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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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In the Name of Charity 

 
 
Spanky Botts and Christy Cranfield greeted 

Joanna Heyworth enthusiastically at the doors of Café 
Woodys. Jojo had been given dispensation to come 
up to the Smoke to discuss the production of Whops 
and Clobber with the theatrical impresario, 
Maximillian Heurst. 

Once her business was completed Jojo had 
arranged to meet Lady Victoria Brompton and Cat 
Cassidy at the café. 

 
Christy chaperoned Jojo to the VIP table where 

her chums were waiting. A bottle of Dom Perignon 
was open in an ice bucket. Jojo helped herself to a 
glass. 

The café was chock-a-bloc with clobber clad 
Woodettes. Jojo knew many of the members from 
previous excursions to the café and communicated 
with some of them regularly in the chat-rooms on the 
www.woodettes.com web-site. 

 

http://www.woodettes.com/�
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Cat and Vix were Old Gals at the Woody Back 
to School unit, studying for their degrees on-line in 
the privacy of the compound. On Wednesdays and 
Thursdays the two chums came up to the Smoke 
where they worked as interns. 

 
Jojo grinned to herself as she watched the 

proceedings in the exclusive club. The guests all 
sported neck-ties, which had a particular significance. 
Gals who wished to participate in the evenings 
activities wore red and black striped ties and were 
known as ‘Stripies’. The remaining guests who had 
merely dropped by for a drink and a natter wore block 
red ties. 

Every fifteen minutes a tombola was spun and 
the name of a stripie drawn out. The unfortunate 
recipient would be shown a red-card by Christy and 
dispatched to perform nose and toes at the foot of a 
stairwell. After fifteen minutes she would be required 
to repair to one of the three discipline salons where 
she would be soundly beaten. 

 
Jojo sipped her champagne. She looked at her 

watch apprehensively. She wondered about her 
sanity. When Spanky had learned that Jojo was 
gracing them with her presence she had immediately 
seen an opportunity. The proceeds of the café went 
to the Spanky Botts Foundation and she suggested to 
Joanna that the paying punters would part with some 
serious squids to see Jojo get the cane in the name of 
charity. 

Jojo had nothing in principle against the 
suggestion. She held the Back to School unit’s record 
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for being publicly flogged. Nonetheless, as the 
witching hour approached she was beginning to 
wonder that she might have been squiffy when she 
had agreed to the proposition. Miss Botts generally 
liked to conduct negotiations over copious glasses of 
bubbles. 

 
Cat looked at her watch. She stood up and 

pulled on her blazer. 
“I’ll be back shortly,” she told her chums and 

headed towards the stairwell where a stripie was 
positioned with her hands on her head and her nose 
pressed to the wall. 

Cat cut an impressive figure as she sashayed 
through the bar. Although she was not particularly tall 
her legs seemed to be endless. She wore a gymslip 
that barely covered her bumbags, dark silk stockings 
that were held up by a garter belt. She exuded poise 
and self-assurance. 

Cathryn approached the Woodette standing at 
the bottom of the stairs and they shared a brief 
exchange. The gal lowered her arms and set-off up 
the steps with Cat right behind her. 

 
The three discipline salons were located on the 

third floor of the building. They had been outfitted by 
Jojo to simulate the Grand Masters office, one of the 
lecture rooms from Woodys, and the austere and 
forbidding punishment room in the east wing of the 
Woody compound. 

Cat opened the door to the lecture room and 
instructed the Woodette to step inside. 
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The room was furnished with several desks 
with slanted lids. Cathryn closed the door behind 
them. The Woodette stood to attention, hands by her 
sides, legs together and her eyes fixed forwards. 

Cathryn stood before her. “Don’t I know you?” 
she asked curiously. 

The Woodette nodded. “I was at Dartington 
Manor when you were there, but I was a few years 
below you. I was in the same class as your sister 
Cassie.” 

Cat grinned. “Shaz Morrison? I remember now, 
didn’t you and Cassie have some competitive caning 
thing going on?” 

Shaz nodded. “Not much of a competition 
really. Cassie was in a class of her own. But it’s 
always been my thing if you know what I mean” 

Cathryn chuckled. “Well sis has always been 
rather competitive when it comes to whops. So what 
are we going to do with you today, Miss Morrison?” 
she asked. 

“Well, beat me I rather suspect,” replied Shaz. 
Cathryn nodded. “Yes, I rather suspect I shall.” 
Very purposefully Cat unfastened the top 

button of her red and blacked striped blazer. She 
crossed to a coat stand and hung it on a hanger. 

She slowly unfastened the cuff buttons of her 
white blouse and folded them back. She did not need 
to open her collar or loosen her tie; Cat Cassidy 
always wore her tie at half-mast. 

She crossed the room and took down a thirty-
six inch crook-handled rattan cane from a hook. 

“I’m going to need you to remove your blazer 
and bend over the desk,” she said. 
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“Yes, Ma’am,” said Shaz Morrison. 
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Shaz Morrison 

 
 
Cat Cassidy watched Shaz as she folded her 

blazer and set it aside. She showed no signs of nerves 
as she approached the desk and slithered her chest 
across the varnished top. 

Cathryn flexed the cane between her hands. 
Nearly every Wednesday she visited the café and was 
in great demand to dispense discipline to the Stripies. 
Christy always gave her a heads-up regarding the 
level of experience of the recipient. Not surprisingly 
Shaz had been designated as a veteran of corporal 
punishment and her profile in her members file stated 
that she liked to be beaten very hard. 

At the school they had attended Patricia Hodge 
had performed the role of Mistress of Discipline and 
had thrashed the pupils with her vicious wye-tipped 
canes. Cat Cassidy had no doubt that Shaz Morrison 
was more than adequately equipped to absorb six of 
the very best. 

 
Cat tapped the cane down three times to get 

her measure. Shaz’s buttocks twitched a little but 
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then she settled down. She had bent all the way over 
the desk and was gripping the legs on the far side. 
Her gossamer covered backside was sitting up proud. 

Cat pulled the cane back about eighteen inches 
and then sliced it through the air with an ominous 
whistle. The cane sliced across the apex of Shaz’s 
rear end with a resounding thwack. Shaz Morrison 
didn’t move. 

 
While serving as a member of the Woody Elite 

Cat had been called upon to discipline numerous 
errant inmates. She had gained a reputation for being 
able to repeatedly land the shaft of the cane in the 
safe area known as the sweet spot. Her skills were 
greatly appreciated by the Woody gals, who knew the 
unpleasant effects of wraparounds, and low or high 
riders. 

 
Cathryn left the standard thirty-second interval 

between strokes so that Shaz would fully experience 
the effects of each whop as they cycled through her 
system. 

Shaz Morrison was something of a waif-like 
individual and didn’t have much of a bum. Cat 
vaguely remembered that she had been a successful 
model when waifdom had been in vogue.  

 
Cat swung the cane with a deceptively leisurely 

action, but like most experts she knew that the final 
flick of her wrist would add considerable momentum 
and that the shaft would be moving at Mach One 
when it made its arrival. 
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After three strokes Shaz began to wriggle and 
squirm a little as the heat began to accumulate. The 
fourth was a cracker and raised her heels out of the 
backs of her shoes. Cat waited thirty seconds and 
then added a fifth stripe to the collection. She shifted 
position slightly and prepared to deliver the closer. 

 
Shaz Morrison gritted her teeth. Cat had 

beaten her with meticulous consistency but she 
suspected that the hottest whop was still to come. 
She felt the adrenalin surging through her body. She 
was both terrified and excited at the same time, it 
was an exhilarating feeling. She heard the cane 
slicing through the air. 

 
Cat rolled down her cuffs and fastened them. 

She replaced her blazer and fastened the top button. 
Shaz had returned to the vertical and was awaiting 
further instructions. Cat told her to put her blazer 
back on and to collect her punishment record book. 

Like the inmates at Woodys, the Stripies were 
required to carry the small books in the breast 
pockets of their blazers at all times. 

Cat thumbed through the pages. Shaz was a 
busy gal and was obviously a regular at the club. Cat 
wondered why she had never seen her before but 
noticed that she generally visited the Café on 
Monday’s and Tuesdays. Cat noted the punishment in 
her neat hand and handed the book back. 

“So how was it?” she asked. 
“You’re good, Ma’am,” said Shaz. “The closer 

was killer. I’m sure I’ll still be sizzling nicely in the 
morning when I go to work.” 
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“What do you do for a sov?” asked Cat. 
“Not too much really. I modeled for a while but 

the bottom kind of fell out of that. I’m doing temp 
work mostly,” said Shaz. “Pretty mundane but it 
doesn’t really matter. It looks like I’ll be joining you at 
Woody’s next year.” 

“How so?” asked Cathryn. 
“I did a spell at the Ripley unit on a plea 

bargain,” Shaz responded, “and I’m on probation. I 
got busted by the System at a Ladette rave a few 
weeks ago so I’m due in front of a hearing next week. 
My lawyers say I’ll almost definitely get sent to the 
Big House.” 

“Sorry to hear that,” said Cat sympathetically, 
“but it’s not so bad. We’ll look after you.” 

Shaz grinned. “I hated Ripley; I should have 
taken Woodys when I had the chance. Sounds like a 
lot of fun; especially when you take my special needs 
into consideration.” 

Cat laughed. “Well if its whops you’re looking 
for you’re going to the right place.” She slipped her 
arm in Shaz’s. “Come on I’ll take you down to meet 
some of the gang.” 

Shaz Morrison beamed. 
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Whops and Charity 
 
 

Jojo emptied her glass and stood up. It was 
ten-thirty and it was her time to embark upon her 
charitable duties. 

Vix and Cat gave her hugs and promised that 
they would have another bottle waiting when she had 
completed her benevolent mission. Jojo sighed and 
straightened her tie. 

“You look fantastic,” grinned Cat. 
“Bottoms up, sis,” toasted Vix. 
“Very funny,” giggled Jojo. 
 
The bar and restaurant areas had been put 

under strict no goofing, gabbing, larking or pranking 
protocols. Christy Cranfield had warned the guests 
that any contraventions would be treated with zero-
tolerance and would be dealt with by a mandatory six 
of the best. 

 
Jojo climbed the steps of the stage. Christy 

followed her carrying a long slender cane tucked 
under her arm. 
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In the center of the stage a large over-stuffed 
leather armchair had been placed under a spotlight. 

Jojo found a suitable spot and turned to face 
the audience. She felt eerily calm as she stared out 
into the darkness. Christy approached her. Jojo pulled 
herself to a stiff attention. 

As usual Christy was dressed in the ornate 
ankle-length Posh coat that she had worn when she 
was the President of Posh at the notoriously strict 
Queensgate Academy. 

“Miss Heyworth,” she said imperiously. “You 
have been charged with malfeasance in the First 
Degree and have offered in a plea of not guilty.” 

“That is correct, Ma’am,” said Jojo. 
“Miss Heyworth it is my duty in the powers 

vested in me to inform you that your defense has 
been deemed to be wholly without merit. You will 
receive nine strokes of the popping stick,” said 
Christy. 

Jojo ignored the temptation to roll her eyes. 
“Yes, Ma’am,” she responded quietly. 

“I am going to require you to repair to the 
popping seat and prepare to be popped.” 

This time Jojo couldn’t resist and rolled her 
eyes at Christy. 

“Yes, Ma’am, whatever you say,” she drawled 
and set off towards the center of the stage. 

 
Jojo shrugged off her blazer and set it aside. 

She leaned forward and bent over the arm of sofa 
and made herself comfortable. Momentarily she heard 
the click of Christy’s heels as she crossed the stage. 
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She felt the hem of her skirt being turned back. She 
sighed. 

“Christy canes really hard,” her chum Debs 
Morton had forewarned her. “She can’t help it, she’s 
just technically very proficient.” 

Jojo felt the cane tapping down and 
concentrated on getting into the zone. 

 
The Woodettes watched with rapt attention as 

Christy pulled her arm back. 
Christy fulfilled the role of Mistress of Discipline 

at the café. Anybody who had visited wearing a 
striped tie had experienced the majesty of her right 
arm. 

Jojo blinked as the cane slashed across her 
bumbags. She dearly hoped that the Woodettes had 
donated a shed-full of squids to witness her act of 
altruism. 

 
Christy Cranfield was quite comfortable at 

either end of a cane. Having been brought up in the 
whops and clobber environment of Queensgate she 
had experienced little difficulty in transitioning from 
being a regular recipient of whops to becoming the 
applicator. She found nothing unusual about being on 
stage and thrashing the bumbags of a close chum 
under the scrutiny of almost three-hundred ogling 
Woodettes. 

She swung the cane with practiced efficiency 
making sure that every stroke landed cleanly. She 
knew that she could rely on Jojo to put it up and keep 
it up. 
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Jojo considered it prudent to indulge in her 
next drink in the standing position. 

“You cane hard,” she told Christy.  
“The Woodettes paid lavishly for the pleasure 

of watching you get whops,” smiled Christy. “We’ve 
raised over a hundred grand for the Foundation and I 
bet we’ll make even more on the download files when 
we post them on the web-site.” 

Jojo took this news with mixed feelings. Being 
publicly whopped in the privacy of the club was one 
thing but she was not enthralled by the idea of having 
her bumbags all over the internet. 

Spanky rushed over to hug her. “You were 
fantastic,” she enthused. “The Woodettes are digging 
deep. We’ll put the money to good use, there are 
going to be hundreds of people who will be grateful 
to you.” 

Jojo shook her head in bewilderment. “Who 
would have thought that we’d ever be talking about 
whops and charity in the same breath?” she mused. 
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Mole 

 
 
Detective Inspector Kate Faulkner slid into a 

secluded booth next to Lord Rufus Lewis. She winced 
theatrically as she lowered her rear end onto the seat. 

The aristocratic leader of the Confederacy of 
Yoofs chuckled. “Suffering from sore arse syndrome 
again, Kate?” he asked cheerily. 

Kate Faulkner scowled. “I’m beginning to lose 
patience with you,” she said rather curtly. “You keep 
making all these promises to get me out of that hell-
hole and then you send incompetent yahoo’s who get 
caught with their dicks hanging out.” 

Rufus chuckled again. “I don’t expect you to 
understand my strategy,” he told the undercover 
policewoman defensively. 

“Strategy! What strategy?” Katie snorted. 
Rufus smiled. “Now that the date of the 

leadership election had been announced I believe 
large amounts of money will be made available to 
secure the correct result.” 

“Rufus you own a merchant bank,” said Kate. 
“You don’t need the money.” 
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“You may not have noticed but the markets are 
volatile these days,” said Rufus. “I find myself forced 
to take alternative fiscal precautions. I have a life-
style to maintain.” 

Kate snorted again. “Your bank is just a front 
for money-laundering and other nefarious activities. I 
doubt you have a single legitimate investor. It is a 
well-known fact that in times of general recession 
criminals prosper. You are probably making out like a 
bandit.” 

Rufus looked pained. “Kate, I have warned you 
many times against making ill-founded and scurrilous 
claims against me and my associates.” 

“I know, I know,” said Kate abruptly. “You’ll 
have me fitted with concrete bumbags. Well concrete 
bumbags would have come in very handy this 
morning while I was bending over having my arse 
whipped by that be-yotch Morton.” 

Rufus grinned and placed his hand on Kate’s 
knee, she slapped it away. “No chance bucko,” she 
snapped. “You don’t get to play with the crown jewels 
until you get me out of there. Now why did you want 
to see me?” 

Rufus scowled but kept his hands to himself. “I 
have infiltrated Café Woodys and have a trusted mole 
at my disposal. She will be contacting you in the chat-
rooms. Give her whatever information she needs.” 

“And she would be?” asked Kate. 
“Shaz Morrison,” said Rufus. “She’s an old and 

trusted associate.” 
 
Cathryn Cassidy’s legendary cool had been 

ruffled. 
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“The little be-yotch,” she fumed. “She’s been 
e-mailing me the last few days. She asks all kinds of 
questions about life at Woodys. I felt sorry for her 
because she’s being sentenced next week. I hate it 
when punters blow smoke up my arse.” 

Cat’s chums were sympathetic. “It could have 
happened to any of us,” said Jojo. “It just happened 
that you were the one that thrashed her.” 

“We have to warn Cassie to be careful, I’m 
sure Miss Morrison will be contacting her. Cass may 
be a ditz but she’s sound as a trout,” said Cat. “The 
good thing about smoke is that it can blow in both 
directions.” 

 
Armanisuit stared incredulously at the columns 

of figures Lord Rufus was presenting. 
“They spend less than this on a UN military 

operation,” he gasped. 
“And look at their failure rate due to under-

funding,” countered the aristocrat. 
Armanisuit sighed. “I’ll forward them to 

Melissa,” he told Rufus. “I’ll let you know what she 
says.” 

His Lordship shrugged. “Your fifteen per-cent 
commission should encourage you to be persuasive,” 
he grinned. “We don’t have much time left. The first 
poll is only four weeks away. It takes time to bring in 
a black op’s team with the suitable credentials for this 
type of mission.” 

Armanisuit scowled. There was no disputing 
that his mark-up would amount to more dosh than 
the annual GDP of a small nation. Nonetheless, the 
risks associated with topping a high-profile 
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government minister were incalculable. The whole 
hare-brained scheme gave him a severe migraine, 
which he doubted would be helped when he 
presented the Yoofs proposal to Melissa Forsham-
Smythe. It was all most alarming. 

Lord Rufus stretched and got out of his seat. 
“Make the call,” he drawled. “I’ll be watching the 
account. When the advance is deposited I’ll make the 
necessary arrangements.” 

