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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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Nobody Likes Being Brat Spanked 

 
 
Cathryn Cassidy leaned against the bar in the 

VIP Room at Monets. Her entrance to the exclusive 
restaurant had attracted considerable attention. The 
punters were more used to seeing Cat in her civilian 
attire of brightly colored leather jackets and matching 
boots. However, this evening, as she strode through 
the main dining room they were treated to the sight 
of her fully clobbered up. Her miniscule gymslip 
showed off her long legs to great effect and barely 
covered her bumbags as she walked. 

Cat’s boyfriend, Mark, was waiting in the bar. 
He offered her a seat. 

“I think that I’ll stand up for little while,” she 
smiled, “until things cool down a little.” 

Mark grinned and ordered her a glass of 
bubbles. 

 
Cat Cassidy was an Old Gal at the Woody Back 

to School Unit. She had officially finished her seven-
year sentence and completed her parole year. She 
had elected to remain as a resident on the campus 
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while she completed her on-line degree in 
International Business. 

She enjoyed considerable privileges and 
freedoms, including unrestricted curfews and the right 
to wear civilian clothing for the majority of the time. 
However, at the legendary Old Gal Whops and 
Clobber Summit Cathryn had personally negotiated 
the terms that established the behavior and 
disciplinary regime that the Old Gals would be 
required to abide by during their attendance of 
lectures.  

Cathryn was forced to acknowledge that 
beaning her chum Melons with a pellet from a high-
powered catapult did not fit within the expected 
behavior protocols that she had agreed to. 

In fairness to Cat her assault on Melons had 
been purely retaliatory but nonetheless she had been 
caught bang to rights and shown a red card. 

 
Cat had retired to her apartment to change 

into clobber before her appointment with the Grand 
Master. She was in no particular hurry and took her 
time hanging up her casual clothes before taking 
down her clobber and laying it out on the bed. 

She pulled on a crisply starched white blouse 
with red piping embroidered around the collar and 
fastened it. She threaded a red and black striped tie 
under the collar and knotted it, leaving it slightly 
lowered and the top button of her blouse open. She 
picked up her dark gymslip with the pleated skirt and 
pulled it over her head. She loosely knotted a red 
sash around her waist and stepped into a pair of 
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black flat heeled shoes. She looked at her reflection in 
the mirror. 

Cathryn Cassidy was approaching her thirtieth 
birthday. She had spent almost nine years as a 
resident of the unit. She had other options available 
to her. Her parents were well-heeled and would be 
happy to help her re-establish herself on Civvy Street. 
Her boyfriend Mark constantly cajoled her to move off 
the campus and play house with him in his penthouse 
in the fashionable area of the local town. 
Nonetheless, she chose to remain at the compound 
and live in the confines of the small apartment. 

She placed a straw boater on her head and 
tilted it to a jaunty angle. She shrugged on a black 
and red striped blazer and fastened the top button. 
She lit a cigarette and with a slight smile on her face 
she set off to be beaten. 

 
The Grand Master took Cathryn down to the 

Brat Chamber and put her over his knee. He spanked 
her with a two-tailed George W tawse in front of a 
dozen gawking Brats. When they were finished they 
returned to his study so the thrashing could be post-
processed. Once their business was completed the 
Grand Master offered Cat a glass of champagne. 

 
Mr Humphries had considerable respect for Cat 

Cassidy. Every day more details were emerging of the 
massive government conspiracy that had resulted in 
hundreds of young women being stripped of their 
liberty and dispatched to the Back to School Units. 
Cat had been one of the first targets of the Dark 
Agents of the System. At first her arrest seemed to 
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have back-fired on the System and prompted a ‘Free 
Cat’ campaign but the Dark Agents had no intention 
of freeing Cathryn or handing back their substantial 
bounties. They implemented a ruthless purge of the 
Celebrity Ladettes and arrested Cat’s closest chum 
Melons, along with Penny Ann Evans and the Butcher 
Twins. Sensing that anti-Ladette feeling was running 
high they seized Yvonne Godfrey and her cronies 
from the Confederacy of Yoofs. The high-profile trial 
of the Yoofs distracted interest from the ‘Free Cat’ 
campaign and the Forsham-Smythe news agency’s 
mockingly called the stalled campaign ‘Who’s Cat’. 

Far from being daunted by her confinement 
Cathryn responded by rallying the inmates and 
preaching the life-style of mega-minxdom. During her 
handover briefings Ms Lawton had described Cat as 
being amongst the handful of influential inmates who 
held the balance between ‘relative peace and absolute 
anarchy’ at the facility. 

Wisely the Grand Master had elicited Cat’s 
support in his determined efforts to subjugate the 
Radical Right and dismantle the Secret Sorority of 
Serial Spankers. She had become one of his closest 
allies. 

 
“So, how was it?” The Grand Master asked her. 
Cat lit a cigarette and shrugged. “Nobody likes 

being Brat Spanked but it’ll make a good story for 
Mark,” she smiled. 

 
“What are we going to do with you, Cat?” 

asked Mark after she had given him a whop by whop 
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description of her unfortunate experience in the Brat 
Chamber.. 

“Take me home and spank me?” laughed 
Cathryn.    

 



 

 

2 

 
Ms Lawton Pays a Visit 

 
 
Victoria wolf-whistled at her chum. “Look at 

you all dressed up for church.” 
Cathryn grinned. “I’m having lunch with 

Mother,” she said by way of explanation. 
Victoria nodded understandingly. 
Cathryn Cassidy was wearing a gymslip of a 

respectable length. The top button of her crisp white 
blouse was fastened and neatly covered with the knot 
of her striped tie. Her make-up was flawless and she 
had pulled her jet-black hair into a pony-tail. 

The dynamic between Cathryn and her mother 
always amused Lady Vix. Caroline Cassidy had been 
the original poster-child for Ladette behavior. She had 
encouraged Cathryn’s wild and free-spirited 
tendencies and transformed her into the most 
independent woman Vix had ever met. Yet it only 
took a hint of a raised eyebrow from her mother and 
a suggestion that she should fasten her collar and tie 
and Cathryn instantly complied. 

 
“You look very smart, dear,” said Caroline. 



7 
 

 

 

Cat smiled and kissed her mother on her 
cheek. She was relieved that her mother had not 
arrived at Monets dressed in full clobber. 

“I’m thinking about breaking up with Mark,” 
Cat said. 

Her mother looked mildly surprised. “But I 
thought you were rather fond of him?” 

“I am, he’s a sweetie and he’s been wonderful 
to me,” said Cat, “but he’s really putting pressure on 
me to move in with him and that’s not what I want. 
He used to say that he respected my choice but it’s all 
he talks about these days. It’s kinda getting on my 
nerves.” 

Caroline reached across the table and patted 
her daughter’s hand. “I’m sure you’ll make the right 
decision Cathryn, you always do.” 

Oliver, the chef and proprietor, arrived with a 
bottle of Veuve de Cliquet and filled two flutes. Oliver 
was engaged to be married to Caroline’s younger 
daughter Cassie. Caroline beamed at him.   

“Did you see the news?” he asked. 
Cat and Caroline shook their heads. 
“They just arrested a dozen Dark Agents of the 

System and they are to be charged with perverting 
the course of justice,” he informed them. “The Prime 
Minister issued a personal statement and indicated 
that he’s preparing to present a bill to the house to 
have the unit’s closed down.” 

Caroline smiled across at Cathryn. “We have 
work to do, my dear,” she said. “We must make sure 
everybody is looked after and can return to Civvy 
Street with a few squids in their pockets.” 
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Cathryn nodded. Her mother had established a 
foundation and employed several aides to find 
housing and employment opportunities for the 
inmates when they were finally released. 

“Looks like the resort is going to become a 
reality,” said Cat. 

Caroline’s eyes twinkled. “Yes, I spoke with 
Spanky, she was most accommodating. I shall be 
taking up residence at the resort for several weeks a 
year.” 

“Mother!” squealed Cat. “I forbade you to talk 
to Spanky.” 

Caroline just smiled sublimely. “I know you did, 
but I know you didn’t really mean it.” 

“Oh good fucking grief,” said Cathryn 
helplessly. 

 
Jojo watched the Prime Minister’s speech in the 

Grand Master’s private quarters. 
“He sounds pretty confident,” she told her 

fiancé. 
“It’s just a matter of time now,” said Mr 

Humphries. “It looks like I’ll be marrying a free-
woman.” 

Jojo giggled. “You know what? I’ll only really 
feel like a free-woman once Malicious is banged up 
behind bars.” 

The Grand Master chuckled. “I don’t think 
you’ll have too long to wait. Major Lawton and Stacks 
Monroe are running out of patience.” 

 
“Who the hell are you,” asked Lord Rufus 

Lewis. He crossed his eyes and looked down at the 
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M9 9mm Parabellum Beretta that was pointed at his 
nose. 

“Major Lawton, Military Intelligence,” said 
Susan. 

Lord Rufus looked uncomfortable. “This is 
private property,” he muttered. 

“I know,” said Susan cheerily. “Why don’t we 
go and meet the proprietor?” 

“There are armed guards,” said Rufus. 
“No Your Lordship,” chuckled Susan. “Your 

pathetic militia has been encouraged to leave the 
island. Look out of the window.” 

Rufus stared out over the sea. In the distance 
a zephyr dinghy filled with shaven-headed men was 
on the water and cutting along rather sharpish as 
best he could tell. The problem for Rufus was that the 
zephyr was travelling in the wrong direction for 
performing rescue operations. He scowled. 

“Shall we?” asked Ms Lawton amiably. 
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Queen Malicious 
 
 

“This is an outrage,” squealed Armanisuit. The 
lawyer was tied to a chair with his wrists and ankles 
manacled. 

“Where is Melissa?” asked Ms Lawton in an icy 
tone. 

“I have no idea,” scowled Armanisuit. “She 
took her jet and went off on private business.” 

