
with Debs bumbags with an explosive crack. 

Pauline considered Deborah to be a close 
personal friend. They had always been tight. They 
had schooled together at Queensgate and had formed 
a successful doubles partnership that won back-to-
back national championships. They had regularly 
roomed together when they travelled to tournaments. 

Their friendship had been put under 
considerable strain when Pauline was elected to the 
role of President of Posh. Deborah’s behavior had 
gone into free-fall and she became the first girl in the 
school’s long history to be ‘put on the menu’ over a 
hundred times in a single year. Although Deborah was 
a brilliant self-defense advocate Pauline was required 
to beat her on nineteen occasions.  

Despite this rather untoward hiccough in their 
relationship their friendship had sustained. Debs had 
dined with Pauline on the eve of her fateful 
appearance in the Wimbledon semi-final. 

At Woodys they had an unspoken agreement 
that Deborah would be treated no better and no 
worse than the other inmates. If she needed to be 
whopped their friendship would have no influence on 
the proceedings. 

 
Debs face contorted into a silent howl. The 

opener had been sensational. Five more like that and 
she doubted she would be sitting comfortably for 
some time to come. 
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Deborah’s chums exchanged sympathetic 
glances. There was no question that they were 
witnessing a world-class whopping. 

 
Deborah hung upside down across the desk 

panting, Pauline allowed a full thirty seconds for the 
effects of the stroke to cycle through. Debs 
desperately tried to catch her breath and collect 
herself as the seconds ticked ominously down. 

Pauline swung the cane through the air. 
 
Debs tottered down the aisle like a sailor on 

shore leave so that the thrashing could be post-
processed. She was certain that smoke was billowing 
out from beneath her skirt. The sensational first 
stroke had set the tone of the beating. For three long 
minutes Debs had lain sprawled across her desk while 
her bumbags were sliced and diced with ruthless 
efficiency. Pauline had concluded the punishment with 
a perfect five bar gate, delivered with such force that 
it had raised Deborah clean out of her shoes.  

Debs Morton was in no doubt that she had just 
been the unfortunate recipient of a truly world class 
whopping.  

 
 
 



 

 

19 

 
Obsessed by Whops 

 
 
Deborah waited impatiently for the arrival of 

Spanky Botts flame red Ferrari 360 Spider F1. Spanky 
and Christy normally arrived at the facility on 
Thursday evenings but they had text messaged Debs 
to tell her they were delayed by a day and wouldn’t 
arrive until Friday. 

Debs had handed the facility over to the 
capable hands of Claire Brooks and had secured a 
pass to accompany Spanky and Christy to dinner at 
Monets. She had urgent business she wished to 
discuss. 

 
Ever since she had volunteered for six on the 

silks from Christy Cranfield Deborah had become 
obsessed by whops. Several times recently she had 
awoken startled in the night from dreams of being 
head down, arse up over her boyfriend Pablo’s lap 
dressed just in her blouse and tie, with her bumbags 
around her knee’s. To her astonishment she had 
awoken feeling exhilarated. She found it quite 
alarming. 
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It was Cat Cassidy that had advised her to 
engage Spanky and Christy in a consultation. 

“You let your boyfriend Mark spank you don’t 
you?” Debs had enquired. 

Cat grinned. “Only if he’s been a good boy.” 
“I’ve been having these dreams,” Debs told 

Cat, “and I’m finding them quite alarming.” 
“I’m all ears,” said Cathryn. 
 
“I think that you should consult with Spanky,” 

Cat told her. “She’ll straighten you out if anybody 
can.” 

Deborah almost busted a gut laughing. 
“Spanky will straighten me out?” she exclaimed 
between giggles. “She is certifiably deranged!” 

“Christy Cranfield will be with her,” Cat 
reassured her. “You know that you listen to Christy.” 

“This is going to be the queerest fucking 
therapy session in history,” Debs laughed. “But, oh 
well, what the hell? If those two lunatics can’t explain 
this then nobody can.” 

 
Spanky Botts and Christy Cranfield climbed out 

of a large SUV. 
“What is this?” gasped Debs. 
“My maid is indisposed so we had to bring 

Cedric up for the weekend,” smiled Spanky cheerfully 
and opened the back hatch to retrieve a mobile parrot 
carrier. 

“Oh joy, oh bliss,” groaned Debs. 
“He’ll be fine,” Spanky assured her. “Jojo and 

the Grand Master said they’ll look after him this 
evening.” 
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“Six of the best and then the rest,” squawked 
the parrot from beneath the cover on his cage. 

“Oh good grief,” muttered Debs. 
 
Oliver had set aside a discrete table in the VIP 

area of the restaurant.  
“I took the liberty of pre-ordering us fillet-

mignon wrapped in fois gras with sweet miso sauce,” 
said Spanky, “it’s so good it’s almost as sensual as a 
long hard spanking.” 

“Well that’s an interesting ice-breaker,” 
laughed Debs. 

The waiter came over and poured the trio 
glasses of icy bubbles. 

“Bottoms up sisters,” toasted Spanky. 
“Well mine certainly was this afternoon,” said 

Debs ruefully. 
“How was it?” asked Christy. 
“I’m still sizzling,” responded Debs. “It’s a good 

job these seats are so well padded.” 
“So did you enjoy it?” asked Spanky. 
“Enjoy it? Are you fucking barking?” squealed 

Debs. “It was excruciating.” 
“Cat says that you’ve been having spanking 

fantasies?” asked Spanky. 
Debs blushed a deep crimson. “Well not 

fantasies exactly, but I keep dreaming of Pablo 
putting me over his knee. When I wake up I have, 
well you know, this kind of warm glow. It’s most 
disturbing.” 

“And that’s it? Just Pablo? I don’t think that’s 
unusual,” said Christy. “After all he is your boyfriend.” 
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“Well that’s just the dreams,” said Debs, “but I 
seem to be generally obsessed by whops these days.” 

