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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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Charlie Gal 

 
 
Cathryn Cassidy and Lady Victoria Brompton 

were seated at their usual table in the VIP area of 
Café Woodys. The two chums served internships up 
in the Smoke on Wednesdays and Thursdays so they 
availed of the opportunity to meet up with the many 
friends from the www.woodettes.com web-site. 

 Spanky Botts and Cat were poring over 
contracts for the new Woody Resort that they 
planned to open. They intended to purchase the huge 
Woody compound from the Ministry of Extreme Social 
Rehabilitation and open it as a vacation resort where 
the Woodettes could enjoy the full Woody experience. 

 
Christy Cranfield, who acted as the Café’s 

Mistress of Discipline idled over. “Charlotte Barber’s 
name came out of the tombola, she’s waiting at the 
bottom of the stairs for you to take her up and dangle 
her,” she told Victoria. 

Vix rolled her eyes. “I’ll be along in a minute,” 
she grinned. 
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“Come with me Miss Barber,” said Victoria as 
she began to stride up the stairs. 

Charlotte Barber lowered her hands from the 
top of her head and followed Lady Vix. 

The second floor of the Café housed the 
dressing rooms where visitors could change out of 
their work-clothes in preparation for the evening 
activities, and the Bernadette Summers Enterprises 
boutique where could purchase new lines of clobber 
and assorted Woody memorabilia. Victoria and 
Charlotte did not have time to linger to window-shop. 
They proceeded to a second set of stairs and 
continued upwards. 

 
The top floor of Café Woodys contained the 

three punishment salons. Spanky Botts had 
painstakingly recreated the Grand Masters study, a 
lecture room, and the notorious punishment room at 
the back of the library at the Woody Back to School 
unit. 

Victoria swung open the door of the 
punishment room and stepped aside to allow 
Charlotte to enter.  

The room was lit by a few strategically placed 
candles which created a somewhat dim and 
forbidding atmosphere.  

Victoria closed the door behind her. “Place the 
spanking stool in front of the fireplace,” she said 
authoritatively.  

Charlotte walked along the wooden floor, her 
heels clicking as she went. She picked up a tall stool 
and carried it in front of the ornately carved fireplace. 
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She turned around and placed her hands on her 
head, watching Victoria intently. 

Charlie Barber was a ‘stripie’ as they were 
known at the Café. By wearing the red and black 
striped Woody tie she indicated her willingness to 
participate in the evening’s spanking activities. When 
she had arrived at the Café she had placed her 
membership card in the tombola. Every fifteen 
minutes a guests name was drawn and she was 
shown a red card and sent to stand by the stairs to 
wait to be escorted to the punishment salons. 

 
By day Charlotte Barber was a successful 

currency trader with a reputation as a tough task-
mistress, but once the days trades were completed 
she kicked off her sling-backs and headed for Café 
Woodys. 

Charlie’s initiation into the world of spanking 
had occurred at school when she had been 
unceremoniously publicly spanked for pushing in the 
lunch queue. In her personal profile on the web-site 
she calls the experience both extraordinarily 
embarrassing and extraordinarily exhilarating.  

Like many of the Woodettes her predilection 
had remained a dormant secret until the Snobs and 
Rotters tribunal. When Spanky opened her tribute site 
Charlie was amongst the first to enroll. She had 
attended the grand opening where she had been 
thrilled to be caned by Debs Morton and not so 
thrilled to be yanked over Christy Cranfield’s knee and 
spanked in the middle of the bar area. 
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Charlie was a regular at the Café, visiting 
several times a week. She rarely went home without 
a sore bottom. 

 
Victoria took her time, loosening her tie and 

turning back her cuffs. Lady Vix always wore her red-
shirt when she visited the Café and was in high 
demand as a disciplinarian. 

Victoria went to side table and unlocked a 
drawer. She extracted the long-handled, wood-
backed hairbrush with LVB carved into wood. 

She strode down the wooden floor, her heels 
clicking as she went. She hopped up onto the high 
stool. 

Charlotte approached her and meekly offered 
her wrist. The height of the stool meant that Charlie 
had to be assisted in going over and up. Fortunately 
Victoria had considerable experience in helping gals 
over her knee and the operation went off 
swimmingly. 

Vix turned back the hem of Charlie’s skirt and 
then rolled down her bumbags. 

“Now Miss Barber, I’m going to need you to 
put it up and keep it up,” said Vix. 
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Put It Up and Keep It Up 

 
 
Charlotte felt the wooden hairbrush circling her 

naked flesh. She licked her dry lips, her heart was 
pounding and she had goose-bumps up her legs. 

Since the Café opened Charlotte Barber had 
been dangled on several occasions by Lady Victoria. 
She was in no doubt that she was going to become 
increasingly hot and sweaty over the next few 
minutes. It was a deliciously, terrifying prospect. 

 
The fine art of dangling was the product of 

Katie Beck’s warped imagination. When she had first 
been promoted to Red-shirt at the Woody Back to 
School unit she had been issued with a conventional 
ashplant to punish the recalcitrant inmates. The 
ashplant’s were short and swishy and could a 
considerable level of smart and sting when properly 
applied. Nonetheless Katie was dissatisfied and had 
prevailed upon her guardian, Ms Lawton, to allow her 
to experiment with alternative instruments. 

Katie experimented with a wide variety of 
weaponry before settling upon the hairbrush as her 
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instrument of choice. She bought all manner of 
brushes to experiment with and the inmates 
unfortunate enough to be required to participate in 
her trials were required to complete questionnaires 
regarding their relative merits. 

Whilst on a vacation down the Nile Katie 
happened upon the ideal instrument. She came 
across a vendor who made the spurious claim that his 
ancestors had been commissioned by Ptolemy the 
Twelfth to make hairbrushes for the purpose of 
disciplining his daughter, Cleopatra. Despite the 
unlikely veracity of this claim Katie nicknamed her 
new brushes ‘Cleo’s’. 

The inmates despised Katie and were 
disgruntled by the added indignity of being spread out 
across her knees. Worse was still to come. The ever-
creative Katie spotted a tall stool in a furniture store. 
She noticed that the cross-bars were inside the legs 
and she immediately spotted its potential. 

Claire Brooks was the first gal required to 
report to the library to test out Katie’s new 
acquisition. To her dismay she found that when she 
was over and up she had nothing to hold onto. Katie 
informed her that if she so much as touched the stool 
legs then she would be subjected to additional 
spanks. 

“I was fucking dangling!” complained Claire, 
introducing a new phrase into the Woody lexicon. 

 
Three hours earlier Charlotte had been in a 

crowded boardroom presenting the results of an 
audacious currency swap that had netted the 
company considerable quantities of squids. She had 
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been dressed in a Balenciaga suit and a silk blouse. 
Her presentation had been toasted with flutes of 
Louis Roederer Cristal 2002. Now she was dressed in 
full clobber and dangling over Lady Victoria’s lap 
having her bottom soundly spanked with an 
unyielding hairbrush. 

 
Lady Victoria took her role as a guest 

disciplinarian at the Café seriously. The Woodettes 
paid good money in membership fees and all the 
proceeds went to the various charities sponsored by 
the Spanky Botts Foundation. Charlie Barber had a 
reputation as a generous contributor so Vix was 
determined to give her value for money. She cracked 
the hairbrush down on Charlotte’s already inflamed 
cheeks. 

 
During a dangling the requirement to put it up 

and keep it up was something of a moot point. Once 
she was over and up Charlie was essentially rendered 
helpless to do anything else. With her hands and feet 
a good twelve-inches from the floor she was totally 
reliant upon Victoria for support and security. Lady 
Vix maintained a tight hold around Charlie’s waist 
while she busied herself reddening her naked nates. 

 
Charlie wriggled and writhed in Victoria’s lap as 

spank by spank the temperature of her rear end 
continued to rise. There was no question that Katie 
Beck had known what she was doing when she 
selected the Cleopatra hairbrushes as her chosen 
instrument of torture. The over-sized heads were 
perfectly designed to redden even the most ample 
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pair of buttocks in six well-placed spanks. The Woody 
Wags referred to this process as putting on the 
‘undercoat’. The generous consensus was that the 
undercoat was a more than adequate to remind them 
of the error of their ways. Unfortunately during the 
year of Operation Scorched Arse the dangling 
protocols had been revised and the number of spanks 
increased to twelve. The inmates considered the 
addition of a topcoat to be unnecessary but had not 
been consulted in the matter and were handed a fait 
accompli.  

 
Charlie’s legs scissored and her hands vainly 

punched the air in consternation as Victoria smacked 
down the last two spanks. Lady Vix carefully rolled 
the concertinaed bumbags back into place and folded 
down the hem of Charlie’s gymslip, keeping her 
tucked in all the while. She waited a full minute to 
allow Charlotte to get her breath back and to regain 
her composure before gently helping her to dismount 
and return to terra firma. 

 
Victoria returned the hairbrush to the drawer 

and locked it securely. She slipped her arm into 
Charlotte’s and the two women cheerfully returned to 
the downstairs bar area to mingle with their chums.       
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Sweet Caroline 
 
 

“Mother, what are you doing here?” demanded 
Cathryn. 

“Your father informed me that you have come 
to him with an investment proposition, I was intrigued 
so I thought I might pop along and buy you a drink,” 
smiled Caroline Cassidy. “I am a member you know. I 
hope you don’t mind, dear.” 

Cat rolled her eyes. Her mother was 
immaculately attired in full Woody clobber. She wore 
no makeup and had her thick head of blonde hair 
pulled back into a tight pony-tail. She looked 
considerably younger than her years. 

Caroline sat down beside her daughter and 
reached over for a bottle of champagne in the ice-
bucket. Karen Masters hurried over with a crystal 
flute. 

“Good evening, Mrs Cassidy,” she gushed. “It’s 
wonderful to see you again.” 

“Thank you Karen and please call me Caroline, 
you make me feel like a dowdy old dowager,” 
Caroline said sweetly. 
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“Nothing dowdy about you,” giggled Spanky 
Botts. 

“Oh good fucking grief,” muttered Cat. 
Cat Cassidy adored her mother but she always 

got anxious when Caroline appeared at the Café. Mrs 
Cassidy liked to tease her daughter that she planned 
on putting her membership card in the tombola and 
taking her chances with taking a spin upstairs to the 
punishment salons. Cathryn had forbidden Christy 
from allowing her mother to do any such thing. 

 
Caroline was always welcomed like visiting 

royalty. Cat’s mother had established the Caroline 
Cassidy Foundation to raise funds to help the inmates 
of the Woody Back to School unit get back on their 
feet when they were released. Since the foundation’s 
launch she had raised considerable quantities of 
squids from the generous patrons of the Café. Guests 
who stopped by the VIP table to greet her generally 
handed her a cheque or envelopes stuffed full of 
wonga. 

Charlie Barber wriggled over. She ruefully 
declined Caroline’s offer of a seat but she cheerfully 
handed over a generous donation. 

“So how was it, dear?” asked Caroline. 
“Lady Victoria always does good work,” said 

Charlotte enthusiastically. 
“I’ve always wondered what it’s like to be 

dangled,” said Caroline sweetly. 
“Behave yourself, mother,” groaned Cathryn. 
Caroline chuckled. “I’m just making 

conversation,” she said. “Don’t be such a stick in the 
mud.” 
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“Hmmmph!” muttered Cathryn. 
Caroline Cassidy had once been a jet-setting, 

super-model. She had epitomized the free-wheeling 
and liberal attitudes of the late sixties and early 
seventies and if the System had existed back then she 
most probably would have been locked up for 
Extreme Ladetting. 

Caroline and her husband Christopher had 
brought up their daughters, Cathryn and Cassie, in a 
mansion in the sleepy village of Dartington. The 
Cassidy’s enjoyed a reputation as generous hosts and 
mansion was always thronging with jazz musicians, 
poets, and other assorted artists.  

Caroline raised her daughters to be free-
spirited and they needed little encouragement. 
Caroline became highly skilled at calming down 
teachers, neighbors and even the occasional member 
of the local constabulary who made a beeline up their 
driveway to file complaints about the unruly Cassidy 
sisters. 

Cathryn and Cassie both attended the 
exclusive Dartington Manor School where Cat broke 
her mother’s long-standing record for getting the 
cane. Although, as Cat is quick to point out, she was 
at something of an advantage as Patricia Hodge 
happened to be the resident Mistress of Discipline. 

Caroline and Patty did not see eye-to-eye. On 
one famous occasion she strode into a classroom and 
hacked the unsuspecting Patty in the shins for caning 
her daughter. When Patty tried to explain that 
Cathryn had cussed her out sweet Caroline 
responded, “Of course she cussed you out you mean-
spirited be-yotch, I’m surprised she doesn’t do it more 
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often,” and promptly hacked the over-bearing Dame 
in the other shin before taking her leave. 

Patty did not take kindly to this altercation and 
laid siege to Cathryn and Cassandra’s bumbags. 

Caroline was sublimely indifferent to the 
barrage of letters she received from the Headmistress 
complaining of her daughters’ errant behavior. “Oh six 
of the best never did anybody any harm,” she told 
them, “I spent half my schooldays up in the library 
getting the cane.” 

The Cassidy’s hold the unique record of having 
three family members in the Ministry of Educations 
published Top Ten Most Caned Students in History. 

 
“Christopher tells me that you’ll be selling time-

shares at the resort,” said Caroline, “I think I might 
invest in a few weeks.” 

“Mother you are not going to do any such 
thing,” said Cathryn firmly. 

Caroline just smiled. “I’ll have a talk with 
Spanky, she’ll be far more reasonable than you,” she 
told her daughter. 

“Mum if you don’t stop it I’m going to have a 
quiet word with Dad and encourage him to put you 
over his knee and spank some sense into you,” said 
Cat irritably. 

“How do you know he doesn’t already, dear?” 
asked Caroline sweetly. 

“Oh good fucking grief,” groaned Cat and 
buried her face in her hands. 
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From Sandra to Spanky 

 
 
Spanky and her gang sat around the VIP 

lounge drinking champagne. They had locked up for 
the evening and counting the night’s takings. 

Spanky Botts had been the sole benefactress 
of the estate of her late lover William Graham. 
William had been one of the greatest artists of his 
generation and his works had sold for hundreds of 
millions. He had left the money to Spanky with the 
sole caveat that she spent her wealth on a life of 
divine decadence. Spanky was certain that William 
would have approved of the Café. 

The proceeds from the Café were all donated 
to Spanky’s charitable foundation that offered 
academic and other scholarships and grants to under-
privileged kids. 

On a busy night almost three hundred 
Woodettes visited the private club and spent their 
hard-earneds liberally. Already hundreds of kids had 
benefited from the spanking predilections of the 
membership. 
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Miss Botts had been christened Sandra but 
since receiving an impromptu spanking at school 
nobody but her closest blood-relatives had ever 
addressed her as anything but Spanky. 

Unlike many members of the Woodette 
community who had taken years to discover their 
inner spankettes Spanky had been hooked from the 
first time she bent over the Grand Dame’s desk for six 
of the best. 

She had been immensely proud that at a 
school where no other girl had even remotely 
approached double figures for getting the cane she 
clocked up an admirable thirty-seven swishings before 
she was finally expelled. Her school-mates were wary 
of palling around with her as being Sandra’s chum 
considerably increased the chances of a painful visit 
to the Grand Dames study. Nonetheless she was 
something of an icon and the school magazine even 
published a cartoon called ‘The Adventures of 
Sandra’, subsequently changed to ‘The Adventures 
Spanky Botts’ following her unceremonious spanking 
for pushing in the lunch queue. Her deplorable record 
earned her a spot alongside the Cassidy’s in the top 
ten of the all-time most caned students in history. 