Major Susan Lawton and Stacks Monroe 
exchanged glances. 

“I hear that there are sharks floating around 
the island,” said Stacks idly. “It would be a terrible 
thing for a chap if he found himself swimming in the 
wrong place.” 

“Terrible,” agreed Susan. 
“This is sovereign territory,” spluttered 

Armanisuit, “you could be arrested for international 
piracy.” 

Stacks raised an eyebrow. He went over to 
where Rufus was trussed up and released his gag. “I 
heard you were in the market for a dodgy crown,” he 
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grinned. “So now she’s Queen Malicious? The woman 
is certifiably fucking barking,” he chortled. 

Rufus scowled. He was not in the least bit 
comfortable in his current circumstances. Across the 
room Mickey the Purveyor was staring at him intently. 
Rufus was keenly aware that misguided members of 
his Confederacy of Yoofs had made the error of 
kidnapping Mickey’s girlfriend, Bernadette Summers, 
and the muscle-bound enforcer did not look like the 
type of cove who forgot such matters. Over the years 
Lord Rufus’s criminal activities had landed him in 
many uncomfortable situations with the authorities 
but he had always been confident that his aristocratic 
lineage would stand him in good stead and keep him 
out of chokey. However, he did not get the 
impression that Mickey was a subscriber to Burkes 
Peerage and the presence of the hard-bodied man 
made him extremely nervous. 

“What’s it worth to help you locate Melissa?” 
he asked.  

Stacks grinned. “It might stop Mickey from 
drilling holes in the soles of your feet,” he smiled, 
“but then again it might not,” he chuckled. 

 
Melissa Forsham-Smythe was not about to 

allow the trivial matter of arrest warrants to interfere 
with her operations. 

She had purchased an air-strip and used highly 
trained pilots to avoid detection by pesky customs 
radar systems. 

She was seated in the dining room of an 
influential Whitehall mandarin drinking sherry. 
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“The Prime Minister is proving to be a 
problem,” reported the mandarin. “He refuses to 
listen to reason.” 

“The Prime Minister is a goddam liberal,” said 
Malicious scornfully. “Where are they holding the Dark 
Agents?” 

“Croatia, most likely,” replied the Civil Servant, 
“they have the best interrogation facilities. The agents 
are probably singing like canaries as we speak.” 

Melissa finished her drink and waved her glass 
imperiously. “The Prime Minister must be stopped at 
all costs. You must do everything in your power to 
expose him as a buffoon and a charlatan.” 

“That may not be so easy Ma’am.” 
Melissa Forsham-Smythe merely raised an 

eyebrow. 
 
Claire Brooks wriggled into the private dining 

room. It occurred to Claire that every visit that her 
father made to the facility seemed to coincide with 
her just having been caned. 

She kissed Christopher on the cheek and 
gingerly lowered her throbbing rear end onto a 
cushioned seat. 

Her father didn’t pass comment that despite 
her status as an Old Gal his daughter was neatly 
attired in full clobber. 

 
As usual it was Claire’s penchant for pith that 

had resulted in her being hauled across her desk to 
have her bumbags cut to tatters by a frenzied 
Madame Diderot.  
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Madame was a quirky cove when it came to 
humor and she had not appreciated Claire’s 
observation’s regarding certain national idiosyncrasies 
in matters of personal hygiene. No sooner had she 
flapped her gabber than she was being hauled out of 
her seat and slammed face down across the desk-lid 
having the hem of her skirt hauled back and her 
bumbags cut to tatters by a swishy rattan cane. 

    
Claire tried not to squirm in her seat as she 

listened to her father brief Mr Humphries on the 
progress of the interrogation of the Dark Agents. 

“We have compiled damning evidence against 
Melissa,” he told the Grand Master. “When we finally 
catch her we have enough to send her to the tower 
and throw away the keys.” 

Claire listened thoughtfully. If her father was 
correct it would not be long before she was freed. 
She wondered idly how many hot bottoms remained 
between now and freedom. 

 
 



 

 

4 

 
All Very Confusing 
 
 

Debs Morton touched her toes. She gritted her 
teeth as she felt the hem of her skirt being neatly 
folded back and Ms Sills tapping down the cane to get 
her measure. 

 
The Elite lecture room had been particularly 

chaotic. Jojo, Nix and Rosemary had engaged in a 
surreptitious battle involving pea-shooters, catapults 
and water-pistols and Debs had felt compelled to join 
the fray. As usual it was Deborah who was caught 
red-handed with a shooter to her lips and found 
herself slowly unfastening the five buttons down the 
front of her swanky black blazer. 

 
As she waited for the cane to whistle through 

the air and slice across her tautened bumbags Debs 
was confused. During her recent voyage of self-
discovery she had concluded that she was addicted to 
the thrill of getting into trouble. It was the only way 
that she could explain her tumultuous past. From her 
early days at preparatory school where she had 
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ended every day being sent to stand in the corner, 
through her days at Queensgate where she had 
established the national record for getting the cane, 
and finally at the unit where she had reveled in the 
joys of minxdom. 

Nonetheless she was not certain that this 
morning’s guiless activity had involved any desire to 
get caught or that she was particularly thrilled to be 
touching her toes at the front of the room. 

It was fortunate that the Grand Master had 
elected to separate her calamitous behavior from 
judging her performance as the Red-shirt at the unit.  

By any normal standards her disciplinary 
record during her year in the Elite had been appalling. 
She was by far the most beaten prefect in the unit’s 
history and was the first Red-shirt ever to get herself 
publicly flogged. 

At various times throughout the year she had 
scolded herself and told herself that she really should 
make more effort to behave, but it never seemed to 
come to anything. 

In the not too distant future she would be 
twenty-eight years old and a free woman. She often 
wondered what life outside Woodys would be like. 
She would of course attempt to make a comeback as 
a professional tennis player but she was pragmatic 
about her chances of success. Her magnum opus 
‘Waiting to be caned; a history of Woodys’, would be 
published and she was already committed to Camford 
to taking an on-line degree. She had signed a 
contract with Cat Cassidy to stay on at the unit if it 
was transformed into a resort, and every day the 
Bounder pitched up with new offers for her to operate 
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as a spanking model. Pablo continued to pester her to 
get married but she wasn’t convinced that she was 
ready for that kind of normality. In fact she was 
highly dubious if there would ever be any normality in 
her life. It was all very confusing. 

 
There was nothing confusing about the line of 

fire searing across her backside. The first swipe of the 
cane was an absolute scorcher and Debs had to 
struggle not to jolt upwards. 

Angela Sills and Deborah were tight. Angie had 
considerable admiration for Debs scholastic brilliance 
and they shared a common interest in sixteenth 
century literature. Nonetheless Angela had already 
had cause to cane Debs several times throughout the 
year and did not feel the least bit inclined towards 
cutting the Red-shirt any slack. 

 
Deborah stared down at the tips of her pointed 

black shoes. Her backside was sizzling and she’d only 
received two cuts. She had no reason to suspect that 
things were likely to get any better any time soon. 

 
Rosemary peeled down Deborah’s bumbags 

and inspected the six red stripes. She whistled. 
“These are pretty ripe,” she told her chum. 
“Somebody should remind Ms Sills that she’s 

not beating a fucking carpet,” grumbled Debs. “Now I 
grant you that I definitely deserved to be caned, but 
man she really put her arm into them today. That 
closer nearly cut me in two.” 
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Rosemary dipped into the pot of balm and ran 
her fingers along the stripes. “I thought you liked 
getting whopped these days,” she said idly. 

“That’s the confusing part,” said Debs. “It’s like 
I do and I don’t. I’m not like Nix. I know that I really 
do like the thrill and drama of getting into trouble but 
take today for instance I was really pissed off that it 
was me that got caught. It always seems to be me. 
It’s like when I was back at Queensgate the whole 
class could be kicking up a ruckus and it was always 
me that ended up being ‘put on the menu’.” 

Rosemary giggled. “That’s just because you’re 
Debs Morton,” she told her chum. 

“Well sometimes it sucks to be Debs Morton,” 
Deborah said emphatically and wriggled her bum to 
encourage her chum to get on with the job at hand. 

 
 



 

 

5 

 
I’m here for my beating 

 
 
Debs gaped at the Bounder. “A spanking tour? 

Are you fucking barking?” 
“Not at all,” said Bernadette nonchalantly. “I’ve 

planned it so that your appearances will coincide with 
the cities you’re booked to play tournaments in, so 
there will be absolutely no inconvenience or additional 
travel. I’ve even planned for some double bills with 
Claire’s revue.” 

“You’ve lost your mind Bounder, this has all 
got out of hand,” said Debs. “I am not going up on 
stage and having my bum caned in front of dozens of 
strangers.” 

“I heard you got caned at the front of the 
room today, there were people watching, what’s the 
difference?” asked the Bounder. “By the way how was 
it?” 

“Thank you for your concern Bounder but you 
might have noticed I am not sitting down,” said Debs 
rather sharply. “Actually I am still sizzling and I rather 
doubt that the situation is going to improve much in 
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the foreseeable future. She laid it on rather thick and 
my bum is giving me considerable gyp.” 

“Well give it some thought,” said Bernadette. 
“I’ll leave the paperwork on the desk so you can take 
a look at your leisure. Sorry to hear that your bum is 
giving you grief,” she said casually, “I guess I’ll be 
cutting along.” 

 
Lisa Sutton was cutting along. She crossed the 

quadrangle and approached the door of the Brass 
quarters. She pressed the buzzer and waited. 

“It’s Sutton, Ma’am,” she said into the 
intercom, “I’m here for my beating.” 