Christy chuckled. “Haven’t you always been? 
Remember back in the day, when we were at 
Queensgate? We were always yakking about whops. 
Look at you now, you’re writing a book called Waiting 
to be caned, your blog is dedicated to whops and 
clobber and you are always publishing those treatises. 
‘Why six of the best is always the best?’ If that’s not 
being obsessed with whops I don’t know what is.” 

Deborah sipped her drink thoughtfully. “What I 
need to know is do I have an inner spankette lurking 
around in the recesses of my soul or not?” she said 
finally. 

 
 
 



 

 

20 

 
Everybody Wants To Spank You 

  
 
Debs slipped under her duvet. The three 

chums had talked late into the night. Debs was 
grateful to Spanky and Christy for their time and 
kindness, although she was not convinced that she 
was any the wiser. 

There was no denying Christy’s observation 
about their frequent conversations at school relating 
to whops, or that over the years she had written an 
extraordinary number of words on the subject.  

Nonetheless Debs could rationalize her 
writings. She had maintained a diary since she was 
knee high to a grasshopper and had first learnt to 
read and write. Considering her disciplinary trials and 
tribulations it was hardly surprising that her journals 
were littered with accounts of her many skirmishes 
with the authorities. Likewise, her conversations with 
Christy regarding her many encounters with the 
ceremonial popping stick were not unusual in an 
environment where the cane was used as frequently 
as it was at Queensgate. Besides, as best as she 
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could remember, it was Christy who had generally 
prompted these discussions.  

At Woodys she had continued her diaries but it 
was not until the launch of www.woodettes.com that 
she had made them public. She had started her 
magnum opus, ‘Waiting to be caned, A history of 
Woodys,’ after the public interest garnered by the 
Snobs and Rotters tribunal. She had modeled the title 
after her previously published novel, ‘Waiting to be 
beheaded,’ a fictional account of Mary Queen of Scots 
last night. The majority of the theses that she had 
published on the web-site were in response to 
questions she was asked by the thousand visitors a 
day that logged into her Debs Diary blog. 

She was not convinced that this amounted to 
an obsession. It was all very disturbing and very 
confusing. 

She got out of bed and padded across to the 
small refrigerator. She uncorked a half-full bottle of 
chardonnay and poured a glass. Momentarily she felt 
a twinge of guilt. She had already consumed the 
quota of champagne that she had agreed with Team 
Morton and according to her contract she could be 
spanked for imbibing another glass. However, she 
sipped the wine and it tasted like nectar so she 
carried the glass back to bed. On the way she found a 
crumpled packet of cigarettes. Debs rarely smoked, 
perhaps three or four a week but she figured that 
sucking down on a fag would compliment her illicit 
glass of wine perfectly. She puffed up her pillows and 
climbed back into bed. She lit her cigarette and took a 
long drag. She sipped her wine and leaned back and 

http://www.woodettes.com/�


A Meeting With Destiny 
 

 

tried to work out how it could be so difficult being 
Debs Morton. 

 “Perhaps you’re over-intellectualizing,” Nicola 
Jane Nixon suggested. “So you had a couple of 
dreams about being spanked by your boyfriend. That 
doesn’t make you an overnight spankette.” 

Nix and Debs were taking brekker on the 
balcony of Jojo’s study overlooking the sweeping 
downs.  

Deborah pouted. “I didn’t suggest I’d just 
become an overnight spankette, I think I might have 
been one all along and didn’t know it.” 

Nixdown rolled her eyes. “Debs I think it’s 
something you know.” 

Deborah scowled. “Penny Ann didn’t know until 
you perverted her.” 

Nixdown giggled. “Perverted her? That’s a little 
harsh. Besides I’m not sure that Pen is actually a 
spankette, she just indulges my dirty little mind.” 

Debs sipped her coffee. “You’re not being very 
helpful,” she muttered. 

“Debs, anything I can do to help you I will,” 
said Nix. 

“Well perhaps there is something,” said Debs. 
“Maybe I can come to the stables with you tomorrow 
night and you can let Penny Ann thrash me?” 

Nixdown gaped at Debs. “What did you just 
say?” 

“You heard me,” said Debs evenly. “It would 
be an experiment. I know that you’ll all keep me safe 
and if I don’t like it we can stop.” 

Nixdown nibbled a croissant. “That sounds 
reasonable,” she admitted. “But why not Spanky or 
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Christy? I’m sure they’d cane you if you want them 
to.” 

“I know they would and we’re bound to end up 
in the library after the feast tonight,” said Debs, “but, 
I just want to perform this experiment in a different 
environment.” 

“So why Penny Ann?” she asked curiously. 
Debs giggled. “Much as I love Suzy Scott I am 

not volunteering to put my arse up for her, even if it 
is in the name of legitimate research,” she giggled. 
“And you don’t like spanking, that’s why I have to do 
all your work for you.” 

Nixdown smiled. “I don’t like formal spankings, 
I adore recreational spanking.”  

Debs cocked her head. “You’d like to spank 
me?” 

Nixdown stared at Debs evenly. “Of course I’d 
like to spank your sorry arse. You’re Debs fucking 
Morton and everybody wants to spank you.” 

“What’s that supposed to mean,” asked Debs. 
“Oh come on Debs, let’s face it. You’re just one 

of those people that whenever people meet you it 
occurs to them that you would benefit from a damn 
good spanking or a dose of the cane,” giggled Nix. 

“Oh good fucking grief,” was all Debs could 
think of to say.    

 
 
 



 

 

21 

 
Armanisuit takes a Vacation 

  
 
Detective Inspector Kate Faulkner slipped into 

the booth occupied by Lord Rufus Lewis. 
“They’re planning on exercising the horses out 

on the downs tomorrow morning,” she told him and 
handed him a sheet of paper with a map drawn on it. 
“This is the route they’ll be taking. I don’t know what 
you’re planning but if it involves the daughter of the 
potential future Prime Minister I should be very 
careful.” 

“If I’ve warned you once, I’ve warned you a 
hundred times, idle speculation like that will end up 
with you being fitted for concrete bumbags,” said his 
Lordship.  