Armanisuit rested his brow on the table-top 
and wondered whether he could persuade his 
masseuse to make a house-call.  
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Business As Usual 

 
 
Despite the Woody compound remaining in a 

state of permanent Red Alert day-to-day business 
proceeded as usual. As the weeks of the spring term 
slowly ticked away the corridors of the facility 
continued to be filled with the frequent sounds of 
rattan canes, rubber-soled slippers and leather tawses 
and paddles rebounding off the tautened bumbags of 
the rambunctious inmates. 

Cassie Cassy managed to retain her lead at the 
top of the Annual Bottoms Up Table of Troublemakers 
despite strong competition. Michelle Morgan, Heidi 
Alexander and Linda Ash constantly snapped at her 
bumbags and kept her on her minxing toes. 

Lisa Sutton and Claire Brooks continued their 
vain campaigns to reform but still regularly found 
themselves having to present their rear ends for 
whops. 

Jojo and Lady Victoria Brompton amused 
themselves goofing, larking and pranking to their 
hearts content now that they were officially back in 
the game. 
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Deborah Morton wrestled with her dilemma 
over the existence of an inner spankette and was 
inexorably destined to become the most caned 
prefect in the unit’s history. 

Bernadette Summers was doing her best to 
repay Deborah’s trust in appointing her as her deputy 
and tried to at least give an appearance of hiding her 
overt disdain and contempt for the Radical Right in 
her dealings with them on Elite business. It was a 
struggle as she was more naturally inclined towards 
hacking them in the shins. 

 
Mr Humphries maintained a vigilant watch over 

operations. Slowly but surely he had usurped the 
power of Patty Hodge and her whop junkie cronies on 
the Radical Right. Ex-police sergeant Ellen Millar and 
Suzy Scott manned the surveillance cameras in the 
security post monitoring Patricia and her chums to 
make sure that all punishments were strictly delivered 
within the parameters of the protocols. 

He kept a particularly close eye on Katie Beck. 
He was aware that the unit’s matron had pulled a 
coup d’état and had taken over as Commandant of 
the Radical Right. He doubted very much that this 
was a situation that Patty would allow to continue for 
very long but he considered it prudent to monitor 
Katie in case she got overly bold and became too big 
for her bumbags.  

However, overall the Grand Master was 
satisfied with the morale amongst the inmates and 
the Brass. He was confident that with the joint 
security measures provided by Stacks Monroe, Major 
Susan Lawton, Ellen, Suzy, Kate Faulkner and Angie 
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Ashurst the unit would be more than able to repel the 
joint efforts of Malicious Forsham-Smythe and her 
hired thugs from the Confederacy of Yoofs. 

 
Jojo snuggled up to the Grand Master. “You 

never seemed concerned about all this chaos?” 
The Grand Master smiled. “What chaos?” he 

asked his fiancé. 
“Malicious and the Yoofs. Patty and her 

obsessions,” she said earnestly. 
The Grand Master shrugged. “The first rule of 

engagement is to understand the enemy. After that 
there are two schools of thought. One that you try 
and double-guess them and rush about trying to be 
clever and out-wit the opposition. The trouble with 
that is that if you get it wrong you are totally 
exposed. The second, which I happen to subscribe to, 
is to allow them to come to you. Let them make all 
the mistakes.”  

Jojo crumpled her brow. “But doesn’t that 
leave us like sitting ducks?” she asked. 

“I have every confidence in our security team,” 
said the Grand Master. “We’ll be ready when they 
come.” 

“You really think they’ll come?” asked Jojo. 
Mr Humphries nodded. “Oh yes they’ll come,” 

he said. 
 
Rufus Lewis grinned to himself. He was staring 

at the balance in the Balkans bank account that had 
increased considerably since his discussions with 
Armanisuit. He had never doubted that Malicious’s 
psychotic obsession wouldn’t shade her judgment. He 
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switched apps on his smart-phone and texted an 
associate. 

“Operation Brooks is a go,” he typed with two 
thumbs and listened to the satisfying sound of it 
swishing thousands of miles through cyber-space.  

He smiled at Shaz Morrison. “If you really want 
to replace the Ice Maiden in my affections I suggest 
that you get on the computer and go to work. I’ll 
need to find the perfect window of opportunity when 
the compound is at its most vulnerable,” he told the 
mole. 

“Anything for you Your Lordship,” said Shaz 
and she hurried away to the study to make contact 
with Cat. 
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Your Glacier has Thawed 

 
 
Cathryn Cassidy had googled Shaz and come 

up with a number of images of her in the company of 
Lord Rufus at social events.   

Once she was satisfied that they had a mole on 
their hands she spent several hours in a private chat-
room providing Shaz Morrison with plenty of 
disinformation. Nixdown and her team had posted 
totally false schedules of the inmates’ off-site 
activities on the GalGab web-site and then added 
threads to the www.woodettes.com site where Shaz 
would be able to view them and pass the info back to 
Rufus. 

Cat was charm itself, giving Miss Morrison 
plenty of tips about what she could expect when she 
was sentenced to the Big House. When it came to 
blowing smoke up the arse Cathryn Cassidy was 
proving to be a true mistress of the art. 

 
Yvonne Godfrey was becoming increasingly 

anxious. Since Katie had taken over from Patty as the 
Commandant of the Radical Right she had been 

http://www.woodettes.com/�
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denied access to communicating with the Yoofs. She 
had tried to coerce information out of Kate Faulkner. 
She knew that Kate was in contact with the 
aristocratic chairman of the board of the nation’s 
most ruthless criminal organization. Yvonne was also 
well aware that that while she was cooling her heels 
in the Big House Lord Rufus had been romancing the 
police officer. She had also been bamboozled by Ellen 
Millar’s anti-Kate publicity campaign and had no idea 
that Miss Faulkner was working undercover. 

Kate had snubbed her rudely, telling her, 
“You’re out of the loop Ice Maiden, your glacier has 
thawed.” 

Yvonne had considered punching Kate on the 
snooter but decided against it. She figured that once 
she was on the outside there would be plenty of time 
for measuring Kate Faulkner up for concrete 
bumbags. 

Yvonne desperately needed access to a cell-
phone. 

 
Janet Mitchell stamped her foot on the ground. 

“No Godders,” she squealed. “Not in these bumbags. 
If I request a meeting with Katie she’ll slipper me.” 

Yvonne shrugged unsympathetically. “It’s our 
only option Bitchypoo. If we don’t get access to a 
phone we’ll be here for the rest of our fucking lives. 
You need to persuade her to switch off my 
transponder and meet with me on neutral ground.” 

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!!!!!” growled Mitch the Bitch. 
 
“Ow!Ow!Ow!” squealed Janet. “I’m just the 

fucking messenger, go easy with that slipper!” 
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Katie grinned to herself and larruped the 
leather-soled slipper downwards. “You’re such a muff 
Bitchypoo,” she giggled.  

 
Janet looked a bedraggled mess. Katie had 

ignored Janet’s plea for her to go easy with the 
slipper and had laid it on thick. Mitch the Bitch had 
squealed and blubbed and wriggled and squirmed 
throughout the over-the-knee session. Her early 
indignant protestations had soon given way to 
earnest howls of genuine distress. Katie knew that 
the Grand Master was off campus and that she was at 
liberty to spank Janet as long and hard as she 
wished. 

“You fucking be-yotch,” Janet screeched when 
Katie eventually allowed her to return to the vertical. 
“I’ll kill you one of these days.” 

“Yeah rock on Bitchypoo, now run along and 
tell Yvonne I’ll meet her in the orchard in half an 
hour. And straighten up your clobber or I’ll put you 
over my knee again,” laughed Katie. 

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!!!” growled Mitch the Bitch. 
 
“There’s no point in holding out on me,” said 

Yvonne. “Soon enough this place will be closed down 
and your sorry arse will be back on the street. You 
might as well play ball with me and I’ll make sure that 
you’re looked after.” 

Katie narrowed her eyes. “What if Christopher 
Brooks loses the election?” she asked. 

“He won’t be standing for any election,” said 
Yvonne confidently. “Melissa will never let him and I 
bet you a squid to a diamond that Rufus is putting 



25 
 

 

 

together a black op’s team as we speak. He’ll target 
the unit. Think of the hostages he’ll have. Claire 
Brooks, Deborah fucking Morton, the Cassidy sisters 
and all the others. Christopher Brooks will be forced 
to back down and Melissa will be home free. Now 
what is Lord Rufus going to think if I tell him you 
turned your back on him? You know Rufus, Katie; 
he’s not the forgiving type.” 

“That’s all bullshit,” sneered Katie. “Rufus 
wouldn’t attack Woodys. He’s not stupid enough to 
send another bunch of Scousers or Geordies to go up 
against Stacks Monroe.” 

Yvonne curled her lip. “He won’t be sending 
Scousers or Geordies; he’ll be sending South African 
Scorpions. Now find me a phone and I’ll keep your 
arse in one piece.” 

Katie Beck glared at the Ice Maiden and 
muttered something smutty under her breath. 

 
 
 



 

 

7 

 
Valid Scientific Data 

 
 
Lisa Sutton knocked on the Grand Master’s 

door and waited for the red light to turn to green 
before entering. She crossed the room and came 
abruptly to attention three feet in front of the 
principal’s desk. 

“I’m sorry to bother you sir but Ms Wharton 
sent me up to be thrashed for smuttiness,” she said 
tightly. “She told me to request that you lay it on 
extra thick,” she said through clenched teeth.  

Mr Humphries couldn’t help but smile. 
“Smuttiness? How quaint. I don’t recall thrashing 
anybody for smuttiness before. And just how smutty 
were you, Miss Sutton?” 

“I was merely sharing factual information with 
my fellow students,” she told him. “Ms Wharton said 
that there were a number of interesting facts about 
the inhabitants of the Bismarck Archipelago and I 
pointed out that one of them was that the native 
males have notoriously long schlongs. I had read that 
in an article in National Geographic.” 
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Mr Humphries suppressed a smile. “And this 
was relevant to the subject how?” he enquired. 

Lisa shrugged. “Well if you think about it it’s no 
less or no more relevant than any of the rest of the 
points that she was making. I mean it’s nice to know 
that eighty seven per cent of Papua New Guineans 
live in rural areas but it’s not really relevant when you 
live in the UK.” She looked thoughtful. “However, if 
one ever found oneself stranded on an island in the 
Bismarck Archipelago it might be useful to know that 
the guy in the hotel bar who is trying to weasel his 
way into your bumbags is likely to be extremely well 
endowed.” 

Mr Humphries considered this. There was a 
certain wisdom to her logic but he doubted that her 
interjection of the information regarding native penile 
dimensions had any altruistic motive. 

“You know you have the right to appeal the 
red card,” he told her. “We can review the tapes and 
if your information sharing was clearly for the genuine 
benefit of increasing the quality of data available to 
the wider masses then the matter will be closed.” 

Lisa pouted. Mr Humphries had always been 
kind to her and treated her fairly. Nonetheless she 
suspected that when he reviewed the tape that he 
might share the Wart’s view that her interruption had 
been for gratuitous self amusement. A failed appeal 
would attract a further six strokes to an already 
daunting punishment. Lisa Sutton didn’t fancy those 
odds in the least bit. 

“I’ll pass on the appeal Sir but I do think that 
smuttiness is a tad extreme, I mean schlong barely 
cuts it as potty mouthing,” she said indignantly. “I 
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don’t want smuttiness entered on my punishment 
record; it makes me sound like a depraved woman.” 

“And we wouldn’t want that would we,” smiled 
the Grand Master. 

“No!” she insisted. “Not now so many people 
have access on the Woodettes web-site and can buy 
copies of my prb at spank off’s and other events. I 
don’t mind being written up for potty mouthing but 
smuttiness has an altogether different connotation.” 

“That sounds entirely reasonable to me,” 
smiled the Grand Master. “Now I’m afraid that I’m 
going to have to ask you to remove your blazer and 
bend over the chair.” 

“Yes Sir,” said Lisa rather unenthusiastically. 
 
Earlier in the day Mr Humphries had taken 

delivery of a selection of canes from a vendor in 
upstate New York. According to the advertising the 
canes had been hand-crafted at a work-shop in 
Syracuse. In accordance with contemporary thinking 
the traditional crook handle of the cane had been 
replaced with a nine inch long leather grip.  

Before fitting the grip the canes had been 
saturated with a linseed oil compound, and then 
varnished. The newly designed super canes were 
denser, more flexible, and had greater longevity than 
an ordinary rattan cane. Mr Humphries had been 
using the new style canes for some time but this 
vendor had assured him that this collection added a 
new level of elegance and performance. He was keen 
to observe the results. 
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While he was rearranging her clothing Mr 
Humphries was kind enough to share some of the 
information that he had gleaned from the brochure 
with Lisa. The Minxster was not particularly keen to 
be the guinea pig for trial excursions of new and 
potentially improved canes. In fact she was not 
greatly enthusiastic about being caned at all. Once 
her bottom was bared she gritted her teeth and hung 
her head down low between her arms. She was still 
quite miffed that she was about to be beaten for 
sharing perfectly valid scientific data with the world at 
large. 

 
“Those new canes are fucking lethal,” Lisa 

reported to anybody who was interested in collecting 
data on the relative merits of the armory contained in 
the tall-boy in Mr Humphries study. It was not a 
particularly scientific assessment but Lisa was 
considered an expert in the field and the Woody gals 
were more than willing to take her at her word. 
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The Serious Pip 

 
 
There was nothing in the least bit scientific 

about the thrashing Deborah Morton was getting at 
the front of the Chemistry lab. The Dyke, who was 
generally noted for her ritualistic precision when it 
came to punishment, was leathering Deborah’s arse 
in a most uncharacteristic frenzy. 

 
All things being considered it was not a totally 

unpredictable outcome to events. Ms MacAllister was 
a highly respected academic and educator who took 
her role as Dame in charge of Sciences very seriously. 
She enjoyed a reputation as a fearsome disciplinarian 
and was widely considered to be lacking in any sense 
of humor when she was lecturing. Not surprisingly 
she did not find anything in the least bit amusing 
about being blasted between the eyes at close range 
with a high-powered 1960 vintage Dee Gee water 
squirter. 

 
“What do you think you’re playing at?” Nicola 

Jane Nixon had demanded during lunch break. 
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“Hey I wasn’t the only one goofing,” said Debs 
defensively. “You got a yellow card and so did Jojo 
and Rosemary. I don’t see you giving them a ration of 
tongue pie.” 

Nicola Jane scowled. It was difficult to deny 
that the other members of the Famous Four had been 
in rambunctious spirits throughout the morning 
lectures. Nonetheless, Nixdown was particularly 
concerned about Debs persistent goofing, gabbing, 
larking and pranking.  

Over the past few weeks Nixdown and Debs 
had become tighter than ever. When Deborah had 
become concerned about the existence of an inner 
spankette lurking about in her psyche she had turned 
to Nixdown for advice. Although Nix was a natural 
born cynic she empathized with her chum’s emotional 
struggle and had participated in a number of spanking 
experiments to assist Debs in her voyage of 
discovery.  

However, Nicola Jane knew that Deborah was 
greatly given to acts of flamboyant recklessness. Debs 
Morton attracted powerful enemies, most notably 
Patty Hodge and the Wart. Nixdown was concerned 
that Debs would recklessly goad them with very 
unpleasant results.  

“I’m just looking out for you,” Nix assured 
Debs. “You’ve got plenty of chums who are more than 
happy to spank you whenever you like. You just don’t 
need to be getting yourself into dodgy situations.” 

Debs hugged her chum. She knew that she 
was right. Deborah was well aware of the ‘Get 
Morton’ jihad declared by the Radical Right and that 
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she had a very large target tattooed on each of her 
buttocks. 

“I’ll be careful,” she promised. 
 
Even amongst the most enlightened strains of 

society squirting the Dyke between the eyes with a 
water pistol could not be described as being careful. 

Deborah’s chums gasped. Not since Jojo had 
famously taken a pair of scissors to Ms MacAllister’s 
silk tie had anybody so purposefully japed the Dyke. 

 
The Dyke had not been Deborah’s original 

target. Throughout the early part of the lecture Jojo 
and Rosemary had been engaged in a covert 
exchange of missiles. They were both armed with 
high powered catapults and were winging pellets 
made from heavy bond folded paper across the room 
at each other when the Dyke wasn’t looking in their 
direction. It was dangerous work and the stakes were 
high. At any moment Phyllis MacAllister might turn 
around and if they were caught the two chums faced 
the prospect of a meeting with the infamous two-
tailed tawse. 

Deborah watched the secret duel with some 
amusement until she found herself caught in the 
crossfire. Rosemary had attempted a difficult side 
launch from below the level of the chemistry bench 
that had gone wildly awry. Instead of winging its way 
towards Jojo the pellet had caught Deborah on the 
side of her head.  

Rosemary was armed with a Ewok assault 
catty fitted with high torque elastic that she had 
purchased at an on-line auction house. It was 
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designed for distance and accuracy, the pellet leaving 
the padded suede launcher at high speed. Debs was 
seated barely four feet from Rosemary and when the 
pellet beaned her it was still travelling at high 
velocity. 

Debs rubbed her head and glared at her chum. 
Rosemary mouthed ‘sorry’ but she also giggled which 
gave Deborah the serious pip. 

 
Deborah knew that in the cut and thrust of 

Woodyworld accidents could happen. She knew that 
Rosemary hadn’t meant to bean her but nonetheless 
she was duty bound to respond. 

Like any self-respecting mega-minx Deborah 
routinely travelled loaded for bear. She reached into 
her satchel and palmed the small pistol and prepared 
to retaliate.  