 
Lisa had secured a town pass to visit a local 

antiquarian bookstore that specialized in 19th and 
early 20th Century books on physics and mathematics. 
The owner had emailed her and alerted her that he 
had located a particularly rare volume on the subject 
of infinitesimal calculus. Having secured the valuable 
volume Lisa had stopped off at a Woody friendly bar 
for a swift cocktail. The bar had been quiet and she 
had become engaged in conversation with a 
particularly hunky, stud-muffin who worked behind 
the bar. One cocktail had led to three and she was 
forced to make a dash for the bus-stop only to see 
the rear end departing into the distance. She hailed a 
cab but the early evening traffic was a nightmare, it 
quickly became evident she was not going to make it 
back to the unit before the gates were firmly locked. 
She sighed and dialed Ellen Millar’s number on her 
smart-phone. 
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Ellen sighed. “I’m sorry Lisa but Patty’s the 
Duty Dame so there’s no chance she will cut you any 
slack.” 

“Oh rats,” muttered Lisa Sutton. 
 
As she rapped on the door of Patty’s apartment 

it occurred to Lisa that during the six years that she 
had been incarcerated she had never seen the inside 
of Patty’s private lair. She heard Patty’s clipped voice 
summonsing her inside and with a heavy heart she 
reached out and turned the door-knob. 

 
Patty’s apartment was on the third floor of the 

Brass living quarters. In deference to her position as 
the Deputy Grand Dame during the Lawton era it was 
extremely spacious with a balcony and sweeping 
views of the majestic downs. 

Lisa’s eyes flittered around the room. It was 
expensively furnished and every ornament and 
painting was meticulously positioned.  

As usual Patty was dressed immaculately. She 
had a reputation for being miserly and rarely putting 
her hand in her pocket in bars and restaurants, but 
she clearly spared no expense on herself. 

Momentarily Lisa’s attention focused on an 
umbrella stand in the corner. It was filled with a 
selection of Patty’s trademark highly-polished, wye-
tipped canes. It sent a shiver up Lisa’s spine. 

Patty stood with her hands on her hips. She 
was dressed in a stone grey silk blouse and black 
skirt. As usual the left side of the skirt was split up 
the side to show off Patty’s extraordinarily long legs. 
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Standing in three inch spiked heels Patty towered 
over Lisa. 

“You were late, Sutton,” she fumed. 
“Yes Ma’am, sorry Ma’am,” muttered Lisa. She 

knew it was pointless trying to defend herself. 
“Yes you will be sorry,” said Patty unpleasantly, 

“Tardy timekeeping while the unit is on Pink Alert is 
intolerable. Now go and stand in the corner.” 

Lisa controlled the impulse to roll her eyes. She 
sighed and trudged across the room. 

 
Lisa placed her hands on her head and pressed 

her nose to the wall. Behind her she could hear Patty 
moving about and ice being dropped into a glass. She 
heard the top of a bottle opening and a drink being 
poured. She sighed again. She was in for a long 
night. 

 
Lisa did her best to distract herself from the 

impending unpleasantness. She had heard the news 
and in a few weeks there was a high potential she 
would be a free-woman. 

On the desk in her study there was an 
unsigned contract from Cat Cassidy offering her a 
position at the resort as a Resident Minx. The 
remuneration package was generous but she didn’t 
really need the money. Her role as the financial whizz 
behind Bernadette Summers Enterprises made her 
considerable squids and her trust fund meant she 
would never need to work. She had an open invitation 
to return to Camford and finish her degree. There 
were a lot of decisions to be made. 
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And then there was the matter of the stud-
muffin in the bar to consider. 

 
 



 

 

6 

 
Really Ripe 

 
 
Patty was in no hurry. Even though Debs and 

her Elite were officially in charge of administrating the 
unit for the next few hours, as Duty Dame, Patty was 
obliged to stay on campus in case of emergencies. 

She poured herself a second gin and tonic and 
left Lisa to stew in the corner. The Prime Ministers 
announcements had come as no surprise but they still 
caused Patty considerable concern. The Woody Back 
to School Unit had provided her with hundreds of 
pairs of bumbags to thrash. Once it was closed there 
would be very few opportunities for a Whop Junkie 
like Patty. 

She had heard all the gab about Cat and 
Spanky’s plans to transform the sprawling campus 
into an up-market spanking resort. She was faced 
with the unpleasant possibility that she would be 
forced to put her fate in the hands of Cathryn 
Cassidy. It was a terrible proposition. 

 
Lisa Sutton felt her bumbags being exposed. 

She was bent over the back of Patty’s sofa waiting to 
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be caned. She tried to moisten her lips and generate 
some saliva inside her mouth. Her stomach was 
churning disagreeably and she clenched her fists as 
she felt the tip of the cane tapping down across the 
tautened navy blue gossamer. 

 
In Lisa Sutton’s opinion there was never 

anything pleasant about being caned. Despite having 
tried to distract herself with thoughts of more 
pleasant things it was hard to ignore the feeling of 
trepidation resulting from the knowledge that she 
would shortly be positioned with her arse higher than 
her head. Now that the moment of truth was upon 
her she felt quite bilious. 

 
Despite her tenacity for causing ill to others 

Patty was a consummate disciplinarian. She had no 
intention of wasting a single stroke; she flexed the 
cane between her hands and prepared herself. She 
raised her arm and brought it down swiping. 

For as long as she could remember the whistle 
of rattan cutting through the air had been music to 
her ears. 

The cane slashed across Lisa’s tautened 
bumbags with a deeply satisfying whop and she was 
treated to the sight of Lisa’s whole body shuddering 
as the shock-waves imploded through her central 
nervous system. 

 
Lisa’s eyes burned and her buttocks twitched 

as she hung upside down over the back of the sofa. 
They were three strokes into the beating and cruelly 
Patty was taking a time out to replenish her glass.  
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If she didn’t have three throbbing stripes on 
her mind she would have felt vaguely ridiculous; as it 
was she was torn between wanting to get it over with 
and dreading the next terrible swipe of the wye-
tipped cane. 

 
Patty swirled her gin and tonic in the crystal 

tumbler. She watched poor Lisa with a cruel smile on 
her face.  

Back in the day, when she had attended the 
original Woody School, she had been obliged to bend 
over more than the occasional chair and knew what a 
stressful experience that it could be. 

She knew that the prolonged interlude would 
be shattering Lisa’s concentration and resolve. She 
sipped her drink and put it down very quietly. She 
stepped in and slashed the cane down with extreme 
prejudice. 

 
The stroke raised Lisa’s heels clean out of her 

shoes. Lisa couldn’t help herself, she squealed. Patty 
had been correct the interlude had totally drained Lisa 
and the scorching heat was just too much to bear.  

Patty grinned and slashed the cane down 
again. 

 
Lisa tottered into the study she shared with 

Bernadette Summers looking like a drunken sailor on 
shore leave. 

Bernadette stared at her best chum. Lisa was a 
well-known clothes-horse but she was looking 
uncharacteristically disheveled. Her tie was skew-
whiff and her eyes were red-rimmed. 
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“Are you okay?” gasped the Bounder. 
“She totally fucking nailed me,” groaned Lisa 

forlornly. “I made a total muff of myself.” 
Bernadette hurried over and hugged Lisa. 

“Come on,” she said comfortingly, “let’s get you out 
of those bumbags and see whether we can do some 
damage control.” She went over to a dresser and 
retrieved a large pot of balm and led Lisa over to the 
small sofa. The Bounder lowered her chum down 
across her lap and lifted the hem of her skirt. Very 
gently she put her fingers in the elastic waistband of 
Lisa bumbags and eased the material away from the 
weals. 

She let out a low whistle. “These are really 
fucking ripe,” she muttered and thrust her fingers into 
the pot of soothing balm. 
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Beating the Bounder 

 
 
Deborah sighed as she tucked the ceremonial 

House cane under her arm and set off to beat the 
Bounder. The past few hours had been tiresome. She 
had paid her daily call on the Wart to discuss Red 
House business. However, the Mistress of the House 
was more interested in discussing the caning Deborah 
had received earlier in the day. 

Deborah had felt far more inclined to hack the 
Wart in the shins than to gab with her about whops. 
Nonetheless, she had responded to Ms Wharton’s 
interrogation as politely as possible and had admitted 
that her bum was still sizzling which seemed to please 
the Wart. 

Although it had been several hours since Debs 
had touched her toes at the front of the lecture room 
the stripes in her bumbags were still on active duty. 
As she left the Wart’s lair and wriggled across the 
quadrangle she was forced to admit that she did not 
find the smarting sensation in the least bit 
unpleasant. 
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“Ms Wharton wants to see you,” Michelle 
Morgan told Debs. “She said that you should cut 
along sharpish and she seemed in a bit of a tizzy.” 

“Oh rats,” muttered Debs and she headed over 
to the lair. 

 
“I have received a formal complaint about 

Summers,” said the Wart testily. “She was scheduled 
to participate in the joint operation to clean up the 
rose-garden that we have organized with the Blue 
House and she was twenty minutes late. It’s lucky she 
bothered to show up at all or I would have 
summonsed the council and had her sentenced to a 
full Formal House Beating. She’s waiting outside the 
library and I shall expect you to beat her very 
soundly.” 

 
Deborah was surprised to find the Wart waiting 

on the landing outside the library. Bernadette was 
facing the wall with her hands on her head. She had 
changed out of her swanky Deputy Red-shirts outfit 
and was dressed in regular clobber. The Wart was 
feeding her a healthy ration of tongue pie. 

Deborah sighed. 
 
The Bounder stood facing Debs with her hands 

on her head. 
“You understand that you are to be beaten on 

House Business?” asked Debs. 
Bernadette’s nod of her head was barely 

detectable. She showed no emotion. 
“You will give her a six stroke running bender,” 

snapped the Wart. 
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“Is that really necessary?” groaned Debs. 
The Wart sneered at her. “Just get on with it,” 

she informed the Captain of the House. 
“I’m going to need you to remove your blazer,” 

Debs said softly. 
For the first time Bernadette’s eyes flickered 

nervously as she took her hand down and unfastened 
the top button of her blazer. 