Although she acted as hostess at the Café she 
was also an active participant in the spanking 
activities. As she counted the piles of wedge into tidy 
piles Spanky Botts was sporting a very red bum 
courtesy of Cathryn. 

Cat and Spanky were tight. When Miss Botts 
was in residence at the Woody facility she regularly 
ended the day in Cat’s private quarters for a nightcap 
and if she was lucky a good night spanking. 
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When Cat had first floated the idea of the 
Woody Resort Spanky had immediately agreed to 
invest a portion of her considerable fortune in the 
venture and help get things off the ground. 

The initial response on the 
www.woodettes.com web-site had been 
overwhelming. Thousands of loyal Woodettes had 
pledged to purchase time-share weeks and in several 
cases whole months if the venture went ahead. 

 
Spanky Botts wriggled blissfully in her seat as 

she distributed the takings into tidy piles. She caught 
Caroline’s eye and winked at Cat’s mother. She was 
fond of Caroline and loved the way that she teased 
her eldest daughter. It always amused everybody 
how the wildly independent and rebellious Cathryn 
would meekly comply when her mother insisted that 
she fasten the top button of her blouse or straighten 
her trademark boater. 

Spanky wondered whether Caroline was joking 
when she had asked her to work on Cat regarding 
buying some time-share weeks at the resort. 

“Cathryn listens to you,” Caroline had told 
Spanky. 

“I’m not sure that Cat listens to anybody but 
you,” Spanky had laughed. 

Caroline had patted Spanky’s hand sweetly. “I 
don’t know what she’s so worried about,” she said. 
“She seems to think that I might break if I got the 
cane.” 

Spanky had half-heartedly promised to broach 
the subject with Cat but it was not a conversation she 
relished having. Despite her ultra-laid back demeanor 
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Cathryn was extremely strong-willed and unyielding. 
Still, thought Spanky, the worst that could happen 
was that her chum would respond to her overtures by 
putting her over her knee and giving her a damned 
good dusting. Spanky Botts wriggled cheerfully at the 
thought.   
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A Busy Schedule 

 
 
Following her entrance into the Woody record 

books as the first Red-shirt ever to be publicly flogged 
Deborah Morton was taking a much needed cool-arse 
sabbatical.  

Her schedule was hectic. With only a short 
time remaining before her return to compete at 
Wimbledon she was training harder than ever. She 
started at dawn with her early morning run with Jane 
Lummell followed by an hour on the courts with 
Rachel Cox. In the afternoons she worked out with 
Suzy Scott in the gymnasium and the Butcher Twins 
regularly dropped by to work on her sprints. 

Her Red-shirt duties kept her busy. The 
inmates were at their rambunctious best and she 
routinely had to cane two or three gals a day up in 
the library.  

The Bounder had finally persuaded her to 
appoint her as her official agent and constantly came 
to her with lucrative modeling opportunities, most of 
which entailed her having her bottom smacked on 
camera. Debs was not greatly enthused by her return 
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to the public eye as a spanking model but some of 
the offers were simply eye-popping and she 
reluctantly agreed to several new shoots. 

More importantly Bernadette was in 
negotiations with a publishing house interested in 
Debs magnum opus ‘Waiting to be Caned, a History 
of Woodys’.  

She attended rehearsals of Jojo’s Whops and 
Clobber production where she was featured in the 
spectacular finale dangled over Lady Victoria 
Brompton’s knees having her bumbags dusted with a 
wood-backed hairbrush. She had finally persuaded 
her chum that mock spankings were perfectly 
adequate for rehearsals. 

Despite her hectic schedule she was enjoying 
life. The only low point of the day occurred at four 
o’clock when she was obliged to visit with the Wart. 

 
Debs sighed wearily as she closed the door 

behind her. Since her record-breaking flogging the 
Wart had reverted to her old habit of delivering 
disagreeable diatribes and threatening to beat Debs 
apropos of nothing in particular. She often backed 
Debs up against a wall and screamed at her with her 
face only inches from Debs, her tequila breath 
causing Debs to recoil. On several occasions Deborah 
had been sorely tempted to hack the Wart in the 
shins but she resisted the temptation and curled her 
lip contemptuously, politely asking, “Will that be all, 
Ma’am?” when the Wart ran out of steam. It was all 
terribly tiresome. 
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Debs hurried back to the Elite landing to 
change into her sweats before going down to the 
wellness center. As usual her grubby, Lady Derby 
Huntington, was bustling about the study. 

“Miss Sutton is outside the library waiting to be 
caned, Ma’am,” Derby informed Debs. 

Deborah rolled her eyes. “Who sent her up?” 
“Miss Goldbhum is the duty monitor, she red 

carded Miss Sutton for rubbishing her royally,” replied 
Derby. 

Debs sighed. Missy Goldbhum was as sound as 
a trout and not in the habit of dishing out red-cards 
unnecessarily. If Missy felt that she had been 
rubbished then the Minxster was unquestionably bang 
to rights. 

Deborah went over to her closet. Earlier in the 
day she had taken delivery of a consignment of new 
ashplant canes from the O’Connor family in Dublin. 
She selected a cane from the collection and swished it 
through the air. The canes came with an interesting 
guarantee that they had been thoroughly tested for 
quality. She had often wondered who exactly was 
employed to participate in the quality tests and where 
they had found the application for employment. 

She tucked the cane under her arm and 
hurried out of the door. 

 
Lisa Sutton was standing with her nose 

pressed against the wood-paneling and her hands 
linked on top of her head. Her heart was beating 
uncomfortably under her crisp white blouse as she 
waited to be caned. It was not a prospect that she 
viewed with any enthusiasm. 
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As usual Lisa was preaching to anybody who 
cared to listen that she had embarked upon a reform 
campaign. Unfortunately like her previous numerous 
attempts at reform the campaign was proving to be 
woefully unsuccessful. In the past few days she had 
been ejected from the assembly hall, been whopped 
by the Dorm Raider and now she found herself in the 
unenviable position of waiting to be caned by Debs 
Morton. 

Lisa had no argument that Missy had been well 
within her rights to show her a red-card. Not even the 
most tolerant member of the Elite was going to put 
up with being publicly dissed in the middle of the 
recreation area. As soon as she had opened her 
mouth and started wagging her jaw Lisa had known 
that she was due for a session up in the library. 

In the distance she heard Debs approaching 
footsteps. Her tummy did a most disagreeable belly 
flip. Lisa Sutton was beginning to perspire.    
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The Serious Business of Caning 

 
 
“I’m going to need you to remove your blazer 

and bend over in front of the fireplace,” said Debs 
matter-of-factly. 

Lisa lowered her arms and unfastened the top 
button of her red and black striped blazer. She 
shrugged it off and set it aside. Unenthusiastically she 
approached the unlit fireplace, turned around and 
then bent forward at the waist. 

Deborah stepped in and carefully folded back 
Lisa’s skirt and the tail of her blouse. She stepped 
back and flexed the cane between her hands and 
mentally prepared herself. 

 
Lisa licked her dry lips. She could sense 

Deborah taking up position. She felt the cane tap 
down three times and squeezed her eyes tightly shut. 

Lisa blinked as the whippy stick scorched 
across her tautened bumbags and sent a wave of 
pain ricocheting through her nerve endings. She 
hissed with consternation. It had been some time 
since she had last been caned by Deborah and the 
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first stroke was a grim reminder of the Red-shirts 
remarkable skill with the twig. 

Debs scored consistently sensational ratings for 
technical proficiency, artistic content and for the all 
important heat factor on polls held on the GalGab 
web-site. 

Deborah barely used a backswing. Her power 
was derived from the last second flick of the wrist 
that she used to finish the stroke. At the point of 
contact the learned experts at the facility claimed the 
cane was moving at closer to Mach Two than Mach 
One. 

It was no consolation to Lisa that Debs was 
always even-handed and caned everybody with 
exactly the same controlled power. She was in no 
doubt that the next few minutes were going to be 
disagreeably hot and sweaty. 

 
Deborah concentrated as she unleashed a 

second rocket. She took her duties seriously. She 
knew from personal experience that a miss-placed 
wraparound could cause considerable unnecessary 
discomfort during the recovery period. Even though 
the tips of the canes were designed with plastic caps 
if it wrapped around the hip a mark would remain for 
considerably longer than the stripes that landed safely 
across the crown of the rump. 

 
Although she knew that she was perfectly safe 

in Deborah’s capable hands it did not come as much 
consolation to the hapless Minxster. After only two 
strokes she felt as if she had inadvertently sat down 
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on a lighted griddle. She heard the ominous whistle of 
the cane and squeezed her eyes tightly shut. 

Deborah paced the caning out, leaving fifteen 
seconds between strokes. It was widely agreed 
amongst the Woody aficionados that thirty seconds 
was the optimum time for the effects of a stroke to 
really cycle through the system. However, Debs 
acknowledged that the toe-touching position was 
harder to maintain than being draped over a piece of 
furniture and reduced the interval appropriately. 

 
Lisa squeezed her eyes shut and counted back 

from fifteen as she prepared herself for the closer. 
Her rear end was sizzling in a most disagreeable 
manner and she fully expected the sixth stroke to 
have a devastating effect. When the cane finally 
slashed diagonally across the existing stripes it took 
all her considerable will-power and experience to 
maintain the difficult position. 

 
Lisa remained stooped over, her breath coming 

in pants and her backside twitching beneath her 
bumbags. Debs set the cane aside and waited thirty 
seconds before reaching over and turning down Lisa’s 
skirt. 

“You may rise,” she told the Minxster. 
 
Niether gals spoke as the rearranged their 

clobber. Debs rolled down her sleeves and fastened 
them at the cuffs. She fastened the top button of her 
red blouse and covered it with the knot of her tie. She 
shrugged on her tailored black hacking jacket and 
fastened the five buttons down the front. 
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Lisa reached under her skirt and straightened 
her bumbags before retrieving her red and black 
striped blazer and fastening the top button. She 
reached into her breast pocket and took out her well-
thumbed punishment record book and offered it to 
Debs. 

Deborah took the book and recorded the 
thrashing in her neat script and returned it to Lisa. 

“You okay?” she asked. 
Lisa’s face was chalky white with the exception 

of her cheeks which were flushed and her eyes were 
burning. She nodded as she replaced the book in her 
pocket. 

Debs picked up the cane and tucked it under 
her arm. She watched as Lisa Sutton walk towards 
the door with her hands stuffed in her blazer pockets 
and the familiar stiff-legged gait of a gal who had just 
received a damn good thrashing. 

Debs looked at her watch. The whole process 
had taken twenty valuable minutes out of her training 
schedule. She hurried towards the door. 

 
 
 
 



 

 

7 

 
A Cruel and Evil Woman 

 
 
Debs was surprised to find Lady Derby waiting 

outside the main door to the library. 
“I’m sorry to bother you Ma’am,” said her 

grubby, “but Ms Wharton wants to see you and she 
said that you should cut along sharpish.” 

“Oh good gad, what can she possibly want?” 
muttered Debs and set off towards the Wart’s lair. 

 
Deborah squinted in the darkened room. She 

was not overjoyed to find Patty had joined the Wart 
and was perched up on a barstool. 

“You wanted to see me Ma’am,” said Debs as 
politely as she could muster. Barely half an hour had 
elapsed since her last disagreeable and totally 
pointless appointment with the Wart. She couldn’t for 
the life of her imagine what new urgent business 
could have arisen since. However, she was instantly 
put on her guard by the presence of Patty. 

Debs was not generally of a nervous 
disposition but she felt somewhat vulnerable to be in 
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the Wart’s private lair in the company of two women 
that absolutely hated her.  

“Yes Morton,” said Robin Wharton in a tone 
that almost resembled sweetness. “Why don’t you 
have a seat?” 

“Thank you Ma’am but I’m happy to stand, if 
you would be so kind as to inform me of the nature of 
our business I would be grateful,” said Debs evenly. 
“I am missing out on my training session.” 

The Wart continued to smile. “As you please,” 
she said. “Now Morton I am aware that we have not 
always enjoyed a warm relationship but I can assure 
you that I have always had your best interests at 
heart and have only ever beaten you for your own 
good.” 

Debs gaped at the Wart and nearly gagged. 
She did not offer a response. 

“As you are the Captain of the Red House I 
feel especially obligated for your well-being,” the Wart 
continued, “so I feel duty bound to warn you that 
Katie Beck is planning on making trouble for you. In 
fact she has declared jihad on your bumbags.” 

Debs brow creased into an inquisitive frown. 
“Thank you for the information Ma’am,” she said 
carefully, “but I have been aware of the jihad for 
some time.” 

“She has accelerated the program,” said the 
Wart knowingly. “Your bumbags are under 
considerable threat.” 

“Well thanks again for the Intel. Will that be 
all, Ma’am?” said Debs. 

“Yes Morton, you may cut along,” nodded the 
Wart. 
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As Debs turned to leave Patty finally spoke. 
“Cover your bumbags Morton,” she said. “Katie is a 
cruel and evil woman.” 

 
“There must be a rift in the lute,” said Debs 

thoughtfully. “Why on earth else would they try and 
stitch up Katie?” 

“One thing’s for sure,” said Suzy Scott, “Patty’s 
behind it. The Wart is nothing more than her puppet. 
It’s Patty who you need to watch out for.” 

Debs chuckled. “For Patty to describe Katie as 
a cruel and evil woman is a bit rich, I nearly peed in 
my bumbags when she said that.” 

“There is a rumor that Katie has some material 
regarding the Patty Protocol’s that Patty doesn’t want 
falling into the hands of the Grand Master,” said Suzy. 

Debs snorted. “The Patty Protocol’s? We called 
them the Morton Protocols back in the day. They 
were mostly designed to allow Patty’s cronies get 
some free shots at my arse.” 

“As best as we can tell she also sent out daily 
hit-lists to her agents instructing them who she 
wanted beaten the next day,” said Suzy. 

“We always suspected that,” grunted Debs, 
“and I bet my name featured prominently on those as 
well. I’ll have Nixdown run a scan on the server and 
see what she can unearth, but I suspect we won’t 
find anything of value.” 

“Be very careful, Deborah, Patty won’t like you 
poking about in her business,” warned Suzy. 

 
“Nothing that I can find of an incriminating 

nature,” sighed Nixdown. “The server used to go into 
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automatic back-up at midnight so if files were deleted 
or moved onto other media before then there won’t 
be any record. I’ll bet ten squids to your bumbags 
that Katie has whatever files Patty wants stashed 
away on flash-drives.” 

“That must be driving Patty nuts,” giggled 
Debs, “but I’m still not sure why she’s chosen to 
involve me. She fucking hates me.” 

“She probably thinks that you can use your 
influence with the Grand Master to make trouble for 
Katie,” observed Nix. “One thing you can be sure of 
sis is that Patty has a plan so I would be very careful 
about letting your bumbags within whopping distance 
of the Radical Right.” 

“Sage advice, sister,” giggled Debs. 
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Patty Splashes Out 

 
 
“I’m just telling you what I saw,” said Janet 

Mitchell defensively. “I saw Morton go into the Wart’s 
lair. She was definitely not there for whops. When she 
came out she wasn’t wriggling and she had a big grin 
on her mush.” 

Janet hovered close to the door of Katie’s 
office. She had been extremely nervous when Yvonne 
had dispatched her to give Katie the information 
about Debs visit to the lair. Visits to Katie’s office 
generally involved a trip over the matron’s knee to 
have her bumbags dusted with a leather-soled 
slipper. 