 
 
 



 

 

9 

 
Fookin’ Noots 
 
 

“Woot the fook do ya think ya dooin’ 
Moortoon?” snapped Phyllis MacAllister. 

Deborah groaned. As usual her timing was 
abysmal. Considering her long history of creating 
mischief and mayhem Deborah Morton was often 
described as the most guileless minx on the planet. 
Even during activities of mass disorder there was a 
high likelihood that it would be Deborah that got 
caught red-handed and singled out for punishment. 

Debs had raised the pistol and taken aim when 
the Dyke turned around to accentuate a point about 
complex molecular structure. Deborah did not even 
get the opportunity to take a shot. 

 
Phyllis MacAllister strode purposefully up the 

aisle. She scowled at Debs. 
“Gi’ma that!” she said irritably. 
Debs looked suitably cowed. There was no 

question that very shortly she would be bending over 
a high stool at the front of the lab having her arse 
whupped with a leather two-tailed tawse. 
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Phyllis held out her hand to recover the 
weapon. Debs looked as if she was going to hand it 
over and then without any warning she raised the 
pistol and fired a stream of icy water right between 
the Dyke’s eyes. 

Deborah’s chums gasped. 
 
Retribution was swift. Phyllis MacAllister 

reached across the bench and grabbed Debs by the 
arm, dragging her out of her seat and into the aisle. 
Debs stumbled along as she was hustled towards the 
front of the room. She dropped the water pistol along 
the way. 

 
It was difficult to understand the Dyke’s 

highland brogue at the best of times but as she 
hauled Debs to the front of the room her ranting and 
raving’s were indecipherable. However, even the 
dimmest of coves would have discerned that she was 
not best pleased with the Woody Red-shirt. 

Once they reached the front of the room 
Phyllis MacAllister slammed Debs face down across 
the laboratory bench and reached for her tawse. She 
yanked back the hem of Deborah’s lab coat and skirt 
and slashed the tawse down across Deborah’s 
protruding bumbags. 

 
Nicola Jane sighed. This was exactly the type 

of nonsense that she had feared. Nix knew better 
than most how lethal Ms MacAllister could be with her 
legendary tawse at the best of times. It occurred to 
Nix that these might not be the best of times for her 
chum. 
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Ms MacAllister was known for her eccentric 

style of dress and was generally considered to be an 
all round queer duck.  Nonetheless despite her many 
eccentricities she was a play-book disciplinarian. 
However as she larruped Deborah’s rear end with gay 
abandon she appeared to have miss-placed her book. 

 
Ms MacAllister had Debs pinned down across 

the bench and was leaning in close, her arm pumping 
up and down. Her exertions caused her monocle to 
pop out of her eye. After six mighty swipes she 
showed no sign of slowing down. The sound of the 
leather tawse echoed around the laboratory. 

Debs was sprawled across the bench facing 
outwards towards the seated inmates. Her features 
were grimacing and contorting as the tawse 
continued to slash downwards. She looked shocked 
and bewildered at the flurry of devastating swipes. 

 
Six strokes turned into twelve and then twelve 

turned into fifteen. Debs chums exchanged glances 
considering whether it was time to stage an 
intervention, but before they could make a move the 
Dyke landed three more meaty cracks and then 
tossed the tawse to one side. She grabbed Deborah 
by the collar of her blouse and yanked her to her feet. 
Seconds later they were marching towards the door. 

 
The Dyke maintained a grip on Deborah’s collar 

until they reached the double doors of the Science 
lab. She released Debs and shoved her through the 
doors and then took a hold of her left arm as she 
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hustled Debs across the quadrangle. Ms MacAllister 
was not much taller than Debs but she was striding 
purposefully and stretching her legs. Deborah had to 
scamper to keep up. Not a word was spoken but 
Deborah knew she was about to be paraded in front 
of the Grand Master. It was not an interview she 
looked forward to. She felt a queasy feeling of 
nervous panic in her tummy. 

 
Debs looked at Phyllis MacAllister curiously, 

making sure that she fully understood. 
“She has every root to file a comploont,” the 

Dyke told Mr Humphries. “Ah loost ma toomper and 
over-steeped ma authorita. If sha files a comploont 
ah’ll sign the pooperwook.” 

The Grand Master looked across at Deborah. 
“Well Miss Morton do you wish to file a complaint 
against Ms MacAllister for use of excessive force?” he 
asked. 

Deborah shook her head firmly. “No Sir, that 
won’t be necessary.” She looked a little shame-faced. 
“In fact I owe her an apology. I don’t know what 
came over me; it just seemed like a wizard wheeze at 
the time. I’m truly sorry Ma’am,” she said genuinely. 

“You’re fookin’ noots Moortoon,” said the Dyke, 
“ya know tha’? Fookin’ noots!” 

 
 
  



 

 

10 

 
Duumvirate 

 
“Are you crazy?” demanded Nix. “Have you 

taken leave of your senses?” 
“I’m fookin’ noots apparently,” said Debs. 
“You’re what?” demanded Nix. 
“Fookin’ noots, at least that’s what the Dyke 

called me,” replied Debs. 
“Well I don’t know about fookin’ noots but you 

are certainly certifiably barking,” growled Nixdown. 
“Although I have to admit that was certainly fucking 
funny,” she said in a lighter tone. “So did you enjoy 
it?” she asked curiously. 

“Well enjoy would not be the word that I 
would choose exactly,” said Debs. “But you know that 
horrible feeling when you know that you’re in really 
big trouble, that bilious feeling deep down in your 
tummy? I hate that but it’s exciting at the same time. 
Then when she slammed me down across the desk, I 
knew I was in for a real larruping, it was scary but I 
got such a rush of adrenalin I almost copped a buzz.” 

Nixdown shook her head in bewilderment. “I’m 
not sure I’ll ever figure you out Debs,” she told her 
chum. 
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“I’m not sure I’ll ever figure me out either,” 
said Debs, “but I’m having fun trying.” 

 
Deborah told her readers of her ‘Debs Diary’ 

blog that she was posting the latest update standing 
up. “According to the Dyke I’m fookin’ noots,” she 
reported. “So it must be official.” 

 
Deborah was not joking when she reported 

that she was typing standing up. The effects of the 
lashing with the tawse were taking considerable time 
to diminish. She had inspected her backside in the 
bathroom mirror and had been astonished by the 
swelling. Her poor beleaguered bum looked the size 
of two bowling balls. She was astonished that the 
seam of her bumbags hadn’t succumbed under the 
strain. 

 
Fortunately the Grand Master had not seemed 

the least bit perturbed by the incident with the water 
pistol; in fact on the contrary he seemed rather 
amused. Once it had been settled that neither the 
Dyke nor Debs wanted to make an issue of the 
incident he put it down to private business. He had 
even offered the two protagonists a reconciliatory 
drink to officially draw the matter to a civilized close. 

 
Patty Hodge was holding court in the saloon 

bar of the Bunch of Grapes. On the one hand she had 
been delighted to learn of the extended thrashing her 
arch nemesis, Debs, had received. On the other hand 
she was iridescent with indignation. 
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“If any of us had given Morton a larruping like 
that we would have been up to ours lugs in charges 
of abuse of privilege,” she ranted. “It’s not fair that 
he has one rule for us and another for those fools on 
the Liberal Left.” 

Patty’s description of Phyllis MacAllister as a 
member of the Liberal Left was not entirely accurate. 
The Dyke had never aligned herself with either faction 
but she had always treated Patty with considerable 
disdain.  

On several occasions Patty had tried to 
persuade the Dyke to use her position as Mistress of 
the Blue House to arrange for beatings of Patty’s 
enemies on dubious charges. Phyllis MacAllister had 
given her short-shift and on one occasion had backed 
Patty out of her living quarters by jabbing her with 
the tip of a sword stick that she occasionally sported 
on trips to town. As far as Patty was concerned that 
made her a ‘damn liberal’. 

Katie and the Wart had some sympathy with 
Patty’s rant. On numerous occasions when their 
Machiavellian plots had been exposed they had been 
subjected to ignominious punishments. They agreed 
with Patricia that it was unreasonable that the Dyke 
should have got off Scot-free. 

“So what are you going to do about it?” Patty 
demanded. 

Katie stared at Patty. “What do mean do about 
it? What can I do about it?” she asked incredulously. 

“When I was Commandant I was always 
proactive in these situations,” Patty said imperiously.  

Katie rolled her eyes. “What do you suggest?” 
she asked irritably. 
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“You need to declare war against the Liberal 
Left,” announced Patricia Hodge. 

Katie gaped at her former boss. “Are you 
fucking deranged?” she squealed. “I’ll do know such 
thing. We just have to learn to co-exist. A sort of 
duumvirate.” 

“Duumshilavate,” interjected the Wart. 
Katie and Patty turned and scowled at Robin 

Wharton. “Be quiet and drink your drink fool,” 
snapped Katie. 

“Détente is not an option,” snapped Patty. 
“Détente is our only option,” Katie snapped 

back. 
“You’re such a woos,” growled Patty. 
“Woosh, woosh, stlupid ploosh,” muttered the 

Wart. 
“Oh good fucking grief,” chorused Katie and 

Patty. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

11 

 
Extended Full-clobber Penalty 

 
 
Patty took down her mannequin and bent it 

over the arm of the sofa in her living room. She 
slashed a wye-tipped cane down across the pair 
Katie’s stolen bumbags. Once she was finished she 
replaced the bumbags with the pair she had 
appropriated from Deborah’s study and proceeded to 
slash the bejaysus out of them for a few minutes. 

Patty found the current situation intolerable. 
Katie was proving to be increasingly circumspect in 
her strategic planning; the Wart seemed to alternate 
between a state of blue funk and a haze of tequila 
depending on the time of day and was no longer to 
be trusted as an operative; and worst still the sight of 
Deborah Morton swanking about in her red-shirt 
made Patty feel quite bilious.  

She gave Debs bumbags another thorough 
thrashing before finally gloomily turning in for the 
night. 

 
Debs slid under the duvet. She was sublimely 

unaware that Patty was practicing her voodoo ritual 
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across the quad in the Brass accommodation 
quarters. She was however acutely aware of the 
constant throbbing in her rear end. 

Deborah thought about the events earlier in 
the day. On one level it had been quite undignified for 
a twenty-seven year old woman to be dragged out of 
her seat and slammed down across a bench to be 
thrashed like a recalcitrant schoolgirl. On another 
level she found the memory quite intoxicating. 

Debs had gone to bed more times than she 
cared to remember with a sore bottom, but recently 
her brain no longer seemed to process the sensation 
as pain. In fact she found the warm throbbing to be 
quite comforting. 

She thought about what Nicola Jane had said. 
“You’ve got plenty of chums who are more than 
happy to spank you whenever you like.”  

She thought about Pablo. He had asked her 
again to marry him. She had politely refused and he 
had told her, “I am going to put you over my knee 
every-time I see you until you say yes.”  

She wondered what it was about her that 
made everybody she met seem to think that she 
would benefit from a damn good spanking. She 
turned off the light. It was a good thing that she was 
beginning to enjoy herself she concluded and drifted 
off to sleep. 

 
Claire Brooks was not enjoying herself. She 

was bent over touching her toes getting six of the 
best from Angela Sills. 

Claire and Angie had a long history. Over a 
decade and a half earlier Angela had served as 
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Headgirl at the prestigious Dayton Manor boarding 
school. Claire had been in her fourth year at the 
school and enjoyed the reputation as the enfant 
terrible. She was Angela’s most frequent visitor to 
participate in six o’clock swishings. Claire’s diaries of 
the time recall Angela as a sweet and compassionate 
Headgirl who always offered her a cup of chamomile 
tea after she had finished swishing her. However she 
also records that Angela swished particularly hard and 
compared her skill with the cane favorably to a 
previous Headgirl, Miss Jane Lummell. 

Since their reacquaintance at Woodys Claire 
had predictably become reacquainted with Angela’s 
cane.  

Ms Sills lectured in English Literature and was a 
noted expert on sixteenth century history. She was a 
popular Dame and considered minx-friendly. She 
encouraged lively debate and was generally tolerant 
of a modicum of goofing, larking and pranking. 
However, as usual it had been Claire’s ribald humor 
that had got her in hot water and earned her a hot 
bottom. 

There had been no need for Angela to send 
Claire across to her quarters to change into full 
clobber as the Old Gal was already serving a clobber 
penalty as result of whops she had received several 
days earlier. Her latest swishing would extend the 
penalty by a further seven days. 

 
Claire had nothing in principle against being 

swished and acknowledged that she thoroughly 
deserved six of the best. Nonetheless it was yet 
another set-back in her reform program and kept her 
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firmly ensconced in the top ten of the Annual Big 
BUTT. 

Angela Sills was a good-humored soul and 
liked a good laugh as much as the next person. 
However, the protocols regarding lewd language in 
the lecture rooms were very specific and the Dame 
was duty bound to request Claire to step up and 
touch her toes. 

 
Claire shrugged off her blazer and hung it over 

the back of her chair. She approached the front of the 
room and without needing to be told she turned 
around and touched them. 

“I’m sorry Brooks but they are going to have to 
be hot,” said Ms Sills. 

Claire just grunted. 
 
Claire was long and lithe, standing at five feet 

nine in her stockinged feet. She had a boyish figure 
and despite her occasional elevation to the title of Big 
BUTT her backside was almost non-existent. Angela 
worked carefully, delivering the strokes in a very tight 
formation to keep them within the minuscule safe 
zone. 

Claire gamely stayed in position as the cane 
sliced across her bumbags in a most disagreeable 
manner. When she straightened up she was hissing 
with consternation. She wriggled back to collect her 
prb and watched gloomily as Ms Sills recorded her 
latest swishing and then added the additional penalty 
of seven additional days back in full clobber. 

“So much for fucking reform,” muttered Claire 
under her breath. 
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Booker’s Bum 

 
 
In contrast to Claire Brooks nobody had ever 

described Rosemary Bookers rear end as non-
existent. The remarkable protuberance had once 
earned her the accolade of ‘rear of the year’ and she 
had exploited her asset as a marketing tool. Rosie 
had appeared regularly on chat-shows to advertize 
her mystical balms. She had an agreement with a 
jeans manufacturer and would often bend over for 
the camera and show-off her fabulous derriere. The 
jeans company had embroidered ‘Booker’s Bum’ 
across the seat of the skin-tight trews. 

While Claire was having the temperature of her 
minuscule rear end readjusted by Angela Sills, in an 
adjacent room, Rosemary was peeling off her blazer 
and preparing to bend over her desk. It was not an 
excursion that she was embarking upon with any 
great enthusiasm. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne neatly folded back the hem 

of Rosemary’s skirt and rearranged the tails of her 
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blouse. She took a tight grip on her cane and 
prepared to absolutely cream Miss Booker. 

 
Rosemary was a cheery, good-natured cove. 

Her rather full and rounded face gave her a look of 
eternal optimism. She was universally adored by her 
fellow inmates who considered her to be their earth 
mother.  

Despite being a member of the notorious 
Famous Four she was generally popular with the 
Brass, many of whom consulted her regularly on diet 
and fitness at the Conservatory she had established in 
the Wellness Center. 

Pauline and Rosemary were particularly tight. 
The Dame was a keen proponent of alternative 
medicine and regularly invited Rosemary over to her 
quarters to debate the relative merits of various 
herbal remedies. 

Nonetheless, despite their close friendship Ms 
Gascoigne had no compunction about asking Rosie to 
bend over her desk and informing her that she 
needed to be creamed. 

 
Rosemary knew the form. She stretched out 

across the desk until she was up on the balls of her 
feet and her voluptuous posterior was teed up at its 
most prominent. 

Rosemary was a pragmatic soul and 
acknowledged that she needed to be thrashed. Even 
amongst the more liberated elements of the Brass 
being beaned by an erratically aimed paper pellet was 
generally considered bad form. 
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Rosemary was Deborah Morton’s best chum. 
However, despite her sympathy for Rosemary’s plight 
Debs couldn’t help but feel a sense of poetic justice. 
After all it had been a similarly misguided pellet 
launch that had provoked the recent incident that had 
culminated in Debs getting an eighteen whack 
larruping with a leather tawse. 

 
Rosemary gasped. The opener had been a 

sizzler and had raised her heels clean out of her 
shoes. She gripped the legs of the desk with a white-
knuckle intensity. Her teeth chattered as every nerve-
ending in her body instantly reacted to the ferocious 
swipe. She shook her head in consternation. 

 
Pauline beat Rosemary with text-book 

efficiency. Aficionados generally concur that five 
minutes is the optimum cycle for six of the best. A 
minute for set-up to allow the recipient a short time 
head down, arse up to fully embrace the gravity of 
the situation, one stroke every thirty seconds, 
followed by a final minute to allow the recipient to 
gather themselves before the release command is 
given. 

Pauline Gascoigne adhered to this theory and 
swiped the cane down with the methodical rhythm of 
a metronome. 

 
Rosemary winced and flinched as each eye-

watering stroke imploded inside her bumbags. Her 
luscious orbs swayed from side to side as the heat 
permeated down below the flesh and then ricocheted 
around her central nervous system like a pinball. 
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She squeezed her eyes tightly shut as she 
waited for the arrival of the closer. 

 
The sound of the cane echoed around the 

room. It was an awesome strike that left Rosemary 
winded. She remained sprawled over the desk, her 
head slowly shaking from side to side and her breath 
coming in heavy pants. Pauline Gascoigne allowed the 
requisite sixty seconds to elapse before telling 
Rosemary that she could rise. 

 
“I’d demand my money back if she hadn’t 

confiscated my catty,” groaned Rosemary. “The guy 
who sold it to me on eBay promised maximum 
accuracy.” 