 
Deborah paced out her run-up and drew a 

chalk-line on the wooden floor. The Wart was spread-
eagled in a comfortable chair, sucking on a fag and 
drinking from a hip-flask. Bernadette was bent 
forward in front of the fire-place with her skirt turned 
back and her fingers balanced on the tips of her shiny 
black shoes. 

 
Debs came in fast and unleashed a scorcher. 

Bernadette rocked slightly but managed to stay down 
and her fingers remained glued to her shoes. Debs 
knew that it had to have hurt terribly. The Wart 
cackled. Debs walked back up the library. 

 
Bernadette Summers had a reputation for 

being as tough as nails but she couldn’t help her face 
from contorting into a silent howls as the cane 
slashed across her tautened bumbags. 

 
Bernadette loved Debs like a sister. They had 

known each other for many years but until Deborah 
had unexpectedly asked her to act as her deputy they 
had been comrades-in-arms rather than chums. 
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The Bounder was secretive by nature and hid 
behind a well-rehearsed sullen glower. She had often 
been suspicious of Deborah’s grand gestures and 
suspected that she was permanently playing to the 
crowd. However, in the months that she had worked 
closely with Debs she had observed a different side to 
her. She was genuinely impressed by the compassion 
with which Debs prosecuted her duties. She was 
grateful to Debs for showing such extraordinary trust 
in appointing her and they had become true chums. 

 
For once Bernadette freely admitted that she 

thoroughly deserved to be thrashed. Her tardy time-
keeping had been a genuine mistake. She had been 
distracted trying to soothe the vivid weals on Lisa’s 
poor beleaguered bum and had lost track of time.  

She just wished that it wasn’t Debs Morton 
doing the thrashing. 

 
 
  
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

8 

 
No-one Canes Harder than Debs 

 
 
Debs fiddled with the knot of her tie. She 

looked over at Ms Wharton distastefully. Robin was 
kicking back and thoroughly enjoying herself. She was 
chuckling and cackling to herself as she slurped from 
her flask. Deborah rolled her eyes in disgust and set 
off at a trot. 

 
Bernadette was sweating. They were in the 

heart of the thrashing, the meat of the beating, three 
strokes in and three still to go. Her calf muscles were 
straining as she struggled to maintain the difficult toe-
touching position. Her backside was on fire. She could 
hear the sound of Debs footsteps approaching and 
she tried not to panic before all hell was let loose in 
her bumbags. 

 
“Good shlob, Shmorton,” and held out her 

hand to Debs. 
Debs ignored the invitation and fastened her 

collar and straightened her tie. Clearly the rush of 
watching a full-bloodied running bender up close and 
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personal and the slugs of hooch the Wart had thrown 
into her system was a lethal combination, she looked 
like she might fall backwards on her substantial rear 
end. 

Debs pulled on her black jacket and fastened 
the five buttons up the front. She pointedly ignored 
the Wart. 

Bernadette straightened her own clobber. She 
moved slowly, desperately trying to avoid making any 
sharp movements that might aggravate the 
excruciating pain in her bum. When she caught the 
Wart gloating at her she managed to muster a trace 
of a contemptuous sneer. 

  
“I’m so fucking sorry,” groaned Debs. 
“It’s your job to beat me, what could you do? 

She was watching like a hawk.” said Bernadette. “But 
shit sister you sure do cane hard.” 

“Nobody canes harder than Miss Morton,” said 
Lady Derby Huntington proudly. 

Debs and Bernadette exchanged glances. 
Clearly the aristocratic inmate had a few bats loose in 
the belfry. Bernadette reached under her skirt and 
rolled down her bumbags. She plonked herself face 
downwards across Debs lap. “Let’s see if you’re as 
skilled at cooling me down as you are at heating me 
up.” 

Debs dug her fingers into a pot of aloe vera 
balm. 

 
Claire Brooks poked her head around the door. 

“I’m going on duty,” she advised Debs. She barely 
glanced at Bernadette laying face down across the 
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Red-shirt’s lap having her bum soothed, it was an 
everyday sight at the Woody Back to School Unit. 

Debs glanced over at a clock on a side-table. I 
was precisely 9.00 p.m. She couldn’t believe the 
whole day had got away from her. 

She smiled gratefully at Claire. “I’ll be here if 
you need me.” 

Claire nodded and closed the door behind her. 
Claire Brooks and Melanie White alternated as the 
Dorm Raiders. The unit operated under strict curfews. 
At 10.30 a warning bell would sound and the inmates 
would be required to make their way to their 
respective landings in the living quarters where the 
dormitories and studies were housed. They had an 
hour to prepare for bed before the lock-down siren 
sounded at 11.30. 

A no goofing, gabbing, larking or pranking 
after curfew protocol was strictly imposed and even 
the most minor violation would result in an inmate 
bending over her bed for six. 

The curfew had been established for practical 
purposes. The Woody day began at seven in the 
morning and the daily curriculum of lectures, work-
parties and other time-consuming assignments was 
designed to leave the inmates little spare time for 
engaging in mischief and mayhem. Mr Humphries 
agreed with Ms Lawton’s philosophy that the inmates 
needed a good night’s sleep. 

 
Debs patted Bernadette’s bum gently. “I hope 

that helped.” 
The Bounder pushed herself up and rearranged 

her bumbags. She retrieved her striped blazer and 
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shrugged it on. “Thanks Debs, I guess I’ll be cutting 
along.” 

“Will you be requiring anything else tonight 
Ma’am?” asked Lady Derby. 

“No sweetie,” smiled Deborah, “you can cut 
along too.” 

 
Debs opened her laptop and pulled up her 

‘Debs Diary’ blog-site. 
“Well folks,” she typed. “I got caned again 

today and this is how it went down …” 
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Patty Makes a Proposal 

 
 
“I know that we haven’t always seen eye to 

eye, Cathryn,” said Patty Hodge, “but I’m sure that 
you’d be the first to agree I have always had the gals 
under my supervision’s best interests at heart.” 

Cat did her best to keep a semblance of a 
straight face. “Oh,” was all she could think of to say. 

 
Cathryn had been rather surprised to open the 

door of her apartment and find Patty on her doorstep. 
Cat was a night-bird and she was used to late night 
callers but they were usually Lady Victoria, Melons or 
one of the other Old Gals. Patricia Hodge did not 
generally feature on the guest list. 

 
“How can I help you, Ma’am?” Cat asked 

politely. “I’m preparing for a test tomorrow so I don’t 
really have much time.” 

Patty smiled sweetly. “I understand that you 
are planning on purchasing the facility and turning it 
into a resort,” she said. 
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Cat shrugged. “There’s been some talk,” she 
responded. “It’s just an idea, still very much in the 
embryonic planning stages. After all we don’t know 
how the House will vote on Claire’s dad’s proposal.” 

Patty nodded. “But I understand you have 
negotiated some contracts with members of our 
community?” 

Cat reached into her pocket and pulled out a 
fag and lit it. She had not invited Patty to sit down or 
offered her a drink from the bottle of wine on the 
living room table. She blew smoke up at Patty. 

“I have had some discussions,” she said non-
committally. 

“I would be interested in participating in the 
project,” said Patty, ignoring the smoke being blown 
in her face. “I have some savings and would not be 
averse to making an investment.” 

Cat cocked her head. “I’ll mention your 
proposal to the steering committee,” she said. “Now 
Ma’am I really must ask you to cut along, I really do 
need to study.” Cat skillfully backed Patty towards the 
door and maneuvered her out on to the landing. 

“Good night Ma’am,” she said and slammed the 
door in Patty’s face. 

 
Patricia Hodge closed the door to her lair. The 

interview had gone better than expected. Her 
relationship with the Cassidy family was far from 
amicable. When Patty had held the role of Mistress of 
Discipline at the Dartington Manor boarding school 
she had singled out Cathryn and her sister Cassie as 
her most frequent targets. On one occasion she had 
been taken by surprise when their mother, Caroline, 
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had stalked into a classroom and hacked Patty in the 
shins after she had learned that Patty had thrashed 
Cat for some trivial indiscretion. 

Nonetheless, Patty was a pragmatist and she 
knew that if the unit was closed down by the 
government then Cat Cassidy held the key to her 
future. Unpalatable as the idea was she understood 
that it was time to sleep with the enemy. 

She poured herself a healthy gin and tonic and 
went to her closet. She extracted her effigy and bent 
it over the arm of the sofa. The pair of stolen 
bumbags that Debs Morton had returned to her were 
stretched tight across the polystyrene orbs. She went 
to the umbrella stand and fetched a brand new wye-
tipped cane. 

There was plenty of time to start to sleep with 
the enemy the following morning. In the meantime 
she needed to relieve her frustrations. She raised the 
cane high in the air and slashed it down. 

“Get Morton! Get Morton!” she muttered. 
 
While Patty was slashing the cane down across 

Debs stolen bumbags Deborah was slashing the cane 
down across the seat of Cassie Cassy’s jimjam trews. 

Debs was just considering taking a shower and 
turning in when her smart-phone rang. It was Claire. 

“There’s been a goddam mass pillow fight in 
the Phase 4 dorm,” said Claire. “I have them lined up 
by their beds; you couldn’t come down and help me 
would you?” 

Debs sighed. “I’ll be right there.” 
She fastened the top button of her blouse and 

retrieved her shoes. She pulled on her black blazer 
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and fastened the buttons up the front. She picked a 
cane up from her desk and set out for the Phase 4 
dorm. 

 
The Phase 4 inmates were standing by their 

beds with their hands on their heads when Debs 
arrived. The beds were laid out in two rows of six on 
either side of the long dormitory. Claire was leaning 
back against the wall with her arms folded across her 
chest. 

“Alright everybody,” Debs instructed, “Let’s 
have you bent over your beds.” She looked across at 
Claire. “I’ll take the right hand side, you take the left.” 
She began to unfasten the buttons of her blazer. 
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A Mass Dorm Beating 
 
 

The trews of twelve pairs of red and black 
striped jimjams were pointed at the ceiling. Claire and 
Debs started at the far end of the dormitory, taking it 
turns to cane one of the gals and working their way 
back towards the door. 