Katie frowned. “Alright Mitchell you can cut 
along now. Keep your eyes peeled. I want to be kept 
abreast of any developments.” 

 
“We had Red House business to discuss,” said 

the Wart defensively. 
Katie narrowed her eyes. “I thought that you 

had that meeting earlier?” she said suspiciously. 
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“There was a matter I had overlooked and I 
really don’t think it has anything to do with you,” 
responded the Wart. 

“What was Patty doing at your lair? She has 
nothing to do with house business and she’s not the 
visiting type of cove?” demanded Katie. 

“She was returning a book she had borrowed,” 
muttered the Wart. 

Katie was certain that Robin Wharton was 
telling her porkies and considered yanking the Wart 
over her knee and giving her a damn good spanking 
for the entertainment of the patrons of the saloon bar 
of the Bunch of Grapes. However, this train of 
thought was interrupted by the arrival of Patty Hodge. 

“Heyho Katie, let me buy you a drink,” she 
clapped her hands and summoned the bartender. “A 
bottle of your best bubbles for Miss Beck,” said 
Patricia magnanimously. 

Katie narrowed her eyes. Patty was not a 
generous cove by nature. She liked to boast that she 
hadn’t paid for a drink or a hot dinner for twenty-five 
years. A spontaneous purchase of expensive 
champagne was a rather uncharacteristic gesture. 

“What are we celebrating?” asked Katie. 
“Celebrating? We don’t need an occasion to 

drink a pleasant bottle of bubbly,” smiled Patty. “Let’s 
just drink to how fortunate we are to have such good 
and trusted friends.” 

“Oh good grief,” muttered Katie. 
 
Katie rummaged through the pile of bumbags 

in her chest of drawers. She breathed a sigh of relief 
when she found that the flash-drive was still in its 
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hiding place. All evening she had been fretting that 
Patty may have broken into her apartment and 
discovered the hidden drive. Despite the success of 
her coup in deposing Patty Hodge as the 
Commandant of the Radical Right she was aware that 
her position was precarious. It was only the content 
of the flash-drive kept her in power.  

The drive contained extensive evidence of 
Patty’s nefarious activities during the year of 
Operation Scorched Arse. The Patty Hit-lists as they 
were known were supposed to be deleted from the 
server each night before the routine back-up was 
performed. However, despite Patty’s instructions Katie 
had secretly backed up the numerous emails that 
Patty had sent to Yvonne Godfrey and her cronies in 
the Secret Sorority of Serial Spankers giving them 
specific instructions about who she wanted whopped. 
It was not information Patty wanted appearing in the 
public domain. Even if she somehow escaped being 
fired she would most likely be lynched and hung up 
by her bumbags when the inmates learned that Patty 
had ordered hundreds of undeserved canings and 
then covertly amended protocols without the 
knowledge or approval of Ms Lawton. 

Katie slipped the flash-drive back in its hiding 
place and padded over to bed. She would need to 
make a back-up she decided and place it in a safe 
deposit box in the town’s local bank vault. As long as 
the drive was safe she could continue to wield power 
over Patty. She smiled to herself and turned out the 
light. 
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Patty smiled to herself. She had spent several 
satisfying minutes thrashing the bejaysus out of a pair 
of Katie’s stolen bumbags with one of her collection of 
wye-tipped canes. 

She poured herself a long stiff drink and sat 
down to think. All in all it had not been a very 
satisfactory day. It had pained her to suck up to 
Deborah Morton but the Red-shirt was a critical 
ingredient in her cunning plan. It had pained her even 
more to have to cough up considerable squids buying 
Katie champagne and treating her to a slap-up curry 
supper. Katie had been suspicious at first but by the 
end of the evening it had been just like old times and 
they were plotting conspiratorially. Patty mentioned 
that she had heard a rumor that Deborah was 
lobbying the Grand Master to revise the Politics of 
Clobber and severely curtail Katie’s spanking 
activities. 

“I’m sure that it’s nothing to worry about,” she 
reassured Katie, “but Morton is getting too big for her 
bumbags and she thinks that she can influence unit 
policy. You might just think about taking her down a 
peg or two. It’s just a thought.”        
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A Slippering for the Scruff 
 
 

The following morning Katie slippered Belinda 
Lee in a routine affair regarding clobber abuse. Bee 
Lee was notoriously clobber challenged and 
paperwork and back-up photographs from the clobber 
inspection agents confirmed that she had handed her 
blouse in for laundry with a missing button. 

It had been an enjoyable affair for Katie. Even 
though Belinda had only just showered and dressed 
she was already looking slightly disheveled when she 
arrived at Katie’s office to have her circulation given a 
morning kick-start. Katie had subjected her to an 
intense bib-down, tie-back clobber inspection. 
Although she didn’t find anything substantial enough 
to increase the number of spanks Bee would receive it 
was an opportunity to make her sweat. 

 
Bee Lee stared into the middle distance while 

Katie circled her inspecting every thread, button and 
hem of her clobber. It was a nerve-wracking 
experience. Katie constantly clicked her tongue and 
tut-tutted as she went about her business. On 
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numerous occasions Katie had uncovered additional 
elements of abuse and been allowed to extend the 
spanking. 

Bee Lee was not in good shapes for an 
extended slippering. By Woody standards Belinda Lee 
was a well-behaved soul. She was quiet and studious 
and generally kept herself to herself. She did not 
often engage in rambunctious shenanigans and the 
slipperings that she routinely received from Katie 
accounted for eighty-five per cent of her total whop-
count. This unenviable record had caused her to 
become universally known by the Woody Wags as the 
Scruff. 

However the previous evening she had been 
obliged to bend over her bed for six on the silks from 
Claire Brooks. Bee Lee was suffering from a severe 
dose of the residuals when she visited her pigeon-
hole and found the note from Katie instructing her to 
repair to her office. 

 
Unenthusiastically the Scruff offered Katie her 

wrist so that she could be lowered across her knees. 
Katie took her time slowly turning back the skirt of 
Belinda’s gymslip and moving the tails of her blouse 
out of the way. She raised the leather-soled slipper in 
the air and brought it down with considerable force. 

 
Belinda Lee grimaced. The experience of being 

slippered on relatively recent ripe stripes was a new 
one and it was immediately apparent to her that it 
was going to prove to be disagreeable. 
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Katie cackled to herself. Belinda was writhing 
and squirming in her lap and showing considerable 
signs of agitation. 

Katie knew that the inmates prided themselves 
in their stoicism so the gymnastic display was 
encouraging. She pounded Bee’s rump with 
considerable enthusiasm. 

 
Belinda wriggled out of the office. Her 

throbbing bottom was giving her considerable gyp. 
She stopped off at a convenient bathroom and 
studied herself in the mirror. Even by her standards 
she looked a mess. Somehow during the slippering 
the knot of her tie had disappeared under the collar 
of her blouse and her hair looked like she had just 
been dragged through a hedge backwards. 

Belinda Lee was naturally a very beautiful 
woman. Years earlier she had been discovered by a 
famous French fashion photographer who saw great 
potential for Bee. Unfortunately it turned out to be a 
frustrating venture for all involved. The stylists and 
make-up artists were astonished that within moments 
of completing their work they had to step in and 
make repairs. 

The photographer tried a new approach and 
briefly Belinda’s uncontrollably tousled hair became 
the look of the moment.  

Quite unreasonably a concerned mother wrote 
a stern letter complaining that her previously well-
groomed daughter had taken to looking like an urchin 
and blamed Belinda. The letter was published in one 
of Melissa Forsham-Smythe’s rags. 
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When Melissa saw the letter she immediately 
placed Bee on her list of Celebrity Ladettes and 
applied to the System to have a bounty placed on her 
bumbags. 

The Dark Agents swooped in and arrested her 
on unsubstantiated charges of Extreme Ladetting and 
the innocent Belinda found herself being hauled off to 
a haberdashery to be fitted for clobber. 

 
The Scruff sighed and did her best to 

straighten her clobber and went in pursuit of a 
hairbrush. She knew that it was a largely pointless 
mission and that within a few minutes she would be 
back looking disheveled.  

She just wished her backside would stop 
throbbing. 
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A Bad Run 

 
 
Lisa Sutton wished her bottom didn’t throb so 

uncontrollably. It had only been eighteen hours since 
she had been obliged to touch her toes in the 
punishment room before she was face down, arse up 
across Deborah’s knees having her bottom heated up 
with a wood-backed hairbrush. 

 
“Jeepers, Lisa,” groaned Debs, “you’ve got to 

stop rubbishing the pre’s.” 
“I know, I’m sorry Ma’am, I’m having a bad 

run,” sighed Lisa. “I just blurt things out and instantly 
regret them.” 

“I know how that goes,” said Debs 
sympathetically. “Now let’s have you over and up.” 

 
Debs had studied the complaints that had been 

filed against Lisa. They were all perfectly legitimate. 
The practice of members of the Elite awarding bogus 
red marks had been all but eradicated. Deborah’s 
predecessor Lady Victoria Brompton had seen to that. 
Debs had continued Lady Vix’s good work and the 
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Elite that she presided over was trusted and 
respected. It was a far cry from the tyrannical rule of 
Yvonne Godfrey and her heinous cronies from the 
Secret Sorority of Serial Spankers. 

 
Once Lisa was properly mounted up and in a 

dangle Deborah rearranged her clothing 
appropriately.  

Debs worked in a leisurely manner, spanking 
Lisa up one side of her bum and then back down the 
other.  

Debs was genuinely sympathetic to Lisa’s 
plight. During her own spectacular career at Woodys 
she had suffered her own share of bad runs. She 
regularly noted in her diary that trouble seemed to 
follow her around like a bad case of flatulence. 
Nonetheless she had a duty to perform and she set 
her sympathies aside. 

 
Lisa’s arms and legs waved helplessly in the air 

as the heat in her rear end reached fever pitch. She 
braced herself as the last spank crashed home 
causing her teeth to chatter and her head to sway 
from side to side as she struggled to absorb the 
excruciating pain. 

Debs stared down at her handiwork. The two 
orbs were painted a vivid red and the flesh was visibly 
twitching. She had done a thorough job. She knew 
that there would be no hard feelings in the aftermath. 
Both women fully understood the rules of 
engagement and that Deborah had merely fulfilled 
her obligations of office. 
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Debs gently covered the pulsating red globes 
with Lisa’s navy blue gossamer bumbags and folded 
down her skirt before helping her dismount. 

As usual they post-processed the punishment 
in a somber silence. Deborah had a policy of not 
further admonishing the miscreants once the physical 
punishment was complete and preferred to leave 
them in peace to gather their thoughts. She left it to 
them to decide whether they wished to engage in 
conversation. 

 
Lisa was not in the mood for idle banter. She 

was furious at herself for succumbing to the 
temptation to publicly rubbish the duty monitor in the 
middle of the crowded cafeteria. Her remark had not 
even been borderline funny and she acknowledged 
that she had been unnecessarily rude and really had 
deserved to be spanked. 

She trudged out of the back room of the library 
with her hands stuffed in the pockets of her blazer. 

 
Deborah placed the ceremonial hairbrush back 

in the drawer of a writing desk and locked it with the 
key she wore on a chain around her neck. She looked 
at her watch. The spanking had disrupted her lunch-
time plans and there was only a half hour left before 
she had to return to the lecture rooms.  

She hurried back to her study to enter the 
details of the spanking into the GalGab web-site and 
email the paperwork across to Katie so it could be 
officially entered into the Punishment Record Book 
ledger. 
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As usual Lady Derby was bustling about 
straightening and dusting. It always astonished Debs 
how Derby always seemed to find things to do in the 
small apartment. It always struck Debs as ironic that 
Derby who had been brought up in a stately home 
complete with butlers, footmen, and half a dozen 
maids seemed so content in her role as Deborah’s 
personal grubby. 

“How is Miss Sutton faring?” asked Derby. 
“She’s ok,” said Debs, “she’s just having a bad 

run.” 
“Lucky her,” said Derby. “Except for Saturday 

night’s no-one’s been near my bumbags in weeks. 
You’re no help, you never even dust me.” 

Debs grinned. She was well aware that her 
grubby had a few bats loose in her belfry and refused 
to be drawn into this line of conversation. She opened 
her laptop and started to fill out the paperwork.  
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Patty Gets an Assignment 

 
 
Deborah uneasily knocked on the door of the 

Wart’s Lair. She had no idea what kind of reception to 
expect. The two visits the previous day had been 
stark contrasts. She had no idea why the Wart had 
summoned her to warn her against Katie Beck, but 
she was certain that there was a rift in the lute 
amongst the Radical Right and that she was a mere 
pawn in one of Patty’s games. The trouble was she 
couldn’t quite see all the pieces on the board. 

“Hello Morton,” the Wart said cheerily. “So 
what are you doing about Katie Beck?” 

Debs frowned. “Well nothing Ma’am, I didn’t 
think that there was anything I needed to do per se, I 
just thought you were giving me a friendly warning,” 
said Debs. 

The Wart nodded. “Yes a friendly warning, 
that’s what it was,” chortled the Wart. “Well, cover 
your bumbags Morton she’s as dangerous as a snake. 
Now cut along I have urgent business to attend too.” 

“Yes Ma’am,” nodded Deborah and backed out 
of the Lair. 
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Katie Beck swanned into the saloon bar of the 
Bunch of Grapes dressed in Full Clobber. She wore a 
miniscule form fitting gymslip with a red sash around 
the waist that accentuated her well-formed figure. 
The short flared, pleated skirt showed off her long 
slim legs. 

“What happened to you?” asked Patty. “Did the 
Grand Master put you back in clobber?” 

Katie shook her head. “No, I’ve got a hot one 
on the hook; we have a reservation at Monets. He 
mentioned that he’d like to see me dressed in 
clobber,” she smirked. “He’s a Baron. I can see 
diamonds and furs in my future.” 

“I can see stripes on your arse in the future,” 
sneered Patty. 

Katie just smiled. “I have an assignment for 
you Patricia,” she said in a quiet voice.  

“An assignment?” snapped Patty. “What the 
Dickens do you mean an assignment?” 

“I want you to cane Deborah Morton within the 
next twenty-four hours,” said Katie. “I have reason to 
believe that she is poking her nose into Radical Right 
business and I need you to teach her a lesson that 
she won’t forget in a hurry.” 

Patty gaped at Katie. “What to mean cane 
Morton? There’s nothing in world I’d prefer to do but 
she hasn’t let me within a mile of her bumbags for 
months,” she said tartly. “It’s out of the question.” 

Katie shrugged. “This is a top priority 
assignment. If you fail to deliver I shall have no 
choice but to slipper you.” 

“Slipper me? Have you taken leave of your 
senses you deranged pipsqueak?” Patty squealed. 
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“Unless of course you want some rather 
damning emails surfacing on the network server,” 
grinned Katie, “now toodlepip old girl I have to run, it 
wouldn’t do to keep the aristocracy waiting,” and she 
sauntered off leaving Patty gaping in her wake. 

 
Patty slumped back in her chair exhausted. 

She had slashed Katie’s stolen bumbags to tatters 
until her arm ached. Her head was pounding with a 
migraine headache. She couldn’t believe Katie’s 
audacity. It was all too preposterous to contemplate. 

The assignment was nearly impossible. Patty 
hadn’t been exaggerating when she had told Katie 
that there was nothing that she would like more than 
giving the Red-shirt a thrashing that she wouldn’t 
forget. She loathed Deborah with a vengeance, 
however in recent months Debs had not given her the 
slightest reason to bend her over. Debs was attentive 
during lectures, even politely addressing Patty as 
Ma’am when they communicated. Her assignments 
were always stellar and delivered punctually. Caning 
the most powerful inmate in the facility without good 
reason was a very dodgy proposition indeed. 

