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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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An Unusual Request 

 
 
Deborah Morton cut across the quadrangle 

dressed in her ankle-length red and black striped 
Posh coat. She carried a thirty-six inch long super-
cane tucked under her left arm. She reached the 
apartment complex that housed the Old Gals and the 
guests at the Woody Back to School unit. She tapped 
four digits onto the keypad and went inside the 
building. Her tummy was filled with butterflies. 

 
Even by Woody standards it had been an 

unusual evening. Deborah had chosen the Saturday 
night feast as the vehicle to formally out herself as a 
Spankette. The outing had involved her being 
ritualistically handcuffed and blind-folded and paraded 
through the Great Hall under a Full Collar. She had 
been bound down over a vaulting horse on the center 
of the stage and had her bare bottom thrashed by her 
good chum Christy Cranfield. 

The outing had provoked some healthy debate 
amongst the inmates regarding recreational spanking. 
Jokingly, Nicola Jane Nixon had volunteered to host a 
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‘Put Up or Shut Up’ happening across in the stables. 
To Deborah’s amazement over twenty inmates had 
staggered squiffily into the tack-room to volunteer for 
six of the best. 

 
Deborah climbed the stairs until she reached 

the top floor of the building. She approached a door 
and turned the handle. It was unlocked. She padded 
along a short hallway and opened the door to the 
living room. She took a deep breath and stepped 
inside.  

 
Susan Lawton was standing facing a wall with 

her hands on her head and her nose pressed to the 
wood-paneling. The former Grand Dame of the facility 
was barefoot and dressed in a pair of red and black 
striped jimjams. 

“Follow me, Lawton,” said Debs tightly. 
 
Ms Lawton had slipped into a seat beside Debs 

at a table in the Great Hall. 
“Are you okay, dear?” she asked. 
Debs nodded. 
“All those public floggings I gave you, it never 

occurred to me that you were enjoying them,” 
laughed Susan. 

Debs chuckled. “I wasn’t, Ma’am. I can assure 
you that I wasn’t,” she said emphatically. 

Ms Lawton patted Deborah’s hand. “How many 
times must I tell you that you don’t have to call me 
Ma’am,” she smiled. 

“Force of habit,” laughed Debs. 
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“I suppose you’ll be attending this happening 
that Nicola Jane is organizing,” asked Ms Lawton. 

Debs shrugged. “I think Nixdown’s juices are in 
full ebb and flow,” she giggled, “but I doubt it will be 
much of a happening. I can’t imagine that there will 
be too many suckers volunteering for gratuitous 
whops.” 

Ms Lawton smiled. She reached over and 
retrieved a bottle of 1985 Salon Le Mesnil Blanc de 
Blancs from an ice-bucket and poured two glasses. 
“You might be surprised,” she told Debs. “I suppose it 
would seem inappropriate for me to join the 
festivities.” 

Debs looked at the former Grand Dame 
curiously. Ms Lawton looked immaculate in her full 
clobber. Since the outbreak of Yoof incidents and the 
declaration of war against the unit by Malicious 
Forsham-Smythe, Major Susan Lawton of Military 
Intelligence had returned to the compound to assist 
with security. Generally she was seen around the 
campus dressed in her trademark tailored civilian 
suits but on Saturday evenings she always dressed in 
white blouse, striped tie and gymslip to attend the 
feasts. 

“Do you know, Deborah, it has been over thirty 
years since I last got the cane?” she continued. “I 
was always such a naughty gal. I was a lot like you; I 
could not ever seem to keep out of trouble, however 
hard I tried.” She patted Deborah’s hand indulgently. 
“Not that I really think either of us tried very hard.” 

Deborah sipped her champagne. Nixdown 
came across to the table. 
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“Excuse me Ma’am,” she said to Ms Lawton, 
“But if you don’t mind I need to borrow Debs for a 
little while.” 

Susan Lawton nodded, “I understand Nicola 
Jane,” she said. 

As Debs stood up to join Nix Ms Lawton put 
her hand on her arm, causing her to pause 
momentarily. “I wonder if I could prevail on you to 
come to my apartment and give me six on the silks,” 
she said quietly. “Perhaps in an hour if that’s 
convenient? I’ll be waiting.” 

Deborah Morton gaped at the former Grand 
Dame. 
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Susan Lawton hung up her clobber in the 

closet and extracted a pair of regulation silk jimjams 
from a chest of drawers. She smiled to herself. Things 
had certainly changed since her term as principal of 
the unit. Back in her day the jimjams the inmates 
wore had been conventional cheap cotton affairs, not 
these luxurious garments that were readily available 
from Bernadette Summers Enterprises. 

 
Major Lawton padded across the living room. 

She had brought a bottle of bubbles from the feast 
and poured herself a glass. She checked the time. If 
Deborah kept the appointment she would arrive in 
twenty minutes. Ms Lawton decided she would give 
herself five minutes to finish her drink and smoke a 
cigarette and then prepare herself in Woody style. 

 
Susan stared at the wall. When she had been a 

schoolgirl at the original Woody School it had seemed 
that she had spent an inordinate amount of time in 
this same position. She had been a high-spirited and 
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athletic tomboy. She always seemed to be in trouble 
for climbing trees or shimmying up drainpipes which 
generally resulted in her being sent up to the 
principal’s office or to wait outside the library for six 
of the best. 

The school had enjoyed a long reputation as 
one of the most prestigious academies for young 
ladies in the nation. Since its opening in 1857, by the 
Lawrence sisters, its graduates of the school had 
been amongst the first to be accepted at universities, 
had produced a significant number of members of 
Parliament and many other pioneers in science and 
the arts. The success of the school was widely 
attributed to its comprehensive program of corporal 
punishment. 

 During her enrollment Susan Lawton had 
established both the official and unofficial school 
records for getting the cane. 

Despite her less than stellar disciplinary record 
she was popular with both the pupils and the Brass. 
She was an exemplary academic, excelling in 
languages, and representing the school at grass 
hockey and lacrosse. She was appointed to the 
prestigious role of Red-shirt. 

Susan’s first significant achievement after 
taking office was to lobby the Grand Dame to abolish 
canings across the hands which were still favored by 
several Dames. 

Susan considered the practice dangerous and 
barbaric but argued her case in terms of practicality. 
‘A gal with fingers swollen up like bananas has 
difficulty holding a pen’, and added her much quoted 
Lawtonism, ‘women are born broad of beam and 
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perfectly designed for six cuts of the cane across the 
posterior’.  

 
She was immensely popular with her fellow 

pupils despite a fearsome reputation for her prowess 
with the cane. Her school reports are filled with praise 
for her performance as the most senior gal in the 
school but she still managed to establish a record as 
the most-caned Red-shirt in the school’s history. 

 
Susan continued to stare at the wall. Over the 

past few weeks she had attended several of the 
Saturday night feasts and had become quite close 
with many of the gals. She had always admired the 
spirited bonhomie that they maintained despite their 
incarceration. They were a stark contrast to the gals 
at the Ripley Back to School unit who she had found 
to be a sullen and pouty bunch.   

The former Grand Dame wondered whether 
Deborah would keep the appointment. She had no 
clear idea what had possessed her to volunteer for 
her first caning in thirty years. She figured that she 
had just got caught up in the moment. 

 
“Fetch a pillow and bend over the end of the 

bed,” ordered Deborah. 
She watched as the former Grand Dame 

meekly complied. Deborah’s heart was pounding and 
her hands were clammy with nerves. She felt as if she 
was immersed in some kind of surrealistic dream.  

She unfastened her coat and set it aside. She 
took her time loosening the collar of her red blouse 
and turning back her cuffs. 
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Ms Lawton was bent over the end of the bed 
with the pillow under her hips. Susan Lawton kept in 
shape and her bottom, encased in red and black 
striped silk, was pert and muscular. She had stretched 
out, legs straight and arms forward. She rested her 
chin on the duvet as she patiently waited to be caned. 

 
Debs flexed the super-cane between her hands 

and stared at Ms Lawton’s bum. The evening had 
already seemed strange enough. Since being 
thrashed by Christy Deborah had caned half a dozen 
volunteers at the happening. Now the night was 
about to take an even more bizarre twist. 

Debs Morton raised her arm and sliced the 
cane down across the striped jimjams of the former 
principal of the Back to School unit.   
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Six on the Silks for Susan 
 
 

Deborah’s relationship with Susan Lawton had 
been somewhat mercurial. When Debs had first 
arrived at the facility Ms Lawton had been 
sympathetic to her untoward circumstances. Along 
with millions of viewers all around the nation Susan 
Lawton had watched in stunned disbelief when the 
Dark Agents had arrested her on center court at 
Wimbledon.  

When Susan read the file sent over by the 
System she found a note from a senior official of the 
covert government agency that was sent to 
operatives working for the Celebrity Ladette Goon 
Squad, ‘It is in the public interest to make an example 
of Miss Morton in the most extreme manner 
available’. 

She also discovered that Debs had been 
sentenced without being allowed to offer a defense 
and that she had been found guilty of unspecified 
activities of ‘Extreme Ladetting in the First Degree’. 
Susan Lawton suspected that Deborah Morton had 
been stitched up like a kipper. 
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Susan Lawton prided herself in her even-
handedness but she harbored a special affection for 
Debs who despite her high-ranking on the Hall of 
Shame excelled in academia, sports and music. 

However at the outset of Deborah’s fifth year 
of her sentence her status as Ms Lawton’s golden gal 
would be abruptly reversed. A minor incident 
regarding collar and tie abuse would escalate into an 
ugly affair culminating in Debs being declared the 
unit’s Public Enemy Number One. 

It was an uncomfortable period to be wearing 
Debs Morton’s bumbags. Branded as a hostile target 
she was subjected to a zero-tolerance campaign and 
treated with extreme prejudice by Patty Hodge, the 
Radical Right and their puppets in Yvonne Godfrey’s 
heinous Secret Sorority of Serial Spankers. 

An incident on Family Visitation day had been 
the final nail in Deborah’s coffin and she was formally 
flunked for discipline. Ms Lawton had recommended 
that Deborah repeat the fifth year of her sentence but 
when Debs arrived at the flunking hearing she was 
devastated to discover that the System was 
considering making her repeat her complete sentence 
over again. 

To Ms Lawton’s credit she spoke strongly in 
Deborah’s defense but the System was adamant. 
Disaster was eventually averted when Ma Morton put 
Deborah over her knee and gave the panel an 
exhibition of the fine art of zinging with a wood-
backed hairbrush. Debs miraculously escaped with a 
scolding. 

 



11 
 

 

 

At the Snobs and Rotters tribunal Ms Lawton 
publicly apologized to Deborah and acknowledged 
that the ‘Get Morton’ campaign had been grossly 
unfair. Later, she privately apologized to Debs. 

When she learned that Deborah was working 
on a treatise named ‘Waiting to be caned, a history of 
Woodys,’ she offered to turn over her private papers 
to assist Deborah with her research. In turn Debs had 
asked the former Grand Dame to review the section 
dealing with the tumultuous days of Operation 
Scorched Arse which she feared portrayed Ms Lawton 
in an unsympathetic light. Susan extended her 
approval, telling Debs that it should be a warts and all 
account of the troublesome period. She offered to act 
as editor for the book. They had become tight, dining 
together regularly and Ms Lawton had recently 
accompanied Debs to a tennis tournament as her 
bodyguard. Deborah had been deeply impressed by 
the pair of M9 9mm Parabellum Beretta’s the former 
Grand Dame sported. She wore one in a calf leather 
shoulder holster and strapped her back-up to her 
ankle. 

 
Susan Lawton’s bottom wriggled and squirmed 

on the pillow. She was regular visitor to the 
www.woodetes.com web-site and had read many of 
the rave reviews that Debs received for her prowess 
with the cane and hair-brush. Now, experiencing 
Debs talents up-close and personal she was beginning 
to have concerns about her sanity. 

 
During the first five years of her sentence 

Deborah had been caned well over a hundred times 

http://www.woodetes.com/�
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by the Grand Dame. She had been the second gal to 
be inducted into the ‘Beaten Brat’ club and was the 
first grubby to get six strokes. 

Even when she was in favor with Ms Lawton 
she had never been cut any slack when it came to 
whops. During the second, third and fourth years of 
her incarceration Debs had clocked up an impressive 
tally of eight public floggings. In her fifth year she 
had accumulated an additional record-breaking six 
trips over the vaulting horse on the stage of the 
assembly hall. 

In her wildest dreams Debs had never 
imagined that she would get an opportunity to elicit a 
little pay-back by giving Ms Lawton six on the silks. 

 
Impressively Ms Lawton was bravely putting it 

up and keeping it up. The thin silk material was 
stretched tight across the contours her shapely rear 
end. Debs knew from painful experience that six on 
the silks was very tough duty. She was sure that Ms 
Lawton’s backside was sizzling beneath her jimjams. 
The exquisite garments were known to the Woody 
Wags as ‘heat conductors’, due to the strange 
phenomenon that even after the beating was 
completed the heat seemed to continue to increase 
most disagreeably. She raised the cane and stepped 
in for the closer. 

 
“That will be all, Lawton. You may repair to 

bed and I’ll post-process your beating in the 
morning,” said Deborah. She tucked her cane under 
her arm and strode out of the apartment.     
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Sore Heads and Sore Bums 

 
 
Debs ambled across the quadrangle in the 

direction of the stables. She exchanged pleasantries 
with several inmates who she bumped into on their 
ways to their scratches. They were mostly clasping 
half-empty bottles of bubbles and she couldn’t help 
noticing that a number were walking with a decidedly 
stiff-legged gait. 

Collars were unfastened and ties lowered. 
Many gal’s blouse tails were hanging out of the 
waistbands of their skirts as they yawned their way 
across the quadrangle. If Katie Beck had dared she 
could have staged one of the greatest clobber abuse 
coups in the history of the facility. 

 
Nixdown and Penny Ann were snuffing out 

candles and filling dustbin bags with discarded 
champagne bottles. 

“Well your outing certainly made an impact, 
sister,” grinned Nix. “Over twenty gals got whopped 
in here tonight and they all seemed to be enjoying 
themselves.” 
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“Seems like whops, clobber and champagne is 
a very addictive combination,” giggled Penny Ann.  

“So how many of them do you think were 
hard-core and how many did that just for bravado?” 
Debs asked Nix. 

Nicola Jane Nixon shrugged. “Who knows?” 
she told her chum. “It was quite a guest list. We had 
Patsy and Lindsey Butcher and April Turner and, of 
course, you know about Liz Lancelot. Then there were 
Michelle, Frankie, Derby and Heidi and the Lash. 
Cassie Cassy stopped by and even Cat and Vix put it 
up. Although Cat put the kybosh on her mother taking 
a turn. Caroline Cassidy is one cool chick.” 

“Wow, a veritable all-star lineup of Hall of 
Shamers,” giggled Debs. “I bet the Bounder didn’t 
volunteer.” 

Nixdown laughed. “She was too busy 
cramming her bumbags with wedge from all the 
betting going on.” 

“So how was your clandestine meeting? Care 
to share the gory details with Nixxy?” 

Debs shook her head.  
“I could always spank it out of you,” grinned 

Nix. 
“Is that a put up or shut up kind of thing?” 

asked Debs. 
Nixdown threw her head back and laughed. 

“Naw, this is a put up and howl kind of thing.” She 
reached out and took Deborah by the wrist and firmly 
marched her over to a convenient bale of hay. 

 
“It’s so quiet it’s almost eerie,” said Jojo. 

Joanna and Mr Humphries were seated on the 
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upstairs balcony of the Grand Masters house drinking 
coffee. It was almost midday and the facility 
appeared to have taken on the ambiance of the Mary 
Celeste. 

Jojo squirmed a little in her chair. She had 
started Sunday morning bent over the bed getting six 
hot ones across the seat of her silk pajamas. She was 
scheduled for six more after she had finished her 
coffee and showered and dressed. She smoked a 
cigarette unhurriedly, looking out across the 
quadrangle.  

Slowly gals began to appear, shuffling across 
the quad towards the cafeteria, mostly looking hung-
over.  

“It looks like there’s some sore heads, this 
morning,” she giggled. 

“And I suspect there might be some sore 
bottoms too,” laughed Mr Humphries.  

Jojo stubbed out her cigarette. “Speaking of 
which,” she smiled, “I’d better go and get myself 
ready for six.” 

 
Deborah Morton pressed her nose against the 

wall of her study, placed her hands on her head and 
settled in to contemplate the state of her arse. Not 
surprisingly her backside was still pulsating warmly.  

When Nix had called the spanking a put up and 
howl kind of thing she hadn’t been kidding. The 
lengthy session over Nixdown’s knee had actually 
brought tears to Deborah’s eyes, but when Nix had 
asked if she wanted her to stop Debs had begged her 
chum to continue. 
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It was after six in the morning when the three 
chums finally crossed the quad arm in arm. Debs was 
tearful but cheerful when she finally slid into bed with 
the hottest bottom she could ever remember. 

 
Jojo and Debs weren’t the only ones nursing 

sore heads and sore bums. As the cafeteria slowly 
began to fill up with hung-over Woody gals there was 
plenty of WhopGab being bandied about. The gals 
who had put their bums up more than once during 
the Happening were claiming big-time bragging 
rights.  