During her earlier years at the unit Deborah 
had been on the receiving end during several Mass 
Dorm Beatings. She had always slept in one of the 
beds closest to the door and was one of the last to be 
beaten. She knew how disquieting it could be laying 
across the end of the bed, your bum pushed upwards 
and listening to gal after gal being whopped and 
knowing that your turn would come shortly. 

 
Claire and Debs worked efficiently. There was 

no time for long prolonged thrashings so they 
maintained a ten seconds between strokes schedule. 
Delivering each licking and then moving into position 
beside the next bed while their counterpart handed 
out the next thrashing. 
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Debs was responsible for caning Regina and 
Veronica Bond and Cassie Cassy. She suspected that 
they were the most likely instigators but she beat 
them with exactly the same force as the other gals. 

 
By the time they were finished it was midnight. 
“I’m sorry I had to bother you. I would have 

called Melons but she’s out on a date,” said Claire 
apologetically. 

Debs shrugged. “I’ll leave you to settle them 
down and you’ll have to handle the post-processing in 
the morning, I have a run and then training.” She 
yawned. “I need to get some shut-eye.” 

 
At six o’clock in the morning Debs waited in 

the cloisters for Jane Lummell. The sun was already 
rising over the Downs. She did a few warm-up 
exercises and tried to clear the cobwebs out of her 
head. She had not slept well after the mass beating 
and the prospect of a five-mile run was daunting. 

Jane showed up promptly and they set off at a 
jog. As she ran Debs felt her muscles warm up and 
her early morning lassitude began to dissipate, she 
began to extend her stride. 

In recent month’s Debs had been excited by 
her increase in fitness. She had always been small for 
a professional tennis player but the combination of 
her uncanny ability to hit the ball before it reached 
the top of the bounce and her dogged determination 
to chase every shot down had allowed her to beat 
players much bigger and stronger than her. Her new 
diet and her kick-boxing work-outs with Suzy Scott 
had increased her stamina even further and with the 



41 
 

 

 

help of the Butcher twins her speed over short 
distances had also increased dramatically. In a few 
weeks she would return to the tennis courts of 
Wimbledon where she was last seen being 
handcuffed by the Dark Agents of the System. She 
was determined to be at the peak of her fitness. 

 
“Awwww man!” groaned Debs as a red card 

was thrust in her face by Ms Sills. 
“I’m sorry Morton but as yesterday’s six of the 

best didn’t encourage you to curb your ridiculous 
impulses then may be a twelve stroke bare-bender 
from the Grand Master will be more effective,” said 
the Dame. 

Deborah Morton trudged towards the lecture 
room door. 

 
“I see you were caned yesterday,” remarked 

the Grand Master cheerfully. 
“Yes sir, sorry sir,” muttered Debs. “I don’t 

know what came over me.” 
“I know Deborah,” grinned Mr Humphries. 

“The Imposter came out to play again. At this rate 
you’re going to score another ‘Bull’ this year.” 

Deborah sighed. She couldn’t believe that she 
had once again allowed herself to become embroiled 
in another duel in the lecture room and as usual her 
timing had sucked. She had been just about to 
respond to being beaned by a flying pellet with her 
water pistol filled with icy h2o when Ms Sills had spun 
around. The English Literature Dame had little choice 
but to show her a red card. 
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Deborah Morton was relieved to learn that the 
Grand Master did not intend to take her down to the 
Brat Chamber and give her a humiliating Brat 
Spanking, but she was not in the least bit relieved 
when he retrieved the notorious Reform School Strap 
out of the tall-boy. 

Despondently she peeled off her blazer. 
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The Reform School Strap 
 
 

Deborah spread herself out across the large 
oak desk in the Grand Master’s office. She tip-toed up 
and stretched out her arms until the dangled over the 
far side. 

In some ways being bent over the heavy desk 
was not an uncomfortable position and Debs fully 
understood it was completely necessary for the 
mission ahead. 

On several previous occasions Mr Humphries 
had been generous enough to share the provenance 
of the reform school strap with her. The original 
prototype had been designed by a warden named 
Joshua Plunkett for the use on wayward young 
women in his care at the reformatories of Alabama in 
the southern United States. Debs couldn’t help 
observing that the photos on display in the 
advertising literature always featured women 
manacled across a flogging horse. After experiencing 
the full majesty of the leather strap Deborah could 
fully understand why that might have been 
considered necessary. 
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The Reform School Strap was unlike any other 
instrument in the Grand Master’s artillery. It was an 
impressive as a piece of kit.  The business section of 
the strap measured about two feet long and six 
inches wide. The blade was smooth leather on one 
side.  It was constructed of un-split leather that had 
not been sliced thin and had the sueded rough 
leather removed from the back. It was thick, 
substantial and hefty leather and yet still relatively 
pliable, not stiff like a paddle. 

When it landed it felt as if the sheer weight, 
heft and power would lift a gal clean out of her shoes 
and propel her across the room. A sturdy desk came 
in handy. 

 
Debs was not of a nervous disposition. A 

decade and a half of experiencing every form of 
corporal punishment imaginable had imbued her with 
a high degree of stoicism. Nonetheless, as she felt the 
hem of her skirt being turned back and her bumbags 
being carefully rolled down to behind her knees Debs 
Morton’s heart was pounding and she was perspiring 
profusely. 

 
The reform school strap is designed for blitz 

work. Stroke after stroke slammed down across 
Deborah’s naked nates in quick succession. She felt 
as if she was being pinned to the desk by the sheer 
G-force of the instrument. At the same time the 
thunderous cracks upon impact rang in her ears in a 
most discombobulating manner. All the while her 
backside was getting hotter and hotter and hotter.  
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Debs lay across the desk shell-shocked. The 
beating had taken but just a minute but it had 
seemed like an eternity. She desperately tried to 
gather herself and regain some form of self-control 
but it was all too overwhelming so she just lay there 
panting. 

 
“Reform School Straps are designed for use in 

reform schools. This is a Social Rehabilitation Unit,” 
grumbled Nixdown. 

“That might be a moot point,” said Debs. “All I 
know is that he beat me fucking bandy.” She 
inspected her rear end in a mirror. “Look at my bum; 
it’s swollen up to the size of Melanie’s gazonkas!” 

“And it’s the color of a Caribbean sunset,” 
giggled Jojo. “That is one red bum.” 

“It was kind of daft to get caught for larking 
again by Ms Sills after she caned you yesterday,” 
commented Rosemary. 

“It was self-defense,” grumbled Deborah. 
“How come it’s always me who gets caught?” 

“It’s because you are a totally inept minx,” 
giggled Nix. 

Deborah just grunted and continued to inspect 
the swelling of her buttocks. The unit was on lunch-
break so she was still faced with the disagreeable 
prospect of having to be seated on hard and 
unforgiving seats in the lecture rooms for several 
more hours. 

She carefully rolled her bumbags back into 
place and smoothed down her skirt.  

“You don’t want me to put some cream on 
your bum?” asked Rosemary. 
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Deborah shook her head. 
“She’s enjoying the burn,” giggled Nixdown. 
“I wouldn’t go as far as to say that,” said Debs. 

“That strap is really scary. It’s deafening, my ears are 
still ringing.” 

“It sure dispenses with the myth that the loud 
ones don’t hurt,” giggled Jojo. 

“Bottoms up to that sister,” groaned Debs. She 
looked across at the clock. “And now I guess it’s time 
to take my sorry sitmedown and park it on a hard 
seat.” 

Her chums chuckled and the Famous Four 
linked arms and headed back to the halls of learning. 
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Malicious Goes to Chokey 

 
 
The arrest of Melissa Forsham-Smythe was the 

lead story on every news channel on the TV. Even her 
own network was forced to admit that she was 
assisting the constabulary with their enquiries. 

She had been captured, flagrantly flaunting the 
warrants out for her arrest, while dining in an 
expensive restaurant in the heart of the Smoke. She 
had not gone quietly, but despite her dire threats 
against the families of the arresting officers, she was 
hand-cuffed and unceremoniously marched out of the 
establishment. 

When she demanded the representation of her 
general counsel, Armanisuit, she was informed that 
he was currently cooling his heels in chokey. 

 
Major Susan Lawton was dressed in formal 

military whites; she wore a tunic with silver buttons 
and epaulets over a white shirt and black tie. She 
stared across the table at Melissa. 

“You ruined a lot of good lives, Mrs Forsham-
Smythe,” she said coldly. 
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“I did no such thing. I acted strictly in 
accordance with government contracts,” snapped 
Malicious. “You have no authority to speak to me.” 

“I have been appointed as an independent 
investigator by the Prime Minister,” said Ms Lawton 
softly, “and I fully intend to nail your tits to the mast.” 

Melissa Forsham-Smythe just scowled. 
 
Detective-Inspector Kate Faulkner and former 

Police Sergeant Ellen Millar were seated in the Grand 
Master’s office. 

“We need to be particularly attentive of 
reprisals by the Yoofs,” warned Kate. “They won’t like 
it that Rufus has been banged up.” 

“I’ve talked to Stacks,” said Ellen. “He has men 
posted all over town. God help the Yoofs if they try 
anything. He has run out of patience and his men are 
looking to do some serious noggin tapping.” 

Mr Humphries grinned. “I’ll rely on you to take 
care of external security,” he told the two women. “In 
the mean time I’ll try and maintain some semblance 
of order on the inside. I’m sure the gals have got the 
scent of freedom and more than are a few of them 
will be planning a final fling.” 