Debs ran her fingers across the thin red stripes 
on her chums bum. “I suppose you could always sue 
him under the trade descriptions act,” she 
sympathized. “You could send them pictures of your 
poor beleaguered bum as evidence that he is selling 
dodgy kit to unsuspecting punters.” 

Despite the excruciating pain in her behind 
Rosemary managed a chuckle. “You’d best take some 
snaps any way,” she told her chum. “The Foxy-one 
will want a full report and he’ll want to inspect the 
stripes.” 

Deborah giggled. “Why don’t you ask Suzy or 
Ellen if you can get a copy of the CCTV tape? Now 
that would give him a treat.” 

“Hmmm,” sighed Rosemary, “now there’s an 
idea I hadn’t thought of.” 

“Golly,” laughed Deborah, “when did we all 
become such degenerates?” 
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13 

 
Degenerate 

 
 
Nicola Jane Nixon was proud of her reputation 

for degeneracy. Her father, Johnny, was an auteur 
and well-known bon viveur. Johnny and his long-term 
companion Petronelle Duval, a French actress, were 
social icons and hosted frequent exotic soirees at 
their beachside home. 

Petron had treated the young Nicola Jane more 
like a sister than a step-daughter. She often shared 
anecdotes of her days as an actress in films of a 
sophisticated nature. 

At an early age Nicola Jane learned that the 
local boys were easily manipulated in return for an 
occasional snog. Wherever she went in the local town 
she was followed by a swarm of snotty-nosed boys 
wanting to carry her bags or run errands to the local 
ice-cream parlor. 

As was the fashion of wealthy families Nicola 
Jane was shipped off to boarding school. She soon 
learned that girls were equally susceptible to her 
charms. She earned a healthy income selling lessons 
in French-kissing and the fine art of cunnilingus and 
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acquired a harem of NJ-lovers. She also developed a 
life-long taste for seducing prefects and Headgirls, a 
passion she would continue to indulge at Woodys 
where she had boffed her way through over half the 
Elite.  

 
  “Harder, thrash me harder,” groaned Nix 

ecstatically. She was face down across Penny Ann’s 
lap having her bare bottom whapped with a braided 
leather riding crop. Penelope Ann Evans was happy to 
oblige. 

Pen was dressed in a form-fitting gymslip, 
white blouse and a striped tie. She was sporting a 
sore bottom. 

Earlier in the day the former Red-shirt had 
been sent up to the Grand Master’s office for a 
twelve-stroke bare bender. 

Pen was enrolled in the second year of the Old 
Gal program and was studying to become a 
vetinerarian. Although she had completed her 
sentence and satisfactorily graduated from her parole 
period she had elected to remain on campus to be 
close to Nix and to captain the unit’s trophy winning 
equestrian team. 

Although she had always been tight with Cat 
Cassidy and Melons she had never really embraced 
the cult of mega-minxdom. She was quiet and 
studious and an intensely private individual. She was 
at her happiest in the stables grooming her horse. 

Penny had known Nix for over a decade and a 
half from competing together on the equestrian 
circuit. She had always harbored a secret crush on 
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the miniscule temptress but had been far too shy to 
make her feelings known. 

When Nix had seduced Pen her friends had 
feared that it would end in tears. Nicola Jane rarely 
limited her activities to a single lover at a time and 
Penny seemed an unlikely candidate for Nixdown’s 
long-term affections. However, to the delight of her 
inner circle Penny Ann appeared to have won Nicola 
Jane’s heart and they had been an item for several 
years. 

Patty Hodge thoroughly disapproved of the 
relationship. Although Patty was famous for her 
manipulation of the local lothario’s she was not averse 
to a little gal-play and was greatly enamored by 
Penny Ann. It galled her to see the quintessential 
English rose in the company of a degenerate like Nix.  

As usual Patty showed her displeasure by 
making as much trouble for Penny Ann as possible.  

 
As part of her degree curriculum Penny Ann 

was required to gain credits in a number of ancillary 
subjects. When Patty had stood down as Deputy 
Grand Dame and returned to the lecture rooms she 
was given responsibility for developing the portfolio of 
special subjects required to support the Old Gal 
program. 

Patricia Hodge had an extraordinary 
intelligence and was well-versed in a diverse range of 
subjects. Despite the general loathing the inmates 
shared for Patty she was grudgingly admired as a 
lecturer. 

Penny had signed up for a course on the 
Socratic Problem. Penelope Ann and her chums found 
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it amusing that Patty would choose to lecture on the 
origins of ethics and Melanie White joked that it 
would be more appropriate for her to wax eloquent 
on Cyrenaic hedonism. Nonetheless, Melons, Cat and 
Lady Vix had all enrolled in the course. 

 
Patty Hodge scowled at Cathryn. There was no 

question that Cat was on subject when she raised the 
issue of evil or bad deeds being the result of 
ignorance but she had no doubt that the Old Gal was 
amusing herself with the underlying insinuation. She 
abruptly changed the subject.  

Cat was not easily distracted and continued to 
probe the theory of ignorance. “Isn’t it central to the 
thesis?” she demanded. 

“You might think that you are clever Cassidy,” 
snapped Patty, “but you are skating on very thin ice.” 

Cat looked unimpressed and curled her lip 
contemptuously. 

“Do you fancy six of the best, Cassidy?” asked 
Patty. “Because, I would certainly be happy to oblige 
you.” 

“Don’t be fucking ridiculous, Ma’am,” 
interjected Penny Ann angrily, “you can’t beat her for 
bringing up a valid point.” 

Patty narrowed her eyes; she stalked out from 
around her desk and stormed over to where Penny 
Ann was seated. “Did you just use the eff word in my 
lecture room?” she demanded. 

Penny flushed slightly. It was pointless denying 
it; the incident would appear on the tapes. She didn’t 
bother to answer, just watching as Patty extracted 
her red card. 
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“Get out of here,” said Patty coldly.   
 
 
 



 

 

14 

 
I Expect He’ll Want to Spank Me 

 
 
“I know I shouldn’t have cussed,” said Penny 

Ann apologetically.  
“It’s not like you to lose your temper,” said Mr 

Humphries. 
“I know, I’m sorry sir, but sometimes she gives 

me the pip,” said Penelope Ann. “It really was none of 
my business and I know that Cat can look after 
herself, but I don’t know, I just got irritated when she 
threatened to cane Cathryn.” 

The Grand Master creased his brow. These 
were the situations he disliked the most. On many 
levels he sympathized with Penelope Ann, but there 
was also no question that she had broken a zero-
tolerance protocol. Penny Ann had made no attempt 
to deny that she had cussed at Patty and seemed 
resigned to being punished. Ms Hodge had played it 
by the book and had acted in strict accordance with 
the protocols. There was really no option. Penelope 
Ann Evans needed to be whopped. 

The Grand Master stood up. “I’m sorry 
Penelope Ann but much as I regret this I am going to 
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have to ask you to remove your blazer and bend over 
the chair,” he told the Old Gal. 

“Understood, Sir,” said Penny Ann. 
 
Nixdown walked about the stables, rolling her 

shoulders and neck. “You always do your best work 
when you’re suffering from a scalded arse,” she 
giggled. 

Penny Ann poured two glasses of Veuve 
Clicquot Ponsardin and handed one to Nixdown. Her 
lover winked and raised her glass. 

“Bottoms up honey,” she smiled and took a 
healthy slug of bubbles. Nix put down her glass and 
reached up and loosened Penny Ann’s tie and 
unfastened the collar of her blouse. She undid the red 
sash around Penny Ann’s waist and then unfastened 
the shoulder buttons of her lover’s gymslip and 
allowed the garment to slide to the floor. She took 
Penelope by the hand and led her towards the make-
shift hay bed that they had laid out at the far side of 
the room. 

 
“Morning sisters,” grinned Debs. She was 

jogging across the quadrangle on her way to her 
morning run when she happened upon Nixdown and 
Penny Ann walking hand-in-hand. She trotted 
backwards as she passed them. 

“Hey Nixy,” she grinned, “You know what you 
said about me having plenty of friends who would 
spank me whenever I wanted, how’s your calendar 
looking?” and then turned and ran off. 
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“Morning Ma’am,” Deborah greeted Jane 
Lummell. Debs was on the floor, her knees bent and 
her hands behind her head doing crunches. 

“My, you’re enthusiastic this morning,” laughed 
her coach. 

“I got a text from Pablo last night, he’s going 
to be up in the Smoke to finalize the artwork for his 
new CD, he wants to take me to lunch on Sunday,” 
said Debs cheerfully. 

“Well that’s wonderful,” smiled Jane. 
“Yeah,” said Debs. “We can have lunch at 

Monets and then I expect he’ll want to spank me.” 
Jane took off her track-suit bottoms. “Why 

would that be?” she asked. 
“I told him I’m not ready to marry him,” 

giggled Debs. “He says he’s going to spank me every-
time we meet until I agree.” 

Jane Lummell rolled her eyes. “Are you even 
taking his proposal seriously?” 

Debs shook her head. “It’s silly, I hardly know 
him. Besides what do I know about being married? 
Since I was eleven I’ve been in boarding school, a 
slave to the tour and then in here. I’ve had a few 
boyfriends and lovers but that has hardly prepared 
me for a two up two down and a white picket fence.” 

The two women set off at a trot. For the past 
seven years Jane Lummell had dedicated considerable 
time and energy to keeping Deborah in shape. They 
had grown close, so neither woman felt the least bit 
uncomfortable about discussing the Pablo Situation. 

 “Just my luck though,” Debs continued. “I 
hook up with a Basque Flamenco musician and he 
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turns out to be a raving spanko. What are the odds of 
that?” 

 “Maybe he’s not a raving spanko, he might 
just happen to like to spank you,” smiled Jane. “You 
have that effect on people.”  

Debs frowned. “Do you like spanking me?” she 
demanded. 

“It’s not a matter of like Deborah,” said Ms 
Lummell. “It’s more that you have this air about you 
that you would probably benefit from a damn good 
spanking.” 

“Oh good fucking grief,” muttered Debs and 
began to accelerate.  

 
 
 
 



 

 

15 

 
Fun? 

 
 
“Come here you naughty little gal,” Nixdown 

said sternly. “Let’s see whether a damn good 
spanking improves your attitude.” 

Deborah squinted through the half-light of the 
stables. Nixdown was seated on a bale of hay 
slapping an oval-headed leather paddle against her 
leather-gloved hand. She was dressed in an 
exquisitely tailored ShadBelly dressage jacket, double-
breasted with leather-lined weighted tails, smoke 
petrol riding breeches and knee-length boots. Her 
blonde mane was covered by a black wool top hat 
adorned with black tulle two-tiered veil. The hat was 
decorated with gorgeous ostrich feathers in black and 
burgundy. 

“Now!” snapped Nixdown when Debs didn’t 
immediately comply. “It’ll be far worse if I’m forced to 
send Penny Ann to collar you.” 

 
“I checked my calendar,” grinned Nix. “I’m free 

when you come off duty, why don’t you come down 
to the stables at nine thirty?” 
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“I was kind of only joking,” giggled Debs. 
Nixdown raised an eyebrow. “Were you?” she 

asked. 
 
Deborah had a busy day between her full 

academic curriculum, her Red-shirt and House 
Captain duties and squeezing in an hour’s training 
with Suzy down in the Wellness Center. She had been 
required to beat Jennifer Gardiner upstairs in the 
library on routine House Business and dangle Michelle 
Morgan for accumulating five black marks.  

At nine o’clock she handed the administration 
of the unit over to Claire and repaired to her study. As 
usual Lady Derby was bustling about straightening 
and tidying the small living room. 

Deborah went into the bedroom and extracted 
a gymslip and white blouse from the closet and began 
to change. 

“Are you going out, Ma’am?” asked Derby. 
Debs nodded. “Do me a favor hon, will you 

rummage about and see if you can rustle me up a fag 
from somewhere.” 

Derby hurried off. By the time she returned 
Deborah had changed. As usual her grubby wanted to 
fuss over her. When she had first met Derby the 
grubby’s minute attention to detail had mildly irritated 
her but she was forced to admit that once her grubby 
was finished she always looked a whole lot smarter. 

Debs had never been much of a one for 
worrying about her appearance. Despite wearing a tie 
every day for five years at Queensgate and for seven 
years at Woodys she had never perfected making a 
nice looking knot. She marveled at Derby’s nimble 
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fingers as she produced a half-Windsor and then 
adjusted the knot of the red sash Debs wore around 
her waist. Derby made her sit down in front of the 
mirror so that she could brush her hair and then 
collected her striped blazer and held it out for her. 

“Thank you, Derby, why don’t you go and have 
some fun with your chums?” said Debs. 

“I’ll finish up in the living room,” insisted Her 
Ladyship, “and I’ll turn your bed down and put on the 
coffee for the morning.” 

Debs grinned. She knew it was pointless to 
argue. “I’ll see you in the morning,” she smiled. 

“Have fun, Ma’am,” said Derby. 
 
Fun? Debs wondered about that as she 

stretched out across Nixdown’s lap. She had genuine 
butterflies in the pit of her tummy as Nix slowly 
turned back the hem of her gymslip. 

Deborah was amazed at the transformation of 
Nicola Jane into the stern dominatrix. She had clearly 
put considerable thought and effort into creating the 
slightly scary black-veiled character that had 
confronted Debs when she arrived at the stables. 

 
Debs obediently stretched out into a full drape. 

Nixdown was scolding her in a cold, clipped voice that 
reminded Deborah of vintage Ms Lawton. She felt her 
bumbags being slipped down her thighs and then all 
the way until they were concertinaed around her 
ankles. Nixdown rearranged her in her lap, tucking 
her in tightly and taking a grip around her waist. Debs 
Morton wondered whether she was really having fun. 
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Nixdown had selected a particularly potent 
paddle for the operation. The faces of the paddle had 
been cut from harness leather which had been hand-
stitched over a delrin core. Nicola Jane had been 
spanked with the paddle during numerous trysts with 
Penny Ann and could attest to the eye-watering smart 
that it could impart when properly applied. 

 
Deborah felt her tear ducts burning. Nicola 

Jane had applied three sharp smacks to her right 
buttock landing each on top of the other. She 
clenched her buttocks tightly as she felt the leather 
face circling on her left cheek. 

“I need you to relax young lady,” said Nixdown 
in a most authoritative tone of voice. “I won’t 
continue until you put it up and keep it up properly 
even if I have to keep you over my knee for the rest 
of the night.” 

Debs groaned and very unenthusiastically did 
as she was told. 

 
Nicola Jane straightened Deborah’s clothing 

and helped her to her feet. Debs was white-faced and 
panting. She reached under her skirt and adjusted her 
bumbags and accepted her blazer from Penny Ann. 
Her backside felt like it was on fire. The six smacks on 
each buttock had landed torturously on top of each 
other. Her bum cheeks were quivering. 

“If that will be all Ma’am, I think I’ll cut along,” 
Debs said in a small voice.  

“You’re welcome to stay,” Nicola Jane told her 
chum. Deborah shook her head and headed for the 
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door. Before she left she turned and said, “Thank you 
for taking care of me, Ma’am.” 

 



 

 

16 

 
A Damn Fine Actress 

 
 
Deborah closed the door of her study and went 

into the bathroom. She raised her skirt and rolled 
down her bumbags. The crown of each cheek was a 
vivid crimson. She rearranged her clothing and went 
into the living room. She found an open bottle of 
chardonnay in the fridge and poured a glass. She 
took off her blazer and then loosened her collar and 
tie. She leaned against the mantelpiece and lit the fag 
that Derby had rustled up for her. She inhaled deeply 
and blew smoke out through her nostrils.  

She was extremely conscious of the heat in her 
backside. The spanking itself had been excruciating 
but now that it was over she once again found that 
her brain was no longer processing it as pain. 

She felt overwhelmingly grateful to Nixdown. 
Even though the spanking had been for recreational 
purposes Nix had managed to make Debs feel that 
she was getting a well-deserved punishment. Leaning 
against the mantelpiece she felt like a thoroughly 
naughty gal who had just got her just desserts. She 
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grinned to herself; it was a deliciously intoxicating 
feeling. 

There was a knock on the door and Rosemary 
peeked her head in. “I heard you coming in,” she 
smiled. “I thought you might need me to rub your 
bum better.” 

Debs shook her head. “What fun would that 
be?” she asked her best chum. 

Rosemary looked over at the wine glass on the 
mantelpiece suspiciously.  

“It’s just one glass,” said Debs defensively. “I 
didn’t even stay for a glass of bubbles with Nix and 
Penny Ann.” 

Rosemary was the Team Morton dietician and 
had imposed strict restrictions of Debs alcohol intake. 

“Well I suppose one won’t hurt,” said Rosie. 
“Mind if I join you?” 

Debs pointed to the fridge. “Help yourself.” 
“So how was it?” asked Rosemary. 
“Nix can be quite scary when she wants to be,” 

giggled Debs. “She’s a damn fine actress.” 
 
Francesca Reese had been considered a damn 

fine actress before her career was rudely curtailed by 
the Dark Agents of the System. She had first come to 
public attention for her delivery of Lady Macbeth’s 
sleepwalking soliloquy while she was as naked as a 
jay-bird. 

Frankie was standing at the front of the 
assembly hall as a result of being shown a red-card 
by the ingress monitor as she entered the hall. It was 
the worst possible timing for a gal to be served with 
an eviction order. It meant that Frankie would have to 
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stand up the front for a full ten minutes under the 
bored scrutiny of the other eighty-three inmates. She 
stared stony-faced at the back wall of the hall and did 
her best not to fidget. 

Francesca was a fully paid-up member of the 
Beaten Brats club so she was resigned to the fact that 
within the next forty-five minutes she would be bent 
over the back of the chair getting the cane. 