Kate shrugged. “Not really speculation, more 
like an observation,” she said blithely. “So when are 
you planning on getting me out?” 

“Not long now Kate,” Rufus assured her. “If 
everything goes to plan we could be playing happy 
families very shortly.” 

“Happy families? Yeah rock on Rufus,” scoffed 
Kate cynically. “You’ll be making whoopee with Miss 
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Godfrey while I’m stashed away on some god-
forsaken island waiting on your calls.” 

“You’ll be well provided for,” said Rufus. 
“Perhaps if you’d like to help me change my mind, 
there’s a decent hotel around the corner from here.” 

“In your dreams, Rufus,” Kate sneered as she 
slipped out of the booth. 

 
“It’s hard to tell what he’s planning,” said Kate. 

“He play’s his cards pretty close to his vest.” 
“The team is going to be pretty exposed out on 

the downs,” said Ellen. “Stacks is going to provide 
some high-tech body armor that he has happened 
upon. He’ll have a couple of teams out and about 
monitoring the area. I just can’t see them risking a 
kidnapping in broad daylight on a Sunday morning.” 

“So that leaves the obvious alternative,” sighed 
Kate, “and it might not be an air-rifle this time. We 
should call the ride off and keep the team on the 
campus.” 

“I’ve talked to them,” said Ellen. “They’re all 
adamant they’re going out tomorrow morning. They 
refuse to hide from the Yoofs.” 

“It’s hard to believe that Malicious would 
actually go through with this,” sighed Kate. 

 
Armanisuit had taken the sensible precaution 

of flying to Paris for the weekend. He had booked a 
suite in the Ritz-Carlton which he would put on his 
expenses at cost plus fifteen percent. 

Armanisuit’s areas of expertise extended to the 
gentlemanly pursuits of extortion and money-
laundering. He was not averse to arranging the odd 
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kidnapping but Melissa’s latest plans were making him 
extremely nervous. Melissa Forsham-Smythe’s 
attorney considered it prudent to put some distance 
between himself and the Sussex Downs for a few 
days in case everything went pear-shaped. 

 
Yvonne Godfrey double-checked that the string 

of emails had disappeared from the computer. She 
peaked out of the door of the library to see the coast 
was clear and then hurried down the corridor. She 
took the stairs two at a time, stopping at every 
landing and peering into the stairwell to make sure 
that there were no prefects about.  

She hurried out into the quad and breathed a 
sigh of relief that she appeared to have gone 
undetected. Sneaking about the compound was 
always a dodgy proposition for Yvonne. She had a 
strictly monitored work program and the electronic 
transponder she was forced to wear around her ankle 
meant Suzy and Ellen could check her location at any 
time. 

She crossed the quad and went into the Great 
Hall where she found Janet Mitchell on her hands and 
knees polishing the wooden floor. 

“Where have you been?” snapped Mitch the 
Bitch. “The duty monitor will be along any time now 
and this floor is nowhere near finished.” 

Yvonne didn’t respond, she slipped off her red 
and black striped blazer and grabbed a tin of wax and 
a clean rag. She knelt down and started to shine the 
floor. 

The once powerful Commandant of the SS now 
spent her days performing chores around the 
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compound. She was generally assigned the most 
unpleasant and labor intensive tasks. It was tiring and 
demeaning work for the self-styled Ice Maiden but for 
the first time in months Yvonne’s spirits were buoyed. 
Her recent flurry of covert emails with Lord Rufus had 
led her to believe that her ordeal might soon be over. 

 
 



 

 

22 

 
Ms Lawton Attends a Feast 

  
 
Lord Rufus had grown up on his family’s vast 

baronial estate and was a skilled horseman. He had 
hired a horse from a local equestrian center and was 
following the route that the Woody riding team 
planned to use the following morning. 

The ride would commence with the team riding 
across the open ground that surrounded the 
compound. After a half-mile or so they would enter 
into the pathways that led through covered copses. 
The aristocratic Yoof cantered along the bridle path’s 
looking to right and left. He needed to find an ideal 
spot to stage the perfect ambush. 

 
At midday on Saturday Christopher Brooks 

went on national TV and gave a combatitive speech. 
He announced that during the decommissioning of 
the Dark Agents of the System serious irregularities 
had been uncovered. He added that the investigations 
conducted by the Ministry of Extreme Social 
Rehabilitation demonstrated irrefutably that the 
System had worked in concert with mandarins and 
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other senior government figures to divert attention 
from self-serving policies that had resulted in 
disastrous fiscal performance for the nation while 
bringing considerable wealth to a powerful minority. 
He promised a full and rigorous enquiry into the 
System’s policy of targeting Extreme Ladettes as a 
vehicle for deflecting public attention from the 
economic follies of the government. He announced 
the appointment of Major Susan Lawton to coordinate 
the investigation. 

As usual he appealed to Mrs Forsham-Smythe 
to return to the mainland so that the extent of her 
influence in the Systems policy-making could properly 
be evaluated. 

  
“Sounds like you’re about to become the latest 

addition to Malicious’s shit-list,” smiled Mr Humphries. 
Susan Lawton grinned, “Is that shit-list or hit-

list?” Then more soberly, “I had a briefing with the 
Minister last night. He indicated that there have been 
threats made against Claire.” 

Mr Humphries nodded. “We have reason to 
believe that Malicious might try to use Claire to try 
and dissuade Christopher from pursuing his 
investigation,” said the Grand Master. “How was his 
temperature?” 

“You know Christopher, he was calm and 
business-like, but I wouldn’t like to be in Melissa’s 
bumbags if Ma gets her hands on her. Ma does not 
take kindly to her daughter being threatened,” said 
Susan. “I trust that you have taken appropriate 
measures to protect her?” 
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Mr Humphries nodded. “Stacks will have a 
security blanket around the Downs in the morning 
and the riders are going to wear body armor,” he told 
Ms Lawton. “Ellen and Suzy are going to ride point 
and I’ll be supporting Stacks.” 