 
Cassie Cassy studied the Bottoms Up Table of 

Troublemakers statistics. The previous nights caning 
during the Mass Dorm Beating meant that she still 
maintained a three punishment lead at the top of the 
Big BUTT and unless the Unit was closed down before 
the year was completed she looked destined to score 
her second consecutive ‘Bull’. Michelle Morgan, Lisa 
Sutton and Heidi Alexander persisted in snapping at 
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her bumbags and Debs continued to be an 
unpredictable wild card. Cassie was determined that 
not to allow anybody to piss on her parade. She was 
going to end up as the Annual Big BUTT whatever it 
took.  

 
Bernadette Summers studied the form. Ever 

since the rumors that the Unit may be closed down 
had begun to circulate the Big BUTT was growing 
increasingly unpredictable. The inmates seemed to 
have thrown caution to the wind and the whop-rate 
was spiraling. Lisa ran her advanced correlation 
matrices twenty-four seven and the Bounder posted 
new odds twice a day. Betting was frenetic and as 
usual she feared she might lose her blouse, her blazer 
and her bumbags if she wasn’t very cagey. 

“You’re as rich as Croesus,” Lisa reassured her, 
“we can afford to lose a few squids here and there,” 
but her counsel fell on stony ground. The one thing 
Bernadette hated most in life was losing a wager. 

She reached under her skirt and extracted 
several wads of squids from the elastic waistband of 
her bumbags and counted them. It had not been a 
good day. She had barely broken even. 

“We should narrow the odds on the favorites,” 
she told Lisa.  

“Don’t be such a chump,” snorted her aide and 
advisor, “they’ll string you up by the elastic of those 
magic bumbags of yours if you start rigging the odds. 
Everybody wants a fair shake and a good return on 
their bets.” 
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Bernadette scowled. “I’ll be in the fucking 
poorhouse if you don’t improve your computer 
models.” 

Lisa rolled her eyes. “All that I can do is try to 
reduce our risk; it’s been very unpredictable around 
here recently.” 

“Unpredictable? I should say so. Do you know 
how much that mass beating cost us yesterday?” 
asked Bernadette. “Ginger Beckett had an 
accumulator on Ronnie, Reggie and Cassie all getting 
caned on the same day. Something’s fishy. It smells 
like a set-up. I should demand a steward’s enquiry 
and get my money back.” 

Lisa shook her head in bewilderment. “You 
took the bet,” she pointed out.  

Bernadette scowled and gathered up her loot 
and stuffed it back into her waistband. She stomped 
out of the study muttering darkly. 

 
  
 
 
 



 

 

13 

 
Two Red Cards 

 
 
Michelle Morgan narrowed the odds 

spectacularly by managing to get the cane twice in 
the space of two hours. She started the day by 
violating the no pushing or prodding protocols during 
ingress or egress to the assembly hall and was shown 
an immediate zero-tolerance red card. 

She was obliged to take up her lonely vigil at 
the front of the hall for almost fifteen minutes before 
the arrival of the Grand Master and her dispatch 
upstairs to commence the process that preceded a six 
stroke bare bender. 

Two hours later she was shown a second red 
card by the Wart and sent up for a second trip to Mr 
Humphries study. 

 
Predictably Katie took the opportunity to poke 

and pinch the existing stripes on Michelle’s bum 
during inspection.  

“You won’t be sitting down for while, Morgan,” 
she gloated. “I hope that he rounds up the troops and 
gives you a flogging.” 
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Michelle bit her tongue and pushed herself up 
from the desk. She took her time, carefully adjusting 
her clobber before crossing to the door and stepping 
out onto the landing. She felt an unpleasant flutter of 
nerves in her tummy as she approached the oak door. 

Katie had been being bitchy when she hoped 
that Michelle would be subjected to a flogging but she 
had unwittingly triggered the memory of a rather 
unpleasant incident from her past. 

 
A decade earlier, when she had been a pupil at 

the prestigious Nottingham Forest School, she had 
enjoyed the uncontested reputation as the enfant 
terrible. She was known as Last Chance as a result of 
the number of occasions that she came perilously 
close to being expelled. Nonetheless she was clever, 
charming, witty and a first class athlete and somehow 
despite the exasperation of the Headmistress over her 
perennial naughtiness she was always given a 
reprieve. 

  She had only been back at school for two 
days at the beginning of her fifth year before she 
found herself trudging up to the Headmistress’s 
office. 

“I’m sorry that we have to start the year this 
way Michelle but I’m afraid I going to have to cane 
you,” the Headmistress had informed her. 

Michelle had accepted the news with her 
customary stoicism. It hardly came as any surprise, 
after all during the previous year she had been 
personally caned more than the rest of her 
classmates all put together. She had shrugged off her 
blazer and bent over the desk. 
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“I’m warning you Morgan,” the Headmistress 
had told her after they had finished with the caning. 
“This is your last chance. I will not tolerate a repeat 
of your behavior last year. Any more trouble out of 
you and I shall have to consider expelling you.” 

Michelle was not of a nervous disposition but 
her heart had sunk when less than an hour later she 
was evicted from class for a second time and forced 
to pay a second visit to the Headmistress. 

The specter of expulsion weighed on her mind 
as she knocked on the heavy wood door. Despite her 
unruly behavior she was an ‘A’ student and it was 
widely anticipated that she would be a shoe-in to be 
accepted at one of the finer universities. However, 
her counselors had warned her that an expulsion from 
a school as prestigious as Nottingham Forest would 
be potentially damaging with the admissions boards 
of the snootier universities. She took a deep breath 
and stepped into the Headmistress’s study. 

To Michelle’s relief, although the Headmistress 
scolded her in a most disagreeable manner she did 
not bring up her threat of expulsion. After drilling the 
wayward fifth former a new pair of lugholes she 
informed Michelle that she would be caned again, 
only this time the punishment would take place in the 
assembly hall and would be witnessed by the entire 
school. 

Last Chance Morgan became the first gal in the 
prestigious school’s long history to be publicly 
flogged. 

 
The interview was not as unpleasant as 

Michelle had expected. The Grand Master did not 
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seem the least bit perturbed that she had managed to 
earn herself a second punishment in such a short 
space of time. In fact, if anything, she noticed that he 
appeared to be mildly amused at her half-hearted 
explanation of what had motivated her to disrupt the 
English lecture. He did not mention a public flogging. 

 
Mr Humphries rolled up the sleeves of his 

white shirt. In front of the fireplace Michelle was 
already bent over the back of the straight-backed 
chair. 

The Grand Master was fond of Michelle. As 
soon as she had entered the facility it was apparent 
that she was destined for mega-minx greatness and 
over the past year due to her unruly behavior he had 
been given plenty of opportunity to study Miss 
Morgan. She was high-spirited but never mean-
spirited. She acted as his fiancé Jojo’s personal 
grubby, a role that she always fulfilled loyally and 
diligently. She was a popular member of the 
community. As far as Mr Humphries was concerned if 
she was prepared to risk her bumbags through serial 
malfeasance that was her own business. He flexed 
the cane between his hands. 

 
 
 



 

 

14 

 
A Natural Born Minx 

 
 
Michelle wriggled painfully out of the office. 

The second six of the best had been a nerve-jangling, 
teeth-chattering affair and she felt proud that she had 
got through it without making a muff of herself by 
howling or blubbing. She stuffed her fists into the 
pockets of her blazer and trudged back in the 
direction of the lecture rooms. 

 
Cassie Cassy was furious. She had nothing 

against Michelle personally, in fact they were quite 
tight but she strongly objected to the Little Brats run 
at her title. She made it clear to anybody that would 
listen that she considered Michelle’s early induction 
into the rarified membership of the Beaten Brats Club 
had been an error of judgment and that she should 
have spent “more time being draped like the rest of 
us.” 

 
Michelle wriggled into Jojo’s study and started 

to straighten the room up. 
“Are you okay?” Jojo asked her grubby.  
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Michelle nodded. “I’m still kind of sizzling, but 
I’ll live.” 

“You’re not going to eat lunch?” asked Joanna. 
“I’m not hungry, I thought I’d keep myself 

busy,” shrugged Michelle. “Cassie is pretty pissed at 
me. She seems to think I engineered the whops just 
to piss on her parade.” 

Jojo giggled. “Cassie tends to take these things 
personally. She’s very serious about taking this year’s 
Big BUTT title.” 

Michelle managed a grin. “She’s welcome to it. 
After all she deserves it. I’ll try and keep my bumbags 
out of the firing line until she calms down.” 

 
Cassie Cassy stirred the mushroom soup. 

Generally she never let anything distract her from her 
cooking but she was pre-occupied by her lead on the 
Big BUTT having been suddenly reduced to a single 
whopping. 

“Are you alright?” asked Dotty Hammell. “I 
think that soup’s done.” 

Cassie licked the tip of the wooden spoon. The 
soup was delicious; she set the spoon aside and 
looked around the kitchen. The duty crew was 
gathered around work-stations chopping vegetables 
and preparing salads. 

“I’m going to take a five-minute break,” Cassie 
told Dotty. 

Dotty raised a surprised eyebrow. She had 
been running the kitchen with Cassie for almost two 
years and this was the first time she’d ever known her 
fellow chef to take a breather. Cassie might appear 
hare-brained and disorganized outside the kitchens 



57 
 

 

 

but in her work-place she was the epitome of 
discipline and efficiency. Nonetheless Dotty just 
shrugged. “I’ll keep an eye on things,” she said. 

 
Cassie went out of the back-door and sat down 

on a step. She reached into the pocket of her blouson 
and pulled out a fag and lit it. 

She would just have to go on a minxing 
rampage, she decided. There was nothing else for it if 
she was going to keep her bumbags ahead of the 
pack. It would probably mean that she’d have to 
suffer some unnecessary whops but that did not 
concern her. Whops had never particularly bothered 
Cassie Cassy. 

Over a decade earlier she had been enrolled at 
Dartington Manor where the Cassidy name was 
legendary. For many years her mother Caroline had 
held the school record for getting caned and recently 
Cassie’s older sister Cat had edged ahead. Cassie was 
determined to continue the Cassidy legend. 