Cassie Cassy and her crew were pouring 
mimosas and mixing Bloody Mary’s for anybody who 
could stomach them and the cafeteria was taking on 
a festive atmosphere. 

 
Cathryn Cassidy was relieved to see that her 

mother had dressed in a black turtle neck and slacks. 
She fetched Caroline a mimosa. 

“What time are you leaving?” Cat asked. 
“Are you trying to get rid of me?” smiled 

Caroline. “Are you scared I might get up to mischief? 
I thought your father and I would take you and your 
sister out for dinner this evening.” 

Cathryn did her best not to show her 
disappointment. She loved her mother but found it 
very uncomfortable having her around the facility, 
especially her evident interest in the whops and 
clobber culture. 

“That will be nice,” said Cathryn tightly and 
emptied a mimosa in one long slug.  
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Caroline beamed serenely and went over to 
join a group of gals who were having an intense 
WhopGab discussion. Cathryn Cassidy groaned and 
went in search of a refill. 



 

 

5 

 
The Bounder’s Bumbags 

 
 
Bernadette Summers had volunteered to stand 

in as Red-shirt for the day. She was in a particularly 
good mood. Although the entry-fees and the profits 
from the pay-to-view video feed of Deborah’s outing 
had gone to the Caroline Cassidy Foundation she had 
taken plenty of orders for new clobber and other 
memorabilia from her BSE outlet. She had also scored 
considerable squids on bets she had taken in the 
stables. 

She rubbed her bumbags with glee as she 
tucked her cane under her arm and set off on her 
rounds. 

 
Debs had been mildly hung-over when she 

awoke but Kate Faulkner had kindly brought her 
coffee and a mimosa and Derby had drawn Debs a 
bath and laid out her clobber.  

Bathed and dressed Deborah Morton decided 
that a self-imposed nose and toes session seemed an 
appropriate manner in which to gather her thoughts. 
She dismissed her grubby’s, telling them that she 
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would catch up with them in the cafeteria in a few 
minutes. It occurred to her that nose and toes was 
quite therapeutic when she wasn’t waiting to be 
caned. 

 
Debs tapped on the door of Ms Lawton’s 

apartment. 
“I brought you some coffee and a mimosa,” 

she told the former Grand Dame. 
“That’s kind of you,” smiled Ms Lawton. She 

was standing facing a mirror knotting a striped tie 
around her neck. “Well I must say you are to be 
complimented, Deborah,” she said as she turned 
down the collar of her crisp white blouse. “You cane 
very hard. I think it may be another thirty years 
before I volunteer again for that kind of stupidity.” 

Debs flushed slightly. “I’m sorry, Ma’am, um, 
Susan.” 

Ms Lawton turned around and accepted the 
cup of coffee. 

“Not at all, my dear,” smiled Susan. “I’m not 
complaining, I asked for it and you satisfied my idle 
curiosity. I can say with some conviction that I am 
definitely not spankette material. So how are you 
feeling this morning?” 

“Well my bum’s still stinging, Nix somehow 
convinced me that I needed a spanking before 
turning in,” she grinned ruefully and handed Susan 
the mimosa. “Nixdown takes spanking me very 
seriously, so my poor beleaguered bum got quite a 
work-out.” 

Ms Lawton accepted the mimosa. “I’ve told you 
before everybody …” 
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“I know everybody takes spanking me very 
seriously,” interjected Debs. “At first I thought you 
were all joking but now I’m beginning to believe it’s 
true. I’ll be walking along minding my own business 
and I catch someone staring at me and it’s like I 
know they’re thinking, there goes Debs, she looks like 
she could do with six of the best. It’s most 
unnerving.” 

Susan Lawton chuckled. “Well I would have 
thought that now you’ve discovered your inner 
spankette that would be a rather useful attribute.” 

“Well I suppose it is, just as long as it’s not 
Patty or the Wart doing the thinking,” she sighed. 

Susan nodded. “Yes, I imagine it would be 
advisable to keep a safe distance from Patty. She’s 
not to be trusted.” 

 
Yvonne Godfrey watched nervously as Patty 

approached her. Yvonne had been doing her best to 
keep a safe distance from Patty. Ever since Patty had 
been forced to resign her commission as 
Commandant of the Radical Right she had become 
increasingly moody and unpredictable. 

On several occasions Patty had barreled down 
upon Yvonne, instructing her to touch her toes and 
beaten her apropos of nothing. When Yvonne had 
objected Patty had told her that she was operating 
under instructions and to take the matter up with 
Katie Beck. Katie would deny any knowledge of such 
instructions and promised to take it up with Patty 
which she never did. Yvonne felt like she was caught 
in the middle of a circle-jerk. 
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“Step down Godfrey and place your hands on 
your head,” snapped Patty imperiously. 

Yvonne climbed down from the ladder from 
which she had been cleaning windows. She looked at 
Patty suspiciously as she reached up and linked her 
fingers on top of her head. She couldn’t help noticing 
Patty had a wye-tipped cane tucked under her arm. 

 “I need you to appropriate a pair of the 
Bounder’s bumbags,” she told Yvonne. 

Yvonne’s eyes opened as big as saucers. 
“You have access to the Elite landing, it should 

be simple enough,” said Patty. “Now cut along 
sharpish, there is no time to lose.” 

Yvonne continued to stare at Patty. She was 
used to Patricia’s bizarre demands but ordering her to 
steal a pair of the Deputy Red-shirt’s bumbags 
seemed a tad weird even by Patty’s standards. She 
was tempted to enquire why Patty might find the 
need for acquiring this particular line of loot but she 
doubted Patricia would be forthcoming. 

 “Its Sunday, Ma’am,” pointed out Yvonne. 
“The landing will be busy. Besides she hasn’t moved 
upstairs yet she’s still sharing a study with Lisa on the 
Phase 6 landing. I don’t have any business on their 
landing.” 

“Then make some,” snapped Patty. “Tell them 
you’re inspecting light-bulbs or something. Use your 
initiative. Perhaps I should give you six to give you 
some inspiration. Do you fancy six, Godfrey?” 

Yvonne glared at Patty. “I need to finish 
cleaning these windows,” she said. “Then I’ll cut 
along and see what I can do.” 
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Patty nodded. “Well you’d better make it 
sharpish. I need them before supper.” 

“Yes Ma’am,” said Yvonne and climbed back on 
her ladder. 



 

 

6 

 
Get Summers 

 
 
Lisa Sutton had spent the afternoon in her 

study doing research for a paper on the Stone–von 
Neumann theorem that she was preparing in 
conjunction with Phyllis MacAllister. She had the study 
to herself while Bernadette was out and about on 
Red-shirt duty. She was deep in concentration when 
Yvonne Godfrey pitched up at the door. 

“I’ve got the new light-bulbs that Summers 
ordered for her closet,” announced Yvonne. “Would it 
be convenient for me to install them?” 

Lisa shrugged. “Go ahead,” she told Godders 
and went back to her research. 

 
Yvonne stealthily slid open a drawer in the 

closet hoping it wouldn’t make any sound. The drawer 
was filled with bumbags and socks. She extracted a 
pair of navy blues and stuffed them into her blazer 
pocket. She hurriedly changed a light-bulb and went 
back into the living area, making a big show of 
discarding the old bulb in a convenient bin. 
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“Sorry to bother you,” she told Lisa and beat a 
hasty retreat. 

 
Patty snatched the bumbags out of Yvonne’s 

hand and slammed the door in her face. She hurried 
over to her own closet and extracted her effigy. She 
removed the pair of bumbags she had stolen from 
Katie and carefully stashed them in a drawer. 

She checked the label of the newly acquired 
under-garment. There was a label stitched into the 
waist-band. She grinned with satisfaction when she 
confirmed that ‘Summers, B, Phase 6’ was on the 
label. 

“Perfect,” she muttered and placed her new 
treasure over the mannequin’s buttocks. She laid the 
dummy out across the arm of her sofa and went to 
retrieve one of her wye-tipped canes from an 
umbrella stand in the corner of the room. 

“I’ll show you who’s a nobody, Miss Summers,” 
she muttered and proceeded to slice and dice the 
bumbags with extreme malice. 

Patty had never been a fan of the Bounder’s 
and they had a long and hostile history. Bernadette 
had been flogged on several occasions as a result of 
hacking Patty in the shins when she felt she deserved 
it.  

Patty had been apoplectic when the Grand 
Master had announced that Bernadette was to be 
promoted to the role of Deputy Red-shirt. She had 
made numerous efforts to discredit the Bounder but 
had been unsuccessful.  
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Recently she had encountered Bernadette in 
the quadrangle and as usual she had felt the need to 
poke her nose into the Bounder’s business. 

“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?” squealed 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.” 

The memory of Bernadette’s condescending 
remark was enough to make smoke come out of 
Patty’s ears. She slashed the cane down. “Get 
Summers, get Summers,” she repeated between 
strokes. 

 
Once she had satisfied her whop fix Patty 

removed Bernadette’s bumbags from the mannequin. 
She folded them neatly and placed them in the 
drawer along with the pairs she had stolen from Debs 
and Katie. She was beginning to accumulate a tidy 
collection. There were several other inmates against 
whom she harbored malicious obsessions. She 
decided that she would supply Yvonne with a list of 
further bumbags that would need to be appropriated. 

 
 Deborah stared at her in-box, it was almost 

filled to the limit with congratulatory messages from 
her many friends on the www.woodettes.com web-
site. It would be impossible to answer them all 

http://www.woodettes.com/�
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individually so she sat down to write a special edition 
of her Debs Diary blog. 

It had been a relaxing day, free of the rigors of 
acting as Red-shirt. There had been a few raised 
eyebrows when she had arrived in the cafeteria arm-
in-arm with Susan Lawton. For undisclosed reasons 
Ms Lawton had elected to spend the day dressed in 
full clobber. Debs had no intention of disclosing the 
details of the private event of the previous evening. 
Every now and again she would catch Ms Lawton’s 
eye and the former Grand Dame would wink and grin 
at her conspiratorially.  

 
“A short while ago I was officially declared to 

be fookin’ noots,” Debs wrote on her blog. “After last 
night I guess that psychological profile has been 
confirmed, but I’m also fookin’ hoopy!” 
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Nothing Unusual 

 
 
Claire Brooks was not too fookin’ hoopy to be 

yanked out of her seat and slammed face down 
across her desk by Madame Diderot. As usual the 
absinthe-addled French Dame was keen to 
demonstrate her distaste for anti-frog humor with the 
sharp end of her cane. Her arm pumped up and down 
like lightening as she slashed the cane down six times 
across Claire’s squirming bumbags. 

 
Claire Brooks had observed the Saturday 

evening outing of Debs Morton with considerable 
curiosity. She had listened to the debate in the Great 
Hall earnestly. She greatly respected Debs decision to 
out herself, but she equally appreciated the opinions 
of the gals who merely viewed whops as the by-
product of an errant lifestyle. Claire had always 
wondered where she fitted into the equation. 

 
Claire Brooks had been brought up in the 

whops culture. In family tradition from the age of 
eight years old misbehavior was rewarded with a 
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bottom warming session with the heirloom hairbrush. 
Her mother who was a pro-spanking activist regularly 
regaled her daughter with stories of the regular 
canings she had received as a pupil of the original 
Woody School. 

At the Dayton Manor boarding school Claire 
had attended she had found nothing unusual about 
being regularly required to participate in the six 
o’clock swishings. She considered bending over to be 
beaten to be a perfectly natural part of her school 
routine. Although, even the pragmatic Claire admits 
that the infamous incident where she was hoisted 
across the back of a burly prefect while her bare 
bottom was beaten with a birch was rather unusual. 
At the time she was unaware that she was the only 
woman in over fifty years to be forced to suffer the 
indignity of being formally horsed and birched.  

After being expelled from school she worked at 
various stables training show-jumping horses and 
enhanced her international reputation as an 
equestrian. She rarely gave the cane culture much 
thought, assuming her chair-sniffing days to be 
behind her. Although she still found nothing unusual 
about the trips she took across her mother’s knee 
during occasional home visits. 

However, during this period there was one 
occasion when she was forced to give the spanking 
culture some considerable thought. She was dating a 
stable-lad who happened to have a twin brother who 
also worked at the training facility. 

Her boyfriend had accused her of snogging 
with his brother. A heated discussion had ensued 
culminating in Claire ending face down, arse up 
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having her backside larruped with her riding crop in 
front of her bemused colleagues. 

Claire had responded by dumping a pail of 
equine slop over her boyfriends head before hurriedly 
seeking alternative employment opportunities. 

When pressed on this matter Claire is forced to 
admit that not only was she guilty of snogging with 
the twin brother but that she was also ‘bonking his 
eyes out’. 

 
Claire’s dispatch to the Big House was 

inevitable. Melissa Forsham-Smythe was determined 
that her daughter, Sarah, would captain the 
equestrian team in the forthcoming Olympics. Having 
secured the imprisonment of Penelope Ann Evans she 
ruthlessly embarked upon a campaign to get rid of 
any other potential rival’s to her daughter. 

Claire was easy pickings. Melissa arranged for 
Claire to be subjected to three highly publicized 
arrests resulting in charges of Misdemeanor 
Ladetting. Her mother, the pro-spanking activist 
Chrissy Brooks, was forced to admit on public 
television that her errant daughter might benefit from 
a term in the Big House. While Claire Brooks was 
being fitted for clobber Malicious set her sights on 
Jojo and Nixdown. 

 
After Dayton Manor the austere corporal 

punishment regime practiced at the Woody Back to 
School unit was just a matter of routine. 

She palled up with Lady Victoria Brompton and 
was soon amongst the new vanguard of mega-
minxes. She became a permanent feature in the top 
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ten of the Annual Hall of Shame and in the early days 
of competitive caning occasionally held the title of Big 
BUTT. She found nothing unusual about being 
regularly beaten on the bottom with canes, straps, 
slippers and other instruments. 

As a member of the equestrian team she was 
tight with Penny Ann and Nix and often listened to 
their accounts of their late-night spanking trysts in 
the stables. She found the accounts greatly amusing 
but she had no desire for any deeper involvement. 

It did not seem the least bit unusual to Claire 
that she had chosen the subject of spanking as the 
theme of her successful ‘Caned Laughter’ revue. It 
was, after all, a subject with which she was intimately 
familiar and she had a source of almost endless 
material to draw from. 

She had elected not to attend the ‘Put Up or 
Shut Up’ happening. For Claire Brooks whops had 
always been a way of life. Not a desirable way of life 
necessarily but nonetheless a way of life. However, 
she was not sure it would be prudent to add 
recreational whops to her lifestyle portfolio. 

 
Claire hissed in consternation as she was 

yanked back to the upright. 
“Any more feeble jokes that you would care to 

share with me, Miss Brooks?” asked the French 
Dame. 

“Blagues? Mais non, Mademoiselle,” spluttered 
Claire.  

Claire Brooks suspected that her decision to 
decline the invitation to the happening had been the 
correct one. It was hard to envisage when there 
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would ever be time in her busy whop schedule for 
recreational spanking.  



 

 

8 

 
Double Trouble 

 
 
Michelle Morgan continued to have a busy 

whops schedule. Naturally this was a cause for 
concern for Cassie Cassy and was giving her the 
serious pip. 

The two women were tight. Michelle was a 
keen chef and was one of Cassie’s most trusted 
culinary assistants. Michelle regularly consulted on the 
menus for the Saturday night feasts and liaised with 
the Bounder to secure the more exotic items through 
Stacks Monroe’s supply chain. 

Nonetheless when it came down to the serious 
business of competitive whops Cassie viewed 
Michelle’s achievements on the Big BUTT with 
considerable suspicion and undisguised hostility.  

In common with Michelle Cassie Cassy had 
once been a member of the Beaten Brats club. 
However, Cassie had been a brat during the Lawton 
era and her induction into the exclusive club had not 
come until the latter end of her year as a Phase 1 
inmate. By contrast under the new policies Michelle 
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had been placed in the program immediately upon 
her arrival at the facility.  

“She didn’t serve a proper apprenticeship,” 
Cassie often complained. “It’s not that I begrudge her 
scoring whops but it’s extremely distracting having 
her snapping at my bumbags all the time. She ought 
to spend her first year getting spanked like we did.” 

It was not that Michelle wasn’t getting her 
share of spankings; according to the protocols the 
Dames still had the option to put her over their knees 
and give her a dusting if they chose too. The likes of 
Patty and the Wart were more than happy to exercise 
their prerogative. However, more often than not the 
other Dames showed her red-cards and sent her up 
for the cane. 

 
“You’re wriggling,” accused Cassie rather 

huffily. 
Michelle giggled. “So would you be if you’d just 

got six hot ones from the Grand Master and hadn’t 
had time to walk them off.” 

Cassie scowled. “I wish they’d make an app for 
my iphone so that I could keep up with your 
shenanigans,” she muttered. 

Michelle suppressed a grin. She loved Cassie 
like a sister but she couldn’t help but be amused at 
her chum’s intensity when it came to whops. 

“I’m sorry Cass, but I didn’t actually plan on 
getting myself red-carded,” said Michelle in as sincere 
a tone as she could muster. 