“I’d like to offer my services,” said the former 
Grand Dame of the unit. “I take this very personally.” 

“Your assistance would be appreciated,” said 
the Grand Master. 

“Good that’s settled then,” said Ms Lawton. “I 
packed an over-night bag so I will stay over if you can 
find a spare bed.” 

“I’ll make the arrangements,” agreed Mr 
Humphries. 

“So I suppose that means you’ll extend me an 
invitation to the infamous Saturday night feast?” Ms 
Lawton asked with a twinkle in her eye.  

 
The guests gaped. Earlier in the day they had 

seen Ms Lawton arriving at the facility dressed in her 
crisp formal military whites. However, when she 
arrived at the Great Hall, arm-in-arm with Deborah, 
she had changed into a dark gymslip, white blouse 
and the Woody blazer and tie. 

 
Debs had been astonished when Ms Lawton 

had dropped by her study and asked if she could 
borrow a spare set of clobber. 

“We’re about the same size,” Susan explained, 
“and I’ll look out of place at the party dressed like 
this.” 

“Actually I think you look rather smart, 
Ma’am,” said Deborah admiringly. 



89 
 

 

 

Susan Lawton smiled. “That’s sweet of you, but 
I think everybody would feel more comfortable if I 
blended in. And by the way, how many times have I 
told you, you don’t need to address me as Ma’am? 
You can call me Susan.” 

“Yes Ma’am,” laughed Debs. “I’ll have Derby 
bring you everything you need. She’ll attend to you.” 

“I don’t think I really need to be attended to,” 
smiled Ms Lawton. 

“Susan, I can assure you being attended to by 
Lady Derby is not an experience you would wish to 
forego.” 

 
 



 

 

23 

 
A Recurring Theme 

  
 
Major Susan Lawton inspected herself in the 

mirror. Deborah had been quite correct; being 
attended to by Lady Derby Huntington was like 
having a personal valet. Derby had drawn a bubble-
bath, poured her a perfectly mixed gin and tonic and, 
later, had blow-dried her hair for her. 

Derby had helped her dress, brushing her 
clobber down and making sure that the knot of her 
red and black striped tie was perfectly symmetrical. 

 
“Your Ladyship is a marvelous creature,” Susan 

Lawton told Debs. 
“I told you she’d look after you Ma’am, um … 

Susan,” said Debs. “Well you’re certainly going to 
make an entrance.” 

 
Susan Lawton looked around the hall with 

genuine affection. She had been surprised to find that 
the guests assembled for the feast included a 
representation from the Brass. Predictably, they were 
the more minx-friendly Dames who Patty had branded 
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the Liberal Left. Dotty Hammell, Pauline Gascoigne, 
Jane Lummell, Stephanie Powell and Angela Sills 
seemed quite comfortable to be dressed in clobber as 
they circulated amongst the inmates.  

Even more surprisingly she spotted Phyllis 
MacAllister entering the hall. The Dyke had 
accessorized her more conventional clobber with a 
monocle, top hat and spats. Phyllis MacAllister was an 
independent cove and had never aligned herself with 
either of the warring factions of the Brass on the right 
or left. She was an awesome lecturer, despite her 
unfathomable brogue, and a staunch disciplinarian. 
The Dyke beamed as Michelle Morgan hurried over 
and handed her a large tumbler filled with Famous 
Grouse. Ms Lawton couldn’t help noticing how at 
home Phyllis looked in her unlikely surroundings. 

 
Debs brought Ms Lawton a flute filled with pink 

champagne. 
“Thank you,” said the former Grand Dame, 

“but you don’t need to serve on me, Deborah. I’m 
sure you’d prefer to be gabbing with your chums,” 
but she was smiling and Deborah realized that she 
was just teasing. 

“Oh my,” said Ms Lawton, “here comes 
Tatyana. How are you finding the Maestra?” 

“She’s a fabulous musician, she’s helping me 
learn to play my saxophone,” said Debs, “and she 
whops very hard.” 

“She caned you?” asked Ms Lawton. 
“Well she bent me over the piano stool and 

beat me with a violin bow,” said Debs. “Twice 
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actually, and it was most disagreeable on both 
occasions.” 

“Oh well,” said Susan Lawton cheerily. “You 
never did have much luck with the violin bow did you, 
my dear?” 

Debs blushed slightly. “Nicola Jane says that 
I’m just one of those people that whenever people 
meet me it occurs to them that I would benefit from a 
damn good spanking or a dose of the cane,” said 
Deborah rather glumly. 

Ms Lawton cut her eyes at Debs. “Well I’d say 
that is a rather accurate assessment,” she said slowly, 
“but if it’s any consolation Patricia Hodge used to say 
the same thing about me back in the day.” 

Debs looked at the former Grand Dame 
curiously. 

 
Tatyana limped over, supported by a tall 

ornately carved staff. She was dressed in red and 
black striped blazer and a gymslip. She wore thigh 
length black leg warmers. Major Lawton suspected 
they were to hide the scars that Tatyana had incurred 
during an assassination attempt when she had been a 
field operative of the KGB. 

“Hallo Susan,” beamed the Russian. “It is so 
nice to greet you again in person.” 

The two old chums hugged and kissed each 
others on the cheeks. 

“Deborah was just telling me that you have 
settled in,” smiled Susan. “She tells me that you whop 
very hard.” 

Tatyana put her arm around Deborah’s 
shoulders. “I shall take that as a compliment,” she 



93 
 

 

 

said. “I understand Miss Morton is something of an 
expert in such matters.” 

Deborah grimaced. “Not out of choice, I can 
assure you,” she responded. 

Tatyana Kerimov smiled at Debs in a friendly 
manner. “It is unfortunate Deborah, but I think that 
you are one of those people that whenever people 
meet you it occurs to them that you would benefit 
from a damn good spanking or a dose of the cane.” 

“Oh good grief,” groaned Deborah. “This is 
becoming a recurring theme.” 