It was not a difficult task. Cassie was a natural 
born minx. She was the polar opposite to her ultra-
cool elder sister. Cassie was wild, rambunctious and 
according to many observers clearly borderline 
barking.  

Although her first set of whops, delivered by 
the schools resident Mistress of Discipline, Patricia 
Hodge, was an eye-watering affair she learned a 
valuable lesson. Cassie discovered that she was 
incredibly resilient. Whereas most girls spent hours in 
the aftermath of a thrashing bitching and boo-hooing 
Cassie found the after effects nothing more than an 
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inconvenience. Cassandra Cassidy learned that she 
could take a whopping and keep on bopping. 

By the time she finished her academic career 
Cassie had helped the Cassidy gals establish a unique 
record of having three family members listed in the 
Ministry of Educations top-ten most caned students in 
national history. 

Minxing was second nature to Miss Cassandra 
Cassidy. She put out her cigarette and went back to 
the kitchen. Once lunch was over, she decided, she 
would embark on a whirlwind of goofing, gabbing, 
larking and pranking that would leave her rivals on 
the Big BUTT choking on her dust.      

 
 



 

 

15 

 
Tight is Good 

 
 
Major Susan Lawton of Military Intelligence 

was a formidable interrogator. Even the blustering 
and self-important Melissa Forsham-Smythe was 
beginning to wither.  

“You are a billionaire,” said Ms Lawton, “you 
are richer than Croesus but you still chose to ruin the 
lives of hundreds of innocent young women for 
personal gain.” 

“They were not innocent, they were Extreme 
Ladettes and it was in the national interest to take 
them off the streets,” retorted Melissa defensively. 
“Every one of them was found guilty at a fair hearing 
by senior officials of the System and sentenced under 
the correct guidelines.” 

“Penelope Ann Evans, Claire Brooks, Joanna 
Heyworth and Nicola Jane Nixon,” said Major Lawton 
pointedly. “All members of the national equestrian 
team. All arrested by goons working under your 
direction and sentenced to seven-years at the unit 
just so your daughter would become captain of the 
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squad by default. Unfortunately her kleptomaniacal 
tendencies scuppered that little plan.” 

Melissa snorted. 
Major Lawton pushed a pile of files across the 

table at Mrs Forsham-Smythe. “These are the records 
of each of the women that you were directly 
responsible for incarcerating. These files contain your 
personal directives to your goons to manufacture 
evidence and falsify statements.” 

“Those files are government property and 
protected by the Official Secrets Act, they’ll never 
stand up in court.” 

“Let me worry about that Melissa,” snapped 
Susan. “If I were you I’d be worrying about the future 
of your substantial bumbags.” 

 
Sarah Forsham-Smythe wearily bent forward 

and touched her toes. She was considerably 
concerned about the immediate future of her 
bumbags as she felt the cane tapping down. 

During the Snobs and Rotter tribunal Sarah 
had been exposed as a crook, thief and cheat. When 
she had first arrived at the unit she had been widely 
despised and given cold-arse treatment by the other 
inmates. However thanks to the benevolence of Jojo 
and her chums she had slowly been accepted into the 
community and her heroics during the capture of the 
Man from Berlin had earned her the respect of even 
the most cynical inmates. Debs Morton had rewarded 
her by appointing her as a fully fledged member of 
the Elite.  

At first the prospect of whops had terrified her 
but as the months passed she had become 
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increasingly dedicated to the cult of mega-minxdom, 
whatever the consequences for her bumbags. Not 
that she had acquired a taste for the cane. She was 
always rather bewildered when Nixdown extolled the 
pleasures of pain. Nonetheless, she understood that 
her newly chosen lifestyle had certain painful 
ramifications and had learned to accept them like a 
true Woody gal. 

 
Angela Sills swiped the cane down across the 

tautened bumbags and was rewarded with a 
strangled grunt from the prefect. She raised the cane 
a second time and brought it down with a resounding 
thwack. 

Sarah did her best to stay down. She didn’t 
deny that she thoroughly deserved to be thrashed for 
the unprovoked pellet attack that she had launched at 
Rosemary but it didn’t make the pain any less 
palatable. She winced and sighed. She knew she 
would just have to suck it up, after all she was fully 
fledged Woody gal now. 

 
“You took those rather well I must say,” said 

Debs as she rubbed soothing balm into Sarah’s 
stripes. 

Six months ago the concept of lying face down 
across another gals lap with her bare bum exposed 
would have seemed rather queer to Sarah but it now 
felt quite normal. 

“She laid it on pretty thick,” grunted Sarah. 
“Ms Sills always does good work but at least 

with her you know you’re always completely safe,” 
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said Debs. “This formation is pretty near perfect, very 
tight.” 

“Tight is good, I suppose,” said Sarah. 
“It doesn’t get any better than tight,” agreed 

Debs. 
 
Deborah was not best positioned to appreciate 

that tight was good. She was sprawled over her desk 
being absolutely creamed by Pauline Gascoigne. 

 
  
      
 
 



 

 

16 

 
Creamed Again 

 
 
Debs groaned. As usual her timing had sucked. 

She had just raised a pea-shooter to her lips to 
launch a retaliatory attack on Jojo when Pauline 
turned around. It wasn’t long before she was bending 
over. 

 
Debs peeled off the black five-button blazer 

that singled her out as the most senior member of the 
inmate community. She hung her jacket over the back 
of her chair and then leaned forward at the waist and 
slithered her upper torso across the varnished slope 
of the desktop. She reached her arms over the far 
side and took a grip on the legs, pulling herself 
further downwards, acutely aware that her bottom 
was being pushed up higher and higher. 

She felt a line of perspiration forming on her 
brow as Pauline reached forward and turned back her 
short pleated skirt. 

 
It had been another calamitous week for the 

Red-shirt. A few days earlier she had been caned by 
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Ms Sills and then sent up before the Grand Master 
and beaten with the Reform School Strap. In the 
ensuing days she had scored a brace of yellow cards 
and had been extremely fortunate not to accumulate 
several additional thrashings. Now she was 
culminating her rotten week sprawled across her desk 
waiting to be creamed. 

 
Deborah gritted her teeth and squeezed her 

eyes tightly shut as the shockwaves of the opening 
swipe ricocheted around her central nervous system. 
It was a sensational strike that had raised her heels 
clean out of her shoes. 

 
Deborah’s chums exchanged glances. The first 

stroke of the cane had cracked off the tautened 
bumbags and echoed around the room like a rifle-
shot. Clearly their luckless chum had some hot and 
sweaty times ahead of her. 

 
Pauline Gascoigne forced herself to be 

dispassionate. She and Deborah had been chums for 
over a decade and a half. The previous evening Debs 
had stopped by the Economics Dame’s apartment and 
they had shared a bottle of wine. They had spent a 
good deal of the evening joking about Deborah’s 
lamentable disciplinary record. 

“At this rate I could end up being the first 
prefect ever to score a Bull,” Debs had said half-
jokingly. “The Imposter is completely out of control 
and there doesn’t seem to be a damn thing I can do 
about it.” 
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Pauline wasn’t entirely unsympathetic to 
Deborah’s claims that she was possessed by an alter-
ego that was responsible for her persistently reckless 
behavior but she forced herself to set her feelings 
aside as she raised her arm in the air and then 
brought it down swiping. 

 
Debs was not having a good time of it. Despite 

her recent experiments with the world of recreational 
spanking Deborah Morton was finding nothing in the 
least bit titillating about being absolutely creamed. 

The sizzling opener had set the tone of the 
thrashing. Pauline Gascoigne was one of the most 
highly respected practitioners of the fine art of 
caning. She used a deceptively leisurely back-swing, 
controlling the shaft of the cane perfectly as it cut 
through the air and then maximizing the landing 
speed with a last second flick of the wrist. The results 
were devastating. 

 
Debs hung over the desk panting. They were 

five strokes in and she knew that the best was still to 
come. Pauline was taking her time and Deborah was 
beginning to feel dizzy with nervous anticipation. She 
gritted her teeth and forced herself to relax her 
cringing buttock muscles. She heard a whistle from 
behind and then pandemonium erupted inside her 
bumbags. 

 
Pauline handed Deborah back her Punishment 

Record Book. “Please return to your seat Miss 
Morton,” she said impassively, “we have wasted far 
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too much time and I would like to resume with the 
lecture.” 

“Yes Ma’am, sorry Ma’am,” muttered Debs and 
she turned and trudged back to her seat. 

Lowering her sore and swollen bum onto the 
hard wooden seat was a most disagreeable 
experience. 

 
“I thought the last one was going to cut you in 

half,” said Nixdown as she inspected the stripes on 
Deborah’s bum. “This is about as tight as it gets and 
the five bar gate is perfectly formed.” 

Debs grunted. “Enough of the analysis already, 
get on with it, I’ve got to go into town and I’m 
already late.” 

Nixdown giggled and stuck her fingers into the 
pot of balm and then began to trace her fingers along 
the raised red weals. 

 
 
 



 

 

17 

 
Debs Extends an Invitation 

 
 
“Where is Morton,” snapped the Wart. 
“Miss Morton has a town-pass, I’m standing in 

for her,” replied the Bounder smoothly. 
The Wart scowled. She had heard about 

Deborah’s recent unfortunate encounter with the cane 
and had been looking forward to giving her a hard 
time.  

She was not best pleased to see Bernadette.  
“What have you got to report?” asked the Wart 

tightly.  
“Nothing,” replied the Bounder. 
“That’s nothing Ma’am to you Summers, unless 

you want to be beaten for insolence,” snapped the 
Wart. 

Bernadette curled her lip contemptuously. 
“Nothing to report, Ma’am,” she said in a tone 
weighed down with sarcasm. 