“Hmmmph!” snorted Cassie. “So how was it?” 
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“Not to good actually,” reported Michelle. 
“Some lunatic from Florida sent him a new strap, it’s 
called Double Trouble.” 

International purveyors of customized 
disciplinary instruments regularly sent their wares for 
Mr Humphries endorsement. The Florida outlet had 
been particularly proud of the new prototype strap 
that it had developed in its workshops. 

As was his custom, Mr Humphries had carried 
out his preliminary trial on the backside of his fiancé, 
Jojo. Joanna who was something of an expert in such 
matters had offered the opinion that it would be a 
good thing for humanity if the purveyor’s workshops 
were destroyed in the next round of hurricanes. 

 
The strap was made of two separate pieces of 

eleven-ounce British Harness Leather joined at the 
end with a reinforced rounded hand stitched handle. 
One strap had a smooth plain finish, while the other 
has a series of eight quarter-inch holes placed near to 
the business end. The strap measured sixteen-inches 
long by one and three-quarters-inches wide and was 
advertised as a versatile multi-purpose implement. 

 
The inmates of the Woody Back to School unit 

had become used to Mr Humphries habit of producing 
new and experimental instruments for warming-up 
their poor beleaguered bums. The GalGab web-site 
was filled with notice-boards debating the relative 
merits of his extensive artillery. 

 
Michelle Morgan had perused the new strap 

gloomily while the Grand Master generously shared its 
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specifications with her. It occurred to Miss Morgan 
that purveyors of such specialized leather goods did 
not name their wares ‘Double Trouble’ without good 
reason. 

Mr Humphries explained that he intended to 
give her three strokes with either side of the paddle 
and said that he would appreciate any feedback she 
might have. 

 
“That thing stings like a motherfucker,” 

Michelle told Jojo. 
Joanna smiled sympathetically as she rubbed 

soothing balms into her grubby’s red and swollen 
bum. “I know sweetie, he gave me a taster last night 
when it arrived. Personally I thought that the side 
with the holes drilled has just a little more bite, but 
it’s hard to tell when you’re head down, arse up and 
under enemy fire.” 

“Personally I think double trouble is an apt 
name,” groaned Michelle. “I’d like to make some 
double trouble for the geezer in Florida who has 
nothing better to do than design experimental 
instruments of torture.” 

Jojo laughed. “Bottoms up to that sister,” she 
chuckled. “Go ahead, pack your bags, buy the airline 
tickets. I’m sure that the Bounder can arrange for 
Stacks Monroe to supply you with all the appropriate 
explosives required for the mission.” 

Michelle Morgan giggled and wriggled her 
throbbing buttocks gratefully as Joanna gently 
soothed the red, raw flesh.   
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Cassie Responds in Style 
 
 

As usual Cassie Cassy wasted no time in 
responding to Michelle’s latest challenge. She restored 
her comfortable lead at the top of the Annual Big 
BUTT by scoring a very uncomfortable six on the silks 
from Claire Brooks for goofing after lockdown. 

 
Claire sighed. “Alright Cassidy, bring your 

pillow and bend over the end of your bed,” she 
instructed. 

The Dorm Raider shrugged off her blazer and 
set it aside while Cassandra assumed the position. 
She retrieved her ashplant and flexed it between her 
hands. Claire was not naïve and knew that Cassie’s 
flagrant breach of the no goofing, gabbing, larking or 
pranking after lockdown protocols had been 
engineered to guarantee her putting some strategic 
whops on the board. Claire tapped the cane down 
and then drew her arm back. The whippy stick 
exploded off Cassie’s striped jimjams with an 
explosive crack. 
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The other inmates in the dorm watched 
sympathetically. Witnessing Cassie Cassy getting 
whopped was nothing new but everyone in the dorm 
knew that six on the silks was never pleasant. 

 
Despite the fact that getting the cane 

immediately before trying to snatch some shut-eye 
was not a desirable state of affairs Dorm Beatings 
were surprisingly prevalent. A Dorm Raider was often 
called upon to deliver half a dozen punishments a 
week.  

Claire Brooks was serving her second term as 
Dorm Raider. When Deborah’s Elite had ceded their 
thrashing rights to the Red-shirt she had prevailed 
upon Claire and Melons to alternate as Dorm Raiders 
so that she could at least knock off at nine p.m. 

Claire’s continuing role as a Dorm Raider was a 
two-edged sword for the inmates. On the one hand 
she was unfailingly even-handed and the inmates 
knew that they would always get a fair crack of the 
whip. On the other hand, during her first term, she 
had proven herself as an awesome practitioner when 
it came to the business of whops. Six on the silks 
from Claire was considered very tough duty. 

 
Claire sliced the cane down with her trademark 

leisurely swing sending Cassie’s jimjams into frenetic 
wriggles. Despite her easy action at the moment of 
impact the tip of the ashplant was travelling at Mach 
One. Claire was fond of Cassie but never allowed her 
feelings to divert her from the task in hand. When 
Cassie had openly goofed after lights out she had 
known exactly what she was getting in to. Claire 
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knew that her chum wouldn’t be expecting any 
favors. 

 
Cassie Cassy wriggled and squirmed between 

strokes but when it came time for the next stroke she 
was always ready and perfectly primed. On her 
unrelenting journey to Hall of Shame greatness she 
had developed an inner clock that instinctively 
informed her when the thirty second gap had elapsed 
and it was time to put it up and keep it up. 

 
Claire took a deep breath and prepared herself 

to deliver the closer. Cassie Cassy stopped wriggling 
and pushed her butt out a little. There was absolute 
silence in the dormitory as Claire pulled her arm back. 
The silence was interrupted by the whistle of the 
cane, followed by a resounding crack as the cane 
sliced diagonally across the existing stripes. Cassie’s 
bum squirmed and her shoulders and head shook in 
an anguished response. Claire had closed with an 
absolute scorcher. 

“That will be all Cassidy,” said Claire as she 
shrugged on her blazer. “Repair back to bed, I’ll post-
process you before brekker in the morning.” 

 
Cassie pushed up from the bed and retrieved 

her pillow. She climbed back into bed and turned off 
the side-lamp. She turned over and lay on her front. 
She knew she had a painful night ahead of her. 

 
After warning the Phase 4 inmates to settle 

down and that she would be returning to check on 
them shortly Claire closed the dormitory door behind 
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her and stepped out onto the darkened landing. For 
the next hour she would be required to continue her 
surveillance, padding along the landings and 
stairwells in her crepe-soled shoes on the look-out for 
further signs of mischief and malfeasance.  

 
Claire looked at her watch. Thankfully the rest 

of her tour had gone off without incident. She went 
down stairs and made a final check of the security 
locks on the doors before cutting across the quad to 
the apartment block that housed the Old Gals. 

“I had to whop Cassie,” Claire told Cathryn. 
Cat rolled her eyes theatrically. “I’m sure you 

had good reason,” she assured her chum as she 
poured her a night-cap. 

Cat Cassidy was a night-owl. Her academic 
schedule was flexible and she did most of her 
studying in the privacy of her apartment. Most 
evenings the Dorm Raiders stopped by her rooms for 
a nightcap after they finished their tours of duty. 

“She engineered the situation,” sighed Claire. 
“She was Jonesing for whops.” 

Cat grinned. She was well-aware of her 
younger sister’s determination to end the year as the 
Big BUTT. She handed Claire a snifter filled with 
brandy. 

“Bottoms up,” she smiled. 
Claire sighed and chinked glasses. “Well your 

sister’s certainly was.” 
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Quality Always Leaves it’s Mark 

 
 
Jojo’s bumbags were up. The All-Time Big 

BUTT and most errant inmate at the facility was 
having her skirt rearranged while she was bent head 
down, arse up across her desk. 

 
Joanna Heyworth had begun her term in the 

Elite in a pact with Lady Victoria Brompton to refrain 
from minxing. However when Lady Vix had turned her 
badge over to Debs the new Red-shirt had 
encouraged Jojo to get back into the game. Jojo had 
responded by embarking on an impressive splurge of 
minxing. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne set her feet and tapped the 

cane down three times to get her measure. She 
raised her arm and prepared to absolutely cream 
Joanna. 

Throughout the day Jojo had been involved in 
a lengthy tit-for-tat running battle with Nixdown, 
Rosemary and Debs. The battle involving water-
pistols, catapults and pea-shooters had been raging 
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since early morning. Nobody could remember who 
had started the surreptitious attacks but each new 
offensive had to be promptly responded too.  

Jojo had been responding to a paper-pellet 
beaning her in the lughole. During the afternoon 
break Joanna had restocked her arsenal, filling her 
favorite water-pistol with icy water. The vintage 
1950’s squirt space ray gun was ideally suited for 
short distance assaults. It had an extended nozzle 
and a high-pressure trigger mechanism. 

Waiting until Pauline’s back was turned at the 
front of the lecture room Jojo had taken aim and 
released a stream of icy water in Rosemary Booker’s 
direction. 

Rosemary had been expecting the response 
and was watching Jojo out of the corner of her eye. 
When Jojo fired Rosie leaned her head forward to 
avoid the stream of water, which passed behind her 
and caught an unsuspecting Nixdown between the 
ear and the collar of her blouse. 

“Waddafuck!” squealed Nix as the icy stream 
began to drip down into her blouse. 

Pauline span around, her eyes cutting around 
the room. Nixdown was scowling and reaching into 
her satchel in search of Kleenex. 

“Stand up,” barked Pauline. “All of you on your 
feet, hands on head.” 

Jojo tried to secret the water-pistol in her 
blazer pocket but it was too late. She had no choice 
but to toss it on the desktop and shrug off her blazer. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne was a card carrying member 

of the Liberal Left and considered Minx-friendly. She 
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rarely resorted to showing red-cards and sending 
inmates up for bare benders, preferring to take care 
of business herself. Despite her liberal inclinations she 
was a highly respected martinet and was famous for 
her pronouncements of her intentions to absolutely 
cream inmates when they disobeyed zero-tolerance 
protocols. Dousing of other inmates during lectures 
fell into the zero-tolerance category. 

 
Jojo was bent across the desk as far as 

humanly possible. She was up on the balls of her feet, 
her hands reaching down the desk legs and her head 
hanging down over the far edge. She was teed-up 
perfectly to be creamed. 

 
Pauline favored a thirty-inch long straight-

handled Kooboo Loontie cane that she purchased 
from a bespoke workshop located in the Smoke. The 
canes were individually cut to ensure that they were 
perfectly balanced. Each knot in the rattan was 
carefully sanded down by hand and then three layers 
of liquid wax were applied to give them an exquisite 
finish. Her supplier guaranteed an extensive quality 
control process so that only canes of the highest 
quality left the workshops. The advertising literature 
promised that quality always leaves its mark. 

 
Jojo had no doubt that the Kooboo Loontie rod 

was going to be leaving six very red marks. The 
sound of the cane slicing across her tautened 
bumbags reverberated in her ears as the pain 
imploded through her rear end. 
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Pauline took her time, delivering a perfect five-
minute thrashing. She left Jojo bent over the desk for 
a full sixty-seconds after delivering the awesome 
closer before turning down her skirt and issuing the 
release command. 

Jojo pushed herself up from the desk-lid and 
retrieved her blazer. She pulled on the red jacket and 
fastened the five buttons up the front before stepping 
out from behind the desk and approaching the front 
of the room to allow the creaming to be post-
processed. 

She watched disconsolately as Pauline placed 
the confiscated ray-gun in a locked drawer. She had 
scoured the internet for the rare, vintage weapon and 
had paid considerable squids to acquire it. She 
decided that she would wait for a more appropriate 
juncture before making overtures to the Dame 
regarding its return and handed over her punishment 
record book. 

 
“That water was fucking cold,” grumbled 

Nixdown. 
“I’m sorry, sis, I wasn’t actually aiming at you,” 

said Jojo as she settled in across her best chum’s lap. 
“Rosie was due for a dousing but she managed to 
duck.” 

Nixdown grunted. She knew that she had little 
grounds for complaint as she had been merrily 
participating in the running battle throughout the day. 
She dipped her fingers in balm and traced them along 
the swollen stripes. 

“This isn’t over yet,” she muttered. 
“It’s never over,” giggled Jojo. 



An Unusual Appointment 
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Debsworld 

 
 
Deborah approached the library. It was late on 

Saturday night and as usual Spanky Botts, Christy 
Cranfield and Lady Derby Huntington were patiently 
waiting for her with their hands on their heads and 
their noses pressed to the wall. 

It was exactly a week since Debs had officially 
outed herself and during the interim period not a 
single whop had landed across her bumbags. 

Although she had felt compelled to participate 
in the running battles in the lecture rooms her 
involvement had escaped the attention of the Dames. 
She had completed the week without attracting a 
single yellow card or even much of a scolding. By 
Deborah’s deplorable standards this was a noteworthy 
achievement. 

Nixdown teased her that after all the fanfare it 
was a rum time to reform and regularly offered to 
spank her but Debs had politely declined. 

She was grateful to Nicola Jane for her 
assistance during the past few weeks and although 
she was not averse to the notion of Nix giving her a 
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damn good spanking she felt loathe of encroaching 
too much on Nixdown and Penny Ann’s privacy. 

After her starring role at the previous weeks 
feast Debs had been quite content to act as an 
observer while several other guests graced the stage 
to provide the after-dinner entertainment. 

After the supper was completed Debs had 
repaired to her study to change into her Posh coat 
and collect her cane. She felt a surge of excitement 
as she approached her three chums lined up outside 
the library. 

 
Christy Cranfield folded her elegant frame 

across the back of the leather armchair. Derby and 
Spanky stood along the wall with their hands still 
linked on top of the heads, watching intently as Debs 
stepped in close. 

 
Deborah felt entirely relaxed as she neatly 

turned back the skirt of Christy’s gymslip and then 
slowly rolled down her bumbags exposing her 
patrician rear end. She took her time, knowing that 
Christy loved the ritualistic baring of her behind and 
would be becoming increasingly excited as she was 
left for sixty-seconds, waiting for the first lash of the 
rod. Upstairs in the library with her special chums 
Deborah felt as if she had entered into her own 
private world of secret pleasures. Debsworld. She 
liked the thought of that. She brought the cane back 
and sliced it down across the naked orbs. 

 
Throughout the week Deborah had executed 

her Red-shirt duties with her customary efficiency. 
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She had been required to beat half a dozen 
miscreants up in the library and several grubby’s had 
been sent along to her study to have their bumbags 
dusted. Debs derived no pleasure from punishing the 
inmates. She dispatched her duties dispassionately 
and did her best to make the experience no more 
unpleasant than was absolutely necessary. 

However, caning her chums during their 
Saturday night ritual filled her with satisfaction. She 
now understood from her recent personal epiphany 
that their pain was their pleasure and she was happy 
to perform whatever role in the ritual that was 
required of her. 

 
A twelve-stroke bare bender might not be to 

everybody’s taste but Christy Cranfield loved to be 
caned. She had discovered her passion for pain and 
ritual at the Queensgate Academy during the first 
occasion she had been sentenced to be popped. 
Being bent over the popping seat while the Sergeant-
at-Arms prepared her for being beaten had ignited 
her passion and to her surprise she had discovered 
that she actually loved the lash of the cane across her 
defenseless buttocks. 

Bent over the back of the chair in the library 
with her bottom bared and her nose buried in the 
erotic aroma of the leather cushion she could feel the 
excitement building in every corpuscle of her body. 

 
Deborah thrashed her chum with leisurely ease 

and consummate power and accuracy. She landed the 
strokes in tight formation across the sweet spot. She 
was always impressed by Christy’s ability to endure a 
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licking with barely even a twitch of an ankle. Debs 
adjusted her stance slightly and landed the twelfth 
stroke with the full force of her powerful wrist, Christy 
barely flinched. 

  
Once she had finished with the beating Debs 

waited another sixty-seconds before sliding Christy’s 
bumbags back into place and turning down the skirt 
of her gymslip. She understood that Christy would be 
savoring the exquisite agony.  

“You may rise Miss Cranfield,” she told her 
chum. “Please return to the line and place your hands 
on your head.” She turned and pointed the tip of her 
cane at Derby. “You’re next Lady Huntington,” she 
said authoritatively. “Remove your blazer and assume 
the position.” 

Deborah Morton was completely immersed in 
Debsworld. 

 
 
 
 



 

 

12 

 
The Night is Still Young 

 
 
“Give me a few minutes,” Deborah told her 

chums. “I’m going to get changed.” 
“We’ll be here,” smiled Christy. 
Derby went across to an ice-bucket and 

opened a bottle of Veuve de Clicquot that she had 
brought up to the library earlier in the evening. 

Debs nodded and hurried off. 
 
Deborah extracted a gymslip, white blouse and 

red and black striped tie. She took off her Red-shirt 
regalia and hung it in the closet. 

Rosemary poked her head around the door. “It 
looks like the night’s still young,” she grinned. 

Deborah grinned at her chum as she fastened 
the buttons of her blouse and snaked the tie under 
the collar. “Will it be okay if I have a couple of glasses 
of bubbles?” she asked  

“Debs it’s Saturday night. You know that you 
have dispensation,” smiled Rosemary. 