Patty poured herself a long drink and began to 
weep. 

 
Katie was feeling buoyant. She had regaled the 

Baron with the details of her recent slippering of the 
Scruff and had been rewarded with several bottles of 
Dom Perignon and the promise of a weekend relaxing 
on the baronial yacht. 

She slipped under her duvet and sipped a glass 
of wine. She chuckled to herself as she imagined 
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Patty back in her apartment kvetching over the 
impossible mission that she had been assigned. For 
years Patty had imperiously lorded it over Katie, 
treating her as a second-class citizen. It was very 
gratifying to have the boot on the other foot. She 
swallowed down her drink and snuggled down to 
dream of the joys of spanking Patty Hodge. 
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A Yanking and a Spanking 

 
 
Lady Derby Huntington was grinning like a 

Cheshire Cat.  
“She yanked me out of my seat, slammed me 

down across my desk and gave me a damn good 
dusting,” she told Debs triumphantly. 

Deborah rolled her eyes. “You’re fucking 
barking,” she laughed at the bob-haired aristocrat. 

Derby just giggled cheerfully. The grubby had 
never made any secret of her penchant for 
punishment and pain. Unlike many of the inmates 
who rightfully begrudged their incarceration Derby 
adored being an inmate of Woodys. 

After a colorful school career that included 
numerous highly-publicized expulsions she had briefly 
been considered to be the spokesperson of the 
jeunesse dorée and was regularly photographed 
dancing on tables in famous night-clubs. 

Controversially she was arrested on her 
eighteenth birthday at a private party hosted by her 
wealthy parents. Even the Great Unwashed brayed 
about the iniquity of the arrest and demanded her 
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release. However, Derby had other ideas and refused 
to be represented by the expensive family lawyers 
and accepted the sentence of seven years at the Big 
House, without the possibility of parole, with 
surprising enthusiasm. 

Derby had been addicted to all things Woodys 
since the Snobs and Rotters Tribunal and was one of 
the earliest subscribers to the www.woodettes.com 
website. 

She was thrilled when she learned she had 
been assigned to grub for Debs. She had been a fan 
for years. During a brief enrollment at the 
Queensgate Academy Derby had been in awe of 
Deborah’s record of being caned eighty-three times 
and had kept her picture by her bed. Derby had done 
her best to emulate Debs record and was very 
successful until the academy was unwillingly forced to 
abandon corporal punishment. 

During the early days of Deborah’s tennis 
career Derby had been one of the original Debettes 
who turned out in howling, whooping hordes to 
support the young player whenever possible. Derby 
had been present at Wimbledon on the fateful day of 
Debs public arrest. 

 
Debs tousled her grubby’s hair affectionately. 

Despite her own new found interest in punishment 
and pain she was not convinced that she would find 
being yanked out of her seat by a deranged 
Frenchwoman quite as amusing as Derby appeared 
too. 

 

http://www.woodettes.com/�
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Madame Diderot was notoriously lacking in 
humor regarding witty observations directed at her 
home country. 

When Derby commented that she had recently 
read in a magazine that during World War 2, the 
French resistance fighters, in their finest hour, bravely 
threw sticks of dynamite at the advancing German 
troops and that the Germans had responded by 
lighting them and throwing them back, Madame 
Diderot had become extremely agitated. 

As was her wont the French Dame had 
barreled down upon Derby and yanked her to her feet 
using her striped tie for leverage. Barely able to 
breathe Derby was treated to a ration of Parisian 
tongue pie. 

Derby’s eyes were bulging as the French Dame 
reeled her in close so they were face to face. As usual 
Madame had awoken with a hangover and had 
availed of a few shots of absinthe for breakfast. The 
scent of the bordello perfume she doused herself in 
barely disguised the toxic fumes on her breathe. 

Even to the aristocrat who had been brought 
up to be bi-lingual the diatribe was unfathomable. 
When she became agitated Madame Diderot reverted 
to a form of guttural slang that even the most avid of 
scholars would have had difficulty following. 

Just as Derby feared she might pass out 
Madame reached out one of her bony hands and 
slammed Her Ladyship down across her desk. With 
the other hand she scooped up Derby’s skirt and 
began to spank. 
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A dozen hefty whacks landed in quick 
succession and then the Dame yanked Derby up from 
the desk and roughly shoved her out into the aisle. 

For most people being yanked and spanked 
was considered undignified but to Lady Derby 
Huntington it was simply thrilling. She could barely 
suppress her gleeful grin as she handed over her 
punishment record book for post-processing. 

Even her closest chums Michelle Morgan and 
Frankie Reese agreed that it was quite possible that 
Her Ladyship had a few bats loose in the belfry.  

  
 
 



 

 

13 

 
Booker Beaten Bandy 

 
 
“Remove your blazer and bend over the desk, 

Booker,” snapped Patty. 
 
Patty had been deeply disappointed that Debs 

had not given her even the sniff of an opportunity to 
cane her. She was forced to satisfy herself with the 
next best thing which was to avail of the opportunity 
to cut Debs best chum Rosemary’s bumbags to tatters 
with a wye-tipped cane. 

Rosemary sighed as she shrugged off her 
blazer. She had little room for complaint. As usual the 
root of her troubles lay in the on-line relationship she 
pursued with the Silver Fox. She had allowed herself 
to get distracted and left herself little time to compile 
her assignment on the philosophies of Ayn Rand. It 
was a subject that she found tedious and she had 
postponed preparation of the assignment until the 
last moment. Unfortunately she had under-estimated 
the complexities of objectivism and had been reduced 
to cutting and pasting some totally non-cohesive 
articles together.  
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Despite her many faults Patricia Hodge was a 
formidable intellect and a first-rate tutor. She was 
diligent in her preparation of material for her lectures 
and expected her pupils to reciprocate in kind. 

The obvious lack of effort that Rosemary had 
put into her paper had vexed Patty considerably.    

 
Patty took her time. She wasn’t in any 

particular hurry. She swished the cane through the 
air, knowing that the ominous sound would increase 
her victim’s anxiety. Patty had positioned Rosemary 
so that she was faced out towards the other inmates. 
It was a position that the inmates loathed. It was far 
preferable to be turned around with their bums were 
facing the room so that their looks of anguish and 
involuntary silent howls were hidden from sight. 

 
Rosemary’s mouth was dry and she felt goose 

bumps on her bare legs. Every time Patty swished the 
cane through the air she felt her whole body tensing. 
Half of her wished that the sadistic be-yotch would 
get it over with and the other half of her dreaded the 
evil wye tipped cane swiping down. 

 
Patty tapped the cane down and went to work. 

She beat Rosemary methodically, relishing every jerk, 
spasm, wriggle and squirm as the cane sliced across 
Rosie’s bumbags.  

Rosemary’s chums watched sympathetically as 
her face contorted as each stroke rebounded off her 
bumbags. Patty’s height and long arms allowed her to 
build up considerable velocity as she swiped the cane 
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downwards and the sound upon impact echoed 
around the room.  

Patty adjusted her stance slightly and prepared 
to deliver the final stroke. She slashed the cane 
down, landing the shaft diagonally across the existing 
stripes and completing a perfect five-bar gate. 

The five-bar gate was one of the many 
experimental techniques that Patty had tested out on 
the backside of Susan Lawton. Ironically Ms Lawton 
had been so impressed with the effects that she had 
employed the technique as her signature. Many 
Woody historians mistakenly attribute the invention of 
the five-bar gate to Ms Lawton. 

 
Rosemary’s mouth opened and her eyes 

squeezed shut as the cane ricocheted off her 
bumbags. Her legs twitched spastically and her 
fingers splayed out in consternation. For a moment in 
time Rosemary Booker wore the unmistakable mask 
of a gal who had just been thoroughly nailed. Then 
her head slumped down and she lay haplessly panting 
across the desk. 

 
“I’ve a good mind to put you over my knee and 

spank you myself,” raged Debs. “You told me that 
you had been studying. I hate it when you tell me 
porkies.” 

“I did study,” said Rosemary defensively. “I 
just didn’t understand all that objectivism crap. We 
can’t all be brilliant like you.” 

Debs scowled. “If you needed help you just 
had to ask. Now you’ve got another case of slacking 
on your record.” 
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Rosemary pouted and insisted. “It wasn’t fair 
of her to write me up for slacking. Now I’ll probably 
have to explain myself to the Grand Master.” 

Debs continued to scowl, “at least she gave 
you twenty-four hours to resubmit. Why don’t we sit 
down and see if we can’t beat this dog’s dinner into 
shape.” 

“Thanks for the offer but I think I’ll stand if you 
don’t mind,” said Rosemary, “she beat me fucking 
bandy.”  

 
“I beat Booker fucking bandy,” gloated Patty in 

the saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes. 
“Rosemary Booker!” interrupted Katie testily. 

“You were specifically assigned to whop Morton and 
you allowed yourself to get distracted?” 

Patty Hodge scowled at Katie. “I did not have 
the even the slightest hint of a reason to whop 
Morton. She handed in one of the best reports I’ve 
ever seen and then sat quietly throughout the lecture 
and answered every question I asked her. I’m under 
close surveillance. I can’t just whop the Red-shirt for 
no reason no matter how much I’d like too.” 

“I’m sorry Patty,” drawled Katie Beck. “It was a 
priority assignment and you let me down. I’m afraid 
I’m going to have to slipper you in the morning. Drop 
by before brekker and make sure that you’re fully 
clobbered up.” 

Patty’s eyes grew as large as saucers. “What 
did you just say?” she gasped. 

“You heard me,” snapped Katie. “It’s new 
Radical Right policy. Don’t say I didn’t warn you, now 
buy me another drink!” 
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I Need to Cane You 

 
 
Deborah woke up startled. 
“Ms Hodge,” she gasped, “what are you doing 

here?” 
“You’ve got to help me,” slurred Patty. She 

staggered backwards and nearly tripped over. 
Debs reached over and turned on the bedside 

light, trying to wake up and gather her senses. 
“Help you?” she asked, “are you in trouble, is 

something going on?” 
Patty stumbled across the room. “Where do 

you sleep the stink around here?” she muttered. 
“If it’s a drink you’re looking for there’s a bottle 

of wine in the fridge,” said Debs. She swung her legs 
off the bed and slid her feet into her slippers. She 
pulled on her dressing gown and followed Patty into 
the living room. 

“I have to cane you,” slurred Patty.  
“Excuse me?” gasped Deborah. “What did you 

just say?” 
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“I need to cane you,” said Patty as she poured 
a large slug of wine into a tumbler. “Otherwise slipper 
will Katie me in the morning.” 

Deborah was waking up fast. “Slipper will Katie 
you in the morning?” she laughed. “Ms Hodge I think 
you may have had one scoop too many, perhaps you 
should retire to your quarters.” 

“You don’t understand,” said Patty. “If I cane 
you tonight then I’ll have completed my ashinement 
and that crafty little be-yotch won’t be able to 
shlipper me in the morning.” Patty sat down and took 
a deep draft of wine. “Where do you keep your 
canes?” she asked. “I promise I’ll pull the strokes.” 

 
“We need to get her to bed,” Debs told Jojo, 

Nix and Rosemary. “She’s away with the pigeons. 
Let’s just get her over to her apartment and tuck her 
in.” 

Nixdown looked incredulous. “She breaks into 
your study asking to cane you and you want to tuck 
her up in bed? Debs, she hates you, why would you 
do her any favors?” 

Debs shrugged. “I know she hates me and the 
feeling’s mutual but she’s still part of Woodyworld and 
we have to look after our own. But I would like to be 
a fly on the wall when Katie slippers her in the 
morning,” she chuckled. 

“Katie’s going to slipper Patty?” asked Jojo. 
“Apparently so,” yawned Debs. 
“That I’d love to see,” giggled Rosemary. 
“Your wish is my command,” replied Nix. “Let’s 

get these sorry bones over to her apartment and then 
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I’ll go rig up a camera in Katie’s office. There’s going 
to be some prime breakfast viewing in the morning.” 

Janet Mitchell’s legs were kicking and her head 
was shaking from side to side. 

“But I’m not allowed in the Brass quarters 
without supervision!” she wailed. Janet Mitchell was 
finding it hard to carry out a coherent conversation 
while she was pinned face down across Katie’s lap 
having her bottom pounded with a leather soled 
slipper. 

“I’ll give you a pass and a key. You’ll be one 
hundred per cent legitimate,” Katie assured her as 
she slapped the slipper down. “Tell Patty if she’s not 
here in twenty minutes we’re going onto overtime 
rates.” 

Katie yanked Janet to her feet and shoved her 
towards the door. “You’d better cut along sharpish 
Bitchypoo; I’d hate to have to slipper you again.” 

Janet Mitchell was sweating. The journey from 
Katie’s office to the wing of the building that housed 
the Brass Quarters was a busy thoroughfare and 
already there were prefects beginning to mill about. 
Running in the corridors, landings, stairwells, cloisters 
and the quadrangle was strictly prohibited and was 
rewarded with a mandatory six of the best. Janet’s 
backside was smarting badly from her encounter with 
the sole of Katie’s slipper and she didn’t need any 
further excitement underneath her skirt. She walked 
as fast as she dared, slowing down whenever she 
noticed a pre with her fingers twitching on her 
ashplant. 
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Patty did not react well to Mitch the Bitch 
wringing out a towel that had been soaked in ice cold 
water all over her face. In fact she reflexively grabbed 
Janet by the hair, yanked her down across the bed 
and gave her a damn good dusting. 

The exertion exhausted Patty and she sank 
back into her pillows. She felt rougher than a badgers 
arse.  

Janet scrambled to her feet. “Katie wants you,” 
she said bitterly, “and I hope she flays you alive.” 

“Fuck Katie, get me some coffee,” snarled 
Patty.  

“Piss off,” retorted Janet. “I don’t work for you, 
I work for Katie. Get your own coffee and by the way 
if you ain’t in her office in twelve minutes, all 
clobbered up you’re in for double-bubble.” 

Patty shook her head in an effort to clear her 
befuddlement. She was sure she was still asleep and 
having a bad nightmare. She sat up slowly and 
pinched herself which proved to be a bad idea. 
Unfortunately she appeared to be in the land of the 
half-living-dead and she sensed that there were 
untoward events afoot. 

She looked around the room. Janet had taken 
up a secure position out of yanking distance. 

“What the fuck are you doing in my bedroom,” 
growled Patty. 

“I’ve been assigned to escort you to Katie’s,” 
said Mitch the Bitch sullenly. “And mark my words I 
will be reporting your assault on a senior official of 
the SS.” 

Patty scratched her head. She was beginning 
to get an uneasy feeling that there were specters 



59 
 

 

 

from the previous evening lurking about in the ether 
ready to pounce on their prey. 

 
 



 

 

15 

 
A Spanking Burlesque 

 
 
The Woody gals were crowded around flat 

screen Hi-Def TV’s patiently waiting for the video 
feeds from Katie’s office. The slippering of Janet 
Mitchell had been an unexpected bonus but they were 
all waiting for the main event. 

Bernadette Summers was rubbing her 
bumbags with glee. She was offering a ‘she’ll never 
show’ bet at short odds and the wager was attracting 
barrow loads of quids. 

 
Katie Beck was pacing her lair impatiently. It 

was imperative that the disciplinary spanking occur 
before or during the breakfast period. The Grand 
Master took coffee in his private quarters and didn’t 
arrive until he needed to pick up his papers before 
assembly. Slipping Patty in and out dressed in full 
clobber required military efficiency. She looked down 
at her wristwatch; things were not going to plan.  