 
Frankie had not entered the unit with a virgin 

arse. She had a colorful past. She had been born in 
Rio de Janeiro to a British father and a Brazilian-
French mother and had spent her early education at a 
convent. The nuns were keen proponents of the sore 
bottom solution and Frankie was a frequent recipient 
of good old-fashioned over the knee spankings. When 
her parents returned to Britain she was entered into 
boarding school.  

The school operated a comprehensive corporal 
punishment program ranging from two or three swats 
on the bum with an over-sized rubber-soled plimsoll 
to six with the cane for more serious offences. 
Punishments were administered by the athletic gym 
teacher who was none other than Jane Lummell.  

Frankie was high-spirited and exuberant soul 
and made her share of forays to the gym.  

 
One summer evening during her fifth year at 

the school she had found herself unable to sleep due 
to the heat. She decided to bunk out of the dorm and 
take a skinny-dip in the outdoor pool. Frankie’s 
mother regularly swam naked at home so she saw 
nothing peculiar about it. 
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Unfortunately she was discovered and her 
captors did not share her mother’s liberated view. 

“If you are so keen on showing off your parts, 
Francesca,” the Headmistress informed her, “then we 
shall see how you like showing off your bare bottom 
to the whole school in tomorrow mornings assembly.” 

Later, in an interview with a French arts 
magazine she would report that, “after being spanked 
on the bare bottom in front of several hundred 
witnesses taking my clothes off to recite Shakespeare 
did not seem the least bit intimidating.” 

 
Frankie watched the seconds slowly tick-away 

on the clock at the back of the hall. The wait seemed 
interminable and she felt self-conscious and slightly 
foolish in her solitary position of disgrace. Finally she 
heard the click and clack of heels in the corridor. She 
stiffened her pose and did her best to look suitably 
contrite as the Brass swept into the hall.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

17 

 
An Exotic Looking Cove 

 
 
Frankie sighed as the heavy doors of the hall 

swung closed behind her. She hurried down the 
corridor knowing that the Grand Master would not 
start the announcements until the sound of her 
retreating footsteps could no longer be heard. 

 
She hurried through the labyrinth of corridors 

and stairwells that led to the Grand Master’s office. 
She stopped along the way at a convenient restroom 
to make a quick check of her clobber. She skillfully 
tied her long auburn hair up in a knot so it wouldn’t 
get in her eyes while she was being caned. 

 
Katie eyed Frankie up and down looking for an 

excuse to subject her to a full tie-back, bib-down 
clobber inspection. It was a fruitless task. Frankie 
Reese grubbed for Nixdown and shared her mentor’s 
taste for fine dressing and she was immaculate. Katie 
scowled and sent Frankie to the ante-room and told 
her to drop her bumbags and bend over the desk. 
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Frankie placed her hands on her head and 
pressed her nose against the wall. She was resigned 
to the fact that she was imminently due for six of the 
best. It was not an experience that she looked 
forward to with any enthusiasm and decided it was 
best not to dwell on it. She distracted herself by 
mentally repeating large tracts of Shakespeare in her 
head. 

 
Despite having been stitched up like a kipper 

by the Dark Agents of the System Francesca had 
settled into her new life as an inmate of the nation’s 
most notorious Back to School facility. She had been 
assigned to grub for Nicola Jane who treated her with 
considerable respect and compassion. Nix had not 
found a single reason to send her grubby along the 
landing to the Red-shirt’s study for a draping. 

The two women had plenty in common. Prior 
to her incarceration Nixdown had directed a number 
of risqué music videos, often starring herself in BDSM 
and other erotic situations. Frankie had regularly 
appeared in independent movies with mature content 
and had attracted the attentions of the Dark Agents 
with her outspoken opinions on the benefits of batting 
with either hand. 

Frankie was an exotic looking cove having 
inherited a slightly tanned complexion and a full bee-
stung mouth from her mother. She also spoke with a 
slightly accented tone of voice having spoken English, 
French and Portuguese from birth.  

When Penny Ann had first set eyes on the 
auburn-haired beauty she had been deeply concerned 
that Nixdown would succumb to temptation but so far 
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Nix had kept her hands to herself and remained 
faithfully monogamous to her lover. 

 
Frankie chummed around with Michelle Morgan 

and Lady Derby Huntington, who grubbed for Jojo 
and Debs respectively. Nixdown, Jojo and Debs 
treated them as part of the gang and they had an 
open invitation to the social gatherings hosted by the 
Famous Four on the Elite landing. They rarely left the 
landing before lockdown. 

The three women had quickly established 
themselves as hard-core mega-minxes and were 
known around the campus as the ‘Terrible Trio’. 

 
Frankie Reese heard the Grand Master’s 

footsteps in the corridor below. She felt a familiar 
tightening in her stomach and a sharp increase in her 
heart-rate. She heard him climbing the stairs; she 
continued to face the wall without moving a muscle. 

“Miss Reese,” Mr Humphries said politely, 
“Follow me.” 

Frankie lowered her arms and turned away 
from the wall. 

 
The Grand Master was fond of Francesca. She 

was a reasonably frequent visitor to his study as the 
majority of the Brass concurred that spanking Frankie 
and her chums was an exercise in futility with little 
return on investment. 

Frankie made no attempt to excuse her 
contravention of the no pushing, prodding or pinching 
protocols but she showed little sign of remorse either. 
Not that a dubious attempt at contrition would have 
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served much purpose, even given her acting skills. 
She had performed a zero-tolerance offense and she 
knew it. 

 
Mr Humphries stood up and removed his jacket 

and hung it on a clothes-hanger. He loosened his 
collar and tie and turned back the sleeves of his white 
shirt before crossing to the tall-boy and selecting a 
thirty-six inch long super-cane. Frankie remained at a 
stiff attention, keeping her eyes front despite her 
temptation to turn to watch him move around the 
room. 

“Remove your blazer and bend over the chair,” 
he said once he had completed his preparations. 

 
Francesca bent over the back of the chair, with 

her bum-bared, waiting to be caned. She did her best 
to keep her breathing even and to get into the zone. 
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The Rasmussen Principle 

 
 
Frankie winced as the cane sliced across her 

hindquarters. Frankie had listened to Nix and Lady 
Derby extolling the virtues of the agony and the 
ecstasy of being beaten. Personally she subscribed to 
the former part of the equation and had never 
experienced any of the ecstasy that they waxed 
eloquent over. Nonetheless, she did subscribe to Cat 
Cassidy’s thesis laid out in the Manifesto of Mega-
minxes that although being beaten was excruciating 
there would be little joy in minxing if there were no 
risks and consequences. 

Frankie had known that tripping the gal in front 
of her as they entered the assembly hall had been a 
high-risk operation. She had hoped that she had been 
surreptitious enough that there would have been 
some confusion over the exact perpetrator. 
Unfortunately the gal who Frankie had hoped would 
block the ingress monitor’s line of vision had suddenly 
sped up and Frankie was caught with her foot 
extended. She had taken the risk and now she was 
willing to accept the consequences. 
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 Unfortunately the consequences were proving 
to be extremely hot and sweaty. When she had been 
at school the slipper and cane had always been 
delivered across the seat of her bumbags. After she 
had arrived at Woodys and been enrolled in the 
Beaten Brat club she had experienced her first bare 
bender. She had been astonished by the additional 
severity of the bite of rattan on naked flesh. A layer 
of navy, blue gossamer, however threadbare, might 
not offer much protection but it did at least take away 
some of the burn resulting from direct contact of the 
cane with naked flesh. Frankie winced as she felt as if 
her bare behind was being scalded with hot welding 
rods.  

 
Frankie gratefully bent over her mentor’s lap. 

She had spent over two hours wriggling and 
squirming on a hard wooden chair in the lecture 
room. No matter how much she maneuvered her rear 
end there was no way to find a position that was 
even vaguely comfortable. It was most distracting. 

Nixdown dipped her fingers in mystical balm 
and ran them along the swollen weals. 

“Do you really enjoy being beaten?” Frankie 
asked her mentor. 

“I’ve told you before. It depends who’s doing 
the beating,” laughed Nixdown. “If it’s Penny Ann or 
Suzy or somebody else I like then I love being 
beaten. If it’s some be-yotch like Patty or the Wart 
beating me then I positively despise it.” 

“But surely you can’t like actually being hit with 
a stick,” asked Frankie earnestly. 
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Nixdown chuckled. “Well actually I do but I 
must confess I’m probably in the minority. Most 
players on the spanko circuit subscribe to the 
Rasmussen principle.” 

“The Rasmussen principle, what the fuck is 
that?” asked Frankie. 

“Dagmar Rasmussen is a well-known Danish 
masochist who says that she enjoys the build up and 
the aftermath but that it’s a shame about the few 
minutes in the middle.” 

 
Lisa Sutton did not subscribe to the Rasmussen 

principle. She did not enjoy the build-up, which 
involved her being firmly marched through the 
kitchen and then being unceremoniously dumped face 
down across Dotty Hammell’s lap. She certainly did 
not enjoy the middle act of the kitchen drama that 
involved her cargo baggies being yanked down and 
her bottom being soundly whapped with a wooden 
spatula. The aftermath was not exactly her idea of 
fun either. She was certain that she could hear her 
backside sizzling as she tottered over to the work-
station where she had been tasked with chopping a 
dozen red onions. 

Truth be known during the past few days Lisa 
had not had much free-time for studying the 
enlightened philosophies of Danish masochists. The 
spanking in the kitchen was the culmination of a hot 
and sweaty forty-eight hours inside the Minxster’s 
bumbags and yet another set-back to her loudly 
proclaimed program of reform. 
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On Monday evening she had been required to 
repair to the library to be beaten by Claire Brooks 
over a matter regarding routine Blue House business. 

Lisa had been pragmatic about the beating and 
had told anybody that would listen that it was merely 
a hiccough in her program and certainly not a set-
back. She supported her claim by wagering ten squids 
with the Bounder at 10-1 that she was about to 
embark upon an extended cool-arse sabbatical. Less 
than twenty-four hours later she was forced to write 
the bet off as a bad investment when she was shown 
a red-card by Madame Diderot for potty-mouthing. 
She spent a hot and sweaty few minute’s face down 
across the Grand Master’s lap down in the Brat 
Chamber having her bottom warmed with a leather 
George W tawse. 

She refused to be discouraged, putting the 
unfortunate incident down to bad luck and the French 
Dame having a hangover. She immediately doubled 
up her bet with Bernadette. It proved to be another 
poor investment when she pitched up ten minutes 
late for kitchen duty and took a trip across Dotty’s 
knee.  

 
“I just don’t get it,” she lamented. “I just can’t 

catch a break.” 
“You’re just a very naughty gal,” laughed 

Bernadette as she counted her winnings. 
Lisa snorted. “Well at least I’m not a very bad 

gal like you,” she retorted snippily. 
 
 
 



 

 

19 

 
Bad Gal 

  
 
Bernadette Summers had always prided herself 

that she was the unit’s bad gal. She had spent most 
of her life in skirmishes with the authorities. Her 
father was a Sri-Lankan diplomat and international 
con-man and fraudster. She had spent a peripatetic 
childhood moving between diplomatic assignments to 
avoid Joe’s collar being felt by the law. 

From an early age Joe Summers had pupiled 
his daughter in the fine arts of skullduggery and 
conniving. She was beautiful, vivacious and totally 
beguiling. She had proved to be an able accomplice 
when Joe was scamming plenty of dosh out of the 
pockets of unwitting punters to finance his nefarious 
investments schemes. 

At fifteen years old she made front-page news 
when she withstood several days of hostile cross-
examination during her father’s trial. The defense 
lawyers presented her in gymslip and pig-tails looking 
the picture of the youthful ingénue. The judge and 
jury were not impressed and Joe was dispatched to 
chokey for fifteen years. Bernadette was charged with 
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perjury and placed in a juvenile reform center where 
she prospered by selling lessons in cheque-kiting, 
counterfeiting and other useful skills she had learned 
from her father.  

At the time of her release the Anti-Ladette 
campaign was in full flow. She noticed furtive coves 
lurking in the shadows wherever she went. Her 
godfather, Uncle Stacks advised her it might be 
prudent to have it on her toes to the South of France 
where she could doubtless carve out a decent living 
as a professional gambler. 

Using the large piles of wedge her father had 
sensibly secreted away in the Cayman Islands as 
stake money she became a fixture at the tables at 
Cannes, Nice and Monte Carlo. She was so successful 
that several casinos’ hired her to act as the house 
enchantress to attract high-rollers to participate in 
rigged games in return for fifteen-percent of the take. 

She remained off the radar of the Dark Agents 
until she walked away with three hundred thousand 
squids from a black-jack table at a casino owned by 
the Forsham-Smythe Corporation. Melissa was 
furious. Her tables were fixed and in her opinion 
Bernadette must have been cheating. She placed the 
Bounder on the priority list and negotiated a half a 
million quid bounty with the System for her capture 
and incarceration. 

The Dark Agents flimflammed Bernadette back 
to the Smoke with a bogus health scare regarding her 
father. She was nabbed entering the country on a 
private jet and whisked away to a secret silo. The 
System accused her of using her father’s ill-gotten 
gains to support her gambling predilections. She 
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didn’t bother to tell them that on the night in question 
she had used a hundred grand that she had won from 
Sarah Forsham-Smythe at backgammon as stake-
money. She was dispatched to a haberdashery to be 
fitted for clobber. 

Never one to be daunted by the vagaries of 
misfortune Bernadette immediately established a 
profitable business empire at the Big House. She used 
Uncle Stacks’s supply chain to provide the inmates 
with access to booze and fags that were banned by 
Ms Lawton. She established a book so that the 
inmates could bet on the nags and dogs, eventually 
extending her gambling activities to allow the gals to 
bet on the future prospects for their bumbags. The 
BUTT-stakes would prove to be her most lucrative 
business arm. 

Ms Lawton was not naïve and was well-aware 
of Bernadette’s activities and would occasionally 
placate Patty by staging raids of the Bounders stash 
spots. However, she would use trusted members of 
the Elite to forewarn Bernadette. The compound was 
vast and the Bounder would move the majority of her 
stash. In exchange for staying in business she 
sacrificed her bumbags for an occasional flogging by 
leaving a few cartons of fags and a couple of cases of 
cooking wine for the raiders to find. It was a cheap 
price to pay. 

She was denounced as a reprobate by Patty 
and was considered a hostile target by the Radical 
Right. Bernadette promoted her bad gal image by 
regularly hacking Dames in the shins and popping 
members of the SS on the snooters. She disguised 
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her natural beauty by adopting a permanent 
threatening and contemptuous glower.  

Nonetheless she was a beloved member of the 
community. Many of the weaker inmates had reason 
to be grateful to her when she waded in fists flying 
when the bullying SS swarmed down upon them. 
Behind her back her chums accused her of having a 
heart of gold but they didn’t tell her because they 
didn’t want her feelings hurt. 

 
Patty Hodge had been apoplectic when Debs 

had negotiated Bernadette’s unexpected promotion to 
Deputy Red-shirt. She had immediately announced 
jihad on the Bounders bumbags. It made her feel 
quite bilious to see the unit’s most notorious bad gal 
strutting about in her prefectorial garb with an 
ashplant tucked under her arm. 

Patty spotted the Bounder striding purposefully 
across the quadrangle. “Where are you going in such 
a hurry,” she demanded. 

“None of your business,” replied Bernadette 
airily. 

“None of my business? What do you mean 
none of my business?” said Patty incredulously. “I’m a 
senior member of the Brass of course it’s my 
business.” 

“You’re a nobody, Patty,” drawled the Bounder. 
“Now step aside I have Elite business to attend to.” 
 
 
 



 

 

20 

 
Good Gal 

  
 
Bernadette was on her way to beat her good 

chum Cassie Cassy. It was a routine affair resulting 
from Cassandra royally rubbishing the duty monitor in 
the recreation area. 

Normally Deborah would have conducted the 
punishment but she was otherwise engaged and the 
Bounder was in charge of operations. 

Bernadette climbed the back-stairs that led to 
the library. She was fairly sure that Cassie had 
purposefully engineered the rubbishing to provoke a 
red-card. 

Earlier in the day the Bounder had run into her 
chum. 

“What the fuck is Lisa playing at,” Cassie had 
demanded.  

Bernadette chuckled. “She’s reforming.” 
“Reforming!” squealed Cassie. “Three lickings 

in forty-eight hours! She calls that reforming?” 
Bernadette and Cassie were tight. They had 

major plans for opening a sophisticated restaurant in 
the south of France with an upstairs private gambling 
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den when they were released. Swapping canes for 
Cannes they liked to joke. The Bounder was well-
aware that Cassie was relentlessly pursuing the title 
of Annual Big BUTT and was even planning on taking 
a shot at Jojo’s title of All-Time Most Whopped Gal in 
a Single Year. If any of her close competitors had a 
run of bad luck she interpreted it as a conspiracy. 
Despite her declaration of reform Lisa remained one 
of Cassie’s closest rivals. 

 
Cassie Cassy was standing to attention with 

her hands on her head and her nose pressed to the 
wall. She was feeling relaxed. Cassandra Cassidy was 
a curious cove. She was totally unconcerned about 
the prospect of being caned. She knew nothing of the 
Rasmussen principle and never indulged in 
recreational whops. For Cassie it was all about the 
prestige of maintaining her ranking as Number One 
on the Annual Big BUTT. 

Not that she looked forward to being whopped 
by the Red-shirt. In her learned opinion nobody with 
the exception of the Grand Master whopped harder 
than Debs. 