“Well strictly speaking it’s Sunday morning,” 
said Debs. “I just don’t want anyone from Team 
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Morton sneaking up and spanking me when I’m not 
expecting it.” 

Rosemary chuckled. “Go and have some fun. I 
know you’ve been looking forward to this all week.” 

Deborah toyed with the knot of her tie. Despite 
years of wearing clobber she had never mastered the 
art. Rosemary came over and helped her. Debs 
picked up her striped blazer and put it on. She 
fastened the top button and hugged her chum. 

“I’ll be next door if you need cooling down 
later,” smiled Rosie. “I’m going on-line to give Foxy-
one a rundown on the feast. That guy just loves to 
hear about whops.” 

Debs winked and headed out onto the landing. 
 
There was no official lights-out curfew on 

Saturday nights. The compound was locked down and 
the bodyguards supplied by Stacks were maintaining 
security around the perimeter. One of the bodyguards 
was manning the security camera’s to allow Ellen 
Millar and Suzy Scott time off to attend the feast. 

The landings were busy as the inmates flitted 
from study to study chin-wagging and partaking of a 
late-night tipple. Nobody passed any comment at the 
Red-shirt dressed in the formal full clobber of the 
early phase inmates as she cut through the landings. 

 
Rosemary was right. Debs had been looking 

forward to the post-feast activities upstairs in the 
library. She had given considerable thought to the 
conclusion of the evening. 

“I want you to give me an Elite beating,” Debs 
had told Christy during the feast. 
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“But I thought you hated Elite beatings,” said 
Christy. 

“I do,” said Debs. “That will make it more 
edgy.” 

Christy had raised her eyebrows but had 
nodded her agreement. 

 
Deborah cut through the familiar labyrinth of 

corridors and stairwells that led to the library.  
Christy was quite correct. Debs had often 

commented on her blog regarding the irony of having 
to beat hundreds of gals upstairs in the punishment 
room, a venue that did not hold many warm 
memories for her. 

Debs relations with the Elite had always been 
turbulent and her habit of constantly rubbishing the 
pre’s had resulted in her being shown red-cards too 
numerous to recall. 

The Elite had always been a fickle bunch and 
during the early years of Deborah’s sentence there 
had always been an element of the Secret Sorority of 
Serial Spankers operating under the covert 
sponsorship of Patty Hodge. 

Members of the SS were trained to make the 
issuance of red-cards as unpleasant as possible. They 
would sound their whistles before theatrically 
producing their cards. When the inmates in the 
immediate vicinity had stopped their activities and 
dutifully placed their hands on the head the pre’s 
would loudly instruct their victims to “Repair to the 
library,” and then unnecessarily add, “I’ll be along to 
beat you shortly.” 
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Debs had many unpleasant memories of being 
evicted from various public areas of the compound. 
During the tyrannical days of Operation Scorched Arse 
and the heinous regime of Yvonne Godfrey and her 
cronies Debs had been particularly vulnerable. Having 
been declared as Public Enemy Number One Yvonne 
and Mitch the Bitch had been allowed to target Debs 
with relative impunity. During OSA Debs would score 
her first Bull, accumulating fifty beatings in a single 
year. Yvonne and her cohorts were directly 
responsible for engineering well over half of her 
punishments.  

They combined delivering red-cards and 
personally beating her, with a record number of 
evictions from the assembly hall, and covertly giving 
her enough black marks to accumulate a noteworthy 
half a dozen danglings from the Red-shirt. Yvonne 
and her coterie of aides used their influence on the 
Red House council to have her subjected to three full-
collar walkthroughs followed by Formal House 
beatings. She had been held in House custody in the 
library for hours before the heinous beatings were 
finally executed. 

Yvonne and Janet made trips to the library 
particularly unpleasant. They often left her standing 
in the corridor performing nose and toes for upwards 
of an hour. They abused the protocols for Extreme 
Scolding, taunting and ridiculing her personally and 
subjecting her to full clobber inspections. She often 
found herself reporting to Katie’s office the following 
morning to be slippered on bogus abuse of clobber 
charges. 
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Not surprisingly she did not have any good 
memories regarding Elite beatings.  

 
 



 

 

13 

 
Go and Stand in the Corner 

 
 
Debs slowed down as she reached the final 

stairwell and trudged up the stairs. Even though she 
was keeping an appointment for voluntary 
recreational whops Deborah’s tummy churned as she 
reached the landing and saw the forbidding door at 
the far end. She licked her dry lips and unconsciously 
stopped to smooth down her clobber and straighten 
her tie. She took a deep breath and turned the handle 
to the door of the library. She crossed the well-lit 
reading and study area and approached a second 
door. She swung it open and stepped inside. 

 
Christy, Spanky and Lady Derby were drinking 

champagne. They were not showing any untoward 
effects of their recent appointments with Deborah’s 
cane, except that they were all electing to remain 
standing. 

“You wanted to see me?” said Deborah. 
“Yes Morton, we need to have a chat,” said 

Christy off-handedly, “but I’m busy right now so go 
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and stand in the corner. I’ll deal with you when I’m 
ready.” 

Debs blinked in surprise. “But I hate standing 
in the corner,” she muttered. 

Christy stared at her impassively so Deborah 
did as she was told. 

 
Unconsciously Deborah found herself raising 

her arms and placing her hands on her head. Behind 
her she could hear her chums laughing and 
chattering. They completely ignored her. 

She felt uncomfortable and vaguely idiotic with 
her hands on head, facing the wall with her nose 
pressed into the join of the two walls. She sighed. 

During her seven years at the facility Deborah 
had spent more time facing walls, performing nose 
and toes, than she cared to recall but she accepted it 
as a routine part of being an inmate of the facility. 
However, there was something rather demeaning 
about the phrase ‘Go and stand in the corner’. 

She suspected that her dislike of hearing those 
particular words dated back to her prep school days. 
Her diaries reveal that in the latter part of her period 
at the school being sent to stand in the corner 
became a daily ordeal. She often lamented that, 
‘nobody else ever gets sent to stand in the corner, 
JUST ME!’ 

Nonetheless, she knew that on some level she 
was titillated by the feeling of being in disgrace. She 
closed her eyes and waited to be caned. 
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Christy stood with the cane flexed between her 
hands. Spanky Botts and Lady Derby had retreated 
into the shadowy, candle-lit darkness of the room.  

Deborah faced Christy, forming her body into a 
tight military attention.  

Back at Queensgate Debs had always 
considered Christy Cranfield to be the personification 
of a martinet. Blessed with imposingly good looks and 
a regal bearing Christy exuded confidence and self-
assurance. Once a girl had been sentenced to be 
popped Christy would appear out of the shadows 
dressed in her ankle length mandarin collared 
embroidered Posh Coat, with her waist length hair 
tied back in a thick braid. She seemed surrounded by 
the mystical aura of a High Priestess.  

Even dressed in a microscopically abbreviated 
gymslip Christy still managed to personify a figure of 
supreme authority. Deborah felt a mild chill up her 
spine.  

 
“Touch your toes Morton, I intend to beat you 

extremely soundly,” said Christy. “I would let you off 
with six of the best if I thought that would do you any 
good but I’m afraid that nothing less than a dozen will 
have any effect.” 

“Yes Ma’am,” said Debs as she unfastened the 
top button of her blazer. Derby stepped out of the 
shadows and helped Deborah out of her jacket. Debs 
walked over to the fireplace and turned around and 
bent forward at the waist. 

Even though reaching down and touching her 
toes was not overly problematic for the athlete Debs 
she knew that maintaining the position under hostile 
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fire was always challenging. She could have chosen to 
leave the leather armchair in place which would have 
offered her some degree of comfort, but she felt 
inexplicably compelled to reenact a punishment that 
she genuinely despised. 

 
Christy Cranfield took a tight grip on the cane. 

“If you jerk I will disallow the stroke, Morton, and it 
will be repeated,” she said curtly. “I suggest that you 
put it up and keep it up and don’t make a muff of 
yourself.” 

Deborah grunted. 
She was folded in half, the skirt of her gymslip 

turned back and her bumbags clung to the contours 
of her buttocks like cling-film. She felt a rush of 
adrenalin as she felt the cane tap down. 

 
Since her epiphany Deborah had been 

wrestling with the question of whether she actually 
liked the physical sensation of being beaten. Nixdown 
had explained that most players on the spankette 
circuit subscribe to the principle put forth by Dagmar 
Rasmussen, a well-known Danish masochist, who said 
that she enjoyed the build up and the aftermath but 
that it was a shame about the few minutes in the 
middle. 

As the cane sliced across her bumbags in an 
explosion of white heat it occurred to Debs that the 
sage Noggy might be on to something.  

 
 



 

 

14 

 
Beautiful Whops 

 
 
Deborah straightened up and smoothed down 

the skirt of her gymslip. She turned to face Christy. 
“Thank you, Ma’am,” she said in a hushed 

tone. “You won’t have to beat me again.” 
“I very much doubt that, Morton,” snorted 

Christy, “but for now you are dismissed.” 
Debs puffed out her cheeks. “Golly you cane 

hard,” she said ruefully as Christy reached out to hug 
her. 

Derby and Spanky came out of the shadows 
bearing glasses of icy bubbles. Deborah accepted one 
gratefully. She took a sip. 

“Was making me stand in the corner really 
necessary?” she grumbled at Christy. “I hate standing 
in the corner.” 

“I know you do,” said Christy cheerily. “Why 
else would I have made you do it?” 

Debs considered this irrefutable logic. There 
was no denying that now that the scene was over 
that despite the smoke billowing out from beneath 
her gymslip she felt a wonderful sense of well-being. 
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Somehow forcing herself to play out a scenario that 
made her feel uncomfortable had added to the 
excitement. She wondered whether she would really 
ever understand the psychological machinations of 
her inner spankette. 

 
Deborah made her way back to her study arm-

in-arm with Lady Derby. As usual her grubby was in 
an exuberant mood. In many ways Deborah was 
envious of the bob-haired aristocrat. Derby 
Huntington made no secret of the fact that she was a 
die-hard spankette and had no miss-giving’s about 
her chosen life style. 

“You whop so beautifully, Ma’am,” she said 
cheerfully. 

Debs had long given up on trying to stop 
Derby from addressing her as Ma’am. “Beautiful 
whops is probably not a concept that is widely 
understood by the public at large,” she laughed. 

Derby shrugged. “Who cares about the public 
at large? What do they know?” 

Debs chuckled indulgently. She had concluded 
some time ago that Derby probably had a few bats 
loose in the belfry. “Come on, I’ll walk you back to 
your dorm,” she said. 

“No Ma’am,” said Derby firmly. “I’ll come up to 
the landing first. I need to put on the coffee-maker 
and check on your clobber for the morning.” 

“Derby, I am perfectly capable of making 
coffee and getting my kit ready,” said Debs. “It’s late 
and you should get some sleep.” 

Derby frowned. “It will only take me a few 
minutes,” she said rather sharply. 



An Unusual Appointment 
 

 

Debs shook her head in resignation. She knew 
that arguing with her grubby was an exercise in 
futility. “Come on,” she yawned and led Derby up the 
back stairwell. 

 
Rosemary’s light was still on. Debs tapped on 

her door. “Do you fancy a nightcap?” she asked her 
best chum. 

“Let me say goodnight to Foxy and I’ll be right 
in,” said Rosie. 

 
Debs untied her sash and took off her gymslip. 

She kicked off her shoes and loosened her toe and 
unfastened the top two buttons of her blouse. She 
went into the bathroom and rolled down her bumbags 
and studied her backside in the mirror. The stripes 
were in tight formation across the sweet spot. She 
grinned. Christy Cranfield could always be trusted to 
do good work. She pulled her bumbags back into 
place and padded into the living area in her 
stockinged feet. 

Rosie appeared brandishing a pot of balm. 
“Anybody need cooling down?” she asked cheerfully. 

Derby nodded her head emphatically. “Not me, 
I’m sizzling nicely, but thank you for the offer Miss 
Booker.” 

Debs thought about that. She shook her head. 
“I guess that would rather defeat the purpose,” she 
giggled, “but I wouldn’t mind bumming a fag.” 

Rosemary eyed her chum suspiciously. “How 
many have you had today?” 

Rosemary acted as Deborah’s dietician and 
wellness consultant and took her duties seriously.  
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“None,” responded Debs. “Wanna give me a 
breath test?” 

“No,” laughed Rosemary, “I’ll believe you,” and 
tossed Debs the pack. 

Derby poured Rosemary and Debs glasses of 
champers from the bottle she had brought from the 
library and then returned to making coffee. 

“How is the Foxy-one?” asked Debs. 
Rosemary giggled. “Incorrigible as always. He’s 

rented us a remote cottage so we can have a Whops 
and Clobber weekend, during furlough, without being 
disturbed.” 

Deborah raised an eyebrow and blew smoke 
out of her nostrils. Ever since her unfortunate 
epiphany during the Great Spank-off Rosemary had 
developed a healthy aversion to whops. Secreting 
herself away for a weekend of having her bottom 
smacked seemed like a curious choice for a vacation 
activity. 

“But you don’t really like whops,” Deborah 
commented. 

Rosemary shrugged. “He’s bought a selection 
of canes especially for the weekend. It would be 
churlish for me to refuse him. After all, it is only 
whops.” 

Debs swallowed down her drink and ground 
out her barely smoked fag. “It’s a debauched world 
that we live in,” she yawned cheerfully. “Now if you 
don’t mind I’m going to turn in.” 

 
 



 

 

15 

 
Sunday Afternoon Canings 

 
 
On Sunday lunchtime Jojo dined with Mr 

Humphries at a country pub to discuss their summer 
wedding plans. Joanna was sitting rather gingerly. 
They had started the morning with coffee and 
mimosas accompanied by a gratuitous six on the silks. 
Even though the Grand Master had used a lighter 
junior cane for the morning warm-up it had still 
packed a memorable sting and continued to give her 
gyp. 

“Lord Brompton has invited us to the castle 
during the spring furlough,” she told her fiancé, “so 
that we can finalize some of the details.” 

Mr Humphries smiled. “The devils always in the 
detail,” he observed. 

“You will come, won’t you?” she asked. “You’re 
not disappearing on one of your mysterious missions 
are you?” 

The Grand Master laughed. “Of course I’ll be 
coming,” he assured Jojo.  

Joanna grinned happily and sipped her pint of 
frothing ale. 
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Jojo faced the wall in her fiancé’s living room 
and placed her hands on top of her head. She was 
feeling relaxed. She had copped a pleasant buzz from 
the freshly brewed ale. 

When they had returned to the compound Mr 
Humphries had been informed that the Bond Twins 
were outside his study waiting to be beaten for 
engaging in a sisterly scrap in the recreation area.  

Jojo had changed out of her semi-clobber and 
put on a more conventional short black pleated skirt. 
She fastened the top button of her blouse and neatly 
covered it with the knot of her tie. She went to the 
living room and faced the wall. 

Jojo didn’t dwell on the fact that her bum was 
still rather lively from the earlier six, or the fact that 
the short whippy cane lay ominously on the coffee 
table; she had plenty of other things to occupy her 
mind. 

Aside from planning the summer wedding she 
continued to collaborate with Maximillian Heurst on 
the production of the Whops and Clobber revue. The 
theatrical impresario had offered Jojo a five night run 
at one of his West-end playhouses. The script was in 
final draft and the cast had been agreed. Rehearsals 
were scheduled to commence during the following 
week. 

By the time the production was staged and she 
was married she would officially be a free-woman. In 
a few weeks the ballot for a new prime-minister was 
scheduled. If Claire’s father, Christopher Brooks, was 
successful he had promised an immediate 
investigation into the legality of the Back to School 
social rehabilitation program. There was a potential 
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that the whole program would be scrapped and that 
the inmates would be pardoned and released 
although it was unlikely that any such change would 
be enacted before Jojo completed her sentence. 

Cat Cassidy and Spanky Botts were floating a 
curious proposal that if the facility was closed down 
that the inmates should purchase the compound and 
turn it into an exclusive resort for the international 
community of Woodettes. Cathryn had sent Jojo and 
Mr Humphries a draft of her business plan for 
comment. 

Of course, the ever-present threat of Malicious 
and the Yoofs continued to occupy the Grand Master 
and his security team. Jojo had been assigned as 
Head of Communications to keep the inmates abreast 
of any developments and to maintain morale. 

Jojo had too much to think about to dwell on 
the minor trifle of a gratuitous six of the best.    

 
Mr Humphries returned whistling cheerfully. 

The interview with Ronnie and Reggie Bond had been 
predictably amusing. Although the twins were 
notoriously quarrelsome they were also deeply loyal 
to each other. They had both tried to take the blame 
for starting the scrap and had almost embarked in 
another fracas up in his study when they couldn’t 
agree who was responsible. In a spirit of compromise 
the Grand Master had bent them both over the back 
of the chair and given them each a crisp bare bender 
before sending them on their way to sort out their 
differences. 
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Jojo bent over the back of the sofa. She 
wiggled her bum provocatively. Mr Humphries turned 
back her skirt and rolled down her bumbags. He 
waited for sixty-seconds before slicing the cane 
across the upturned derrière. The gratuitous Sunday 
afternoon canings had become a ritual and Jojo knew 
that the six stokes would be no more than middling 
warm on the heat scale. Jojo squealed playfully and 
kicked her legs theatrically.  