She frowned; Janet’s failure to deliver her 
consignment punctually was a concern that would 
need to be slippered out further.  
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Of greater concern was Patty’s overt 
insubordination. She picked up her cell phone and 
speed dialed Patty’s number. 

“Where are you?” she demanded. 
“Piss off, Katie,” snarled Patty.  
Katie laughed. “You’ll get your sorry arse over 

here if you know what’s best for you,” she told her 
former mentor. “I’ve been reviewing the emails you 
sent out. Do you remember when you put the ‘Get 
Brompton’ plan into motion and got her a formal 
house beating? It’s all here. I’m sure Lady Victoria will 
read these emails with great interest when I post 
them on the GalGab website. Time is running out 
Patty. I’ll give you fifteen minutes and then I’m going 
public.” Katie slapped her phone shut before she 
could hear Patricia Hodge’s anguished wail. 

 
The Woody gals clapped and whooped and 

stomped their feet as Patty entered Katie’s study. 
“Do they know they’re on candid camera?” 

asked Jojo. 
Nixdown chuckled. “I secreted a fish-eye lens 

in the light fitting, they’ll never notice.” 
 
Patty was not looking her best. Having almost 

lost her blazer, blouse and bumbags when Patty 
showed up the Bounder was taking bets whether the 
former Deputy Grand Dame would chuck her cookies 
up on the carpet even before she’d taken a trip over 
Katie’s knee. 

Nixdown scowled. The audio feed was not 
working well and it was hard to make out the exact 
wording of the confrontation going on in the room. 
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One thing was certain Patty was furious and Katie 
was looking like the cat that got the cream. Nix 
hurried out and raced across to the security room, 
she dearly wanted to catch the whole altercation. 

 
“Times have changed Patty. You can consider 

yourself fortunate to be getting off so lightly. In the 
future I will not tolerate failure to complete your 
assignments.” said Katie imperiously. “You have forty 
eight hours to beat Morton or I am suspending you 
from the Radical Right.” 

 
Nix fiddled with the dashboards on her central 

processing unit. Somehow she must have failed to 
make a proper connection when she was rigging 
Katie’s office. She cussed herself out, she would have 
loved to have been able to hear the conversation but 
she had to satisfy herself with the sight of Katie Beck 
leading Patty towards the laundry chest. 

 
The Woody gals watched gleefully as Katie 

Beck slapped the slipper down on Patty’s bare behind. 
Apparently Patricia Hodge was not taking the 
slippering quietly; even though the audio feed was 
down the video left no doubt that the former Deputy 
Grand Dame was cussing up a blue storm. At one 
point Patty even managed to chomp her gnasher’s 
into Katie’s ankle causing them to end up taking an 
unseemly tumble onto the floor. The inmates tickled 
their ribs with laughter at the burlesque performance. 

 
Patty wriggled across the quadrangle. She did 

her best to avoid the knowing smiles of the Woody 



63 
 

 

 

gals making their way towards the cafeteria to grab 
some takeout brekker before lectures began. She 
staggered into the wing of the facility that housed the 
Brass quarters and hurried up to her apartment. Once 
she was inside she reached into her blazer pocket and 
extracted the folded piece of paper that Katie had 
slipped her before she left. She groaned out-loud. 

It was all there in black and white. Her specific 
instructions to Yvonne Godfrey, Janet Mitchell and the 
Wart of how they were to stitch up Lady Victoria 
Brompton and have her subjected to an ignominious 
full collar walk-through and a formal house beating. 
She groaned again. It was just one of hundreds of 
emails that were supposed to have been destroyed. It 
was unthinkable that her once trusted comrade in the 
fight against minxdom had secretly stashed them 
away and was now using them for her own diabolical 
devices. 

Patty Hodge hurried to the bathroom, fell to 
her knees and promptly called up ‘Harry’ on the big 
white telephone. 

 



 

 

16 

 
Private Business 

 
 
Nixdown clicked the Upload button on her 

screen. “Go thee into cyber-space, you evil be-yotch,” 
she giggled. 

Rosemary laughed. “By the end of the day 
thousands of Woodettes are going to be peeing in 
their pants at Patty’s expense.”  

“Gosh I wish we could have heard them 
bitching each other out,” said Jojo. “It would great to 
know what they were talking about.” 

“Oh there’s no mystery about that,” said Debs. 
“They were talking about ‘Get Morton’. Patty told me 
the whole story last night. She’s quite mouthy when 
she’s in her cups.” 

 
Mr Humphries watched the video upload on his 

laptop computer with great amusement. Clearly all 
was not at peace amongst the Radical Right. He 
pressed a button on his desk-phone. 

“Katie,” he said, “stop by when you have a few 
moments.” 
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Katie Beck’s face had turned the color of a well 
ripened tomato. Her mouth had dropped open and 
her eyes were as big as saucers as she watched the 
video. 

“Where did you get this?” she gasped. “This 
was private business.” 

“Not so private now I’m afraid,” said Mr 
Humphries calmly. “It’s freely available on the net. 
I’m sure Patty must be delighted.” 

Katie looked like she might faint. It was 
impossible. She had hacked into the system and over-
ridden the surveillance cameras in her office. She was 
confident that even Ellen Millar wouldn’t notice as the 
downtime would occur during the brekker period. As 
soon as Patty had hurried out of her office she had 
switched the camera’s on as usual. It was 
inconceivable that these tapes could have been made. 

“It was private business,” she protested again. 
“I made a bet with Patty and she lost. You know how 
it is around here, all we did was bet our bumbags 
against each other.” 

Mr Humphries grinned to himself. Of course 
there was nothing wrong with Patty and Katie making 
sporting wagers using their personal bumbags as 
stake-money. The Grand Master took the view that a 
gal could do what she wanted with her bumbags. 
However, he suspected there was a more complex 
back-story behind the slippering. Clearly Patty hadn’t 
taken kindly to being put over Katie’s knee. He would 
dearly love to get his hands on the audio feed. 
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When Katie had scurried out of his office he 
had called Ex-Police Sergeant Ellen Millar and asked 
what the regular CCTV tapes showed. 

“I’m sorry sir,” said Ellen. “Somebody hacked 
into the system and turned everything off. It was 
probably Katie. She has full admin rights, but I can’t 
prove it. But I’ve been reviewing the tapes from last 
night and there was something queer going on. I let 
Patty’s taxi in around eleven o’clock. She didn’t go 
straight to bed. She went over to the quarter’s wing. 
Wait a minute and I’ll track her movements. She’s 
inside climbing the stairs. She’s gone all the way to 
the Elite landing and she’s going into Debs study.” 

“What time was that?” asked the Grand 
Master. 

“As I say a few minutes past eleven,” said 
Ellen. 

“What was Deborah’s training schedule this 
morning?” asked the Grand Master. 

Ellen checked the tapes. “She was up really 
early. She was outside the stables at five-forty-five. 
Jeez, she did a hundred one arm press-ups while she 
was waiting for Ms Lummell. That gal’s getting in 
shape.” 

“So she would have turned in early,” said the 
Grand Master thoughtfully. “She would have been 
asleep when Patty went visiting.” 

“I guess so,” said Ellen. “As I say there is 
something queer about all this.” 

“Wait a minute,” she said. “I’ve run the tape 
forward. Debs has rounded up the Famous Four and 
they’re helping Patty out of the study. It looks like 
they’re taking her home.” 
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“Hmm,” said the Grand Master. 
 
“It’s private business, sir,” Debs told the Grand 

Master. “Ms Hodge had a little too much to drink in 
the Bunch of Grapes. She wasn’t thinking straight. I 
calmed her down and we helped her back to her 
apartment and put her to bed. It was nothing, sir,” 
she told him insistently. 

 
Mr Humphries wasn’t surprised when Patty 

called in sick. According to Ellen and Deborah she had 
been as drunk as a sack and was probably suffering a 
hangover of monumental proportions. He called 
several of the Old Gals and arranged for them to sit in 
for Patty in the lecture rooms. 

 
Patty staggered out of the bathroom. She went 

into the bedroom and collapsed backwards on the 
bed pressing a cold compress to her brow. Her 
backside was burning ferociously. Be-yotch Katie had 
worked her over relentlessly, but the mists of memory 
were beginning to clear and she was piecing together 
the events of the latter part of the previous evening. 
She vaguely remembered the taxi ride back to the 
facility and deciding to avail upon Deborah Morton’s 
better nature to get her out of a squeeze. 

Patty groaned. What had she been thinking? In 
the cold light of day Patty was beginning to 
acknowledge that there had been fundamental flaws 
in her plan. She had never tried to disguise her 
loathing of Deborah and she was in no doubt that the 
feeling was reciprocated. The notion that the Red-
shirt might choose to let sleeping dogs lie and meekly 
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submit to a gratuitous caning to save Patty’s skin now 
struck Patty as distinctly improbable. 

Patty Hodge lay back on the bed and began to 
weep. 
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Patty Faces a Crisis 

 
 
Patty Hodge held her head in her hands as the 

bell rang in her apartment giving her a fifteen minute 
warning that assembly was about to go in to session. 
She had already called in sick and wanted nothing 
better than to lie back on the bed and soothe her 
aching head. Nonetheless she couldn’t settle, 
instinctively she knew something was afoot. She 
swung her legs off the bed and unfastened the 
shoulder buttons of her gymslip. With trembling 
fingers she unknotted her tie and threw it on the bed. 
She had difficulty unfastening the buttons of her 
blouse with her hungover fingers but finally 
succeeded. She staggered over to her wardrobe and 
pulled on some clothes. She brushed her bedraggled 
hair and applied some scant make-up. Patty looked in 
the mirror. She looked terrible, she felt terrible and 
she had a terrible feeling that the day was not going 
to get much better. 

 
The inmates exchanged knowing glances as 

Patty stumbled into the assembly hall. She looked 
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uncharacteristically disheveled. They watched as she 
immediately barreled down on Debs. 

“We need to talk Deborah,” she said 
insistently.  

Debs almost laughed out loud. It was the first 
time in almost seven years that Patty had ever 
addressed her by her first name. 

“We have nothing to talk about, Ma’am,” said 
Deborah evenly. “I’d suggest you take your seat. I 
think I can hear the Grand Master approaching.” 

“Please, Deborah,” whined Patty. 
Deborah shook her head. “I have nothing more 

to say to you Ma’am. Now cut along sharpish, 
assembly is about to begin.”     

Momentarily Patty felt her hatred for Debs rise 
to the surface and she considered slapping the Red-
shirt’s face. However Deborah was staring up at her 
so implacably Patty reconsidered her strategy and 
stalked towards the stage. 

 
Katie Beck was watching the activity on the 

www.woodette.com web-site with an increasing 
feeling of gloom. The European Woodettes had 
already seen the video stream and the chat-rooms 
and forums were already filled with gossip about 
Patty’s slippering. In a few hours, Katie figured 
Woodettes all around the globe would be logging into 
the web-site to be greeted with the news that with 
just one click of their mouse they could settle back 
and witness Patty’s humiliation. 

Katie Beck suspected that Patty was not going 
to be best pleased by this turn of events and that it 

http://www.woodette.com/�
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might take more than her collection of dodgy emails 
to keep the former Deputy Grand Dame at bay. 

“Please Deborah, we have to talk,” Patty tried 
again as she was leaving the assembly hall. 

Debs sighed. “What could we possibly have to 
talk about, Ma’am?” she asked pointedly. “Has Katie 
given you another ‘Get Morton’ assignment?” 

Patty looked alarmed. “You know about that?” 
Deborah shook her head incredulously. “Ma’am 

last night you were as drunk as three lords and half a 
dozen hand maidens. You did not skimp on the 
details.” 

Patty narrowed her eyes conspiratorially. “Then 
you do understand that this is all Katie’s idea,” she 
said unctuously. “I know we’ve had our differences in 
the past Deborah but that’s behind us now. We need 
to work together to stop Katie.” 

Deborah laughed in Patty’s face. “You’re 
absolutely pathetic,” she said scornfully. “Now why 
don’t you just cut along and let me get on with my 
duties.” 

“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” growled Patty. “You’re making 
a big mistake, Morton, I can tell you.” 

“Oh, Morton is it now? What happened to 
Deborah?” grinned the Red-shirt. “And by the way, I 
can understand you being mad at Katie; that looked 
like one damn good slippering she gave you.” 

Patty gasped. “Waddayamean?”  
“Oh just go look on the Woodettes web-site,” 

laughed Deborah casually. “Your Technicolor arse is 
the main attraction for all the world to see.” 

Patty stared at Deborah. 
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Debs winked at Patricia. “Have a good day 
Ma’am,” she smiled and then calmly walked away. 

 
Patty lay on her bed and sobbed. She had 

called in a second time and reported that her 
headache had returned. It was not a great stretch of 
the truth; her temples were actually pounding 
horrendously. She tried to think but the effort 
exhausted her. She knew that there was only one 
thing that could relieve the anxiety attack she was 
suffering from. She clambered off the bed and hurried 
to her closet. She extracted her secret effigy and 
snatched down a cane. The only thing left to decide 
was which pair stolen of bumbags to stretch across 
the polystyrene buttocks, Katie’s or Debs? 
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Jihad 

 
 
Cassie Cassy was furious. In a direct response 

to Lisa Sutton’s bad run she had felt obliged to get 
herself chucked out of assembly and had made sure 
that she attracted extra whops for having her collar 
and tie unfastened. 

She had been surprised when Michelle Morgan 
had given her word from Katie that Cassie’s pre-
approved slippering had been postponed until later in 
the day. Nonetheless, while she was watching Patty 
have her arse whupped on live CCTV Cassie had been 
forced to concede that events had overtaken her and 
Katie had merely been putting her priorities in order. 

During morning break Cassie had hurried up to 
Katie’s study to get the postponed slippering over 
with. She was dismayed to find a ‘Do Not Disturb’ 
sign posted on the door. 

 
“It’s just not right,” Cassie pouted. “Katie has 

no right to allow Radical Right business to interfere 
with legitimate Big BUTT business.”  
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Jojo laughed. “It’s just a postponement,” she 
assured her chum. “It’s not like Katie is going to 
forget that you’re due a whopping.” 

Cassie Cassy grunted disapprovingly. “I have a 
special lunch to prepare for the Grand Master and Mr 
Brooks. I’ll be out of action for hours. I just think it’s 
thoughtless of Katie. She should know better.”  

 
Katie Beck finally opened her door and took 

down the ‘Do Not Disturb’ sign. All morning she had 
hidden herself away, resorting to the subterfuge that 
she needed to be on a conference call with the 
auditors to finalize the year end accounts. Truth was 
she was in a blue funk. 

Despite her stash of secret evidence of Patty’s 
past ill-doings she was extremely nervous. During her 
own spell as an inmate of the facility it had been 
Patty who had trained Katie as an SS operative. It 
had been a trainee’s paradise. It was Patty who had 
taught her that a truly effective operative had to lack 
any form of conscience or compassion. It was not a 
great leap for Katie who was a vicious be-yotch at the 
best of times but she had been mesmerized by Patty 
Hodge’s treasure trove filled with tricks of the trade. 
Patty knew how to target a victim and then 
manipulate them until they were totally subjugated. 
Ever since she had pulled her coup at the top of the 
Radical Right Katie had believed that she had 
effectively subjugated Patty but now with Patty’s arse 
all over the internet she was beginning to wonder 
whether her former mentor might not still have some 
tools left in her box that she had not yet exposed. 
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Katie Beck bit her lip and watched her open door 
anxiously. 