 
 
 



 

 

24 

 
A Fine Night of Spanking 

 
  
Susan Lawton mingled amongst the guests 

during the intermission. It amused her that she knew 
many of the gals just as well from the rear as the 
front. The select group of inmates that were invited 
to the feasts was comprised of the facilities most 
prolific mega-minxes and any of them who had been 
serving sentences during her tenure had experienced 
many encounters with her cane. 

Nonetheless, the inmates greeted her warmly 
and several of them teased her about the short length 
of her skirt. Although she had roughly the same bust 
and waist measurements as Deborah she was several 
inches taller and the borrowed gymslip barely covered 
her bumbags. She took the joshing in good part. 

 
The inmates jostled in the bathroom to fix their 

make-up and check their clobber before returning to 
the long dinner table for the after-dinner 
entertainments. Their belly’s had been filled with 
delicious racks of mint-infused lamb and a medley of 
grilled vegetables. Michelle Morgan, Lady Derby and 
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Frankie Reese replenished their glasses with a 
delightful Miraflores 2005 Syrah made from grapes 
grown at 2,600 feet in the Sierra Nevada. The 
inmates returned to their seats and waited for the 
entertainments to begin. 

 
In some less illuminated strata’s of society the 

notion of being gratuitously spanked for the 
entertainment of one’s fellow diners might have 
seemed a little queer, but for the regular guests at 
the feasts the Saturday night spankings had become 
a ritual. 

The evening’s line-up featured Cathryn Cassidy 
spanking her great chum Patsy Butcher with a wood 
backed hairbrush, Ronnie Bond giving her twin sister 
Reggie six of the best with a whippy ashplant, and Ali 
Stone going over Lady Victoria’s knee for a dose of 
the tawse. 

Although the Saturday night spankings were 
generally delivered in an atmosphere of cheery 
bonhomie and with considerable less severity than 
formal punishments the three recipients were 
enthusiastic participants in the after dinner dancing as 
they wiggled and jiggled their butts in attempts to 
reduce the smarting. 

 
The Saturday night spankings were not limited 

to the Great Hall. Nicola Jane Nixon, Penny Anne 
Evans and Suzy Scott slipped away to the stables 
where they tickled each other’s rear ends with 
braided leather riding crops. 
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Spanky Botts, Christy Cranfield and Lady Derby 
waited outside the library anticipating the arrival of 
Debs and her senior cane. 

Ellen Millar changed out of her clobber and put 
on her old police uniform before going over Stacks 
Monroe’s knee for a damn good spanking. 

Before they turned in for the night Jojo took a 
trip over the Grand Masters lap and had her silk 
pajama covered seat warmed up with a George W 
tawse. 

 
Jojo lay with her head on Mr Humphries 

shoulder. 
“Are you sure you want to go through with it?” 

her fiancé asked her. 
“We’re all agreed. We took a vote and it was 

unanimous. We’ll be out on the Downs in the 
morning,” Jojo said firmly.  

 
Former Police Sergeant Ellen Millar unfastened 

the silver buttons of her tunic.  
“I’ll be riding point and Suzy is going to guard 

the rear,” she told her lover. 
“I’ll have sixteen men out on the Downs,” said 

Stacks. “If there is a single Yoof out there tomorrow 
he’ll wish he had kept his sorry arse in bed.” 

“You’re a sweet old gangster really,” smiled 
Ellen. 

“You and Bernadette are going to be out 
there,” growled Stacks, “I have a vested interest in 
smoking out any fucking yahoo’s out on a lark.” 
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Major Susan Lawton opened her overnight bag. 
She took out a leather shoulder holster that contained 
an M9 9mm Parabellum Beretta. She laid the holster 
out along with a black turtle-neck sweater, black 
cargo pants and a pair of combat boots. 

The warmth of her reception had made her 
recall the genuine affection she felt for the inmates of 
the Back to School unit. It was many years since she 
had been an active field operative but she maintained 
her training and certification. She was damned if she 
was going to let any harm come to her gals. 

 
 



 

 

25 

 
10-Golden Rules of Assassination 

  
 
“You’re quite certain that you want to go 

through with this?” asked the Grand Master for the 
final time. 

The members of the National Championship 
equestrian team nodded in unison. 

“Ms Lummell?” he asked the coach. 
Jane Lummell nodded firmly. 
“Ok then, let’s go,” said the Grand Master and 

opened the gates with a remote control. 
Nine riders galloped their horses through the 

gates and out into the morning dew. 
 
Lord Rufus Lewis watched the gates through 

Celestron 20x80 SkyMaster giant binoculars. Ellen 
Millar led the riders. Claire Brooks was in the center of 
the group riding behind Nicola Jane Nixon and in front 
of Joanna Heyworth. He recognized Penny Ann, 
Bernadette Summers, Jane Lummell and Suzy Scott, 
who was bringing up the rear. It was several hundred 
yards before they reached the cover of the copse of 
trees. 
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He watched as a dark-windowed SUV pulled 
out of the gates and turned out onto a country road. 
He swept the glasses around the surrounding area. It 
all looked quiet. 

“You see anything?” he asked into the walkie-
talkie. 

“They’re not in sight yet,” came the reply, “but 
I’m in a good position. I’ll be ready when the ride 
passes.” 

Rufus looked at his watch. It would be at least 
another ten minutes before the riders approached the 
clearing that he had selected for the ambush. He put 
the car in reverse and turned it around. It was time to 
put considerable distance between him and the 
facility. 

 
Major Susan Lawton moved fast, she was 

crouched into a low stance; she was wearing all black 
and had covered her fair hair with a black knit ski 
balaclava. The previous night, when the lights of the 
facility had finally been extinguished, she had used a 
skeleton key to let herself out of the orchard gate. 
Under the cover of darkness she made her way to the 
copse and tried to remember the ten golden rules of 
assassination. 