 



 

 

16 

 
A Spanking Waiting to Happen 

 
 
Lisa Sutton squealed in earnest and kicked her 

legs as the Grand Master launched a blitzkrieg on her 
bare bottom. 

On Monday morning Lisa Sutton was being 
spanked in front of the assembled inmates as a result 
of being red-carded out of assembly. The spanking 
did not come as a complete surprise to the 
unfortunate Minxster. Since Deborah’s elevation to 
the Elite Lisa’s deplorable record for being evicted 
from the hall had attracted considerable attention. 

She had groaned as the Phase 6 monitor had 
raised a red-card in the air and requested her to step 
up to the front of the hall. Red-faced Lisa clambered 
past the seated inmates and approached the front 
with a nervous gait. Her heart pounded as awaited 
the arrival of the Grand Master. 

It was only a week since she had last been 
red-carded. On that occasion she had fretted that she 
would be subjected to the ignominy of a public 
spanking. She had been relieved that the matter was 
dealt with in the privacy of Mr Humphries study even 
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though it involved a twelve-stroke larruping with a 
leather tawse. She had also been required to return 
to full-clobber for the remainder of the spring term to 
serve as a reminder to abide by ingress and egress 
protocols in the future. 

 
Lisa groaned as she felt her bumbags being 

turned inside out. Momentarily she had held out some 
vague hope that she would at least be allowed the 
dignity of retaining her navy blues. She did not have 
long to dwell on her plight before the spanks started 
to rain down with bewildering speed. 

 
The inmates watched sympathetically. Lisa was 

clearly not having a good time of it. She was kicking 
her legs gymnastically and her long auburn curls 
shook from side to side. Mr Humphries had her 
tucked in tightly and was spanking her in random 
rhythms. Quick spanks landed one on top of the other 
and then he would slow down and slap alternate 
buttocks in a slow, leisurely pattern. Lisa had no idea 
where or when the next spank would land and was 
defenseless to settle in. 

 
Lisa’s embarrassment at being publicly 

spanked was long forgotten. For Lisa the spectacle 
being played out on the stage had become an 
intimate event that only included the two 
protagonists. She wriggled and squirmed in private 
anguish as spank after spank continued to rain down 
upon her poor beleaguered bum. 
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Lisa looked disorientated as she was finally 
helped to her feet. She gaped at the Grand Master as 
if she couldn’t believe what had just happened to her. 

“Please be so kind as to repair upstairs to my 
study Miss Sutton,” Mr Humphries said amiably. “I 
should like to discuss this matter further.” 

“Yes, sir,” muttered Lisa and tottered off the 
stage like a drunken sailor on shore-leave. 

 
Katie Beck grinned as she stared down at Lisa’s 

red and swollen bum.  
“The cane’s going to cut through this mess like 

a hot knife through ripe fruit,” she said snidely. 
Lisa was sorely tempted to kick her heel back 

and catch the unit matron on the shin but she finally 
erred on the side of caution. 

 
Lisa stared at the wall on the landing outside 

the Grand Master’s office and tried to gather herself. 
For the life of her she couldn’t think of any plausible 
explanation to offer regarding her persistent breach 
of the assembly protocols. Her heart began to pound 
uncomfortably as she heard the Grand Master’s 
footsteps in the corridor below. 

 
“I’m sorry, sir,” Lisa muttered. “I really don’t 

have any excuse or explanation to offer.” 
The Grand Master nodded. “Well I think that 

we both knew that it was a spanking waiting to 
happen. There’s no real harm done.” 

“Well I suppose that is a matter of 
perspective,” she said rather glumly.  
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The Grand Master suppressed a grin. He was 
fond of Lisa. Despite her many trials and tribulations 
she was a cheerful and positive cove. She was an 
active participant in the mentoring programs that 
assisted inmates with off-curriculum tutoring and a 
popular member of the community. Over the past 
eighteen months they had shared several 
conversations regarding her woefully unsuccessful 
reform campaigns. He tended to concur with her own 
assessment that she was a very naughty gal but not a 
bad gal. 

“Traditionally I should give you twelve-stroke 
bare bender,” he told her, “but I think that you might 
have learned your lesson. So I shall defer further 
punishment, but Miss Sutton, I warn you, if you are 
chucked out of assembly again this term you will be 
publicly flogged. Do I make myself clear?” 

“Yes, sir, thank you, sir,” said Lisa Sutton and 
she scurried out of the room as fast as her legs would 
carry her.  

 
“That really sucked,” grumbled Lisa. 
“I know. I’ve been there and bought the tee-

shirt,” said Deborah sympathetically. “Maybe you 
should consider sitting in the front row with the Little 
Brats,” the Red-shirt suggested. “It helped me. It was 
kind of embarrassing at first but I got used to it.” 

“Oh good fucking grief,” groaned Lisa. 
 



 

 

17 

 
Shlorry Shlorton 

 
 
“Shlutton should be formally shlashed,” 

screeched the Wart. “Shlee’s a dishgrashe.” 
 Debs eyed the tequila bottle on the cabinet. 

She suspected the Robin Wharton had started on the 
slammer’s a little early in the day.  

“Ma’am she was publicly spanked, I think that 
will suffice,” Debs told the Mistress of the Red House. 
“The House did not even incur a merit fine. I have no 
grounds to assemble the House Council and besides 
they would laugh me out of the library.” 

Ms Wharton snorted. Deborah recoiled as the 
Wart jabbed her in the chest and stuck her face in 
close. 

“When was the last time you were caned, 
Morton?” the Wart demanded. 

Deborah stepped backwards and glared at the 
Mistress of the Red House. Recently their daily 
meetings had mainly been conducted in an 
atmosphere of chilly civility. The Wart showed little 
interest in the progress of her house in their quest to 
retain the annual merit award trophy. Nonetheless, 
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she had managed to desist from making veiled 
threats to beat Deborah for no particular reason. The 
meetings were generally thankfully brief. 

 “Ma’am perhaps you should lie down,” Debs 
said evenly. 

“Perhaps you should bend down,” retorted the 
Wart. 

Deborah rolled her eyes. “Ma’am I don’t think 
that will be necessary. I would merely lodge another 
appeal and it might end up with you being the one 
bending down,” she said coldly. 

“I am considering formally standing you down 
as Captain of the Red House,” the Wart snarled 
nastily. 

“Ma’am, I would welcome for you to stand me 
down,” said Debs. “I would like nothing better than to 
avoid these meetings. I find them extremely 
tiresome.” 

Deborah leapt back as the Wart clumsily 
attempted to slap her face. Robin Wharton was not a 
nimble cove and promptly lost her balance and 
stumbled forwards, falling flat on her face. 

“Oh good fucking grief,” muttered Debs. She 
peered down at the Dame. “Are you alright Ma’am?” 

The Wart groaned. “I busted my doze!” she 
spluttered. 

“I very much doubt that Ma’am but let’s sit you 
up and take a look,” Debs told her. She leaned down 
and tried to help the Wart up. 

“Get away from me, I’m going to insist that 
you are beaten in front of the House,” the Wart 
wailed. 

“On what charges?” Debs asked incredulously. 



An Unusual Appointment 
 

 

“Assault,” spluttered the Wart. 
“I seem to remember that you tried to slap me 

around the kisser and fell on your sorry head,” 
snapped Debs irritably. “Let me help you onto the 
sofa and I’ll fix you a drink. Anymore of your 
nonsense and I assure you that I will file a complaint 
with the Grand Master.” She took the Wart under the 
arms and dragged her over to the sofa. “Now sit 
down while I fetch you a slammer.” 

Debs walked over to the cabinet and poured 
two fingers into a glass. After a moment’s thought 
she poured in another two fingers before carrying it 
back to the Wart. 

“Drink!” she commanded. 
 
“She’s fucking demented,” Debs complained to 

Lady Vix. “I should file a complaint but she was just 
shnorkered. I hate her but I’m not going into the 
snitching business.” 

“Debs, nobody is going to accuse you of 
snitching,” Lady Victoria Brompton assured her. “You 
have a legitimate grievance, isn’t that right Cat?” 

Cathryn Cassidy blew smoke through her 
nostrils. “Personally I don’t understand why you didn’t 
take the opportunity to give her a damn good kicking. 
A few good hacks in the ribs would have sobered her 
up soon enough.” 

Debs frowned. “I can live with her threatening 
to beat me, nothing ever comes of that, it’s just when 
she pokes me in the chest that I see red.” 

Victoria put her arm around Deborah’s 
shoulder. “I know I dealt you a very dodgy hand 
when I appointed you as Red House Captain, but at 
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least you stand up to her. You saved Lisa a lot of 
unnecessary unpleasantness. You know better than 
most that being hauled up before a House Council is 
never pleasant, even if you are acquitted.” 

Debs grunted despondently. “I just wish there 
was something I could do about her,” she muttered. 

“You’ll work something out,” Vix assured her. 
 
“I’m shlorry Shlorton,” babbled the Wart. “You 

didn’t smell the Smand Master did you?”  
“Oh good fucking grief, Ma’am,” groaned Debs. 

“You have no business being out and about 
unescorted in this state. You’re tired and emotional 
and you should be lying down. Let me call Bernadette 
and we’ll help you back to your apartment.” 

 
“Help her? Let’s push her down the fucking 

stairs more likely,” snarled the Bounder pugnaciously. 
“She tried to stitch Lisa up like a kipper.”  

“I know Bernie,” said Deborah, “but I really 
think that we should get her back to her apartment 
and I’ll try and deal with this in the morning.” She 
suddenly giggled. “Bounder how would you like the 
Wart as your grubby for a fortnight?” she asked with 
a twinkle in her eye.  

 
 



 

 

18 

 
A Voluntary Grubby 

 
 
“I brought you some coffee Ma’am,” said 

Deborah not unkindly. 
The Wart blinked her eyes open momentarily 

and then pulled the duvet up over her face. She 
moaned. 

Debs yanked the cover back. “We need to 
talk,” she said sternly. “Now drink some coffee and 
take these tablets.” 

The Wart lay lifelessly on the sheets. Her face 
was pale and her hands were trembling. Debs put the 
beaker on the bedside table. She went into the 
bathroom and found a face-cloth. She held it under 
the tap and then went back to the bedroom. She 
wrung the cold water out over Ms Wharton’s face.  

The Dame jolted upright spluttering. She 
gaped at Deborah in astonishment. Debs handed her 
the coffee. “Now about yesterday,” she said coldly. 

 
Katie Beck gaped at Robin Wharton as she 

shuffled into her office dressed in full clobber.  
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“I need to be inspected,” the Wart said in a 
small voice. Katie suspected that the Dame was about 
to start blubbing. 

 
“I thought I had learned my lesson,” the Wart 

told the Grand Master, “but I feel that it would be 
good for my soul if I spent a little time back on 
grubbing duty. I thought it might be appropriate if I 
served Miss Summers as she doesn’t have an official 
grubby assigned to her yet.” 

The Grand Master suppressed a grin. “That is 
very magnanimous of you Ms Wharton. Would you 
care to share with me what has brought on this taste 
for voluntary work?” 

The Wart stared down at the floor and shook 
her head. “It is just something I feel I need to do,” 
was all she would say. 

 
Victoria rushed over and hugged Debs. 

“Fucking ‘A’, sis,” she beamed. “I told you that you’d 
think of something.” 

“I think I painted another large target on the 
seat of my bumbags,” laughed Debs.  

“Debs you were born with a large target 
painted on the seat of your bumbags,” giggled Vix. 

 
“What are you going to do about it?” Patty 

Hodge demanded. “Morton has usurped the authority 
of one of your troops and you’re going to stand idly 
by and do nothing?” 

Katie scowled. “According to the record the 
Wart officially volunteered to grub for Summers. She 
refuses to speak about it so I have no way of 
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assessing Morton’s involvement. I have already 
approved an official jihad on Morton’s bumbags I see 
no reason for increased action.” 

Patty glowered. She considered dumping Katie 
over the bar-stool and giving her a damn good 
spanking. The upstart Commandant of the Radical 
Right sensed Patty’s ire and slipped off the stool. “Get 
my bill Patty, I’m a bit short,” she said airily. “I’ll see 
you back at the compound. I’ve got to see a man 
about a dog,” and hurriedly took her leave. 

 
Katie took a cab back to the facility and 

charged it to Patty’s account. She hurried up the 
stairs of the Brass living quarters and headed for the 
Wart’s Lair. 

Robin Wharton was not in good shapes. She 
looked disheveled and was sprawled in an armchair 
weeping. 

“Oh good grief, Wart, pull yourself together,” 
snapped Katie unsympathetically.  

“Piss off Katie, leave me alone,” sobbed Robin. 
Katie curled her lip. “I am suspending you from 

the Radical Right while you are on grubbing duties. 
You are an impediment.” 

“Fuck the Radical Right and fuck you,” sobbed 
the Wart. 

Katie scowled and turned on her heel and left 
the apartment. 

 
“Look I’m really grateful to you Debs for 

offering me the Wart’s services,” said the Bounder, 
“but I really don’t want her poking around in my 
affairs. I found her going through a drawer in my 



79 
 

 

 

desk which contained some private papers so I sent 
her to stand in the corner for the rest of the evening.” 

Deborah grinned. She could understand that 
the cagey Bounder might have papers relating to the 
transactions of Bernadette Summers Enterprises 
stashed away that she might not want falling into 
enemy hands. 

“I’ll transfer her to general duties on the Elite 
landing, I’m sure we can keep her busy,” she smiled. 

Bernadette beamed. “Thanks, sis,” she said. 
 
Patty took down her effigy and extracted 

Deborah’s stolen bumbags from her collection. She 
slipped them onto the mannequin before bending it 
over the arm of the sofa. She collected a cane from 
the umbrella stand and prepared to give the navy 
blues a good thrashing. She raised her arm high in 
the air and was about to swing when she got to 
thinking. 

Patty had attended Deborah’s formal outing in 
the Great Hall. It occurred to her that Debs might 
actually enjoy a thrashing. 

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!!!” she snarled and went in 
search of a pair of Katie’s bumbags.     

 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

19 

 
Six of the Very, Very Best 

  
 
Deborah was not enjoying being thrashed. She 

was touching her toes at the front of the lecture room 
with her skirt turned back and her bumbags straining 
at the seams. Angela Sills was laying it on thick. 

It was a routine matter regarding disorderly 
conduct and both parties understood that Deborah 
needed six. Angela had given Debs a formal verbal 
warning and followed up with a yellow card. When 
Debs had continued to lark about Angela had no 
choice but to invite the Red-shirt to step up and touch 
them. 

 
It was an historic event. In the process of 

having the temperature inside her bumbags adjusted 
Debs equaled Claire Brooks’s record as the most 
beaten prefect in the history of the Elite. She had 
managed to achieve this dubious distinction in two-
thirds of the time that it took Claire to establish her 
record. 
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Deborah flinched as the cane sliced across her 
bumbags. Before bending her over Angela had said 
half-apologetically, “I’m sorry Morton but this is going 
to have to be hot.” She was delivering on her word. 

 
As soon as she opened her mouth to interject 

another flippant comment into the proceedings Debs 
had known she was due for whops. Momentarily 
Angela just stood and glared at her; Deborah 
suspected that she was about to be shown a red-card 
but eventually the Dame decided to deal with her 
locally. 

“Step up Morton, step up this instant,” Angela 
had instructed. 

Deborah had pushed her chair back and stood 
up. She unfastened the five buttons down the front of 
her black tailored jacket and hung it over the back of 
the chair. Even after nearly three-hundred and fifty 
lifetime punishments she still experienced the “oh 
shit” sensation in the pit of her tummy as she set off 
towards the front of the room. 

Angela unhurriedly peeled off her own jacket 
and hung it neatly on a clothes hanger. She rolled 
back the cuffs of her silk blouse before retrieving her 
cane from a hook on the wall. 

“I’m sorry Morton but this is going to have to 
be hot,” she said calmly, “now bend over and touch 
them.” 

Deborah turned around and faced the seated 
inmates. She licked her lips. She felt a familiar rush of 
adrenalin that always preceded the physical act of 
actually having to assume the required position. She 
slowly folded herself in two and reached out her arms 
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until her fingers rested on the tips of her highly-
polished shoes. Angela reached over and turned back 
Deborah’s black pleated skirt and folded the tail of her 
red blouse out of the way. She stepped into position 
and tapped the cane down three times. Deborah felt 
her heart rate increasing and gritted her teeth as she 
heard the ominous whistle of rattan cutting though 
the air above her. 

 
Angela Sills was a popular Dame. She was a 

member of the Liberal Left and considered generally 
minx-friendly. She also enjoyed a reputation of having 
a powerful right-arm. 

Angela had learned her art at both ends of the 
cane at the Dayton Manor boarding school. She had 
been swished over a dozen times including taking 
several trips over the back of Jane Lummell’s sofa. 
She had been appointed Headgal and had been 
responsible for delivering several hundred swishings 
including a record number across the bumbags of 
Claire Brooks. 

At Woodys she was not the most prolific 
practitioner of whops amongst the Brass but she was 
highly respected when she did feel the inclination. 
Over the years she had swished Deborah on half a 
dozen occasions and had always garnered 
complimentary reviews in Debs Diaries. 