 
“Follow me,” said the Bounder. 
Cassie turned away from the wall. At first she 

seemed surprised to see Bernadette but she just 
shrugged and followed the Deputy Red-shirt through 
the door and into the main area of the library. They 
reached the door to the punishment room and 
Bernadette swung it open and stepped aside to allow 
Cassie to enter. 
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Cassie strode down the wooden floor and went 
and stood by the fireplace. She raised her arms and 
linked her fingers on top of her head. 

Although it was a mild relief to discover that 
she was not going to spend quality time with Debs 
lethal cane she did not under-estimate the Bounder. 
It was not the first time that Bernadette had been 
required to beat her chum and Cassie knew that Debs 
had trained her deputy well. 

She watched impassively as Bernadette went 
through the ritual of removing her blazer and 
loosening her collar and cuffs. 

“Remove your blazer and bend over in front of 
the fireplace,” said Bernadette authoritatively. 

“Yes Ma’am,” said Cassandra. 
 
Cassie Cassy was proud of the Bounder. She 

knew how hard her chum worked to repay Deborah’s 
trust in her. Bernadette’s elevation to the role of 
Deputy Red-shirt had had a marked effect on her. 
Although she continued to run her lucrative goods 
and gambling empire and couldn’t resist the 
temptation to occasionally yank the Radical Right’s 
chain she took the business of being an Elite gal 
seriously. 

Bernadette had always been a scruffy 
individual who had defiantly ignored the Politics of 
Clobber. She had been a regular client of Katie’s to 
have her circulation an early morning kick-start with a 
slipper for gross clobber abuse. However, since her 
promotion she had become a veritable clothes-horse 
and always looked immaculate.  
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She had also altered her pugnacious 
demeanor. When she was required to scold the other 
inmates she was firm but polite when she warned 
them that if they continued their errant behavior that 
she would be forced to take them upstairs to the 
library. Since taking office she had not had a single 
punishment appealed nor had any complaints filed 
against her. The inmates considered Bernadette 
Summers to be a very good thing. 

 
Cassie flinched. Despite her close friendship 

with Bernadette she did not expect to be cut any 
slack and if the opener was anything to judge by 
none was being cut. 

Bernadette stepped in close swinging the cane 
with the timing and precision Debs had taught her 
down on the practice range. She hated having to beat 
Cassie but she was determined to make a good job of 
it. She landed stripe after stripe in the safe zone 
known as the sweet spot. 

 
Cassie gritted her teeth and waited for the 

closer. The first five strokes had echoed around the 
quiet of the wood-paneled room as the cane exploded 
off her bumbags with crisp authority. She counted 
back from thirty and braced herself as she heard the 
ominous whistle of ashplant cutting through the air. 

 
Bernadette handed back Cassie’s prb and 

reached out and hugged her chum. Cassie grinned 
cheerfully. 

“So how was it?” asked the Bounder. 
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“Oh, you’re good gal,” smiled Cassie. “You’re 
very, very good.” She slipped her arm through 
Bernadette’s affectionately as she wriggled out of the 
punishment room. 



 

 

21 

 
The Imposter Comes Out to Play 

  
 
Debs sighed as she closed the door of the 

lecture room behind her. Some things were so 
predictable. The day had started routinely. She had 
risen early in the morning and completed a three-mile 
run with Jane Lummell. She had returned to her study 
where Lady Derby had coffee ready and had laid-out 
her Red-shirt clobber for her. After showering and 
dressing she had repaired to the Grand Master’s 
quarters for the morning briefing before proceeding 
to the hall to oversee assembly. For once the natives 
were peaceful and no red cards were required. With 
her duties satisfactorily accomplished she returned to 
her study to collect the books she required for the 
first few lectures of the morning. 

Deborah was a scholarly cove and bookish by 
nature. She greatly admired the comprehensive 
academic program that Ms Lawton had introduced 
and Mr Humphries had continued to constantly 
upgrade. During the first six years of her 
imprisonment she had retained the status of overall 
scholar of the year with a remarkable cumulative 
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grade point average of over ninety percent for the 
fourteen subjects on the curriculum. She was always 
conscientious in preparing her assignments and was 
generally attentive during lectures. 

Unfortunately, by her own admission, Deborah 
Morton was fatally flawed. The Imposter, as she liked 
to refer to her alter-ego, had a tendency to present 
herself at the most unwise and unexpected moments. 

Deborah’s last lecture of the morning had been 
a Mathematics class presided over by Reed the Weed. 
Debs was not particularly mathematically inclined by 
nature and maintained her consistent high marks by 
dint of concentration and hard-work. The topic of the 
lecture was the tricky subject of finding the Cartesian 
equation from a parametric equation and was 
occupying her fully.  

However, elsewhere in the room her chums 
were in vintage form and the lecture was in danger of 
declining into a farce. One by one Jojo, Rosemary and 
Nixdown were shown yellow cards by the increasingly 
exasperated tutor. For the most part Debs had 
resisted the temptation to indulge in the amusing 
sport of japing the Weed and done her best to 
concentrate on solving the complex problem they had 
been set. 

Eventually Ms Reed reached the end of her 
tether and informed the students that the next person 
to interrupt or cause a distraction would be shown a 
red-card. It was exactly at this juncture that the 
Imposter felt the need to come out to play.   

 
Good gal, naughty gal, good gal, naughty gal. 

There seemed to be no middle ground. All her life she 
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seemed to oscillate between being feted with 
accolades for her achievements or being reduced to a 
figure of disgrace. She could remember as far back as 
preparatory school that she would start the day 
getting gold stars for her schoolwork or her sporting 
and musical accomplishments. But every day would 
end the same with her teachers inevitably telling her 
that it was time for her to go and stand in the corner. 

 
She ambled through the corridors in no 

particular hurry to reach Katie’s office to have her 
bottom inspected. There was no need to rush things. 
By the time her inevitable beating was completed the 
unit would have already broken for lunch. Debs was 
not on the roster for monitoring the cafeteria and 
Lady Derby would bring her lunch upstairs in her 
study. 

She took a detour and went upstairs to the 
Elite landing. She went into Rosemary’s study and 
scrounged around for a fag and then went to her own 
study to smoke it. 

Debs looked at herself in the mirror while she 
smoked. She was wearing her red shirt and black tie 
that signified her proud position as the most senior 
inmate at the facility. She wore a black five button 
blazer fashioned in the style of a riding jacket and a 
matching pleated skirt. As usual Lady Derby had 
dressed her in the morning and she looked the 
picture of sophistication.  

 
Debs was having considerable difficulty feeling 

sophisticated. She was head down, arse up across the 
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Grand Master’s lap having her backside peppered with 
the infamous Uzi paddle. 

 
As usual Mr Humphries had been listened 

courteously while Deborah had explained that there 
were a number of possible interpretations to the 
observation that she had made that had led to her 
dismissal from the lecture room. 

Deborah was a skilled and articulate advocate. 
She knew that there was a thin line between claiming 
that the red card was wholly unwarranted and 
demonstrating some degree of reasonable doubt as to 
the intentions of her observations regarding the 
Weed’s mental well-being. 

 
Mr Humphries suppressed a smile. He didn’t 

blame Debs for offering up a token defense. It was a 
legitimate part of the process. Even though Debs 
knew that she had almost no chance of securing a 
reprieve she was obliged to give it her best and most 
earnest shot. 

 
Deborah licked her dry lips. The Grand Master 

was thoughtfully explaining to her that while he 
understood that there was often room for 
misinterpretations he felt that in the case in question 
that Ms Reed had been quite reasonable in concluding 
that Deborah’s observations regarding the Dame’s 
mental state were not offered in the spirit of 
magnanimity that Debs had alluded to during her 
defense.  
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“In fairness Miss Morton, I am forced to 
conclude this was just another instance of the 
Imposter coming out to play,” he told her. 

“Oh,” was all Debs could think of to reply. 
 
 



 

 

22 

 
Bandit Bounder 

 
 
Deborah stared bleakly at the rectangular 

shaped leather paddle that the Grand Master had 
placed on the desk. The center of the blade had been 
stenciled with the letters Uzi in an ornate scroll. 

Deborah was well-versed in the provenance of 
the paddle. Earlier in the year Mr Humphries had 
been kind enough to share the history of the lethal 
instrument that had been kindly donated to the unit 
by a thoughtful American Senator.  

The elegant strap had been hand-crafted from 
several layers of Texan boot-leather and had 
originally been commissioned for the use on the bare 
bottoms of the senator’s errant twin daughters. 

Having shared this history with the Red-shirt 
the Grand Master had proceeded to put her over his 
knee so that she could sample the craftsmanship. It 
had been a most disagreeable experience and Debs 
had the distinct feeling that history was about to 
repeat itself. 
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The shaft of the paddle was 14-inches long 
and 3-inches wide. It had been designed so that both 
buttocks got a thorough work-out throughout the 
punishment. Deborah wriggled and jerked and cursed 
the lives of benevolent senator’s as the long tail 
curled its way across her upturned orbs.  

 
“Jeez, that thing stings like a scorpion,” hissed 

Deborah once she was returned to the upright 
position. “Doesn’t that thing belong in the 
Smithsonian? Now I’m going to be walking around all 
day with Uzi tattooed on my bum. Do you know how 
undignified that feels?” 

The Grand Master just smiled. “Actually your 
visit couldn’t have been timelier,” he told her. “Joanna 
and I are going to take a spin into town to take lunch 
with Maximillian Heurst; we were going to invite you. 
Why don’t you cut along and straighten yourself up a 
little and we’ll meet you downstairs in fifteen 
minutes?” 

 
“No, Jojo, en oh!” said Deborah emphatically. 

“I will happily act as musical director and I’ll work on 
the script with you, but I am not being publicly 
dangled for the amusement of the Great Unwashed.” 

“I doubt that they’ll be many of the Great 
Unwashed in the audience. Bernadette and Spanky 
are confident that they can sell-out just on the 
Woodettes web-site. You’ll be amongst friends,” said 
Joanna soothingly. 

Jojo and Debs were in the back-seat of an SUV 
that was transporting them to town. Jojo had 
informed Debs that the meeting with Max was to 
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finalize the proposal to stage a Woody production 
entitled ‘Whops and Clobber’ at one of his West End 
theaters. 

Jojo had suggested that Deborah might like to 
consider being dangled by Lady Victoria as the 
center-piece of the highly choreographed finale. 

“I’m used to Bernadette’s hare-brained 
schemes,” said Debs rather grouchily, “but I thought 
better of you Jojo.” 

“So I take it you’ll give it some consideration,” 
said Joanna. 

“No way,” snapped Deborah. “Not Debs 
Morton, not in these bumbags!” 

 
“No,” said Debs again over lunch. “You have 

tons of exhibitionists to choose from. What about 
Spanky or Christy, or even Nix, she’d be perfect.” 

“They’ve all signed up,” Jojo assured Debs. “I 
just thought that you getting publicly spanked a week 
before you play at Wimbledon would put a good 
human interest spin on the show.” 

Debs gaped at her chum. “What about you? 
You’re the fucking Big BUTT, that would have plenty 
of human interest,” she retorted. 

“I’ll be busy with production and direction 
activities, you know how time-consuming that can be 
on show nights,” said Jojo. “I just wouldn’t have the 
time.” 

“Hmmmph,” snorted Deborah Morton.  
 
“I can draw up a contract,” said Bernadette 

helpfully.  
“Jojo talked to you about this?” squealed Debs. 
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“No, I offered her your services,” said the 
Bounder smoothly. “As your agent I feel duty bound 
to keep my eyes peeled for legitimate business 
opportunities.” 

“Firstly you are not my agent,” snapped 
Deborah. “And secondly you look out for every 
opportunity to chisel me for fifteen-percent,”  

“Speaking of business opportunities,” 
continued the Bounder unabated. “Perhaps we should 
take some snaps of your Uzi tattoos and sell them on 
the site as a limited edition. We would make out like 
bandits.” 

“Oh good fucking grief,” groaned Debs. “You 
are a fucking bandit Bounder, now cut along and do 
some Red-shirting; I’m going to take a nap.” 

 



 

 

23 

 
God Help the Scorpions 

 
 
Cat Cassidy narrowed her eyes. She was 

sharing a bottle of champagne and swapping 
intelligence regarding Shaz Morrison with Kate 
Faulkner. 

“She seems very interested in the weekend 
schedule,” Kate told Cat. “I’m getting the impression 
that they might actually be considering a raid on the 
compound when they think we’re at our most 
vulnerable.” 

Cat scowled. “I’m thinking along the same 
lines. She’s beginning to give me the pip. I googled 
her and found some pictures of her schmoozing with 
Lord Rufus.” 

“I’ve tried to make an arrangement to meet 
Rufus for lunch but he is being evasive,” Kate sighed 
wearily. “I’ll keep trying.” 

“In the meantime let’s keep blowing smoke up 
Miss Morrison’s arse,” said Cathryn. “Maybe if we’re 
crafty she’ll let something slip and we can be 
prepared.” 
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“I don’t need to know the details,” Armanisuit 
told the reprobate aristocrat. “You are fully funded 
and Melissa has made the private airport available to 
you. She is expecting results; she will not tolerate any 
more botched missions.” 

Lord Rufus looked at Armanisuit very, very 
calmly. “I don’t much care for middle-men,” he told 
the lawyer. “If I fitted you with concrete bumbags I 
could pocket your commission.” 

Armanisuit scowled, but considered silence to 
be the prudent response. Lord Rufus scared him and 
he didn’t doubt that the Chairman of the Board of 
Yoofs would feel little compunction over disposing of 
him. The lawyer was already taking steps to stage his 
own disappearance once the caper was over and he 
had secured the appropriate fees for his services. 

Rufus grinned and winked at Armanisuit. 
“Cya,” he said cheerfully as he left. “Watch out for 
those bogey men.” 

Armanisuit gnashed his teeth and wrung his 
hands. He tried to calm himself by checking the vast 
balances in the various secret bank accounts he had 
scattered around the globe. 

 
“Why don’t we just stop all this bullshit and 

just send Mickey around to put a plug in his arse?” 
demanded Stacks Monroe. 

Ellen patted his hand affectionately. “Down 
boy, bad gangster,” she smiled. “If we take Rufus and 
the Yoofs out of the equation Malicious will have to 
find someone else and we might not be able to get 
the inside information Kate provides.” 
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Stacks snorted. “I’m sure Mickey wouldn’t be 
averse to a trip to the Caribbean,” he said. “He could 
blow her fucking island up. See how she likes that.” 

Ellen giggled. “You have such a refreshingly 
intolerant view of the world,” she told her lover.  

“What is it they say? There’s no problem that 
can’t be solved with a well-placed stick of dynamite?” 
he laughed. 

“No darling, that’s a sore arse,” smiled Ellen, 
“and speaking of which I think I’ll go and put on my 
police uniform and we can talk about my problems.” 

 
Major Susan Lawton, of Military Intelligence, 

sipped a glass of sherry in the Grand Master’s study. 
“I believe he may be recruiting mercenaries 

from South Africa,” she told Mr Humphries. “Probably 
some ex-Scorpions who feel stung by being 
disbanded and are feeling the pinch.” 

“So if it was you when would you attack?” 
asked Mr Humphries. 

Ms Lawton smiled. “Are you asking my opinion 
or just testing your own theory?” she asked. 

The Grand Master shrugged. “A bit of both. If 
you’re right about the Scorpions then we have to 
assume that they will try and take over the compound 
and take everybody hostage instead of just picking off 
individual targets,” he told Susan. 

She nodded. “We had better be prepared. I’ve 
told the Minister that I’m taking a sabbatical from 
Ripley. It’s an exercise in futility anyway. The place is 
riddled with corruption and might just as well be 
closed down. I’ll move in full-time if you don’t mind 
and help Ellen and Suzy.” 
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The Grand Master nodded. “Do you think 
Stacks is equipped to take on Scorpions?” 

Susan nodded firmly. “Don’t forget we’ve also 
got the inmates on our side. Do you really think that 
the Woody Gals are going to take kindly to being held 
hostage?” 

“Good point,” chuckled Mr Humphries. “God 
help the Scorpions.” 

  
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

24 

 
The End of Angst and Analysis 

 
 
Debs hopped onto a bar-stool in the VIP bar of 

Monets. Oliver, the proprietor and chef, had slipped 
her in through a side-door so that she wouldn’t be 
pestered in the main dining room. She looked at her 
watch excitedly, in a few minutes Pablo was 
scheduled to arrive. She ordered a pomegranate 
martini. 

 
Pablo showed Deborah the diamond ring.  
She sighed. “It’s beautiful but I’ve told you 

darling, I’m not ready yet.” 
He shrugged. “I have told you what I will do if 

you refuse.” 
She smiled sweetly. “I know,” she said quietly. 

“I’ve made the arrangements. Oliver says we can use 
his office upstairs. That way we’ll have some privacy.” 

 
The Grand Master had given Debs dispensation 

to wear semi-clobber for her lunch date. She wore a 
white blouse and striped tie unfastened to show just a 
hint of cleavage. She had selected a pair of skin-tight 
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pin-striped gaucho pants that she had tucked into a 
pair of distressed leather cowboy boots and a denim 
jacket with ‘D’ and ‘W’ embroidered on the breast 
pockets. She had applied subtle make-up that best 
showed off her open features. She wore her hair to 
her shoulders in a loose shag. 

 
“Have you always been a spanko?” Debs 

asked. 
Pablo laughed. “I had never given spanking a 

moment’s thought until I met you.”  
“Oh,” said Deborah Morton. 
 
Debs settled in across Pablo’s lap. They had 

agreed that the preliminary spanks would be 
delivered across the seat of her striped pants. Debs 
remembered from the incident in Ibiza that the buff 
Basque flamenco guitarist had hands like house-bricks 
and she wanted some time to warm into the 
spanking. 