 
The riders knew the course well. It featured six 

miles of varying terrain with dozens of jumps 
including several water hazards. Despite being 
conscious of the imminent danger lurking at every 
twist and turn of the route they rode hard. They all 
wore bullet-proof vests under their hacking jackets. 
They knew that they had to put their faith in Stacks 
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Monroe and the team he had mobilized to protect 
them.  

 
Stacks and the Grand Master waited anxiously 

in the SUV. Stacks had a sawn-off shotgun across his 
knees. The crew on the ground was maintaining radio 
silence as they circled the Downs in search of 
assassins. 

 
Rufus had travelled several miles at high-speed 

when his walkie-talkie crackled. 
“Some be-yotch just shoved a gun in my ear,” 

groaned his hired assassin. “She says she wants to 
talk with you.” 

 
Susan Lawton smiled to herself. Her years of 

training in Military Intelligence had served her well. 
Hidden from sight of the bridle-path, behind a low 
stone wall a man in a Burberry and camouflage 
trousers was assembling a snipers rifle. 

Susan unholstered her firearm and carefully 
began to circle behind him. She considered radioing in 
and bringing in reinforcements but changed her mind. 
She took a deep breath and came out from behind a 
tree. 

“Drop you weapon and get down on your 
knees,” she said with clinical authority. “I’m going to 
count to three and if you haven’t complied I assure 
you I will blow what you pass off for brains all over 
these woods.” She stepped forward. “One … two …” 

The gunman set the half assembled gun to one 
side and dropped to his knees. Susan stepped in close 
and stuck the muzzle of the pistol in his ear. 
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“Call your boss,” she ordered. 
Rufus threw the walkie-talkie out of the 

window of the car and put his foot down on the 
accelerator. He was not altogether surprised that his 
hired assassin had been discovered, but he was not 
overly disturbed. As far as he was concerned all that 
had transpired was that the bounty on Claire Brooks 
arse had just gone up by several zeros. He yawned 
and headed home to his mansion. It was time for a 
nap. 

 
“Guess what I’ve found,” Ms Lawton said into 

her radio. “We have a Yoof out on a lark,” and gave 
the coordinates of her position. 

 
 



 

 

26 

 
Capable Hands 

  
 
The would-be assassin was not having a good 

time of it. Initially he had been obstinate and 
belligerent, refusing to answer Susan’s questions 
regarding whether he was working alone. 

By the time Stacks and the Grand Master 
arrived, she had secured the Yoofs wrists behind his 
back with military handcuffs. 

Stacks came out of the SUV with a sawn-off 
shotgun in one-hand and a battery operated power 
drill in the other. 

“We need to know whether you’re working 
alone,” Susan repeated. 

“Fuck you,” said the Yoof. 
“No son, correction, you’re fucked,” growled 

Stacks. “Have you ever had holes drilled in your feet? 
I’ve seen it a time or two and it’s always messy.” He 
handed the Grand Master the shot-gun and switched 
on the drill menacingly. He approached the Yoof. 
“Now answer Ms Lawton’s questions or else we can 
take off those shoes and see how much pain you can 
tolerate.” 
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The paid assassin glared at Stacks. He was not 
the standard Yoof; there were no indication of 
tattoo’s or body-piercings. He wore an expensive 
Burberry and his hair was neatly cut. He spoke in a 
clipped and educated voice despite his foul-mouthed 
incantations. 

“I need to know if there is anyone else out on 
the Downs,” said Susan Lawton. 

“How the fuck would I know?” retorted the 
prisoner. 

Stacks scowled. “Take off his shoes,” he told 
Ms Lawton, “and son, if you kick my friend here I’ll 
drill you a new arsesole just for shits and giggles.” 

“I don’t know anything,” spat the Yoof. “I just 
get a call and go about my business.” 

Stacks grabbed him by the hair. “I’ve got news 
for you son; I’m putting you out of business.” 

A second SUV containing Mickey the Purveyor 
pulled up. Mickey and several hard-bodied men 
climbed out. 

Mickey walked over and yanked the Yoof to his 
feet and nutted him, causing considerable quantities 
of claret to flow from what had seconds earlier been a 
somewhat regal nose. Mickey kneed the Yoof in the 
bollocks causing him to buckle in two. 

“You planning on shooting my good friend 
Claire?” asked Mickey. 

The incapacitated Yoof spluttered something 
incomprehensible, so Mickey slapped him around the 
head a few times. He nodded at his associates.  

“Hog-tie him and put him in the truck,” he told 
them. He picked up a walkie-talkie. “We’ve got one,” 
he told his men, “but don’t let your guard down until 
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they’re all safely back in the compound. If you see a 
Yoof as much as twitch, shoot the fucker, we’ve got 
all we need.”  

Susan Lawton looked over at the Grand Master 
and Stacks. “Maybe we should inform the 
authorities?” she said. 

The Grand Master shrugged. “He’s in capable 
hands for now.” 

Ms Lawton raised an eyebrow, but eventually 
she just shrugged too. “Very capable I should 
imagine,” she said finally. “Now let’s go and make 
sure there’s no more unpleasantness.” She 
shouldered her pistol and strode across to the SUV. 

 
The riders cantered back into the safety of the 

walled compound, the heavy gates clanging shut 
behind them.  

“Well now that we know Malicious is really 
serious we’ll need to brief the Minister,” said Mr 
Humphries. 

Susan Lawton nodded. “Will Mr Monroe leave 
you some security?” 

The Grand Master nodded. “Stacks will never 
let them hurt a hair on Bernadette or Ellen’s heads. I 
have the feeling Stacks is ready for war.” 

Ms Lawton nodded. “I’d like to keep that room 
that you were so kind to loan me, I think my 
investigations might require me to spend some time 
at the facility.” 

“You’ll be very welcome, your actions today 
were magnificent, if not a little reckless,” smiled Mr 
Humphries. “You should have waited for back-up.” 
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Ms Lawton shrugged. “It wasn’t my first 
rodeo,” she said calmly. 

“I know that Susan, remember I’ve read your 
jacket,” smiled the Grand Master. 

Ms Lawton giggled. “So cane me,” she said 
cheerily. 