 
Debs counted back from thirty. The first two 

strokes had landed with commendable power and 
authority. Deborah could feel a sheen of perspiration 
on her brow as she braced herself for the next 
delivery. She wanted to reach up and push her hair 
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back from her face but she daren’t remove her fingers 
from her toes. She heard the cane cutting through 
the air. 

 
Angela was fond of the Red-shirt. Deborah 

shared the Dames passion for sixteenth century 
history and literature and her beautifully crafted 
assignments regularly attracted A+ grades. She had 
considerable respect for the manner that Deborah 
conducted her duties in the difficult role of Red-shirt, 
knowing from experience the awesome responsibility 
of being the most senior member of an elite cadre. 
Nonetheless, the business of beating members of the 
Elite, and most particularly the Red-shirt herself, was 
taken very seriously by the Brass. She was 
determined to give Debs Morton six of the very, very 
best. 

 
Debs straightened up, trying not to grimace. 

The sixth stroke had closed the caning perfectly, 
dissecting the existing tramlines to produce a five-bar 
gate. Deborah could feel the stripes sizzling as she 
walked stiff-legged back up the aisle to collect her 
punishment record book for post-processing.    

 
  

 



 

 

20 

 
Beaten into Elite History 

  
 
Deborah was not enjoying being thrashed. 

Tatyana Kerimov had bent her over the piano stool 
and was beating her with a violin bow. 

 
“No, I didn’t enjoy actually being swished,” 

Debs had told Nixdown over lunch, “but the overall 
experience was still quite thrilling and I’m sizzling 
nicely.” 

 
Debs groaned. She knew that she only had 

herself to blame. For the second time that day she 
had received a formal verbal warning followed by a 
yellow card only to persist in making unnecessary 
interruptions to the proceedings. 

Tatyana had made herself quite clear. She had 
limped up the aisle and poked Debs in the chest with 
her long staff. 

“Enough is enough Miss Morton, unless you 
very much fancy six I encourage you to remain silent 
for the rest of this lecture,” she had told the Red-
shirt. 
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“Yes Maestra,” Debs had told the hooded 
Dame. 

 
In some ways the music room was a fitting 

venue for Deborah to establish the record as the most 
beaten prefect in history. Although she was a 
renowned clarinetist and an accomplished musical 
director she had never had much luck in the music 
room. 

Even before the infamous incident of the 
fabulous fart she had been beaten by Ms Whitton on 
more occasions than any other inmate. During the 
dark post-fabulous fart era the Wacky Whackster had 
laid siege to her bumbags, subjecting her to some of 
the most legendary beatings in Woody lore. 

She had not had much more luck during Ms 
Suzy Scott’s brief tenure as the Dame in charge of 
Musical Studies. Although she had purposefully 
provoked the first beating Debs went on to be caned 
by Suzy more than anyone else and also held the 
distinction of being the only gal that Suzy ever 
showed a red-card. 

As she collected the Morton Special from the 
display case she had already been thrashed by 
Tatyana on more occasions than any other inmate at 
the facility.  

 
Deborah’s fingers were trembling as she 

lugged the piano stool across the room and placed it 
on the slightly raised dais. Without any instruction she 
leaned forward and slithered her belly over the 
cushioned seat and stretched out. Her heart was 
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pounding uncomfortably and her tummy was doing 
somersaults. 

Debs Morton knew that she could take another 
six without making a muff of herself. She regularly 
got twelve-stroke bare benders up in the Grand 
Master’s office and on Saturday nights up in the 
library. Nonetheless, Debs subscribed to the school of 
thought that if a gal was going to get a dozen it was 
far better to get it in one shot. 

In the several hours since she had last been 
required to present her poor beleaguered bum for 
punishment the initial surface flesh burns had begun 
to migrate into the sub-surface of her buttocks, 
working into the Gluteus Maximus muscles and 
creating the most disagreeable syndrome known as 
pygalgia. As she folded herself over the stool the sore 
muscles stretched in a most disconcerting manner 
causing Debs to wince. 

 
Tatyana Kerimov had no idea that she was 

beating Debs into Elite history. As far as she was 
concerned the Red-shirt had ignored a perfectly clear 
warning and needed to be soundly beaten. 

The ex-KGB operative raised the infamous 
Morton Special in the air and slashed it downwards. 

 
Deborah’s chums watched sympathetically. 

They had no concerns for her safety at the hands of 
Tatyana but there was no question that her bumbags 
were getting a consummate work-out. 

The piano stool was ideally designed for 
delivering beatings. Once a gal was over and up she 
was literally bent into a bow with her bum perfectly 



87 
 

 

 

presented. The low height of the padded seat meant 
that by the time the tip of the violin bow made impact 
it had gained additional velocity and was travelling 
way beyond Mach One. 

 
Deborah Morton was as tough as nails but as 

soon as the violin bow exploded across her tightly 
stretched bumbags she knew that she was in for an 
excruciating few minutes. The pain imploded through 
her central nervous system, ricocheting around like a 
pinball. Her teeth chattered and she could feel her 
tear ducts burning in consternation. Debs knew she 
was getting a beating to remember. 

 
Tatyana’s execution was perfect. Deborah 

regularly advocated on her blog the virtues of the 
‘five-minute six’, explaining that being bent over for a 
full five minutes with your bottom presented for the 
sole purpose of being beaten was a critical ingredient 
of the punishment experience. She describes the 
three step process of the perfect beating. 

First the physical act of bending over and 
having the garments rearranged before being left in 
position for a full sixty seconds before the beating 
commences. Secondly the actual beating itself, with 
the strokes carefully spaced out to leave sufficient 
time for them to fully cycle through. Then finally 
being left for another full minute with bumbags on 
display in the ultimate position of disgrace before the 
release command is finally given. 

Tatyana was following Deborah’s play-book to 
the second. 
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A Very, Very Naughty Gal 

 
 
Deborah hung upside down. She sensed 

Tatyana stepping aside so that she was left alone on 
the stage with eleven pairs of eyes focused on her 
bent, prone form as she involuntarily twitched and 
wriggled and squirmed. She kept her head buried 
between her outstretched arms. The heat was still 
cycling through in a most alarming manner and she 
squeezed her eyes and hissed in consternation as the 
sharp spasms sent her nerve endings jangling. 

Eventually Tatyana returned and folded down 
the tails of her blouse and replaced the seat of her 
skirt. 

“You may rise Miss Morton,” she told the 
beaten Red-shirt finally. 

Debs painfully pushed herself to her feet. 
 
The establishment of new Big BUTT records 

was always a cause for celebration. Debs double 
beating into the record books was no exception. 
Sportingly the previous record-holder Claire Brooks 
hosted a cocktail party in Deborah’s honor. 
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Despite the continuous throbbing in her rear 
end Deborah graciously accepted the congratulations 
of her many well-wishers. 

Earlier she had received a summons to the 
Grand Master’s study. She had been somewhat 
nervous when she had knocked on his door but 
instead of scolding her he had poured her a glass of 
champagne and thanked her for the large quantity of 
wedge he had won from the Bounder. 

“When I saw you’d equaled the record I had a 
feeling that you’d break it within twenty-four hours,” 
he laughed. “I persuaded Bernadette to give me 10-1 
on a pony and made two hundred and fifty squids.” 

“She won’t like that,” giggled Debs. “Shit, am I 
really that predictable?” 

 
The Grand Master announced a loose tie and 

minimum whops evening so the gals could enjoy the 
celebrations. The Bounder recovered her dosh by 
selling cases of bubbles and was amongst the first to 
congratulate Debs. 

Angela Sills and Tatyana stopped by to make 
sure that there were no hard feelings and ended up 
staying late into the night. 

 
Team Morton gave Debs dispensation to get 

squiffy and she wriggled from landing to landing and 
study to study accepting champagne from the well-
wishers. 

Deborah had declined Rosemary’s offer to tend 
to her wounds. “My bum is really sensitive and it’s 
throbbing like crazy but it doesn’t actually hurt,” she 
explained cheerily. “It’s just warm and glowing.”  
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Patty was furious when she learned that Katie 

Beck had personally sought out Debs to congratulate 
her on her achievement. Several years earlier during 
her period as Red-shirt Katie had held the most 
whopped prefect title. Her record lasted several years 
before new records were established first by April 
Turner, then by Cat Cassidy and finally by Claire.  

Katie stayed on to party and even approached 
Dotty Hammell to discuss the possibility of arranging 
a summit to explore the options for a truce between 
the Radical Right and the Liberal Left. 

“We need to work together,” she told Dotty. 
“When you remove your jihads from my 

friends’ bumbags I’ll give your offer some thought,” 
Dotty told her.  

“They’re not my jihads,” said Katie defensively. 
“They are Patty’s. I voted against them but I was out-
numbered.” 

Dotty just snorted. “I thought you had taken 
over as Commandant. Doesn’t sound like you’re doing 
much Commandanting to me. Sounds like you’re still 
Patty’s puppet,” and turned heel and left Katie 
standing alone. 

 
News of Debs achievement was soon all over 

the www.woodettes.com website and she received 
hundreds of emails and text messages from 
Woodettes all around the globe. Her smart phone 
didn’t stop ringing. Spanky, Christy, Karen Masters, 
Cathy Cooper, April, Liz Lancelot and the Butcher 
Twins all called to offer her congratulations. 

http://www.woodettes.com/�
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Debs shook her head in bewilderment. “There’s 
not many strata’s of society where getting your arse 
beaten twice in a day would be considered an 
accomplishment,” she told Lady Derby Huntington 
while she got ready for bed. 

Derby giggled as she took care of Deborah’s 
clobber. “I told you, at Queensgate you were really 
famous for the tennis of course but there were loads 
of gals who kept your picture by their beds because 
of you being the most popped gal in history. It was 
something to aspire too.” 

“And here I am over a decade later still setting 
records for getting my arse popped,” said Debs as 
she climbed into bed. 

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Derby earnestly. “That’s 
because you are a very, very naughty gal.” 

“Yes, I suppose I am,” chuckled Debs and 
turned out the bedside light. 
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Dangerous Times 

 
 
The Wart shuffled miserably around the Elite 

landing in her ill-fitting clobber like a refugee from the 
home for the bewildered. 

Patty had verbally lambasted Katie for her 
overtures to form a duumvirate and establish a state 
of détente with the Liberal Left. They rarely spoke 
and in the evenings they sat at opposite ends of the 
bar in the Bunch of Grapes vying for the attentions of 
the local lothario’s. 

Yvonne Godfrey and Janet Mitchell remained 
under permanent observation as they trudged around 
the compound cleaning floors and windows, mending 
lavatories and unplugging backed up sinks. All the 
while they had to keep their clobber crisp and pristine 
to avoid being constantly slippered by Katie Beck. 

Katie was a lame duck Commandant. She had 
tried to reinstate the Wart back into the Radical Right 
promising her new authority and status but the Wart 
showed no interest. When she finished her grubbing 
duties Robin Wharton secreted herself away in her 
study, drowning her sorrows with quarts of tequila. 
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Without the Wart’s support she was impotent 
to remove the jihads from Deborah, Bernadette and 
Lisa’s bumbags which were Dotty Hammell’s minimum 
requirements to even consider opening a dialogue.  
When she plucked up the courage to broach the 
subject with Patty she was treated to a ration of 
tongue pie and physically run out of her apartment. 
Patty didn’t bother to inform her that she had 
declared a personal jihad on Katie’s own bumbags. 

Katie acknowledged that the Radical Right was 
in serious disarray. 

   
 With only two weeks left until the unit broke 

for spring furlough and as the date of the crucial 
ballot for the premiership approached Mr Humphries 
worked tirelessly to ensure that morale remained high 
amongst the inmates. 

Jojo started rehearsals for the Whops and 
Clobber production. As with the West Side Story 
production every inmate had been offered the 
opportunity of joining the cast and crew. The inmates 
had responded enthusiastically, happy to break up the 
tedium of incarceration. 

 
Not everybody was entirely satisfied with the 

rehearsal schedule. “I really don’t see the need that 
every time we rehearse the finale that I actually have 
to spend seven minutes dangling over Victoria’s 
knee,” complained Debs. “It isn’t like I need to 
rehearse being dangled.” 

“It’s all to do with the choreography,” grinned 
Jojo. 

“Hmmmph!” grumbled Debs. 
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Cassie Cassy continued to maintain a lead on 

the annual Hall of Shame although Michelle Morgan 
continued to snap at her bumbags. Lisa, since her 
public spanking, was enjoying a rare cool arse period 
and Heidi Alexander had moved up into third place. 

 
The influential Brompton Press published 

editorials in support of Christopher Brooks’s campaign 
to become Prime Minister. Chris and Caroline Cassidy 
and Johnny Nixon hosted gala dinners in support of 
the campaign. 

 
Predictably the Forsham-Smythe networks 

responded by calling Christopher a liberal charlatan 
and rubbished his claims that the Back to School units 
had been established as a ploy to divert the Great 
Unwashed for the government’s fiscal ineptitude. 

Melissa gave a lengthy interview from her 
Caribbean hideaway accusing Christopher of taking a 
biased view due to the incarceration of his ‘skinny, 
foul-mouthed, rake of a daughter’. 

 
Major Susan Lawton of Military Intelligence had 

moved back permanently on the campus and threw 
her weight and influential voice behind the campaign. 
She openly advocated a review of the Back to School 
system and said that she believed that she had been 
duped by the System’s manipulation of the press. 

“The Woody gals were branded as Extreme 
Ladettes but in my opinion they are honest, 
industrious and highly-motivated individuals who were 
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sacrificed by the System for political ends,” she told 
an interviewer. 

 
With the furlough approaching and the ballot 

moving inexorably closer Mr Humphries rallied his 
confidants and security team and counseled them 
that the unit got not let its guard down for a moment. 

“These are dangerous times we live in,” he told 
his inner sanctum, “we need to be prepared.”    
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Red Alert 

 
 
Stacks Monroe, ex-Police Sergeant Ellen Millar 

and Nicola Jane Nixon pored over the blue-prints of 
the vast compound. 

“At the moment over sixty percent of the 
perimeter is fully covered by the CCTV system,” 
explained Nixdown.  

“That means forty percent is vulnerable,” 
growled Stacks. 

“Smart maths for a gangster,” smiled Ellen 
indulgently. 

“How long would it take to extend the cover?” 
asked Stacks. 

“It’s almost impossible while the unit’s in 
residence,” sighed Nix. “The crew’s are scheduled to 
install the upgrade during summer furlough.” 

“That may be too late,” growled Stacks. “I’m 
going to increase the security contingency and in the 
meantime I’m going to have Mickey knocking on 
doors, tapping on windows and whispering in ears. 
Someone has to know what Lord Rufus fucking Lewis 
has planned.” 
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Detective Inspector Kate Faulkner fluttered her 
eyelashes at the aristocratic chairman of the board of 
the Confederacy of Yoofs. 

“You’ve been awfully quiet Rufus,” she smiled, 
“I’ve been trying to contact you. You don’t answer 
your phone or read your text’s. I saw a picture of you 
in the papers flirting with that little hussy Shaz 
Morrison. Should me and Yvonne be getting jealous?” 

“She’s just arm-bling,” shrugged Rufus, “but 
she’s a good operative. She tells me that you’ve been 
providing her with some useful information. You’ll be 
well rewarded when this caper is finished with.” 

“And when would that be?” asked Kate 
flirtatiously, “I’m ready to spend some quality time 
with you.” 

“I can’t tell you that Kate or I’d have to 
measure you up for concrete bumbags. Just be 
patient. But when it goes down you won’t need any 
fucking text messages to know it’s going down,” 
laughed Rufus. “Now talking of bumbags, have you 
been caned recently?” 

Kate pouted. “Funny you should ask that,” she 
told him. 

 
Armanisuit squealed. His legs buckled from the 

sucker-kick behind his knees. The lawyer had been 
sauntering down Piccadilly on his way to his club for a 
breakfast of fresh oysters washed down with a half 
bottle of Veuve de Clicquot. He hadn’t noticed the 
diminutive woman with her head lowered and her 
face hidden by a hoodie as she came up beside him. 

“What the fuck?” he yelped as Suzy Scott 
grabbed a handful of his hair. A black SUV with darkly 
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tinted windows slid up to the curbside. Suzy adroitly 
opened the rear door and thrust Armanisuit into the 
back-seat. She slammed the door and climbed in to 
the front passenger seat. The whole operation had 
taken less than fifteen seconds. 

“Nice of you to join us,” smiled Mickey the 
Purveyor as he pulled the vehicle out into the 
morning traffic. 

 
Major Susan Lawton and Mr Humphries dined 

with Christopher Brooks, the Minister for Extreme 
Social Rehabilitation and strong candidate to take 
over the leadership of the government. 

“I’m establishing a strong foothold in the 
cabinet,” he reported. “My colleagues may be 
incompetent buffoons but they can see the writing on 
the wall. They would like to distance themselves from 
accusations of improbity. The longer Malicious refuses 
to return to speak up for herself the better it works to 
our advantage. Lord Brompton is doing a stellar job of 
rallying the Great Unwashed to the cause, but there is 
still much work to be done over the coming few 
weeks.”  