She felt her excitement rising as Pablo firmly 
maneuvered her into the correct position. He was 
immensely strong and it occurred to Deborah that she 
was absolutely incapable of making an escape even if 
she wanted to. With her bottom sticking up in the air 
she felt completely defenseless and helpless. It was a 
deliriously intoxicating sensation. 

 
“Considering he’s new to spanking Pablo 

certainly did a good job,” grinned Debs. “If I had any 
lingering doubts this afternoon settled them. I’m now 
a fully confirmed, fully subscribed member of 
NixWorld.” 
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Nicola Jane reached up and hugged Deborah. 
“Gratter’s, sis,” she giggled. “Now you can stop tying 
yourself in knots of angst and analysis and get on and 
enjoy yourself.” 

“I have a favor to ask you Nixxy,” said Debs a 
tad nervously. “I want you to formally out me at the 
next Saturday feast.” 

Nixdown gaped at Deborah. “Oh good fucking 
grief,” was all she could think of to say. 

 
“I’ll do it,” Debs told Jojo. 
Jojo grinned. “I’ll have Bernadette draw up a 

contract,” she told her chum. 
Debs cocked her head. “I thought all the 

proceeds went into the central trust fund.” 
“We’re making an exception. We know you’ll 

need every penny that you can scrape together to 
support Team Morton when you go back on the 
circuit,” said Jojo. 

“Joanna, I have quite a lot in my treasure 
chest already, we’ll be okay,” said Debs. 

Jojo patted her chum’s hand. “We took a vote, 
it was unanimous, we’ll make it back betting on you 
winning Wimbledon,” smiled Jojo affectionately. 

“Yeah, rock on, Jojo. In my dreams,” sighed 
Deborah. 

 
Debs spelled her name out on the bottom of 

the contract and then added her signature. 
Bernadette grinned like a cat that had got the cream. 

“You won’t regret this,” said the Bounder. “The 
spin-offs will be incredible.” 
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Debs shook her head in mock disbelief. With 
the flourish of the pen she had contracted herself to 
receive a bare bottom dangling with a wood-brushed 
hairbrush at the end of each of the five performances 
of the ‘Whops and Clobber’ production. She had 
considerable doubts about Bernadette’s blasé 
prediction that she would not regret this decision. 

 
Christy Cranfield hugged Deborah. “Of course 

I’ll help you,” she told her old chum. “I’ll keep in 
contact with Nixdown and we’ll thrash out the 
details.” 

Debs giggled. “There is a certain irony to that 
particular choice of words.” 

Christy winked. “Speaking of which, perhaps 
we could repair to the library before Spanky and I go 
back to the Smoke.” 

“I’ll fetch my cane,” said Debs. 
 
 
  
  
 
 



 

 

25 

 
Caroline 

 
 
Cathryn Cassidy gaped at her mother. Cat had 

just been shown to a table in a discrete corner of one 
of the Smoke’s most exclusive restaurants. Her 
mother was already seated. She was dressed in a 
striped blazer, gymslip, blouse and tie. 

“Oh good grief Cathryn, do close your mouth,” 
her mother laughed, “Even you can’t look attractive 
when you look like you’re catching flies.” 

Cat had come directly from her father’s studio 
where she interned two days a week. She was 
dressed in a pink leather biker’s jacket with matching 
boots, a black turtle neck sweater and jeans. She 
sank into a seat opposite her mother. 

“I’m visiting your club,” Caroline Cassidy 
explained, “so I thought I’d better dress for the 
occasion.” 

“Oh my giddy aunt,” muttered the unflappable 
Cat and she lit a cigarette. 

 
Cat had gone over to Spanky’s place to 

change. When she came downstairs her blouse was 
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unfastened and her gymslip barely covered her 
bumbags. 

“Good grief, Cathryn,” said Caroline, “you’re 
going out with your mother, now go upstairs and get 
dressed properly.” 

The wildly independent mega-minx nodded 
meekly and went back to the bedroom. 

 
The Woodettes looked mildly surprised when 

Cathryn Cassidy took to the stage. Every Wednesday 
evening Cathryn visited the Café fully clobbered up 
Cat style. During the Old Gal Whops and Clobber 
summit Cathryn had successfully negotiated 
numerous dispensations from the Politics of Clobber. 
The Woodettes were used to seeing her with her 
blouse unfastened to her bosom and her tie dangling. 
She liked to compliment her flamboyant style of dress 
with bracelets, bangles and other funky accessories. 
The gymslips she selected were generally so short 
that her bumbags were on show as she walked. 

However as she mounted the stage Cathryn 
Cassidy was dressed in complete compliance with the 
Politics of Clobber. Her top button was fastened for 
the first time anybody could remember; she wore 
minimal makeup and had discarded her trademark 
straw boater. The hem of the gymslip she was 
wearing reached to just inches above her knees and 
she was wearing a pair of white ankle socks and flat-
soled shoes. Her black and red striped blazer was 
fastened neatly by the top button. The only 
recognizable Cat trait was that she had a glass of 
champagne in her right hand and a cigarette burning 
in her left. 
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“Sisters, it’s my great pleasure to introduce you 
to my dearest friend, my mother, Mrs Caroline 
Cassidy,” she announced. 

 
The Woodettes gaped at each other. All night 

long they had been staring curiously at the woman 
seated at Spanky Botts VIP table. They were 
universally certain that they knew who she was but 
couldn’t put a name to the face of the woman sitting 
quietly, sipping champagne, dressed in immaculate 
clobber. 

When she smiled it was immediately obvious 
that she was the mother of Cassie Cassy and when 
she spoke in her languid drawl it was as if Cat was 
throwing her voice.  

With her hair pulled back and her face 
completely void of make-up it took the Woodettes a 
little time to reconcile the gymslip clad woman with 
her alter-ego whose face appeared in glamour 
magazines all around the world. 

Although Caroline was in her mid-fifties she 
hardly looked a day over forty.  

Caroline put her arm around Cat’s shoulder. 
“She brushes up quite nicely don’t you think?” 

Cat pouted theatrically. “She made me do it,” 
she told the Woodettes. 

 
“The reason I’m here,” Mrs Cassidy told the 

Woodettes, “is to appeal for your help. As you may 
have read my husband and I are supporting 
Christopher Brooks’s challenge for the premiership. If 
he is successful he has pledged to force the 
government to review the legitimacy of the Back to 
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School program. We believe that any such enquiry 
will demonstrate that hundreds of young women, 
including my two beloved daughters, have been 
falsely imprisoned for dubious political motives. In the 
event that the units are closed down the inmates are 
going to need considerable assistance in returning to 
society.” 

Caroline explained that many of the inmates 
had been stripped of their assets when they were 
sentenced. She announced the launch of the Caroline 
Cassidy Foundation for the Woody Back to School unit 
to offer support while legal remedies were pursued 
against the System and its Dark Agents.  

“The Woody Back to School unit has clearly 
affected the lives of every one of you,” she told the 
Woodettes, “so I am appealing to your generosity to 
raise enough cash to ensure every inmate has the 
ability to be self-sufficient upon their release. The 
administrative arm of the Foundation will be available 
to help organize any fund raising events you propose 
and my husband and I will personally match every 
penny raised by your efforts.” 

The Woodettes whooped and cheered. Caroline 
beamed her Cassie smile. 

“And I’m pleased to announce that at the first 
fund raising event Deborah Morton has volunteered to 
receive a sponsored caning,” said Caroline. 
“Unfortunately for security reasons this event must be 
held in private. Nonetheless, it will be transmitted by 
live video feed to Café Woodys. Tickets will be sold by 
auction on the www.woodettes.com web-site from 
midday tomorrow. I implore you to dig deep and 

http://www.woodettes.com/�
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support the cause.”  She turned to Cat. “See you on 
Saturday,” she told her daughter and winked. 

 



 

 

26 

 
A Feast Fit for a Mother 

 
 
“You can’t be serious,” said Nixdown. 
Debs nodded her head. “It isn’t as if you’ve 

never taken a walk on the wild side,” she said 
seriously. 

Nix giggled. “Debs this won’t be a walk on the 
wild side, this will be a walk on the fucking far side.” 
She shrugged. “Whatever flaps your skirt I guess. I’ll 
be right beside you.” 

Debs beamed appreciatively. 
 
“Mother, it is going to get quite bizarre in 

here,” Cat said authoritatively. “I think it’s time for 
you to go to bed.” 

“Oh Cathryn stop being such a prude, it 
doesn’t suit you at all,” scolded Caroline Cassidy. “I’m 
not a child. Don’t you think I’ve never seen bizarre 
before? I grew up in the nineteen-sixties!” 

Cathryn Cassidy groaned and lit a cigarette. 
 
Cat had been taken aback when her mother 

had called her on her cell-phone. 
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“Well aren’t you coming down to greet me?” 
Caroline asked. 

“Where are you,” asked Cathryn.  
“Downstairs, dear, in the parking area,” 

Caroline told her elder daughter, “Now come down 
and help me with my bag.” 

“Yes mother,” said Cathryn. 
 
“The Grand Master invited me to the feast to 

launch the Foundation,” smiled Caroline. “The 
response has been remarkable. Aside from the ticket 
sales at the Café we have received huge donations. If 
your father and I match squid for squid we’ll be able 
to handover a cheque for over half a million this 
evening.” 

“Mother, I know that you’re doing this for all 
the best reasons but the feast is well …” Cat searched 
for the right words, “they can be, well …” 

“Oh hush,” she interrupted him. “I know all 
about the Saturday Night Feasts.” She grinned. “I 
even brought my clobber. Dear me,” she giggled, “it’s 
been over thirty years since I last got six of the best.” 

“Oh good grief,” muttered Cat. 
 
Cassie Cassy had pulled out all the stops for 

the launch of her mother’s foundation. She elicited 
Jojo’s help to decorate the Great Hall. 

Joanna, Michelle Morgan, Lady Derby and 
Frankie had excelled themselves. The long tables had 
been covered with tablecloths’ of hand-woven Irish 
linen. The silverware and crystal wine goblets were 
family heirlooms of the Brompton family, kindly 
donated by Lord Brompton for the occasion. Jojo and 
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her team had filled spherical vases with white floating 
orchids and brightly colored goldfish. On the walls 
they had hung a selection of Nixdown’s original 
photography depicting life at the unit. All around the 
hall Jojo had placed oversized candle holders with 
spectacularly colored odorless candles burning.  

When the guests arrived they were greeted by 
the inspirational sound of Josh Groban singing Mi 
Mancherai (il postino) accompanied by Joshua Bell on 
violin. Heidi Alexander and Linda Ash circulated with 
trays filled with a choice of 1996 Nicolas Feuillatte 
Palmes d’Or Brut Rose, a pink champagne deliciously 
filled with pink grapefruit, rose petals and Campari-
like flavors and aromatics, or a 1985 Salon Le Mesnil 
Blanc de Blancs, with a taste as haunting as a cello 
solo by Yo-Yo Ma. 

To accompany the champagnes Cassie Cassy 
had prepared platters filled with perfectly moist Blini, 
red and black beluga caviar, and imported Norwegian 
smoked salmon. The mouth-watering appetizer was 
accompanied by chopped radishes, onions, thinly 
sliced scallions, capers, egg yolks and whites chopped 
separately, sour cream and melted butter. 

Once the guests had been seated at the tables 
large earthenware tureens had been brought from the 
kitchen. Stacks Munroe had dispatched a driver to the 
shores of Brittany to secure the freshest and most 
flavorsome mussels available. Cassie had steamed the 
shellfish in a casserole with white wine, chopped 
shallots, bouquet garni, saffron threads and freshly 
ground peppercorns. Once the mussels were ready 
she had finished the dish by adding parsley and heavy 
cream to the cooking liquid to create a sumptuous 
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sauce. The guests had been served the dish in over-
sized soup bowls, with freshly baked baguettes to 
soak up the saffron-cream infused sauce and glasses 
of 2001 Far Niente chardonnay that soared with a 
mélange of fruit, smoke, oak smoke and mineral 
flavors. 

Between courses Cassie served hand-made 
fruit sorbets to cleanse the guest’s palates. Once the 
mussel plates and the sorbet glasses were cleared 
from the table the guests were treated to a delightful 
combination of lobster meat, and couscous that had 
been cooked with the lobsters tomalley and coral. The 
lobster and couscous had been returned to the shells 
and served with a delicate chive sauce and a healthy 
salad. 

To complete the feast Cassie had briefly 
poached halves of Seville oranges flavored with Grand 
Marnier and garnished them with fresh mint leaves. 
She had chosen a luxurious 1988 King Krug to 
compliment the dessert.  

It was truly a feast for a mother. 
 
 



 

 

27 

 
Partial Sensory Deprivation 

 
 
“That was amazing,” gushed Michelle Morgan. 

“Everything came out so perfectly.” 
Cassie beamed. “I had to do something 

special,” she said. “After all it is a very special 
occasion and, besides, my mum’s here.” 

Cassie’s sister Cat had offered Cassie the use 
of her apartment to get changed. Michelle had gone 
along to help Cassie get showered and dressed. 

“Jeez she’s beautiful,” said Michelle as she laid 
out Cassie’s clothes. “And she seems so nice too.” 

Cassie laughed. “Mum’s cool,” she agreed, “but 
she was an Extreme Ladette way before anybody 
even knew what Ladettes were.” 

“It’s no wonder you and Cat turned out to be 
mega-minxes then?” giggled Michelle. 

“I guess it must be genetic,” agreed Cassie as 
she stepped into the shower. 

 
Mrs Caroline Cassidy was seated to the left of 

Mr Humphries dressed immaculately in full clobber.  
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“How have my daughters been behaving 
themselves,” she smiled. “They were always in so 
much trouble when they were at school.” 

She sipped champagne and smiled indulgently 
at her elder daughter Cathryn. 

“I was always getting letters of complaint from 
Patricia Hodge,” she told the Grand Master. “I noticed 
Ms Hodge when I came in. She ignored me. We never 
got along. I hacked her in the shins once after she 
had beaten Cathryn for no good reason.” 

The Grand Master laughed. 
“She tends to have that effect on people,” he 

agreed. 
“If I hacked her on shin this evening, what 

would be the consequences Grand Master?” Caroline 
grinned. 

“Oh good grief Mother,” groaned Cat. “Behave 
yourself.” 

 
Cassie Cassy curtsied to the applause as she 

entered the room. As usual her angelic countenance 
was lit up by a sparkling smile. 

“Bottoms up, Cassie,” chorused her satiated 
admirers. 

Cassandra Cassidy threw them a wink. “Hi 
mum,” she grinned, “did you get enough to eat?” 

 
Nixdown and Lady Derby escorted Debs to the 

powder room at the back of the Great Hall to help her 
prepare. 

“You’re sure that you want to go through with 
this?” Nix asked again. 
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“Absolutely,” confirmed Deborah emphatically. 
“It’ll be like a combination of all the extreme 
situations I’ve ever been in all rolled in to one.” 

Nixdown reached over and hugged Debs. “You 
are one weird sister,” she laughed. 

“Coming from you Nix, that is a compliment!” 
 
During their sentences at the Woody Back to 

School Unit the inmates had witnessed many strange 
and intriguing scenes. However, when the doors to 
the powder room opened and Deborah Morton, 
Christy Cranfield and Nicola Jane Nixon appeared 
several incredulous eyebrows were raised.  

 
The procession moved slowly through the hall. 

Nixdown came first making sure that there were no 
obstacles in their way. Behind her Deborah was being 
escorted under a full collar by Christy. She was 
blindfolded and her arms were handcuffed behind her 
back. Dressed in her ornate embroidered Posh Coat 
Christy Cranfield looked like the High Priestess in a 
mystical ritual. 

They made their way passed the dining tables 
towards the steps that led to the stage. Gently Nix 
took Debs elbow and guided her up step by step. 
Slowly the trio approached the vaulting horse that 
had been placed under a single spotlight in the center 
of the stage. 

 
Deborah was experiencing the full gamut of 

her emotions. It had been almost seven years since 
the Dark Agents of the System had marched onto the 
center court of Wimbledon, spun her around and 
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manacled her in front of hundreds of millions of 
astonished TV viewers. It had been a humiliating 
experience but as she stepped carefully across the 
stage the handcuffs felt strangely exciting. 

 
The blindfold had been Nixdown’s suggestion. 

“Partial sensory deprivation is kind of cool,” she 
assured Debs. “If you’re really going for the full 
extreme experience you should try out a total 
blackout eye-mask.” 

“And you know this how?” asked Debs. 
Nixdown winked. “Try it,” she told her chum. 

“If you get scared or don’t like it, I’ll be right beside 
you and I’ll take it off.” 

As she was led through the hall Deborah was 
astonished by how the sounds and smells of her 
environment had been accentuated. She also found 
that she felt an instinctive trust in Nixdown, who was 
guiding her, and Christy who had her fingers inside 
the back of the collar of her white blouse. 

 
The question of collaring had been 

controversial. Debs had requested Vix to perform the 
collaring but the former Red-shirt had politely 
declined.  

“I abolished the practice,” she explained. “It 
wouldn’t feel right even if it is just for fun.” 

Christy had also been reticent but Deborah had 
pleaded with her until she finally conceded. “This is 
going to be fucking bizarre,” Christy groaned, “even 
by our standards.” 
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Nixdown and Christy managed to maneuver 
their blind-folded charge up the steps and across the 
stage. 



 

 

28 

 
A Walk on the Far Side 

 
 
There was an ethereal mood in the Great Hall. 