The Grand Master smiled. “I think we could let 
you off with a reprimand on this occasion, Major,” he 
said. “Perhaps we should repair to the cafeteria, I’m 
sure that there are many gals who would like to thank 
you for your heroics.” 

“I may no longer be the Grand Dame here,” 
smiled Ms Lawton, “but they are still my gals and I’m 
with Stacks, I’ll be damned if I’ll let Malicious harm a 
hair on any one of their heads.” 

Mr Humphries nodded and offered the Major 
his arm. 
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Diaries of Delinquency 

  
 
With the current Yoof scare temporarily under 

control the Grand Master announced a loose tie and 
minimum whops amnesty for the remainder of the 
day. Cassie Cassy and Dotty Hammell set up brunch 
in the cafeteria to celebrate the rider’s safe return. 

Debs chinked a glass filled with ice cold 
bubbles with Nixdown. “Are we still on for tonight?” 
she asked tentatively. 

“Oh yes, Miss Morton,” smiled Nix lasciviously. 
“I’m going to spank your arse so hard tonight that 
you’ll never forget it.” 

“Oh my,” said Deborah and retired to the 
privacy of her study. 

 
Lady Derby laid out a gymslip and sash, white 

blouse, red and black striped tie, and matching blazer 
on Deborah’s bed. 

“Why are you doing this Ma’am,” she asked 
curiously. 

“I’m not sure I know the answer to that,” 
replied Debs as she rubbed her wet hair with a towel. 
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“I thought you hated getting whopped,” said 
Derby. 

“I thought so too,” said Deborah, “I mean 
what’s to like about whops?” 

Derby giggled. “Well lots actually, it just 
depends on your perspective.” 

Debs cocked her head. “Perhaps that’s what 
I’m trying to do then, understand my perspective.” 

“Good luck with that, Ma’am,” smiled Lady 
Derby. “Now sit down and let me dry your hair.” 

 
At eight-thirty Debs asked Derby to stand 

down so she could finish her preparations in private. 
After her grubby had left she hung a ‘Do not disturb’ 
sign on her door and went and stood in the corner 
with her hands on her head, which she considered to 
be an appropriate pose to help her prepare for the 
upcoming experiment. It was a pose that she had 
become all too familiar with as the first signs of her 
behavioral decline had begun to emerge.  

 
Debs had spent a solitary afternoon looking for 

clues to her perspective with regards to being 
whopped.  

When she returned to her study she had gone 
to her closet, dragged out a trunk and set it down 
beside her armchair. She had unfastened the top 
button of her blouse, loosened her tie and kicked off 
her shoes.  

The chest contained almost two decades of her 
personal journals. 

She opened the leather bound diaries one-by-
one and flicked through the pages randomly. From an 
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early age she had been a voracious writer and before 
turning in each evening she had diligently chronicled 
her day’s activities in her neat hand-writing. 

 
On her blog Deborah had once commented 

that ‘trouble has always followed me around like a 
bad case of flatulence’. The neatly scripted entries 
offered considerable evidence to support that claim. 

Her earliest diaries were neatly formatted and 
organized into sections such as school, tennis, music 
and her social life. She maintained lists of the many 
gold stars that she was awarded for her homework 
and recorded her rise as precocious tennis player and 
prodigious musician. 

During her early years at preparatory school 
she occasionally remarked upon being scolded or put 
in time-out for petty misdemeanors or indiscretions. 
However, during her final year a pattern of 
deteriorating behavior began to emerge. 

With increasing frequency she lamented that 
she was, ‘sent to stand in the corner-AGAIN!!!’ She 
meticulously recorded the length of her regular time-
outs which ranged from fifteen minutes to an hour or 
more. 

She wrote little billet doux’s encouraging 
herself to improve her behavior but there was little 
evidence of any success in this program. Towards the 
end of the year it was no longer a case of whether 
she would be sent to the sin bin each day, just a 
matter of when, and for how long. 

On several occasions she was dispatched to 
the Headmistress to be scolded. On one occasion she 
writes, ‘Was sent up to see the old girl this afternoon. 
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She told me I deserved to be spanked. I wish she had 
spanked me instead of making me stay behind after 
school and write a hundred lines. I missed my music 
lesson’. 

On another occasion she recorded that, ‘the 
old girl called me the naughtiest girl in the school, so 
I suppose that makes it official.’ 

 
 



 

 

28 

 
The Queensgate Diaries 

  
 
Debs stared at the wall. Her heart was 

pounding and her mouth was becoming dry. All 
afternoon she had pored over the diaries that 
recorded her decline into delinquency.  

They contained a mixture of recordings, 
musings and observations. Despite her endless 
scoldings at preparatory school and the tedium of 
ending every day standing in the corner she had 
excelled academically and won a scholarship to the 
prestigious Queensgate Academy. 

There was no question that she was a very, 
very naughty girl. The academy enjoyed a reputation 
for tough discipline and when Ma Morton’s own alma 
mater, the original Woody School had closed down, 
she had chosen Queensgate where she had predicted 
they ‘would beat some sense’ into her daughter. 

 
Deborah was in trouble as soon as she arrived 

and within a week of her enrollment she was ‘put on 
the menu’ and dispatched to explain herself before 
the august disciplinary body known as the Posh. She 
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described the experience as ‘scary’ but gloated that 
she had managed to achieve a not guilty verdict. 

Deborah was aware that the stakes were much 
higher at Queensgate. She had been assigned to grub 
for Vanessa Feldman, the President of Posh. Nessie, 
as Debs, called her kept her collection of canes in a 
presentation cabinet in her study and one of Debs 
tasks was to polish them. She occasionally swished 
them through the air and tried to imagine what it 
would like to be beaten with one of them. 

 
Ironically Deborah’s first mention of a caning 

did not relate to her. Although she had been put on 
the menu half a dozen times she was already showing 
her skill for advocacy and escaped even minor 
punishments such as lines, detentions, or being 
assigned to community work parties through her 
artful defenses. 