Mr Humphries slid an envelope across the 
table. “These documents came into my possession, 
they relate to Armanisuit. It would appear that he is 
preparing to have it on his toes with some 
expediency. This leads us to believe that we need to 
be on permanent red alert.” 

Christopher took the envelope and put it in his 
briefcase. “I suspect it would not be prudent to 
enquire how these documents came into your 
possession.” 
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“Not prudent at all,” smiled Mr Humphries 
cheerfully. 

“I’d like to give this Shaz Morrison punter a 
damn good spanking,” said Lady Victoria Brompton 
darkly. 

“Trouble is we’ve already established that she 
would enjoy it,” drawled Cathryn Cassidy.  

The two chums were staring at the screen of 
Cat’s laptop. Shaz had made another unctuous 
request for detailed information regarding the unit’s 
schedule. Miss Morrison was scheduled to appear 
before a hearing of the System and would 
unquestionably be sentenced to a seven-year stretch 
at the Big House. She was using her untoward 
circumstances to leverage information for the 
Confederacy of Yoofs. 

Victoria scowled. “Invite her to the Café on 
Wednesday night,” she suggested. “Let’s see how 
much she enjoys a triple dangling.” 

“Now that sounds like a plan,” grinned Cat and 
she started to type. 

 
 



 

 

24 

 
A Message for Rufus 

 
 
Shaz Morrison stood at the bottom of the 

stairwell at Café Woodys. She pressed her nose to the 
wall and placed her hands on top of her head. She 
grinned to herself; she couldn’t believe how kind and 
accommodating Cathryn Cassidy had been in 
arranging for her to be dangled by Lady Victoria.  

 
“Follow us, Morrison,” Victoria instructed. 
Cat, Shaz and Vix climbed the two stairwells 

that led to the upstairs punishment salons. Victoria 
swung open the door of the salon that had been 
renovated to simulate the punishment room at the 
back of the library at the Back to School unit. 

“Step up and place the spanking stool in front 
of the fireplace,” ordered Victoria. 

“Yes, Ma’am,” said Shaz and walked along the 
wooden floor with a jaunty gait. 

Cat winked at Victoria and locked the door 
behind them. 
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Shaz placed the tall stool in front of the unlit 
fireplace and stepped to one side. She had studied 
the protocols that Cat had sent her regarding the 
anatomy of a dangling and knew the form. She raised 
her arms and replaced her hands on her head. 

Cathryn sat down in a wing-backed chair and 
lit a cigarette. As usual she had brought along a glass 
of bubbles to sip on. She crossed her long legs and 
smiled cheerfully at Shaz. 

Victoria took her time as she went through the 
ritual of removing her black blazer and loosening her 
collar and cuffs. She crossed to side table and after 
producing a key from a chain she wore around her 
neck she extracted the long handled wood-backed 
hairbrush with LVB engraved on the wooden face. 

 
Shaz watched with a mixture of excitement 

and trepidation as Victoria mounted the tall stool. She 
lowered her hands and unfastened the top button of 
her red and black striped blazer with trembling 
fingers. She approached Victoria and offered her wrist 
so she could be assisted in going over and up. 

 
Victoria maneuvered Shaz into position and 

turned back the skirt of her gymslip and rolled down 
her bumbags. Vix took a tight grip around Shaz’s 
waist. 

“I want you to give a message to Rufus,” she 
said. 

“Wadya mean?” spluttered Shaz before she 
was rudely interrupted by the hairbrush crashing 
down. 
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Victoria didn’t waste time. Her arm pumped up 
and down, slamming the wood-backed brush 
downwards. 

In a full dangle Shaz was totally helpless. Her 
buttocks writhed under the onslaught. Her head 
shook from side to side and her fists pummeled the 
air. The spanks were landing so fast that she felt that 
her backside was exploding into flames. 

Victoria was relentless. Thirty-six spanks were 
delivered in a blitzkrieg that lasted less than a minute. 
Shaz Morrison’s howls filled the room.  

 
Victoria yanked Shaz Morrison to her feet. Cat 

stood up and adroitly secured her in a full collar and 
began to march her through the door and out into the 
stairwell. With her bumbags still concertinaed around 
her ankles Shaz stumbled on the steps but Cathryn 
had a tight grip on her arm and collar. 

The Woodettes watched aghast as Cat Cassidy 
marched the teary Miss Morrison through the bar and 
unceremoniously dispatched her onto the sidewalk. 

Mickey the Purveyor was waiting outside with a 
town-car. 

“Take her to Rufus,” growled Cat, “dump her 
on the doorstep of his aristocratic pile.”  

Mickey dumped the squealing Shaz Morrison in 
the trunk of the car and drove off at high speed. 

 
“I thought you enjoyed a little recreational 

spanking,” grinned Lord Rufus Lewis. 
“I do,” blubbed Shaz Morrison, “but I don’t 

appreciate having my bum pulverized. Those women 
are dangerous lunatics.” 
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Lord Rufus snorted disparagingly. “I had great 
hopes for you as an operative but you have let me 
down badly.” He pressed a buzzer on his desk. A Yoof 
dressed in a blue Edwardian drape coat, yellow socks 
and a pair of electric blue suede brothel creepers 
entered the office. 

“Measure her up for concrete bumbags,” the 
aristocrat said coldly, “she’s surplus to requirements.” 

“Nooooooooooooooo!” squealed Shaz. 
Rufus chuckled. “Scared ya, didn’t I? Now go 

and print off the manuscripts of all your 
communications with the unit. I need to evaluate how 
much collateral damage you may have caused.”  

Shaz Morrison gasped with relief. Still sobbing 
she got up and wriggled towards the door. 

“And Miss Morrison, when you’ve finished get 
into your jimjams I intend to give you six on the silks 
for gross stupidity,” grinned the aristocrat.   
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Such a Disappointment 

 
 
Cat and Victoria lounged back in easy chairs as 

Christy and her team locked up for the night. 
“It’s a shame really,” yawned Cat. “Cassie says 

that Shaz was a pretty good thing when she was at 
Dartington Manor. It seems like she got perverted by 
the power of the Yoofs and dazzled by the 
aristocracy. Not that there’s anything wrong with the 
aristocracy, of course,” she smiled. 

Lady Vix chuckled. “The Lewis family always 
had a reputation for being outrageous blackguards. 
Rufus is just a chip off the old block. I’ll bet Miss 
Morrison hasn’t finished having her bottom smacked 
tonight. He’ll probably take a horse-whip to her. 
That’s what aristocrats do,” she giggled. 

Cat grinned. “You’re speaking from experience 
I take it?” 

Victoria shook her head. “Pops is a very liberal 
aristocrat and I was his favorite. No spankings for 
Lady Vix at Brompton Castle.” 

 



An Unusual Appointment 
 

 

Shaz Morrison was not having a good time of 
it. Her backside was still throbbing in a most alarming 
manner and felt as if it had swollen to the size of two 
beach-balls. She stood at the computer printing off 
emails and transcripts of the on-line chats she had 
engaged in with Cat, Cassie and Kate Faulkner. 

She was totally bewildered as to her cover 
could have been blown. She had been careful to 
make sure that all her questions related to her 
preparations to start her new life as an inmate at the 
Woody Back to School unit. She could find nothing 
that could have made Cathryn suspicious. She piled 
up the papers into a neat pile. 

Miserably she took off her clobber and hung it 
up. She put on a pair of red and black striped jimjams 
that she had purchased from Bernadette Summers 
Enterprises. She picked up the stack of papers and 
wriggled off in pursuit of Rufus. The prospect of six 
on the silks on top of the residual effects of the triple 
dangling was unappealing in the extreme. 

 
Lord Rufus flicked through the stack of 

electronic communiqués. He was beginning to have 
some sympathy with Shaz’s contention that she had 
done nothing to prompt Cat’s suspicions. There was 
only one conclusion to be drawn. 

“Oh Kate,” he muttered wearily. “Such a 
disappointment.” 

 
Detective Inspector Kate Faulkner touched her 

toes at the front of the lecture room. The Wart folded 
back the undercover rozzers skirt and took down her 
cane from a hook on the wall. 
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The Wart did the deep breathing exercises that 
Patty had taught her. For the past two weeks she had 
been subjected to the miserable existence of a grubby 
and her thrashing rights had been suspended. She 
was determined to return in style. Once she felt 
totally calm she stepped in close and tapped the cane 
down three times to get her measure. She raised the 
cane in the air and brought it down with impressive 
force. 

 
Kate Faulkner flinched as the cane sliced and 

diced her bumbags. She gritted her teeth and 
concentrated on keeping her fingers glued to the tips 
of her shoes. Robin Wharton was notorious for her 
strict imposition of the ‘no-jerking’ protocols and Kate 
was determined not to attract extra strokes. The 
Woody Wags were fond of joking, ‘when is six not 
six? When the Wart is counting!’ 

 
The Wart whopped away with gay abandon. 

There was no question that the tapes would confirm 
that the beating was well-deserved. Ms Wharton had 
operated strictly within the protocols. She had given 
Kate a verbal warning and followed up with a yellow 
card when she had continued to goof. When Kate had 
willfully ignored the warnings the Wart had legitimate 
cause to request her to step up and touch her toes. 

 
Kate squeezed her eyes tightly shut as she 

waited for the arrival of the closer. She heard the 
ominous whistle of rattan cutting through the air and 
braced herself. 
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“Bring your chair to the front of the room and 
step up,” instructed the Wart once they had 
completed post-processing. “Put your hands on your 
head and if you so much as twitch you’ll be going 
over again.” 

 
In many ways Kate Faulkner was an unlikely 

candidate to find herself standing at the front of a 
lecture room, perched on the seat of a chair with her 
hands on her head and sporting a striped bottom 
beneath her navy blue bumbags. 

Kate Faulkner was the antithesis of the Ladette 
culture that had provoked the government’s social 
rehabilitation program. She had been an exemplary 
student, rarely getting into trouble and never being in 
the slightest danger of getting the cane at school. She 
had graduated from university at the top of her year 
and embarked upon a highly-decorated career as a 
police officer. 

She had been the senior investigating officer 
responsible for infiltrating the Confederacy of Yoofs 
and had spent several dangerous years acting as arm-
bling for Lord Rufus. After the Snobs and Rotters 
tribunal she had volunteered to go undercover at the 
Ripley Back to School unit to help Ms Lawton assess 
the level of corruption amongst the Dames at the 
facility. It was dangerous and often painful work. To 
expose the get out of whops free tariffs imposed by 
the Brass she had voluntarily put her bumbags in the 
way of Ms Lawton’s formidable cane. To her surprise 
Kate Faulkner had discovered the joys of minxing.  

 
 



 

 

26 

 
Tonight’s the Night 

 
 
Kate spread herself out across Deborah’s lap 

and shuffled her hips to allow her chum to roll down 
her bumbags. Debs dipped her fingers into a pot of 
balm and gently traced along the stripes. 

“I hate the Wart, but I have to admit she’s 
doing good work these days,” Debs sighed. “This is 
excellent formation.” 

Kate giggled. “A year ago having this 
conversation in this position would have been 
unimaginable. I’m not quite at your level of 
commitment yet but I have to admit whops and 
clobber is a helluva lot of fun.” 

Debs rolled her eyes. “We’re all going slowly 
nuts,” she opined. 

Kate wiggled her bum appreciatively as the 
mystical balms soothed the red weals embossed 
across her rear end. “Nicely nuts though,” she 
grinned. “Still for me it’s all in the line of duty. Rufus 
is going to love hearing about these whops.” 

“You’re not to contact Rufus,” said Debs 
sharply. 
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“Why so?” asked Kate. “I’m back in favor with 
His Lordship.” 

Debs slapped Kate hard on the bum making 
her squeal in surprise. 

“I know Cat and Vix were doing what they 
thought best but it won’t be long before Rufus adds 
up three plus three and comes up with Kate Faulkner 
super snitch,” observed Debs. “You keep telling us 
he’s not stupid.” 

Kate pushed herself up from Debs lap. “With 
all due respect Ma’am I believe that I am in a better 
position to make that judgment,” she said politely but 
firmly. 

Debs groaned. 
“Besides, Angie is always on-hand to cover my 

back,” said Kate as she pulled up her bumbags. 
“Thank you for taking care of me Ma’am but if you 
don’t mind I need to cut along. I have security 
matters to take care of.” 

 
Ellen Millar hugged Debs. “Kate Faulkner is a 

very experienced police woman,” she reassured her. 
“She is meeting Rufus in neutral territory. She’s in no 
danger. Angie will be her primary back-up and we’re 
sending Suzy and Mickey in as additional support. 
She’ll be quite safe.” 

 
“I have to ask you a big favor, Ma’am,” said 

Deborah. “I’m terrified that they’ll trap Kate. I know 
that you and Tatyana have experience in these 
matters.” 

Major Susan Lawton smiled. “I’ll mobilize the 
KGB,” she assured Deborah. 



111 
 

 

 

 
“You’re a bad gal Kate,” said Lord Rufus. 
Kate smiled sweetly. “Yes apparently, 

according to the Wart. She gave me six hot ones this 
afternoon and they’re still giving me gyp.” 

“I’m not talking about that Detective 
Inspector,” snapped Rufus. “I am very disappointed in 
you.”  

“Oh so I suppose we’re back negotiating 
concrete bumbags?” said Kate calmly. 

“Don’t be snippy with me Kate,” said the 
aristocrat tightly. “I made you a very generous 
proposal and you have betrayed my trust.” 

“A very generous proposal?” retorted Kate 
scornfully. “Parking my arse on an island, playing 
second string to Yvonne fucking Godfrey? Woohoo! 
Sign me up for that.” 

Rufus narrowed his eyes. “Despite our 
professional differences I have always liked and 
respected you Kate but I feel obliged to terminate our 
association rather more abruptly than anticipated.” He 
grinned. “And don’t think that I don’t know about 
Miss Ashurst at the end of the bar or Mickey and the 
Midget outside in the van. They’ll be no help.” He 
winked. “I would have thought a smart operator like 
you would know better than to drink out of a glass 
without seeing it poured out of the bottle.” He 
chuckled. “Toodle pip Detective Inspector,” he said 
and slipped out of the booth. 

 
“She’s barely breathing,” Angie Ashurst 

shouted into her cell-phone. “I need a rig and a 
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qualified team on-site and make it sharpish. The 
fucker poisoned her!” 

“Mickey, Suzy, help Angie and protect Kate, me 
and Tatyana will stay with Rufus,” barked Major 
Susan Lawton.  

“Shall we shoot him?” asked Tatyana. 
“It’s tempting, but not yet,” growled Ms 

Lawton. “Sooner or later he’ll lead us to Malicious and 
while I personally nail her tits to the mast you can 
use your very special training to demonstrate your 
displeasure to Lord Rufus.” 

“It will be my pleasure Major Lawton,” said 
Tatyana Kerimov. 

 
“They are pumping her stomach,” reported 

Angie. “She’ll be at the hospital in three minutes. Can 
you send a team of Stacks’s guys to secure the area? 
Has Major Lawton apprehended Rufus? I want his 
bollocks for earrings!” 

“Hang tough Angie,” said Ellen. “We’re putting 
an ultra Red Alert in place. He’s wrong-footed us, our 
security is all over the place. We’re like fish in a 
barrel.” 

 
Lord Rufus sipped a glass filled with thirty-year 

old Brora malt whiskey in the back of his chauffeur 
driven limousine. He punched a number into his cell-
phone. 

“Tonight’s the night,” he instructed and then 
lowered the rear window and tossed the phone into a 
river as he sped into the night. 
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27 

 
His Lordship 

 
 
Despite his aristocratic heritage Lord Rufus 

Lewis was greatly enamored with urban street culture 
and at an early age had identified the enormous 
potential of organizing the yobo’s and yahoos of the 
Great Unwashed into a criminal confederacy.  

Lord Rufus Lewis had attended a top-notch 
private school where he had been beaten frequently 
for participating in ungentlemanly and anti-social 
behavior. He had found the experience extremely 
disagreeable. His earliest anarchic activities mainly 
involved recruiting thugs to wreak havoc on prefects 
at the school who had the audacity to beat his 
aristocratic arse. 

In exchange for large quantities of wonga he 
would arrange for the prefects to be taken on lengthy 
countryside tours hog-tied in the trunks of vehicles. 
They generally completed the outings being found 
hanging by their ankles from lamp-posts in busy 
commuter thoroughfares.  

Despite his disreputable character he bribed his 
way into the prestigious position of Headboy and 
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discovered the joys of dispensing discipline. He 
cultivated a reputation as a ruthless despot.  

His portfolio as roving ambassador for the 
exclusive school offered him ample opportunity him to 
attend many co-educational charity events to raise 
funds for the school. At a gala ball he would 
encounter another ruthless despot, Katie Beck. 

At eighteen years old Katie was well-bred, 
beautiful and alluring. Like Rufus Katie had cajoled 
and bribed her way to a position of Head Prefect at 
the school she attended giving her unrestricted 
access to the bumbags of her sub-ordinates. Rufus 
was greatly enamored with young Miss Beck 
particularly when she regaled him with tales of her 
coldblooded beatings. 