Katie’s first visitor was Debs Morton. She 
strode into the room, pulled up a chair and sat down 
opposite Katie, staring directly into her eyes. 

“Patty tells me that you’ve placed a ‘Get 
Morton’ jihad on my bumbags,” she said calmly. 

Katie turned bright red. “Don’t be ridiculous,” 
she spluttered. “That’s just Patty gabbing her sorry 
mouth off, trying to make trouble. I would never do 
such a thing.” 

Debs continued to stare at Katie evenly. “You 
can Jihad my bumbags all you like Katie and I’ll just 
Jihad yours right back.” Deborah smiled. “So why 
don’t we just get it on. Let’s go down to the 
gymnasium and see who has what it takes. I’ll even 
let you go first. A twelve stroke running bender and 
then I’ll give you one. First one to howl is out.” 

“You have this all wrong,” gasped Katie. “It’s 
Patty that has it in for your bumbags. Go and check. 
She even has a pair of effigy buttocks covered with a 
pair of your navy blues she stole while she was 
grubbing for you.” 

“I just came from her quarters, Katie,” grinned 
Deborah. “Just go and look whose stolen bumbags 
she’s got stretched over her mannequin now.” 

 
Katie’s next visit was Cassie Cassy. “Where the 

fuck have you been?” demanded Cassandra.  
Katie looked nonplussed. “I’ve been busy,” she 

said defensively. 
“We had an appointment,” said Cassie. “It’s 

not good enough, Katie, having a gal hanging around 
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all day for whops. Do you think I have nothing better 
to do than wait around for you?” 

Katie Beck’s jaw dropped open as if the hinges 
had fallen off. 

“I just came by to tell you, the whops are off,” 
said Cassie. “I’m still top of the Hall of Shame with or 
without your stupid whops.” With that Cassie strode 
out of Katie’s study. 

 
Katie had her head in her hands when Patty 

Hodge strode into her office and boxed her ears 
soundly. 

Katie was still gurgling as she was dragged 
across her desk until her arse was facing skywards. 
Patty Hodge was holding one of her wye-tipped canes 
in her hand and raised her arm up above her head. 

 
“Is this another of your wagers?” asked the 

Grand Master. He was leaning in the doorpost with 
his hands in his pockets and a smile on his face. 

Katie Beck was screaming bloody-murder and 
her brouhaha could be heard all over the facility. 
Patty had pushed back the hem of Katie’s white apron 
and yanked down her bumbags. She was laying into 
Katie’s defenseless orbs with great gusto when the 
Grand Master arrived to intervene. 

 
“Its private business,” growled Patty. 
“There seems to be a helluva a lot of that 

going on today,” smiled Mr Humphries. “But could 
you keep it down a little, there are folks around here 
trying to study,” and closed the door quietly behind 
him. 
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19 

 
The Wart Brokers for Peace 

  
 
“She declared Jihad on my bumbags,” Debs 

reasoned with the Grand Master, “so why can’t we 
just go down to the gym and whop it out? It’s just 
private business.” 

Mr Humphries laughed. “Unfortunately I doubt 
Katie’s in much shape for a whop-off against you right 
now. Watch this.” He clicked on his computer and 
showed Debs the tape of the recent confrontation 
between Patty and Katie.  

“Holy shit,” whistled Debs. “Patty certainly 
seems to have taken that slippering personally; she’s 
whopping the piss out of Katie.” 

“They assured me that it was also just private 
business,” chuckled the Grand Master. “Nonetheless it 
might be prudent if I post a temporary protection 
notice on your bumbags.” 

Debs looked thoughtful. “Thank you sir,” she 
said finally. “I appreciate the offer but I’d prefer to 
keep with the program and take my chances.” She 
blushed a little. “It does seem rather ironic that for 
more than half my life people having been trying to 
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paint a bulls-eye on my bumbags and when you 
finally offer me some protection I turn you down. But, 
I know I’m no angel and I’ll take my whops if I 
deserve them.” 

Mr Humphries nodded. “Nobody expects you to 
be an angel Deborah.” The Grand Master slid several 
stapled sheets of paper across the desk. “This is a 
recent study conducted at the University of Michigan, 
which proves that everybody has a ‘naughty’ or ‘rebel’ 
gene that exists in the form of a serotonin gene, a 
chemical in the brain which has been linked to the 
control of emotions and mood. Yours just happens to 
be a little over-active.” 

Deborah blushed a little deeper. “I don’t need 
to read a paper to know that I was just born to be a 
very naughty gal,” she sighed. 

 
The Grand Master smiled at Cassie Cassy’s 

earnestness. 
“I just wanted you to know that I wasn’t 

avoiding a whopping I just refused to be slippered by 
Katie,” she told him. “I’ve never tried to wriggle out of 
whops in my life. I just wanted you to know in case 
you got the wrong impression.” 

Cassie Cassy had gone the Grand Master’s 
office voluntarily to clear up any misunderstandings. 

“Katie had no business wasting my time having 
me go backwards and forwards to her office,” Cassie 
said indignantly. “I had a legitimate appointment for a 
slippering and I kept it. How would she like it if I kept 
rescheduling meal-times for my own convenience?” 

The Grand Master smiled. “I think Katie is 
having a stressful day.” 
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Cassie didn’t seem overly impressed. “I’m 
sorry, sir, but Katie’s an inept buffoon,” said Cassie 
without the faintest trace of apology. 

The Grand Master tried not to laugh. “Well, 
there is always that,” he acknowledged. “So I take it 
you haven’t rescheduled your appointment?” 

Cassie pursed her lips. “Not exactly, sir, we 
didn’t get into that kind of detail. I was rather hoping 
that we could make some alternative arrangements 
with somebody more reliable.” 

The Grand Master chuckled. “Well I can see 
your point of view. How about if I arrange for 
Deborah to beat you, would that be satisfactory?” 

“Oh yes sir,” said Cassie enthusiastically. “Miss 
Morton would never keep a gal waiting for whops,” 
and then without appearing to miss a heartbeat she 
continued on, “If you have a few moments I wanted 
to discuss the wine selections I had in mind for your 
lunch with the Prime Minister.”  

 
Katie Beck was hopping up and down rubbing 

her poor beleaguered bum furiously when the Wart 
stopped by. Although it was over an hour since Patty 
had stormed into her office and thrashed the piss out 
of her the heat in her rear end was not showing any 
sign of subsiding. 

“I thought you might need a drink,” said Robin 
Wharton unctuously and produced a bottle of tequila 
and two shot glasses from her pocket. She poured 
out the hooch and handed a glass to Katie. “I 
understand that Patty didn’t take being slippered very 
well.” 
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Katie slammed the drink down and held out 
her glass for a refill. 

“I’m going to release the emails,” snapped 
Katie. “I’m going to have that be-yotch sacked.” 

Robin poured another shot. “Perhaps you 
should wait a while and let things calm down. Patty 
may be a be-yotch but she’s a useful be-yotch,” 
counseled the Wart. “You need to find a way to use 
this to your advantage. After all it’s not every day you 
have the chance of having someone like Patty as your 
own sacrificial pair of bumbags.” 

 
“You should apologize to Katie,” the Wart 

counseled Patty. “Tell her that bursting into her office 
and thrashing her was just a heat of the moment kind 
of thing.”  

Patty Hodge glared at Ms Wharton. “Are you 
fucking barking? Why the Dickens would I apologize 
to that fool?”  

“You need to make Katie think that you’re 
going to respect her role as Commandant of the 
Radical Right,” explained the Wart soothingly. “You 
know that she’ll trip over her shoelaces soon enough 
and while she’s having her bumbags cut to tatters you 
can step in and regain your rightful position in control 
of the Radical Right.” 

Patty looked at the Wart suspiciously. “What’s 
in this for you Warty One?” she demanded. 
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20 

 
A Hot Lunch Date for Claire 

  
 
Claire Brooks slid gingerly onto a chair in the 

private dining room. Under normal circumstances she 
would have been delighted to spend a convivial lunch 
dining with her father. However she had the feeling 
that the six blazing stripes that had recently been 
tattooed across her rear end might prove to be 
something of a distraction from idle family banter. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne had no idea that Claire had 

an impending engagement with her father when she 
bent her over her desk and absolutely creamed her. 

As usual it was Claire’s predilection for potty-
mouthing and overtly coarse ribaldry that had got her 
creamed. Pauline was the most tolerant of souls but 
the Old Gal had left her no choice and needed to go 
over and up.  

 
There was no need for Pauline to dispatch 

Claire to her quarters to change her clothes as Claire 
was already attired in full clobber. Despite her status 
as an Old Gal Claire had not been faring well in the 
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whops department of late. Although she only 
attended a handful of lectures each week she 
continued to manage to get herself whopped with an 
unenviable consistency and it was less than twenty-
four hours since she had last been required to go 
over and up. 

 
Claire slid her long, lithe body across the 

varnished lid of her desk. She reached over and 
gripped the legs on the far side. Without needing to 
be told she pushed herself up onto the balls of her 
feet and bent over the desk as far as humanly 
possible. 

Claire Brooks enjoyed a reputation for being as 
tough as nails and stout of heart. Nonetheless, as she 
hung her head down between her outstretched arms 
Claire was feeling a tad nervous. 

The previous day she had been red-carded and 
dispatched to the Grand Master’s study for a bare 
bender. Mr Humphries had selected the awesome 
reform school strap to warm up Claire’s rear end. As a 
result she had spent the rest of the day feeling as if 
her minuscule backside had swollen up to the size of 
two ripe water-melons. Although the swelling had 
diminished somewhat over-night she was aware that 
she was still suffering from a dose of the residuals. 
The idea of being absolutely creamed was not in the 
least bit appealing. 

 
Pauline turned back the hem of Claire’s gymslip 

and folded the tail of her white blouse out of the way. 
She tapped the cane down to get her measure and 
then let rip with a scorcher. 
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Claire’s chums watched sympathetically. 

Despite Pauline’s elegant and effortless delivery style 
the cane was cracking off Claire’s bumbags with 
reports that echoed around the room and down the 
corridors. 

 
Claire Brooks greeted her father with a 

daughterly kiss on the cheek and slid gingerly into a 
seat at the table. She wondered whether he noticed 
the steam coming out from beneath the table. 

 
Cassie had prepared an esoteric first course of 

salmon wrapped into nori, a Japanese seaweed 
compressed into sheets. When Cassie was explaining 
that rather than discarding the salmon skin she had 
crispened it and used it as crackling Claire wondered 
whether the chef was making a sardonic reference to 
the state of her poor beleaguered bum. Claire Brooks 
sipped the 2002 Gary Farrell Redwood Ranch 
Sauvignon Blanc which perfectly balanced a blend of 
grapefruit, minerals and smoke, and smiled innocently 
at her father and did her best not to wriggle and 
squirm. 

 
It was not an altogether unusual experience 

for Claire to break bread with her father while 
sporting a hot arse. At Chez Brooks it was policy that 
spankings should not interfere with the daily routine. 
It was not at all unusual for Claire having just taken a 
trip over Ma’s knee, to be required to sit down for 
family supper where she was expected to be witty 
and charming.  
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Claire did her level best to be witty and 

charming but she was quite relieved when lunch was 
over and she could take her leave so that her father 
could discuss private Woody business with Mr 
Humphries and Susan Lawton. 

 
“Major Lawton is doing a stellar job,” said 

Christopher Brooks. “She has managed to convince 
several key officials to provide us with some damning 
evidence that the System was a huge government 
hoax to distract the Great Unwashed from their fiscal 
chicanery. Establishing the Back to School Units was 
the perfect Trojan Horse.” 

Ms Lawton sighed. “It is even more sordid than 
we imagined. The government paid the Forsham-
Smythe Corporation gazillions to use their TV 
networks and newspapers to stir up anti-Ladette 
feeling. Of course Melissa saw an opportunity and 
made sure she was well-placed to pocket even more 
government commissions out of the bounties placed 
on the heads of the Celebrity Ladettes. The deeper I 
dig the more I understand just how powerful and 
influential she is; not to mention the mind-boggling 
extent of her malice and corruption.” 

“I’m preparing to have warrants issued for 
several high-profile arrests,” said the Prime Minister. 
“Once the Great Unwashed learn the truth I’m certain 
I can get a bill passed to abolish the whole Back to 
School system.” 

“And when do we get to nail Melissa’s tits to 
the mast?” asked the Grand Master.  
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21 

 
Peace Talks 

 
 
Armanisuit was feeling beleaguered. For weeks 

he had been holed up in Melissa Forsham-Smythe’s 
Caribbean hideaway. Despite his luxurious 
surroundings it was by no means a relaxing 
sabbatical. Melissa was furious that despite offering 
healthy bribes to senior members of the Department 
of Public Prosecution warrants for her arrest had not 
been rescinded. She held Armanisuit personally 
responsible and constantly harangued him in a most 
disagreeable manner. 

Lord Rufus Lewis did not treat him any better. 
His Lordship considered the lawyer to be nothing 
more than a hired lackey and kept him constantly 
busy with dubious banking transactions and other 
nefarious activities associated with the Confederacy of 
Yoofs. Armanisuit had attempted to address the issue 
of compensation for his services but the aristocrat 
always promptly changed the subject. It was all most 
disagreeable. 
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“The be-yotch whopped the piss out me!” 
wailed Janet Mitchell. 

Yvonne Godfrey suppressed a grin. She had 
suspected that any meeting with Patty would end 
disagreeably so she had sent Janet as her emissary. 

“Oh don’t be such a muff,” said Yvonne sternly. 
“What did Patty want?” 

Janet rubbed the seat of her skirt. “She wants 
you to arrange a meeting with Katie. She doesn’t trust 
the Wart and she thinks Katie will listen to you. She 
wants to make a peace offering.” 

 
“If you come anywhere near me with that 

slipper, Katie, I’ll bop you on the sniffer,” said Yvonne 
threateningly. “Patty wants a pow-wow.” 

“I have nothing to say to that be-yotch,” 
snapped Katie, “she whopped the piss out of me.” 

“And you slippered the crap out of her live on 
candid camera,” Yvonne reminded Katie. “I guess she 
figures you’re even. I think you should hear her out.” 

Katie narrowed her eyes suspiciously. “What’s 
in this for you, Godfrey? You don’t broker peace talks 
unless you think you can use them to your 
advantage.” 

Yvonne shrugged. “I’m just an old friend trying 
to smooth things over.” 

Katie snorted. “Old friend, my bumbags! 
You’ve never had a friend in your life. If I find that 
you’re trying to play two ends against the middle I’ll 
flail you alive.” 
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Patty arrived at the peace talks carrying a 
placatory bunch of posies and a teasing bottle of 
1999 Chateau de la Grille.  

“I know I got carried away,” said Patty, “but I 
wasn’t thinking straight. I realize that it was a mistake 
now and I’ve come to ask your forgiveness.” 

Katie was deeply suspicious of Patty’s motives 
but was distracted by the beauty of the floral 
arrangement and the magisterial combination of black 
fruits, heavy pepper and polished minerality of the 
wine. 

Katie swilled the wine around in her mouth, 
savoring the flavors. “It was an emotional day,” she 
said finally, “but you can see my position? I gave you 
an assignment and you failed to deliver. You would 
never have tolerated that while you were in power, 
why would you expect me to?” 

Patty bit her lip and counted backwards from 
ten. “It was a difficult assignment Katie,” she 
countered. “If Morton had even blinked out of place I 
would have bent her over immediately. There’s 
nobody’s bumbags I would prefer to cut to tatters,” 
Patty assured Katie. 