Ever since Debs had first crossed the quadrangle 
dressed in her gymslip on her way to her appointment 
with Nixdown, Penny Ann, Suzy and self-revelation, 
tongues had been wagging on the WhopGab 
gossvine. The inmates understood that there was a 
fine and often hazy line between the joys of mega-
minxdom and hard-core spanketism. Deborah’s choice 
to publicly out herself had given many of the inmates 
pause for thought. 

As Debs approached the vaulting horse the 
inmates felt they were attending her personal 
baptism. A baptism of fire. 

 
Nixdown unlocked one of the handcuffs while 

Debs folded herself over the vaulting horse. 
“Do you want me to loosen your collar and 

cuffs?” asked Nix. 
Debs shook her head and stretched out her 

arms so that Nixdown could secure her wrists to the 
crossbar.  
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Once this was completed Nix went around the 
apparatus and bound Deborah’s ankles to the legs of 
the horse with fur-lined leather restraints.  

 
Nixdown approached Christy and unfastened 

the buttons down the floor-length robe. Christy 
turned around and allowed Nix to remove the coat 
and hang it up. When Nixdown returned she handed 
Christy the long slender ceremonial popping stick that 
she had used thirty-nine times on Deborah’s bottom 
while they schooled together at the Queensgate 
Academy. 

“Miss Nixon, please be so kind as to prepare 
Miss Morton to be beaten,” Christy said in her 
patrician voice. 

Nicola Jane stepped over and turned back the 
hem of Deborah’s gymslip and rearranged the tails of 
her blouse. She put her fingers in the elastic 
waistband of Deborah’s navy blue bumbags and slid 
them down to the tops of her thighs. 

 
 Debs moistened her lips with the tip of her 

tongue. Bound and blind-folded over the horse with 
her skirt turned back she felt as if her bottom had 
become the center of her whole world. 

 
Heidi and the Lash nodded to Nixdown. “We’ve 

been in contact with the Café; they’re receiving sound 
and video. Karen says the place is packed to the 
rafters,” reported Heidi. 

Nixdown nodded at Christy. “We’re good to 
go.” 
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Deborah felt the cane tap down. The 
adrenaline-rush was almost overwhelming and her 
heart was pumping at an uncomfortable pace. She 
took a deep gulp of air and tried to settle in. Nix had 
been right, partial sensory deprivation added a new 
and unique dimension to her sense of apprehension. 
It was thrilling and disconcerting at the same time. 
She heard the cane cutting through the air. 

 
The arrival of the ceremonial popping stick 

seemed to explode in Deborah’s ears as if a starter 
pistol had been fired in the Great Hall. Deprivation of 
vision seemed to have magnified her hearing several-
fold. The thin band of heat across the crest of her 
upturned nates was instantaneous. 

 
The full complement of inmates and Brass had 

been invited to the feast, along with guests like 
Spanky Botts, Susan Lawton, April Turner, Liz 
Lancelot, the Butcher Twins and, of course, the 
hostess Mrs Caroline Cassidy.  

When Debs had announced on her blog that 
she intended to formally out herself as a Spankette 
they had not been sure what to expect. 

As Deborah had been paraded through the hall 
handcuffed and blindfolded, being escorted under the 
despised Full Collar they had understood that they 
were witnessing a piece of uniquely Woody theater.  

Watching her being secured over the vaulting 
horse with restraints had sent universal chills’ up their 
spines. They were equally astonished when Nixdown 
had reached over and lowered Deborah’s bumbags. 
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When Debs had said on her blog that she was going 
to take a walk on the far side she hadn’t been joking. 

The guests exchanged knowing glances as 
Christy sliced the cane through the air with her 
customary artistry. It was clear to the observers that 
she wasn’t pulling the strokes. 

 
Debs hung upside down in her own personal 

darkness. Somehow deprivation of vision and her 
inability to move her arms and legs seemed to have 
stimulated her sensory sensations in other parts of 
her body and most particularly in the nerve endings in 
her rear end.  

The sensation of the sound of the cane arriving 
exploding in her ears and the simultaneous implosion 
of white heat in her buttocks was extraordinary. As 
each stroke landed her head jerked back and her face 
contorted into a silent howl. Although she desperately 
wanted to escape from the excruciating pain, she also 
knew that she didn’t want to be released from her 
position of subjugation. 

 
 
 



 

 

29 

 
A Recreational Whops Debate 

 
 
Nixdown helped Christy into her Posh Coat and 

fastened the buttons up the front. 
“You may release Miss Morton,” announced 

Christy. 
Nix hunkered down and unfastened the 

handcuffs. 
“Are you okay?” she whispered concernedly.  
“Okay?” panted Debs. “I think I just died and 

went to heaven.” 
Nixdown giggled. “Now you’re really in 

NixWorld.” 
 
Deborah had insisted that she was led from the 

stage still handcuffed and blindfolded and escorted 
under a full collar. The guests watched the bizarre 
parade in silence as Debs and her escorts pain-
stakingly made their way back to the powder room.  

 
Debs clenched her buttocks tightly as she took 

each painful step. Being collared was not a dignified 
affair at the best of times but it was even more 
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difficult when mobility is limited to shuffling along in 
pigeon-steps. 

“We’re nearly there,” Debs heard Nixdown 
whisper in the darkness. “Just a few more yards to 
go.” She heard the handle of the powder room door 
being turned and a few seconds later she could smell 
soap and perfume and she knew her journey was 
over. 

 
Nixdown helped Debs off with the eye-mask 

and then unlocked the handcuffs. Deborah blinked as 
she tried to get accustomed to the sudden brightness. 
She rolled her shoulders and neck to try to relieve the 
tension. 

Lady Derby bustled in to the room bearing a 
glass of bubbles. 

“Are you alright, Ma’am?” she demanded. 
Debs puffed out her cheeks and nodded. She 

took the glass of bubbles gratefully and drained it. 
Nixdown held out a packet of smokes while Derby 
hurried off to replenish the empty flute. 

Christy leaned back against a wall with her 
arms crossed across her chest and watched her chum 
reaching under her skirt to straighten her clothing. 
Debs still appeared to be immersed in whatever 
private place she was visiting. Nixdown held out a 
lighter and Debs lit the fag. She inhaled deeply and 
blew smoke out of her nostrils in long streams. Derby 
returned and handed Debs a refilled glass. Deborah 
took a sip. 

“Wow,” she said finally. “Well, I guess I’m 
formally outed.” Her chums hurried over to hug her 
and set about helping her repair her make-up. 
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Deborah received a standing ovation when she 

returned to the dining area. She curtsied politely and 
gingerly lowered herself onto a chair. Her backside 
was sizzling. 

Mr Humphries and Mrs Caroline Cassidy 
mounted the steps to the stage. Caroline briefly 
explained the goals of the new foundation and 
encouraged the inmates to email friends and family 
and lobby for them to vote for Christopher Brooks. 
She produced a cheque for over a half a million 
squids and praised Debs for participating in what was 
‘probably the world’s first half million pound caning’. 

 
Predictably all the gab around the tables was 

focused on Debs decision to formally out herself as a 
spankette.    

Of course she was not the first gal to declare 
her hand. Nixdown, Penny Ann and Suzy’s late night 
trysts in the stables were legendary; Jojo’s romantic 
gratuitous spankings from the Grand Master were no 
secret; and Spanky Botts and the gang from Café 
Woodys were international celebrities on the spanking 
circuit. Sergeant Ellen Millar had abandoned a 
successful career as a rozzer to immerse herself in 
the Whops and Clobber culture of the facility. Even 
the wildly independent Cathryn Cassidy regularly 
submitted to over the knee spankings from her 
boyfriend Mark. 

 
It was general the consensus that there was a 

considerable difference between Jonesing for whops 
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on a competitive basis and participating in 
recreational spanking for vicarious pleasure. 

Many of the inmates acknowledged that they 
had occasionally considered indulging in recreational 
spanking but had never got around to it. 

However, for many of the Hall of Shamer’s 
whops remained merely an acceptable, if somewhat 
disagreeable, trade-off against the enormous joys of 
indulging in a lifestyle of mega-minxing.  

The debate over the relative merits of the 
alternative lifestyles of provoking whops for shits and 
giggles, and actively Jonesing after whops raged late 
into the night. 

Half-jokingly Nicola Jane Nixon suggested that 
she should host a ‘Put Up or Shut Up’, happening over 
in the stables for anybody who wanted to try out the 
joys of recreational whops. 
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Put Up or Shut Up 

 
 
Deborah hooked her arm into Nixdown’s as 

they crossed the quadrangle. 
“Thank you for being there with me,” she said 

gratefully.  
“That’s what chums are for,” replied Nix. 
“I’m not sure everybody would agree with that 

statement,” smiled Debs, “but I know what you 
mean.” 

“Then I’m sure you won’t mind caning me,” 
chuckled Nix. 

“It will be my pleasure,” laughed Deborah. 
 
 Deborah felt befuddled by champagne and 

hot-arse euphoria. She flexed the long thin cane 
between her hands. Nixdown was stretched out over 
a saddle she had placed on a bale of hay and was 
waiting to be beaten. 

Penny Ann handed Debs a bottle of bubbles. 
“I generally make a rule never to give out 

squiffy whops,” slurred Debs, “but tonight I’ll make an 
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exception,” and she took a long slug from the bottle. 
She felt deliriously blissful. 

Nixdown ran her tongue across her lips. She 
was glad that Deborah was taking her own sweet 
time. It allowed her to luxuriate in anticipation of the 
exquisite agony that would shortly engulf her. She 
squirmed her belly, making the leather saddle rub the 
exotic silk and cotton blend of her custom tailored 
blouse against her flesh. Nicola Jane spent thousands 
of her chap’s hard earned quids experimenting with 
new materials for her blouses. She had recently 
discovered a fabric that had the external appearance 
of perfectly starched crispness, while on the inside it 
felt soft and erotic. 

 
Deborah took a last swig of champagne, and 

then swished the cane through the air. “I’m coming,” 
she giggled, “whether you’re ready or not,” and set 
off down the stables at a trot. 

 
Nixdown had complete faith in Debs to deliver 

a clean caning. Even in her slightly squiffy state Nix 
had no doubt that Debs would be in perfect control of 
the cane. She heard Debs feet picking up pace and 
braced herself for a mind-blowing trip. 

 
Deborah felt a surge of pride as the cane sliced 

cleanly across the epicenter of Nixdown’s naked 
behind. Debs felt completely comfortable with beating 
the bottom one of her best chums with a long whippy 
cane. She felt as if she had been fully inducted into 
Nixdown’s twilight world and the opportunity to help 
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her chum satisfy her desires filled Debs with pride 
and excitement. 

As soon as she started her run up Deborah’s 
head had magically cleared. She swooped in 
confidently and sliced the cane across Nixdown’s bum 
with precision accuracy. Deborah understood 
perfectly that both parties involved in a whopping had 
an important role to play. It was imperative that the 
recipient put it up and kept it up, presenting the best 
possible target. In return the whopper was duty 
bound to ensure that the cane landed cleanly on the 
safe area in the center of the upturned behind. Debs 
grinned with satisfaction as the first stroke landed 
perfectly. 

 
Nixdown closed her eyes; the sharp sting of 

the cane was seeping through her nervous system 
deliciously. She had asked Debs to give her a damn 
good thrashing and if the first stroke was any 
indicator her chum was going to keep her end of the 
bargain. 

“All I need to do is put it up and keep it up,” 
Nix told herself. 

 
Debs paced out twelve strides and turned 

around. She watched Nix thrusting her bum upwards 
and started to run. 

 
During the caning several inmates had ambled 

squiffily into the stables carrying half-empty bottles of 
bubbles. They lolled against walls or lounged on bales 
of hay and casually watched Nixdown getting her arse 
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whapped as if was the most natural thing in the 
world. 

 
 
Deborah took her time to allow Nix the 

opportunity to relish each burning stripe to the full. 
She strode back down the stables and prepared to 
deliver the closer. 

She came in with classic Debs style, stretching 
her legs on the approach and dropping her shoulder 
before swiping the cane through the horizontal plane. 
The shaft etched across the existing stripes and even 
Nixdown couldn’t help but grunt in consternation. It 
was a perfect finish. 

 
“Anybody else here to put up or shut up?” 

asked Deborah jokingly. 
“I am,” came a voice from behind her. Debs 

span around, squinting into the half-light. 
“Liz?” she laughed. “You want to get caned?” 
Elizabeth Lancelot smiled. “I’m sure you’ve 

always wanted to repay me for the slippering I gave 
you in the middle of the rec area, Debs,” she said 
lightly and shrugged off her blazer. 
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Miss Elizabeth Lancelot 
 
 

Four years earlier Elizabeth Lancelot had 
served as Red-shirt at the facility. She had been a 
popular choice and enjoyed a reputation for fairness 
and equanimity. She was a conscientious steward of 
the Elite and had been one of the first Red-shirts to 
discourage the practices of collaring, sweating and 
sporting spanking that lingered from Katie Beck’s 
heinous regime. 

Although she presided over a relatively tranquil 
period in Woody history she had earned herself a 
place in the annals of Woody lore when she had put 
Deborah over her knee and spanked her in the middle 
of the recreation area. When Debs had responded by 
laughing in her face the normally imperturbable Liz 
had retaliated by thrusting her face down across the 
edge of the fountain and pounding her arse with a 
rubber soled plimsoll. The indignity of this 
spontaneous public spanking was greatly 
compounded by the fact that Deborah had been 
thoroughly drenched in the process. 
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Deborah watched the former Red-shirt fold 
herself over the leather saddle. Penny Ann was 
rearranging the hem of Liz’s skirt. 

She took a tight grip on the cane and stepped 
in close. She had decided that she would limit Liz’s 
recreational whopping to a more conventional six 
across the bumbags. She swung the cane and landed 
it with crisp authority. Liz’s buttocks squirmed. 

 
After her release from Woodys, Liz had 

enrolled at Camford to study anthropology. She had 
embarked on a heady affair with her tutor and they 
were married. He turned out to be a cad and a 
philanderer and they separated. Liz abandoned her 
studies and moved to the Smoke. She briefly worked 
as a waitress at the Tuck Shop working alongside 
Miss Spanky Botts. Spanky taught her that she could 
significantly increase her income by allowing the 
punters to spank her in the upstairs rooms. 

To Liz’s surprise she did not find the spankings 
in the least bit disagreeable and built up a regular 
clientele. She also met Cathy Cooper who was always 
on the look-out for respectable young ladies to 
participate in her intimate spanking happenings that 
she arranged on a global basis. 

Liz’s spanking activities afforded her a healthy 
income and a comfortable life-style. When Spanky 
opened Café Woodys Liz became a member and was 
a regular. She split her time between acting as one of 
Christy’s trusted stable of disciplinarians and taking 
her chances as a ‘Stripey’. 
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Deborah grinned to herself. She had never 
borne Liz any malice over the spanking incident but 
she couldn’t help but feel a glimmer of satisfaction at 
the opportunity to levy a little pay-back, she swung 
the cane and sliced it across the tautened bumbags.   

 
Several more of the inmates had ambled into 

the stables. Debs watched the crowd increasing 
curiously. She couldn’t tell whether the new arrivals 
were there just to have a good gawk or were 
planning on participating in the ‘put up or shut up’ 
challenge. 

 
“You are not signing up, Mother, and that’s 

final!” said Cathryn Cassidy huffily. 
Caroline Cassidy patted her daughter’s hand. 

“Perhaps Deborah will take me to the library in 
private,” she grinned. “That’s where we were always 
caned at school, up in the library. Have you ever been 
caned in the library Cathryn?” 

“Mother, I have been caned in nearly every 
fucking room in the facility, but no, you are not 
getting caned in private or anywhere else,” groaned 
Cat. “I think you it’s time you went to bed.” 

“Dear me Cathryn, you do seem to be turning 
into such a prude in your old age,” said Caroline, “and 
I’ve always thought of you as such a cool chick.” 

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” growled Cathryn Cassidy. 
 
Nixdown put her arm around Debs shoulders. 

Deborah had gone outside to take a well-earned 
breather from delivering whops. The two chums 
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smoked cigarettes and swapped the champagne 
bottle from one to the other. 

“How do you like my spontaneous Happening?” 
laughed Nix. 

“If I wasn’t here to see this with my very own 
eyes I would never believe it,” smiled Debs. 

“Outing yourself seems to have inspired a lot 
of self-revelations,” grinned Nix. 

“I’m still struggling with what comes first, the 
desire to be whopped or whether existing in a whops 
and clobber culture finally causes you to desire to be 
whopped?” asked Debs. 

“Sometimes you’re too deep for your own 
good,” replied Nix indulgently. “Do you remember the 
first time you were whopped?” 

“Like yesterday,” said Debs. 
“Was it exciting?” asked Nixdown. 
“At first it was devastating. Not being popped, 

but I had lost my first defense. I was so mad at 
myself,” remembered Debs. “I deserved to be popped 
for stupidity and over-confidence. I remember it was 
very painful but the kudos was worth it. Once you 
had been popped at Queensgate your status kind of 
elevated. The more I was popped the more doors 
opened to me with the older girls. Being the most 
popped girl in the school was a real status symbol.” 

“Not much different at Woodys. Look how 
revered the Hall of Shamer’s are. Do we get whopped 
because we like it, or do we get whopped for the 
celebrity status?” asked Nix. 

“You always accused me of wanting the 
celebrity status,” responded Deborah. 
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“I still think you love hogging the spotlight,” 
smiled Nix, “but you’re more complex than that. 
You’re hard-core, sister, and welcome to the club.” 

Debs looked at her watch. “I’ll be back in a 
little while,” she told Nix. “I have a very unusual 
appointment.” 
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