 
After leaving school Rufus elected to forgo 

attending university and joined the family bank. 
Despite his youth and lack of experience he 
persuaded his chaps to allocate him considerable 
funds to make discretionary investments. He 
surrounded himself with a group of old schoolmates 
who shared a similar taste for immoral and illegal 
occupations and used the banks money to sponsor 
business proposals from street gangs around the 
nation. The return on investment was considerable 
and the governing boards of the bank considered it 
prudent not to question the derivation of the profits. 

Rufus had become reacquainted with Katie 
when he happened upon her at a charity event where 
she was appearing as the guest dominatrix and 
delivering whops for dosh to unfortunate Latvian and 
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Estonian ladies flown over for the express purpose of 
being publicly thrashed. 

It occurred to Rufus that a woman of Katie’s 
tyrannical tendencies and cruel disposition would be 
an ideal candidate to expand the Yoof empire into the 
largely untapped market of female criminality. It was 
a masterful coup. Katie was ideally equipped for the 
commission and within months she had established a 
network of thousands of women selling dodgy haute 
couture, knock-off handbags and shoes, and perfume 
of spurious provenance in every city in the nation. 

She was rewarded by becoming the first 
female elected to the full board of the confederacy 
and given the title of Commandant of Yoofette 
Operations.  

 
Katie would have liked to get her claws into 

the Lewis fortune but he was infatuated with a local 
schoolgal named Yvonne Godfrey. Miss Godfrey had a 
reputation as a prick-teaser and was known as the 
Ice Maiden. Rufus pursued her relentlessly. She took 
his jewels and furs but he never got a sniff at her 
bumbags until she wanted a Headgirl kidnapped. 

Yvonne was miffed that the Headgirl had 
reported her to the Headmistress for bullying 
resulting in Miss Godfrey getting six of the best. She 
allowed Rufus to cop a feel of her swollen orbs in 
return for his specialist services in regard to 
abductions. It was the start of a beautiful friendship.  

 
When Katie got sent to Woodys in the first 

great purge of the Ladettes Yvonne replaced her as 
the Commandant. She expanded the empire Katie 
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had built ten-fold and ruthlessly ruled over her 
minions from a penthouse apartment. The luxury 
dwelling was kitted out with an inquisition chamber 
where she would beat and torture any of her 
unfortunate lackey’s who under-performed. 

She had a whops for dosh arrangement with 
Rufus who paid handsomely for the pleasure of 
slashing canes and straps across Yvonne’s succulent 
orbs.  

When Yvonne was finally captured by the Dark 
Agents she had steadfastly refused to give evidence 
about the Yoofs even when she was offered a plea 
bargain and a more lenient sentence at the Ripley 
facility. In recognition of her loyalty Rufus insisted 
that the Confederacy continue to pay her 
commissions from the lucrative criminal network she 
had established. Yvonne Godfrey had squillions of 
squids squirreled away in the Cayman Islands. 

 
Rufus’s limousine pulled through the gates of 

the family pile. He grinned to himself. In just a few 
hours his arrangement with Melissa Forsham-Smythe 
would have been fulfilled and he and the Ice Maiden 
would disappear to an island hideaway where they 
would live like royalty on the proceeds of their 
nefarious activities. He poured himself another 
tumbler of the delicious Brora malt whiskey and 
considered taking a nap. 



 

 

28 

 
Fish in a Barrel 

 
 
“Secure everybody in the Great Hall,” ordered 

Mr Humphries. “Arm them with hockey sticks, 
lacrosse racquets, anything we can lay our hands on. 
How many guards do we still have on the perimeter?” 

“Only four,” sighed Ellen, “and we’re down 
Kate, Angie, Mickey, Suzy, Major Lawton and 
Tatyana.”  

“Stacks is sending reinforcements but they’re 
still an hour out,” Bernadette reported. 

“Ms Lawton and Tatyana are coming in as 
quickly as possible, Mickey and Suzy are coming back 
as soon as Kate is secured. Angie is going to stay with 
her at the hospital,” said Ellen. 

Mr Humphries nodded. “Nicola Jane, turn every 
floodlight upwards, if they come in by air I want to 
see them.” 

“Grand Master, shouldn’t we call the police?” 
asked Ellen. 

Mr Humphries shook his head. “The last thing 
we need is a bunch of pimply plod pitching up with 
horns honking and sirens blaring.” He looked at his 
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watch. “Let’s go, hopefully we can get everybody 
locked down until the cavalry arrives.” 

Jojo slipped her hand into her fiancés. “We will 
be okay won’t we?” she asked. 

The Grand Master nodded. “I need you in the 
Great Hall.” He leaned over and kissed her. “Keep 
everybody calm.” 

“Where will you be?” she asked. 
“In the security room, that’s the first place 

they’ll try to demobilize, Ellen and I will hold them off 
as long as possible,” he told her. 

“What about Nixdown? She’s not going to let 
you boot her out of the security room,” said Jojo. 
“You’ll keep her safe won’t you?” 

“That’s the plan,” promised the Grand Master. 
“Now hurry, let’s use every minute to our best 
advantage.” 

Jojo nodded. “I love you Mr Humphries.” 
“I love you too Miss Heyworth, now cut along 

sharpish,” smiled the Grand Master. 
 
“I’ve brought Stacks’s men inside the 

compound, they’ll cover the doors of the Great Hall,” 
said Ellen. “Everybody is inside and the doors are 
sealed. Now it’s just a matter of time.” 

“Not anymore Grand Master,” said Nixdown. 
“Two choppers just breached the perimeter. They’re 
putting down on the hockey field. Ellen’s right. We’re 
fish in a fucking barrel.” 

 
“Is everybody armed?” asked the Grand 

Master. 
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“To the teeth,” confirmed Jojo. “Even Patty 
and the Wart are spoiling for a scrap. Don’t worry 
about us everybody is psyched. You take care of 
yourself,” she said earnestly. 

 
The Scorpions were a crack unit established by 

the South African government to investigate fraud 
and corruption. Unfortunately when it became 
obvious that most of the fraud and corruption could 
be traced back to the ministers that had originally 
hired them they were promptly disbanded and forced 
to live off unemployment benefits. 

Disenchanted by their callous treatment many 
of the unit went into the lucrative mercenary 
business. Lord Rufus had occasionally used their 
services to assist the mergers and acquisition branch 
of his business when he was acquiring rights to gold 
and diamond mines from local politicos and crooked 
lawyers who had no legitimate rights to sell them in 
the first place. 

He had hired eight Scorpions for the Woody 
caper and they would be paid on a percentage basis 
from the ransom money that His Lordship expected to 
levy from the richer families of the inmates.  

 
“Major Lawton and Tatyana are approaching 

the gates,” reported Nixdown. “As far as I can tell 
there’s no intruders covering the perimeter yet.” 

“Let them in and tell them to come to the 
security room, I have a feeling we might need some 
help in a few minutes,” said the Grand Master. 

“Mickey and Suzy are also just a few minutes 
away,” said Nix. 



121 
 

 

 

“Direct them to the Great Hall,” said Mr 
Humphries. “If there is going to be a scrap they’ll be 
the most use there.” 

Susan Lawton offered Tatyana her back-up 
berretta. The Maestra shook her head. 

“I am fully equipped,” she assured the former 
Grand Dame and pulled a GSh-18 from beneath her 
cloak. 

Major Lawton nodded as they hurried up the 
stairs. “We’ll need a plan,” she whispered. 

 
The two Scorpions were operatives trained for 

every conceivable assault situation but as they 
approached the security room in their night-goggles 
they came to an abrupt and bewildered halt. Nothing 
in their training had prepared them for being 
confronted by a cloaked and hooded creature leaning 
on a tall wooden staff in the darkness. In their 
moment of bewilderment Major Susan Lawton 
stepped up behind them and shot them through the 
calves. As their legs buckled Tatyana wielded her 
mighty staff and crowned them across the noggins. 

Susan nodded at the door to the security 
room, “tell them it’s clear,” she whispered. 

 
“Suzy and Mickey just entered the driveway,” 

Nixdown reported. 
“That’s all the help we’re going to get before 

Stacks guys get here,” said Ellen. 
“These might come in handy,” said Major 

Lawton and handed Mr Humphries and Ellen the pair 
of Vector SP-1 pistols she had retrieved from the 
disabled Scorpions. 
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“Lock the gates Nix,” said the Grand Master. 
“I’m sure we’re needed in the Great Hall.”  

  
 



 

 

29 

 
Out-numbered and Out-gunned 
 
 

“We’re out-numbered and out-gunned,” the 
leader of Stacks’s contingent of bodyguards reported. 
“I counted six of them, all with automatic weapons. 
They’ve fanned out around the main buildings but 
once they find nobody’s at home they’ll eventually go 
to the Great Hall.” 

“They’re professionals,” said Major Lawton. 
“They’ll get through those doors in seconds.” 

The bodyguard nodded. “We could only hold 
them at bay for a short-time. I’m sorry Grand Master 
but we’re going to have to let them in.” 

“We’ve got some more guns,” said Ellen. 
“Maybe we could hold them off.” 

The bodyguard shook his head. “You were a 
police officer Miss Millar. You know that the odds are 
unacceptable.” He pointed into the darkness. “The 
point man is over there and he’s getting agitated that 
he can’t contact the two guys he sent to the security 
room. He’ll call his men in and regroup. They’ll storm 
the hall. It might be better if we’re inside. At least we 
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might be able to stop anybody getting hurt. I can’t 
see any other option. I’m sorry Grand Master.” 

Mr Humphries narrowed his eyes. “Perhaps 
there is another option. Major Lawton, can you fly a 
chopper?” 

Ms Lawton nodded and then smiled. “That’s 
the last thing they are going to expect. Tatyana, can 
you make it across the field, I’ll need support if they 
have automatic weapons.” 

“I may have a limp but I can make it across a 
field of hockey,” said the former KGB officer. “Let’s 
go.” The two women hurried off. 

 
“Miss Nixon, we need to get you to safety,” 

said the bodyguard. “Here put these on. We need to 
cover that white blouse and blond hair.” He handed 
her his leather jacket and black skull-cap. “Grand 
Master I’m going to send two of my boys inside with 
you. I’ll stay outside and try and give the Major some 
cover. You need to hurry.” 

“I’ll stay with you,” said the Grand Master. 
“I’m an outside type of gal,” piped up Ellen 

Millar. “Get your men to take Nicola Jane to safe 
cover and tell them to stay with the gals.” 

The bodyguard nodded. He looked through his 
night viewer. 

“They’re regrouping in the cloisters, let’s just 
hope the Major can get that chopper in the air in 
time,” he said and sent two of his men off with Nix. 

 
The Scorpions split off into two groups, 

methodically approaching and covering each other as 
they progressed. The Grand Master, ex-Police 
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Sergeant Ellen Millar and the two bodyguards took 
their guns off safety. 

 
“Are you okay,” Susan asked Tatyana. 
“I’m fine, just get this thing up in the air; I’ll 

cover through this door.” She grinned. “Just like old 
times, huh, Comrade?” 

Major Lawton slowly maneuvered the chopper 
off the ground, heading back towards the main 
buildings as they gained altitude.  

“When we get over the quadrangle switch on 
that search-light,” she told Tatyana. “Let’s scare the 
bejaysus out of them.” 

 
The contracts that the Scorpions had entered 

into with Lord Rufus had not mentioned the possibility 
of aggressive resistance. They had been advised to 
carry fire-arms merely to secure and scare the large 
number of unarmed hostages. They were not 
expecting to be attacked by one of their own 
choppers. 

Major Lawton swooped in low knowing that the 
Scorpions had only had moments to assimilate the 
surprise attack and were unlikely to open fire. As they 
flew low over the quadrangle and entrance to the 
Great Hall Tatyana flicked the search beacon on 
lighting up the area. Seconds later Susan Lawton 
raced away and circled behind the bell tower. 

 
Mickey and Suzy crept through the 

undergrowth. When the chopper came in they got a 
clear view of the Scorpions position but also saw that 
they were heavily armed. Neither Mickey nor Suzy 
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were carrying weapons. Mickey signaled with his hand 
for them to stay put for a while. The situation did not 
look good. 

 
Inside the Great Hall the two bodyguards were 

helping maintain calm and organize the inmates. 
Jojo hurried over and hugged Nix. “Golly I’m 

glad to see you,” she told her best chum, “but 
where’s Mr Humphries?” 

“He’s still outside with a couple of bodyguards 
and Ellen. Hopefully Mickey and Suzy will find them 
soon and Ms Lawton and the Maestra are trying to 
steal the bad guys’ helicopter,” she appraised Jojo. 

“But is he safe?” asked Joanna impatiently. 
Nicola Jane pursed her lips and hugged her 

chum. “I hope so,” she said quietly. 
 
Major Lawton assessed the situation from 

behind the cover of the tower. She could go in again 
but they would be expecting her. It was a commercial 
helicopter with no protection whatsoever. It was not 
designed for assault forays. Nonetheless she knew it 
would prove a distraction and stop the Scorpions from 
crossing the quad and mounting a raid on the Great 
Hall. 

“Strap yourself in and take a tight grip on your 
staff and pistol this could get very hairy, Comrade,” 
she said and maneuvered the helicopter from out 
from behind the safety of the concrete tower. 

 



 

 

30 

 
Susan Saves the Day 
 
 

The leader of the Scorpions was getting a 
serious dose of the pip. Two of his men had 
disappeared and now the remaining kidnapper’s were 
being systematically buzzed by an increasingly 
annoying helicopter. His men remained in the safety 
of the cloisters waiting for his signal to approach the 
doors of the Great Hall. However, the pilot of the 
chopper was planning the approaches so that it was 
difficult for them to enter the quadrangle without 
getting blown over by the down-thrust of the rotors. 
He had attempted to call the emergency number that 
Rufus had given him but there was no response. Time 
was against him. He knew that it would not be long 
before the authorities picked up the chopper on radar 
and decided to investigate. He would have to make a 
break for it or abort the mission. He signaled his men. 

 
Susan Lawton came in fast and low. Tatyana 

was lying on her belly in the open door. She held her 
GSh-18 steady with both hands and began to fire. 
The Scorpions tried to make progress but the chopper 
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had them pinned down. From their position at the 
doors of the Great Hall the four defenders opened fire 
across the quadrangle.  

The Scorpions were flat on the floor trying to 
get their weapons positioned to return fire. Susan 
Lawton hovered the helicopter inches from their 
heads and appeared to be about to land on top of 
them. Their night goggles were useless in the blinding 
searchlight. 

“Put down your weapons,” the Major said over 
the microphone, “or I will squash you like bugs.” 

 
“Unlock the doors of the hall,” whispered the 

Grand Master, “but don’t let the gals out until I give 
the signal.” 

 
The leader of the Scorpions tried to roll out 

from beneath the helicopter aiming his gun at the fuel 
tank. Tatyana shot him in the balls. He screamed and 
dropped his weapon. Susan skillfully kept corralling 
the remaining assailants. 

“They’re throwing out their weapons,” reported 
Tatyana. 

 
Mickey nodded at Suzy and they sprinted out 

of the darkness. The Grand Master nodded to the 
bodyguard and he released the doors of the Great 
Hall. Eighty eight screaming inmates and a dozen 
members of the Brass came bursting out waving 
lacrosse racquets, rounders bats and other make-shift 
weapons. 

As the Scorpions lowered their night headgear 
they were confronted by a band of banshee’s. 
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Susan raised the chopper as Mickey and Suzy 

reached the quad. Mickey grabbed an abandoned 
weapon and screamed at the kidnapper’s to remain 
on the ground and spread out their arms. Suzy ran 
around kicking the weapons out of reach. 

The inmates descended upon the Scorpions 
threateningly. 

“Steady now,” said the Grand Master. “Let’s 
hog-tie them and go and look after the wounded.” 

 
Jojo threw her arms around the Grand Master. 

“Good grief sir, are you fucking crazy? Look at those 
guns. You could have been killed,” she said sharply. 

Mr Humphries kissed her. “Everything was 
under control,” he assured her. “The Scorpions didn’t 
come prepared to take on the combined forces of 
Military Intelligence and the KGB. They really never 
had a chance.” 

Jojo scowled. “I still think you’re a crazy man,” 
she muttered. 

“That’s why you love me,” he grinned. 
“Hmmmph,” she muttered but she tip-toed up 

and kissed him on the lips. 
In the distance they heard the sound of 

another chopper approaching. 
“That will be Stacks,” said the Grand Master. 

“It’s time to clean up this mess.” 
 

Morning Edition 
Mysterious Helicopters found on Downs 

 
A spokesperson for the Sussex constabulary confirmed that 
acting on anonymous information that they had found two 
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commercial helicopters suspiciously landed on remote 
farmland on the Sussex Downs.  
“Upon investigation we found one helicopter to be empty,” 
the report confirmed, “the second contained three men 
suffering from gun-shot wounds, along with a substantial 
cache of automatic weapons. They were transported to a 
local infirmary and will be questioned at an appropriate 
time.” 
In a related story five naked men were found hanging from 
lamp-posts by their ankles in a busy commuter 
thoroughfare in a town in close proximity to the location of 
the unexplained helicopters. 
The spokesperson could not confirm whether the two 
incidents were related.  
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