Midway through her first term at Queensgate 
she recorded, ‘Poor Penelope got the cane this 
evening. When she came back to the dorm she was a 
bit teary eyed. We asked her if it had hurt terribly. 
She tried to put on a brave face and said that it had 
stung a lot. She showed us her stripes that looked 
very painful. I suspect that I’ll find out what it feels 
like one of these days if I don’t start to behave 
myself.’ 

 
Behaving herself did not prove to be Deborah’s 

long suit and her diaries meticulously record the 
hundreds of appearances she made in front of the 
Posh. She wrote exuberantly about her many 
successes in presenting defenses that created enough 
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reasonable doubt amongst the prefectorial body to 
cause them to return not guilty verdicts and for Debs 
to escape any punishment whatsoever. By contrast 
she laments her failures and lambasts herself for her 
failures to bamboozle the Posh with her silver-
tongued defenses. 

Over a period of four years she faced the Posh 
over two hundred and fifty times and successfully 
defended herself at eighty-five percent of her 
appearances. Unfortunatley on the remaining 
occasions her bold strategy of refusing to plead guilty 
or accept plea bargains resulted in her being 
guaranteed to be caned.  

Every beating was described in graphic detail 
and from an early age she began to grade the 
punishments in terms of artistic quality, technical 
content and the heat factor. 

 
Surprisingly, her writing was upbeat and witty. 

She showed no signs of resentment towards the 
Dames that put her on the menu or the Presidents of 
Posh who were responsible for delivering the record 
number of beatings she received. 

She was bosom buddies with Christy Cranfield 
and they seemed obsessed by whops. Deborah gives 
numerous accounts of how they would help each 
other prepare their defenses, even when they were as 
guilty as sin and describes how they celebrated their 
victories or comforted each other when they had 
been popped. 

It was not until her fifth year at the school the 
diaries showed a tone of bitterness. In many ways it 
was a sensational year for Debs. She won both the 
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national under-eighteen singles and doubles trophies, 
continued to play clarinet in the National Youth 
Orchestra, her book ‘Waiting to be beheaded’ had 
been published and received pleasing reviews, and 
she had become the youngest person to be accepted 
at Camford for a non-scientific degree. However, her 
behavior had deteriorated so intolerably that she was 
placed in a special disciplinary program. 

Under the terms of the program if she received 
three disciplinary cautions during the week she was 
given a mandatory beating on Friday evening. She 
bitterly resented that she was denied the right to 
defend herself and believed that on the majority of 
occasions she would have been able to create enough 
reasonable doubt to escape Scot-free. Instead every 
Friday evening throughout the school year she was 
obliged to bend over for the cane. 

The thirty-nine beatings she received during 
her fifth year at Queensgate contributed to her 
unenviable record of being the most caned student in 
national history. 
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A Meeting with Destiny 

  
 
Deborah continued to stare at the wall. For a 

decade and a half her life had been dominated by 
whops and trouble. Her backside had been beaten 
with a wide array of artillery ranging from the 
Queensgate Ceremonial Popping Stick to more 
recently the back of her mother’s hairbrush. 

Until recently it had never occurred to her that 
she might have purposefully embarked upon a life of 
delinquency and received some lascivious satisfaction 
from being caught and punished. It was all terribly 
confusing. 

 
Deborah looked at her watch. She had been 

facing the wall for twenty minutes. She turned around 
and went over to the bed and picked up the striped 
blazer that Derby had brushed down and laid out. She 
shrugged it on and crossed to the mirror. 

Before she had left Derby had complimented 
her, telling her she looked fabulous. Debs had 
laughed and told her grubby, “it’s only because of 
you, left to my own devices I’d look like a hobo.” 
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“Not a hobo Ma’am,” Derby had smiled, “you 
just favored a certain boho chic.” 

Deborah had never considered herself 
beautiful. She had always worried about her weight 
and was by her own description well-rounded. She 
had never worried too much about fashion. When she 
was one of the most photographed women in the 
world she was invariably snapped dressed in an 
oversized leather bomber jacket, jeans and her 
trademark cowboy boots. She always hid behind dark 
glasses with her hair pulled back into pony-tail and 
her face shadowed by the peak of a baseball cap. 

Recently she had grown less self-conscious. 
The diet that Rosemary had prescribed and the kick-
boxing regime that she practiced with Suzy Scott had 
toned her body and she looked lithe and athletic. She 
had fashioned her hair into a loose shag and wore it 
so it fell to her shoulders. The soft curls framed her 
face and made her strong features appear soft and 
appealing. 

Deborah had always been amongst the most 
clobber-challenged members of the Woody 
community but Nixdown had coerced her into 
performing a complete clobber makeover. She now 
sported a silk shirt and tie, her gymslip was perfectly 
tailored and her blazer cut from an exotic mohair and 
silk mix. 

Debs looked at herself with some satisfaction. 
In a world obsessed by the clobber zeitgeist she could 
easily have passed as a fashion model. 

She crossed to the door and stepped out onto 
the landing. 
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Debs hurried across the quadrangle. Her 
appearance attracted a few curious glances but she 
just smiled and hurried onwards. 

Over the past decade and a half she had been 
required to report to numerous locations for the sole 
purpose of having her bottom beaten. As she 
approached the stables she felt the familiar rush of 
nervous adrenalin mounting. Her tummy was 
performing cart-wheels. 

When she reached the door of the stable she 
came to a halt. She took several deep breaths and 
licked her dry lips. She gathered herself and pushed 
open the door of the stable and with as much 
confidence as she could muster she stepped inside. 

 
It took Deborah’s eyes a few seconds to 

acclimate to the shadowy candle-lit atmosphere. 
Across the stable Nixdown, Penny Ann and Suzy were 
reclining on bales of hay. As Deborah entered Nicola 
Jane stood up and crossed to meet her. 

Deborah came to a halt and arranged her body 
into a stiff attention. 

“I’m here to be thrashed, Ma’am,” she told 
Nixdown. 
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