“Then what are these?” snapped Katie. She 
reached behind the sofa and extracted the 
polystyrene buttock effigy she had sneaked out of 
Patty’s quarters while the former Deputy Grand Dame 
was in the shower. 

Katie turned back the elastic waistband of the 
navy blue bumbags stretched over the mannequin. 
“Would you care to explain this?” she asked. 

The name-tag inside the bumbags read ‘Katie 
Beck – Unit Matron.’ 
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“Grrrrrrrrrrrrrrr!” growled Patty. “You stole my 
private property!” 

“And you seem to have stolen some of mine,” 
Katie pointed out curtly. “Now should we talk about 
your next assignment?” 

 
“Missing a pair of bumbags?” Debs asked the 

Bounder and tossed the pair she had retrieved on 
Bernadette’s desk. “Patty has been using them for 
target practice.” 

“She stole my fucking bumbags?” the Bounder 
growled indignantly. 

“Don’t feel singled out or persecuted, she had 
a pair of mine as well, and Katie’s too,” laughed Debs. 
“She is clearly fucking barking.” 

Bernadette glowered. “We ought to string that 
fucking be-yotch up by her bumbags,” she snarled. 

Deborah giggled. “Lovely thought but it’ll have 
to wait. Unfortunately I have to go and cane Cassie 
Cassy,” she said sounding suddenly gloomy. 
“Sometimes I hate this job.” 

 
  
 
 
      
 



 

 

22 

 
Thanks for Agreeing to Beat Me 

 
 
“Sir, I’m not sure that it would be appropriate 

for me to cane a gal for collar and tie abuse,” said 
Debs. “After all I hold the record for being punished 
for breaking the protocol.” 

“She doesn’t want to be slippered by Katie,” 
explained the Grand Master. “She specifically asked 
for you to give her the beating. You’ll be doing her a 
favor.” 

Deborah groaned. “Only at Woodys could 
giving a gal six of the best be considered doing them 
a favor.” 

 
Deborah cut through the corridors, hallways 

and stairwells of the vast building. She carried her 
ashplant tucked under her arm. Debs had learned to 
be dispassionate about her duties even when they 
included beating some of her closest chums. 
Nonetheless, the idea that she was on her way to 
cane Cassie for collar and tie abuse did strike her as 
vaguely ridiculous. 
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For the first six years of her sentence Debs had 
been amongst the most notoriously clobber 
challenged inmates, especially when it came to collar 
and tie abuse.  

Even at the height of her fame, when she had 
been one of the most photographed women in the 
world, she had never paid much attention to her 
appearance or the fashion scene. She had been quite 
happy in baggy shirts, jeans and cowboy boots. She 
generally hid her face behind over-sized sunglasses 
and a long-peaked baseball cap.  

At Woodys she had found the requirement to 
dress in clobber quite convenient as she didn’t have 
to think about her daily wardrobe. Nonetheless, she 
found abiding by the stringent protocols of the Politics 
of Clobber to be a challenge. She particularly hated 
having to fasten her top button and cover it with the 
knot of her tie. She complained that she felt that she 
was being garroted. 

Her chum Nixdown teased her that it was 
because she bought ‘catalogue crap’ clobber on-line. 
Over the years Debs established the unit’s record for 
being beaten for collar and tie abuse. 

However when Debs had been selected as 
Deputy Red-shirt Nixdown had insisted that she 
improve her sartorial attire. Despite Deborah’s 
objections Nix had flown in her personal clobber 
consultant and had Debs fitted out with a new tailor-
made wardrobe. Generously Nix had charged the new 
clobber to her father’s account. 

Even the new swanky modes might not have 
cured Deborah of her inherent tendency towards 
scruffiness if she hadn’t been assigned Lady Derby 
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Huntington as her grubby. Derby fussed over her, 
compulsively laying out her clobber and checking 
every button, seam and thread before Debs was 
allowed to wear a garment. Derby insisted that she 
change her clobber as often as three times a day. She 
requisitioned stacks of blouses from the bespoke 
tailor. Indulgently Nixdown approved the 
expenditures with a flourish of her Mont Blanc 
fountain pen. 

At first Deborah had found the grubbys 
fastidiousness irritating but she quickly recognized 
that putting up any resistance was an exercise in 
futility. In private she was forced to admit to her 
chums that she found the effects of the over-haul to 
be rather flattering.  

Nonetheless, she was not convinced that 
without the services of Derby she wouldn’t revert to 
looking like a hobo so she was rather uncomfortable 
with the prospect of caning Cassie for clobber abuse. 
She sighed and stepped into the corridor that led to 
the library. 

 
“Thank you for agreeing to beat me,” said 

Cassie cheerily as she shrugged off her blazer. “Katie 
really gave me the pip today. She’s an inept buffoon.” 

Debs did her best not to laugh. She loved 
Cassie like a sister but on many levels it was clear 
that she was quite certifiable. 

“You’re very welcome I suppose,” said Debs as 
she flexed the cane between her hands. “I suppose 
you’d better go over to the fireplace and bend over.” 

Cassie grinned and tossed her blazer aside. 
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Debs took a deep breath and concentrated. 
Cassie was folded in half with her fingers touching the 
tips of her pointed shoes and her navy blue bumbags 
stretched tightly across her upturned derrière. Debs 
took a tight grip on the cane and slashed it through 
the air. 

Despite her reservations about being the 
appropriate gal for this particular mission Debs caned 
Cassie with her trademark expertise and efficiency. 
On some levels beating Cassie was a stress-free job; 
she remained compliantly in position and apart from 
the odd twitch and squirm showed no signs of 
discomfort. In fact when she was given the release 
command she was looking remarkably chipper. 

“Thank you, Ma’am,” she said with a cheerful 
grin on her face. “Now if you don’t mind hurrying up 
with the post-processing I’ve got to cut along. I need 
to organize the kitchen detail or you’ll all be going 
hungry at supper time.”  

 
 
 
 



 

 

23 

 
Repossessed Bumbags 

 
 
Patty Hodge was not in the mood for supper. 

In fact she was feeling quite bilious. The attempt at 
peace talks with Katie had not gone too plan. She had 
been alarmed when Katie had confronted her with the 
pair of stolen bumbags. After the talks had faltered 
Patty had raced back to her quarters as fast as her 
long legs could carry her. Her heart had sunk when 
she peered into the drawer that normally contained 
the other pairs of contraband bumbags. Both pairs, 
originally owned by Debs and the Bounder, were 
missing; presumably back in the possession of their 
rightful owners. 

She gnashed her teeth and wrang her hands in 
dismay. Not only had her most treasured loot been 
repossessed but now her most hated enemies had 
irrefutable evidence of her heinous late-night voodoo 
rituals. It was a disaster of the highest order. She 
poured herself a stiff drink and began to weep. 

 
“Perhaps I should give them back,” said Debs. 
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“Are you fucking barking?” demanded Nix. 
“She stole your bumbags and spends her nights 
thrashing the piss out of them and you want to give 
them back?” 

“Well there’s really no harm done,” sighed 
Debs, “at least my arse wasn’t in them. Besides 
they’re no use to me now, she’s thrashed them until 
they’re nearly threadbare. It’s not as if I’m ever going 
to wear them again.” 

Nixdown shook her head in disbelief. “You’re 
certifiable, you know that Debs?” 

Deborah grinned. “That’s a compliment coming 
from you,” she giggled. 

 
Patty gaped. She had spent an unsatisfactory 

morning in the lecture rooms. No matter how hard 
she tried to be her usual autocratic self she knew that 
the inmates were giggling behind their hands. She 
had no doubt that they all had downloads of her 
humiliating slippering on their hard-drives and there 
was nothing she could do about it. 

She had nervously logged onto the 
www.woodetes.com web-site and had been horrified 
to learn that over ten thousand members in far-flung 
corners of the globe had downloaded the file. Patty 
Hodge’s bumbags were now international fare. 

She gaped at another pair of internationally 
famous bumbags stretched over the mannequin 
buttocks. With trembling fingers she turned back the 
waist band and looked at the label. ‘Morton, D, Phase 
7’, was neatly embroidered on the tag. Beside the 
mannequin another pair of navy blues was neatly 
folded. She picked up the accompanying note. ‘Those 

http://www.woodetes.com/�


A Spanking Burlesque 
 

 

are getting threadbare so I’ve supplied a back-up, 
enjoy!’ was written in Deborah’s unmistakably neat 
script. 

Patty Hodge just gaped. 
 
Deborah seated herself in the front seat of the 

lecture room and folded her arms on the desktop.  
“Good afternoon, Ma’am,” she said politely 

without even a hint of sarcasm.  
“Good afternoon, Deborah,” Patty said 

uncertainly. She placed her briefcase on the front 
desk and extracted a pile of copybooks and started to 
rummage through them. Deborah’s selection to seat 
herself slap-bang in front of her had disorientated 
her. Generally Debs found a seat that put the 
maximum distance between her bumbags and Patty’s 
lethal wye-tipped canes. She sorted the books into 
piles and occasionally glanced up at Debs. Deborah 
was sitting quietly and looking attentive. She had paid 
particular attention to her appearance. Her clobber 
looked crisp and starched. Her black silk neck-tie had 
been expertly knotted by Lady Derby. She had swept 
her slightly wavy hair back behind a black headband 
and wore only the slightest hint of make-up. Patty 
Hodge found Deborah’s calm repose unsettling. 

“I have reviewed your assignment Deborah,” 
she said finally. “I have to say that it was an 
exemplary piece of research and I have annotated 
your file with a special citation.” 

“That is kind of you, Ma’am,” said Deborah 
sweetly. “Of course it was your splendid lecture notes 
that form the basis of my report. I would have been 
completely lost without your direction.” 
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Patty just gaped at Debs. 
 
Patty lashed her wye-tipped cane across Debs 

bumbags. 
“I hate you, I hate you, I hate you!” she 

screamed as she slashed the cane downwards. 
After a dozen or so whacks she slumped down 

into an armchair and took a healthy slug of gin and 
tonic. For decades she had prided herself in her 
Machiavellian genius but now she felt like she was 
falling apart at the seams. It was all most 
disconcerting.    

 



 

 

24 

 
Ms Robin Wharton 

 
 
The Wart sat on her usual bar-stool in the 

saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes. She was feeling 
lonely and miserable. Without the alluring presence of 
Patty and Katie the local lothario’s were ignoring her. 
Robin Wharton acknowledged that she had allowed 
herself to go to seed. Years of hard drinking, heavy 
smoking and a fondness for her tucker had taken 
their toll. She had once been a vibrant beauty with a 
certain charm that she had used to her advantage. 

 
At school despite her reputation as an odious 

sneak and bully who would sacrifice her best friend’s 
bumbags to avoid getting caned herself she still 
managed to attract a circle of sycophants. She 
treated them like her personal staff and they were 
expected to confess to Robin’s sins whenever there 
were whops on the horizon. She was one of the few 
gals at the school who navigated the first six years 
without a single stroke of the cane slashing across 
her bumbags. 
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She campaigned assiduously for the role of 
Head Prefect. She toadied up to the Brass and made 
herself indispensible to the outgoing Headgal. 
Although by nature she was bone idle and was not in 
the least bit interested in performing the mundane 
administrative functions expected of her it was the 
authority to cane the other pupils that attracted her 
to the position. Having installed a cadre of her 
sycophants in key roles, to lessen her tiresome 
burden, she embarked on a frenzy of whops.  

The system operated at the school gave her 
the authority to cane gals in the privacy of her study 
without the matter being entered into the official 
record. It was a system open for abuse and Robin 
abused it liberally. Although she was only sanctioned 
to deliver three strokes in an individual session many 
diarists recall that she would often cane them multiple 
times on the same day. 

Despite their pain and suffering the pupils were 
forced to endure her tyranny without complaint. The 
alternative was a trip to the Headmistress’s study 
where the punishments were more severe and were 
accompanied by a letter to their parents describing 
their errant behavior. 

For the majority of the time she operated with 
impunity and was only ever exposed once, when she 
forced a gal to cross the quadrangle in her pajamas 
during a snow-storm. The unfortunate gal who was 
sporting three sets of stripes on her poor beleaguered 
bum ended up in the infirmary with a severe chill. 
Robin was caned in front of the whole school and by 
all accounts she made a total muff of herself. 
Inexplicably she managed to retain power and by the 
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time the year was over her whop rate was over five 
times that of any of her predecessors. 

Having developed a taste for whops and 
tequila she enrolled in Teachers Training College 
where she read geography which took little effort and 
allowed her plenty of time for engaging in liaisons 
with wealthy and generally married lovers. 

Once she had graduated she sought 
employment at private schools with reputations for 
harsh discipline. For almost two decades she 
appeared amongst the highest echelons of the 
Ministry of Educations list of top disciplinarians. When 
Ms Lawton was scouting for Brass for the newly 
opened Woody Back to School unit Robin Wharton 
was a shoe-in. 

When she joined the Brass her looks were 
already fading and her taste for gluttonous dining had 
added significant inches to her girth. However, she 
immediately palled up with the beautiful Patty and 
scored numerous hot dates just by association. 

At that time Katie Beck was still an inmate but 
she had attracted the attention of Patty. Patty 
assigned the Wart the task of covertly training Katie 
for taking on the powerful role of Red-shirt and to act 
as Commandant of the SS. In the background Patty 
smoothed the way for Katie’s eventual promotion.  

The Wart was impressed by Katie who needed 
little in the way of training as she was a cruel and 
devious be-yotch by nature. The two women became 
tight and Katie would go on to become the most 
tyrannical Red-shirt in the unit’s history. 

The Wart had been over-joyed when Katie had 
returned as the unit’s matron. Not only did she 
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strengthen the ranks of the Radical Right but in the 
subordinate position of only being considered semi-
Brass she replaced Robin as Patty’s personal lackey. 

The Wart slammed down several hits of 
tequila. The glory days of the Radical Right were long 
over and now with Patty and Katie at each other’s 
throats Robin Wharton felt miserable and insecure. 
Her attempts to parlay a peace deal between the 
warring factions appeared to have failed. She 
watched with increasing alarm as public opinion 
appeared to be shifting in favor of the Back to School 
units being closed down. She wondered what would 
become of her.   

 
 



 

 

25 

 
A Humanitarian Gesture 

 
 
The Bounder was furious. 
“You gave her back your bumbags?” she 

squealed. “Do you know how much I could have got 
at auction for a pair of bumbags with that kind of 
provenance? How many times have I told you not to 
make business decisions without consulting me?”  

Deborah suppressed a grin. “I didn’t really 
think of it as a business deal,” she told Bernadette. “I 
saw it more as a humanitarian gesture.” 

The Bounder snorted. “I should put you over 
my knee and spank you with your own hairbrush,” 
she retorted. “As a member of Team Morton I would 
be quite within my rights.” 

 
Christy Cranfield put Debs over her knee and 

spanked her with the ceremonial wood backed 
hairbrush. It was Friday evening and as usual Christy 
and Spanky had come up from the Smoke and taken 
up residence at the facility. 

Spanky was tied up in a planning session with 
Cat Cassidy so Christy had invited Debs for a gals’ 
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night out. After cocktails at a Woody friendly local bar 
they had visited Monets for a slap-up meal. As usual 
Debs had been pestered for autographs and photos 
before Oliver had escorted them to a discrete table in 
the safety of the VIP bar. 

“I need to ask you a favor,” said Debs. “The 
Bounders got me booked for another spanking photo-
set on Sunday,” she continued rather gloomily, “I 
really don’t want to do it but the money’s too good to 
turn down. I’d like you to do the spanking.” 

 
Debs had not planned to end the evening head 

down, arse up across Christy Cranfield’s lap. Generally 
being put over the knee was Deborah’s least favorite 
position for being punished. She always found it 
slightly undignified, however as she felt Christy 
tucking her in tightly to the fold of her lap she felt 
surprisingly comfortable. 

Debs Morton had complete trust in Christy 
Cranfield. Their friendship dated back almost a 
decade and a half to their days together at the 
Queensgate Academy. Debs who was two years 
younger than Christy had been flattered when the 
iconic Christy had taken her under her wing and 
befriended her. Deborah had been the envy of the 
school. 

During Deborah’s fated fifth year at the 
academy it had been Christy who had been tasked 
with thrashing her every Friday night throughout the 
year. Despite these untoward circumstances their 
friendship had survived intact. Christy had dined with 
Debs the night before she was arrested and thrown in 
Woodys. 
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With Debs incarcerated and Christy carving out 
an illustrious career in Manhattan they had mostly 
communicated with Xmas and birthday cards until 
Christy had reemerged in the aftermath of the Snobs 
and Rotters tribunal. 

Christy Cranfield had confessed that she was a 
die-hard spankette and had been instrumental in 
helping Debs discover her own inner spankette. 

 
Debs squeezed her eyes shut as she felt the 

pleated skirt of her gymslip being turned back and 
her bumbags being slowly rolled down. 

She felt an adrenalin rush as Christy slowly 
circled the head of the brush over each unprotected 
buttock. Her heart was pounding and she ran her 
tongue over her dry lips. A few months ago Debs 
would have scoffed at the suggestion that she 
enjoyed this sensation but now the feeling of nervous 
anticipation was intoxicating. 

 
Christy spanked Debs with cool deliberation. 

She allowed plenty of time between spanks to allow 
Deborah to savor the full cycle. Debs wriggled and 
squirmed in genuine consternation as the unyielding 
brush burned her upturned orbs. 

Debs had spent many nights in the company of 
Nixdown attempting to get to grips with her new 
found desire for punishment and pain. 

Nix had encouraged her to study the works of 
the well-known masochist, Dagmar Rasmussen. Miss 
Rasmussen wrote that she enjoys the build up and 
the aftermath but that it was a shame about the few 
minutes in the middle. 
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With her backside burning feverishly Debs 
tended to subscribe to the Scandinavian’s learned 
philosophies. Nonetheless, when Christy cracked 
down the twelfth and final spank Debs found herself 
wanting more.  

 
Christy looked down at the already raging 

inferno. Personally she felt that she had already done 
an adequate job but Debs imploring her to continue. 

“Are you ready?” she asked. 
“Yes Ma’am,” grunted Debs and wiggled her 

bum saucily. 
Christy Cranfield sighed and brought the oval-

headed hairbrush down with an emphatic crack. 
 
 
 



 

 

26 

 
Baroness Beck 

 
 
Yvonne Godfrey looked at her watch nervously. 

In the darkness of the cloisters she kept her eyes 
peeled for members of the Elite out on surveillance 
duties. 

She had become nervous when Patty sent 
word that she wanted to pow-wow and instructed her 
not to send that ‘damn fool Mitchell’. 

Yvonne was acutely aware that Ellen or Suzy or 
whoever was working the security detail could 
monitor her every move due to the electronic 
transponder she was forced to wear around her 
ankle. She had no business being out in the cloisters 
and was guaranteed at a least a painful six of the 
best if she was spotted and probably far worse. 

 
“I need you to plant bugs in the Wart’s Lair 

and Katie’s office,” Patty said imperiously. “You have 
plenty of opportunity during routine maintenance 
duties.” 

“Bugs? I assume you mean listening devices?” 
said Yvonne. “Are you fucking barking? My 
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movements are closely monitored; it will be fucking 
obvious who is responsible if they are discovered.” 

“Why would they be discovered?” asked Patty. 
“It’s not like Katie or the Wart sweep their rooms. If 
you are careful they will never be discovered.” 

Yvonne snorted. “After Katie found that 
somebody had put hidden cameras in her office don’t 
you think she’s taking precautions? She’s not stupid 
you know.”  

“It’s a risk we’ll have to take,” said Patty 
dismissively.  

“We’ll? I don’t see much we in this mission. It 
sounds to me that it’s my bumbags and mine alone 
that are on the line. What’s in this for me?” squealed 
Yvonne. 

“I’m hoping to locate Katie’s secret files,” said 
Patty. “If those files ever go public you’ll have your 
own share of explaining to do.” 

Yvonne curled her lip contemptuously. “What 
are they going to do? Send me to the fucking Big 
House? It might have escaped your notice but I’ve 
already been banged up for most of the last ten 
years, a few fucking silly emails are hardly going to 
make things any worse.” 

Patty scowled. She considered turning Yvonne 
over her knee and giving her a damn good spanking. 
She would always be able to explain that she had 
happened across Yvonne illegally lurking in the 
cloisters and no further questions would be asked. 
After some consideration she decided against 
alienating her former aide. 
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“Give it some thought,” she said finally. “Now 
cut along before somebody finds you outside without 
permission and gives you six.” 

Yvonne scowled and turned on her heel. 
 
“Heyho Warty-one,” said Patty gaily. “I brought 

some tequila and fresh limes; I thought that you 
might care for a nightcap.” 

She pulled out two shot glasses and poured 
two large hits. She handed one to the Wart. It 
occurred to Patty that the Wart might have been 
indulging already. She was not looking too secure on 
her pins. 

“Bottoms up,” said Patty. “Down the hatch.” 
“Schlatch schblottoms down and out,” said the 

Wart and slammed down the liquor. 
Patty frowned but poured a refill. “Were you 

out with Katie tonight?” she asked. 
“Shlatie, sklatie, no shlinking Shatie,” muttered 

the Wart. 
“Oh good fucking grief,” said Patty. “You 

should get some rest. We’ll talk in the morning.” 
There was nothing else for it Patty decided 

other than to return to her quarters and thrash the 
piss out of Debs Morton’s bumbags for therapeutic 
purposes. 

 
Katie took off her red and black striped blazer 

and hung it up in her wardrobe. She had spent the 
evening in the company of her new beau, a blue-
blooded Baron. She had worn a micro-mini gymslip 
which left little to the imagination for the mission. It 
was their second date so she had allowed the 
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aristocrat a surreptitious fondle of her legs under the 
table but she had slapped his hand away when he 
tried to go further. It was not that Katie was a prude 
but she wanted to keep him on the hook. She had 
agreed to allow him to take her sailing the following 
day on his luxury yacht.  

Katie studied herself in the mirror. At thirty 
years old she was a beautiful specimen and kept in 
shape with a daily aerobics work-out. Her long legs, 
tight waist and well-formed breasts complimented an 
open and attractive face.  

Katie was deeply concerned about the 
mounting rumors that the Back to School units would 
be closed down and that she would be looking for 
alternative digs in the near future. It was time to take 
positive action and staring at her reflection Katie Beck 
considered herself to be exactly the type of arm-bling 
well-suited for snagging herself a baronet. 

 
 
 
 



 

 

27 

 
Jojo Blows a Raspberry 

 
 
Jojo laid her head on Mr Humphries shoulder. 

“That was fun tonight, kinda,” she giggled, “but my 
bum is still very sore. Patsy spanks hard.” 

The Grand Master stroked his fiancé’s red hair 
tenderly. “That will teach you to goad folks,” he 
chuckled. 

As usual Mr Humphries had hosted a Saturday 
night feast in the Great Hall. There had been fine 
dining and copious wining and some good-humored 
social spanking for the after dinner entertainment. 
The participants for the recreational spankings had 
been selected by a random distribution of playing 
cards and the cards had dictated that Jojo would be 
spanked by the Amazonian Rastafarian beauty Patsy 
Butcher. 

Jojo had long suspected that her lover was 
something of a card sharp and that there was very 
little random about the Saturday night pairings but 
she was mildly squiffy and mounted the steps to the 
stage with a cheerful grin on her face. 
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Standing five feet ten inches in stockinged feet 
Patsy was an impressive specimen of womanhood. 
Before her unfortunate arrest and incarceration she 
and her sister Lindsey had been known as the fastest 
twins in the world and had both been hotly tipped to 
win gold at the upcoming Olympics.  

Standing beneath the single spotlight on the 
stage in her short navy blue pleated skirt and form 
hugging white blouse she looked magnificent. She 
grinned at Jojo. 

Patsy and Jojo were tight. Although Patsy had 
finished her sentence and no longer lived in the 
Woody compound she regularly returned to the 
campus to attend the Art Master classes taught by 
Joanna. She also volunteered as a set designer for 
Jojo’s upcoming ‘Whops and Clobber’ production. 

Patsy sat down on a chair and Jojo allowed 
herself to be lowered over her chums lap. 

 
“Didn’t hurt,” giggled Jojo and she stuck out 

her tongue and blew a raspberry in her chums face. 
The speed with which Jojo had found herself 

head down, arse up for a second time had been 
breath-taking. Before she had a chance to object her 
skirt was flipped back and her bumbags were 
concertinaed around her ankles. 

Patsy kept in shape and her strong right arm 
pumped up and down as she launched a blitz attack 
on Jojo’s upturned derriere. It was all over in a matter 
of seconds but the thirty-six spanks that landed were 
more than adequate to transform Jojo’s rear end to 
the color of a Caribbean sunset. 
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Jojo hopped to her feet as soon as Patsy 
released her tight grip around her waist. 

“Alright, alright already, you’ve proved your 
point,” she muttered as she retrieved her bumbags. 
“You didn’t have to take it so personally.”  

Patsy chewed her bottom lip. “I’m sorry, sis, I 
don’t know what came over me,” she said sheepishly. 

 
In some strata’s of society the notion of 

spankings as after-dinner entertainment might be 
considered to be a tad unusual but for the Woody 
gals it just seemed like a natural extension of their 
daily lives and harmless fun. Although Jojo had been 
taken aback by her second unscheduled trip over 
Patsy’s knee she understood that the spanking had 
been delivered in the spirit of the feasts. 

She scowled theatrically at Patsy. “That was 
hardly sporting,” but she couldn’t stop herself from 
giggling. Jojo rolled her eyes. “Sheesh, Patsy, you’ve 
got hands like house bricks.” 

She retrieved her blazer and straightened her 
clobber. Sensing Patsy’s uneasiness she slipped her 
arm into her chums as they left the stage. 

 
“I didn’t goad her,” giggled Jojo, “I was just 

making an observation.” 
The Grand Master smiled indulgently. “I’m 

dining with the Prime Minister again tomorrow. I 
believe that he has secured the necessary majority to 
go in front of the House and propose the partial 
closure of the units. You could be a free-woman 
within weeks.” 
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“Well in theory unless you formally flunked me 
I would be anyway, or at least I’d be on probation,” 
said Jojo. “But if you’re going to stay on as Grand 
Master of the new unit we’ll still live here won’t we?” 

The Grand Master nodded. “But not in these 
quarters. We’ll continue with the plans to build the 
new house over by the orchard where we’ll have the 
best view across the Downs.” 

“It will be kind of strange after all this time 
being locked up to be the Grand Master’s wife,” 
giggled Jojo.  

“I met with Cat and Spanky last night,” said 
the Grand Master. “Plans for the Resort are 
progressing; I have a feeling we are going to live in 
interesting times.” 

“Bottoms up to that, Sir,” laughed Jojo as she 
turned out the bedside light. “Whatever else can be 
said about life at Woodys it can never be described as 
being dull.” 

 
  
 
 
   
 
 
   
 



 

 

28 

 
A Cultural Icon 

 
 
Lady Derby handed Debs a glass of Veuve de 

Clicquot. “Drink this Ma’am; it will help calm your 
nerves.” 

 Debs sipped on the bubbles gratefully as she 
watched the small camera crew putting the finishing 
touches to the set. She had been relieved to find that 
Bernadette had arranged for a familiar crew to 
perform the shoot. 

The make-up girl was working on Christy. Miss 
Cranfield was dressed in a smart pin-striped business 
suit over a long collared white silk shirt. She had her 
hair pulled back in her trademark braid and was 
sporting a pair of horn-rimmed glasses that added to 
her aura of a strict martinet. 

Deborah bummed a cigarette from Rosemary 
and smoked it nervously. Even at the height of her 
fame Debs had never been entirely comfortable in 
front of the camera and she was acutely aware that in 
a few hours time her tautened bumbags were going 
to be all over the internet again. 
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The quarterly periodical ‘Whops and Clobber’ 
had proven so successful that it had decided to 
launch itself on the net. The Bounder had negotiated 
a handsome deal. In return for appearing as the 
featured model for the inaugural release Debs would 
receive five-per-cent of the subscriptions in lieu of a 
fixed fee. According to Bernadette’s calculations 
Deborah was in for a hefty payday. 

Debs swallowed her drink and went in search 
of a refill.  

“We’re ready when you are Miss Morton,” 
announced the director of photography.  

“I’ll be right with you,” said Debs a little 
gloomily and bummed another cigarette. 

 
Deborah looked at the images on the digital 

camera. There was no question that subscribers to 
the new site would be getting value for money. Debs 
had had no difficulty in supplying the photographer 
with the required facial contortions and distressed 
affects that were popular with her fans. Twenty-four 
hearty whacks of the wood-backed hairbrush had 
seen to that. 

 
“My bum looks like two ripe tomatoes,” 

complained Debs.  
“Just think of all the lovely wonga,” said 

Bernadette gaily. “Besides you probably enjoyed it.” 
“Hmmmph!” snorted Debs. 
On Friday evening Deborah had thoroughly 

enjoyed herself bent over Christy’s knee having her 
bottom spanked with the hairbrush. However, she 
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had found little pleasurable about the Sunday 
afternoon photo-shoot. It was something of a chore.  

Debs had worked with the cameras as 
efficiently as possible. Since embarking upon her 
unexpected career as a spanking model she had 
become quite skilled at arranging herself into position 
so that every nuance of the spanking was captured. 
However, the constant rearranging made it impossible 
for her to get into the zone and the extended 
spanking had caused her considerable consternation. 

“It’s all very well for you to be blasé, Bounder, 
I get spanked until I squeak and you get to pocket 
fifteen per cent of the fee,” grumbled Debs. 

“Believe you me,” retorted the Bounder, “if I 
could make the money they pay you for having your 
bumbags dusted my arse would be all over the net.” 

 
“The first edition has just been posted, 

Ma’am,” said Lady Derby. “I have to say that you look 
magnificent.” 

Debs clicked on the link to the new site. The 
opening page was innocuous enough and featured a 
vanilla picture of her that she was forced to admit 
was rather flattering. She sighed and clicked onto the 
next page, knowing what to expect. There was a 
montage of a dozen photographs featuring her 
looking increasingly apprehensive as Christy was 
explaining to her that she was going to be spanked. 
Debs had to admit that they looked very realistic, 
which wasn’t really surprising as under the terms of 
her lucrative contract the spanking had to be for real. 
While Christy had been informing her that she 
intended to give her a damn good spanking Debs had 
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momentarily flinched and the camera woman had 
captured her look of resigned dismay perfectly. 

More pages followed, showing Debs in ever 
increasing states of agitation as the spanking 
progressed. Debs sighed. There was no question that 
the pictures were of the highest quality and would 
doubtless become collector’s items. She knew that 
she would most likely earn considerable quantities of 
much-needed wedge but it still galled her that the 
most popular pictures were not of her looking pretty 
but with her face contorted in agony.  

She rubbed the seat of her skirt unashamedly 
and wondered whether she would ever fully 
understand the spanking community for whom she 
had now become a cultural icon.  
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