The Wart glowered. She considered the 
Bounder to be a degenerate of the highest order and 
had been apoplectic when Deborah had appointed her 
as Deputy Red-shirt. Nonetheless, outside of the 
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lecture room’s the Bounder always made her a tad 
nervous. She strongly suspected that if she attempted 
to give Bernadette a bogus beating she would 
respond by hacking her in the shins. 

“Alright, cut along,” she said tartly, “and I’m 
warning you Summers if I learn of you cutting any of 
your degenerate chums slack I will have you stood 
down and taken to the gymnasium for a Formal 
House Beating. I don’t like you Summers.” 

“I rather got that impression Ma’am,” said the 
Bounder coolly. 

“Now get out and stop stinking up my 
apartment,” said the Wart nastily. 

The Bounder winked at her and sauntered 
towards the door whistling cheerfully. 

 
Deborah perched gingerly on a bar stool in the 

VIP area of Monets and sipped a martini. Even at the 
height of her fame she had hated giving interviews 
and had gained a reputation of being protective and 
secretive about her personal life. The vast majority of 
photographs of her that appeared in celebrity 
magazines featured her hiding behind dark glasses 
and a baseball cap. 

She had reluctantly agreed to meet a journalist 
who she had known for many years. He had followed 
her early career and had been responsible for 
dubbing her simply as Debs, the name by which she 
would become known all around the world. 

As usual Detective Inspector Kate Faulkner and 
Sergeant Angie Ashurst had chaperoned her and were 
seated at a table close to the door with a view of the 
main room. Oliver, the proprietor of the establishment 
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had generously cordoned off the VIP area so Deborah 
could be interviewed and photographed in peace. 

She had been given permission by the Grand 
Master to dress in semi-clobber. She wore a red and 
black striped blazer over a white blouse and striped 
tie, with pin-striped trousers tucked into red cowboy 
boots. She wore a little subtle make-up and her hair 
loose to her shoulders. She was acutely aware that 
she was also wearing six vivid stripes across the 
crown of her bum. 

 
She posed for several pictures which she 

viewed on the view-finder of the photographer’s 
digital camera. For once she was quite pleased with 
the results and gave her approval for several to be 
published to accompany the article. 

Initially the interview focused on the 
challenges she faced making her return to the 
professional tennis circuit at Wimbledon, the venue of 
her historic public arrest. Debs spoke candidly and 
described her chances of progressing very far as 
borderline non-existent. 

“If I can just win one match I will consider it a 
major success,” she said truthfully. 

It was not until she had settled into her second 
martini that he broached the subject of her second 
career as a spanking model and author.  

Debs had braced herself for the question but 
she still felt her cheeks begin to redden. Bernadette 
had sworn that she hadn’t leaked the story that had 
begun to spread around the internet a few days 
earlier. However, Deborah suspected that might have 
been because when she confronted the Bounder 
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regarding the reports that upon her release she would 
receive a massive advance for the publication of her 
magnum opus, ‘Waiting to be caned, a history of 
Woodys’, she had been brandishing her wood-backed 
hairbrush.  

Debs had been mildly flattered that the reports 
predicted that the book was likely to become the 
summer sensation. 

“I just want to give an honest account of what 
it has been like to be a Woody gal,” she told the 
reporter. “The good, the bad and the ugly. Before you 
judge us you should come-by and visit us. What are 
you doing on Sunday?” she asked. 
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Cassie on the Whop Trail 

 
 
“Oh crap,” muttered the Bounder. Lady Derby 

Huntington had stopped by to inform Bernadette that 
Cassie Cassy was outside the library waiting to be 
beaten on House Business. 

“Ms Wharton says she will meet you upstairs in 
fifteen minutes,” the grubby informed her. 

“Oh for fucks sake,” muttered the Bounder. 
She got up and began to smarten herself up. 

 
The Wart had pulled up a leather wing-backed 

chair and made herself comfortable. Cassie stood 
beside the fireplace with her hands on her head. 
Bernadette slowly unbuttoned the five buttons down 
the front of her red prefect’s blazer and shrugged it 
off. She unfastened the cuffs of her blouse and 
turned them back, then reached up and loosened her 
tie and unfastened the top button. She picked up the 
whippy ashplant and flexed it between her hands. 

“I’m going to need you to remove your blazer 
and bend over and touch your toes,” she said without 
much enthusiasm. 
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Bernadette and Cassie were tight. They 
planned on opening a fancy joint in the south of 
France when they were released. Cassie would run a 
restaurant downstairs serving up the finest wines and 
gastronomic fare before sending the punters upstairs 
to be fleeced at the Bounder’s high-stakes casino. 

Bernadette watched Cassie shrugging off her 
blazer and nonchalantly tossing it aside before 
bending over. 

Out of the corner of her eye Bernadette could 
see the Wart sitting comfortably, sipping tequila from 
a hip-flask and sucking down on a fag. The self-
satisfied, shit-eating grin on the Wart’s puss made the 
Bounder feel quite nauseous. Nonetheless she knew 
that she had a job to do and she stepped forward and 
carefully turned back the skirt of Cassie’s gymslip. 

“It’s not your job to be concerned about who 
you’re whopping,” Debs had counseled her down on 
the practice range, “you just need to be concerned 
about how you whop them.” 

Bernadette glared at the Wart and raised the 
cane in the air. She knew that Deborah was right. 
Most likely Cassie had engineered getting herself 
whopped as part of her pursuit of Big BUTT glory. It 
was the Bounder’s job to ensure that the beating was 
delivered in a safe and professional manner.  

Bernadette took up position and set her feet 
firmly. Cassie waited in position unflinchingly. The 
Bounder sighed and brought the cane back. 

 
Cassie looked slightly flushed but Bernadette 

couldn’t help but notice that there was a twinkle in 
her chum’s eyes as she handed over her punishment 
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record book. Bernadette wrote the number forty-five 
in the margin and then post-processed the details of 
the beating. She made a mental note to tighten the 
odds on Cassie scoring a Bull. She got the feeling that 
her ditzy chum was about to embark upon a minxing 
spree. 

 
 “I’ve never liked you Summers and I think that 

it should be common practice for you to be beaten 
each morning before brekker just to remind you that 
you are a through degenerate,” said the Wart. 

Bernadette glared at the Wart from behind 
hooded eyelids. She considered whether it was worth 
risking a public flogging for popping the Dame on the 
sniffer.  

“Nonetheless, you did good work this evening,” 
continued the Wart. 

“Just doing my job Ma’am,” said the Bounder 
non-committally. She had no desire to be drawn into 
a protracted conversation with the Dame but Robin 
Wharton was blocking her route to the door. 

“Would you excuse me Ma’am?” she said as 
politely as she could muster, “but I do have Red-shirt 
business to attend to.” 

The Wart scowled at Bernadette through her 
bleary tequila-sodden eyes but she finally stepped 
aside and allowed the Bounder to stride out of the 
library. 

 
“I’ll give her her due,” cackled the Wart. “She 

thrashed the bejaysus out of Cassidy.” 
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The Wart was perched on a bar-stool in the 
saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes regaling Patty and 
Katie with her recent exploits. 

Patty and Katie giggled conspiratorially. During 
recent weeks a considerable rift had occurred 
between the whop junkies from the Radical Right so 
Katie and the Wart had been surprised when Patty 
had insisted that the drinks were on her. 

“Well even Summers wouldn’t be foolish 
enough to pull the strokes with you sitting there,” 
grinned Patty, “that was a master stroke.” 

The Wart cackled and put another round on 
Patty’s tab. 

“Now listen up,” said Patty. “I have a plan but 
I’m going to need your help.” 
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The Grand Tour 

 
 
“Are you fucking barking?” squealed Rosemary. 

“You let a complete stranger whop you?” 
“He’s not a stranger,” said Deborah 

defensively. “I’ve known him for years. I just thought 
it might make his story a little edgier. Besides it’s not 
like he’s never seen my bumbags before, they’re 
plastered all over the internet.” 

Rosemary rolled her eyes. It was certainly true 
that Debs bumbags had become public property. The 
inaugural on-line edition of Whops and Clobber 
magazine had attracted hundreds of thousands of 
readers. Deborah’s personal blog, Debs Diary, was 
also a must-read for thousands of Woodettes every-
day. 

“Was he any good?” asked Rosemary. 
“He wasn’t bad once he got over his nerves, 

he’s definitely got potential,” giggled Debs. “I figured 
if I get my arse whupped in the first round at 
Wimbledon it might be useful to have a pet reporter 
in my corner.” 
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“I presume you aren’t planning on sharing this 
little adventure with Pablo?” said Rosemary. 

Debs grimaced a little. “Pablo and I are taking 
a breather,” she informed her best chum. 

“I thought you were mad about him?” said 
Rosemary. 

“I really like him but he wants to play housey-
housey,” said Debs, “I’m just not ready for that. We 
had a heart to heart last night and I told him I’d like a 
little space.” 

“How did he take it?” asked Rosemary. 
“Well he threatened to fly over and spank me,” 

laughed Deborah. “But aside from that he was very 
sweet.” 

 
“Would you like to give me six of the best?” 

Deborah asked the reporter cheerily. She chuckled at 
the incredulous look on his face. “It’s really not that 
difficult.” She went to a cupboard in the corner and 
extracted a crook-handled cane. “The one thing that 
there is never any shortage of around here is canes,” 
she giggled.  

They were upstairs in the shadowy room at the 
back of the library. For the past two hours Deborah 
had been giving the journalist a grand tour of the 
facility. In every room she had regaled him with 
stories of the misadventures of the Woody gals, 
explaining the many different styles of punishment 
practiced by the various members of the Brass. She 
couldn’t help noticing that the sports journalist was 
showing considerable interest in the subject. 
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Earlier in the day Debs had opened the email 
containing the draft of the article based upon her 
candid interview with some trepidation. She soon 
discovered that she needn’t have worried. She had 
selected the reporter because she knew that he had 
always had a soft spot for her, but the sympathetic 
tone of his writing made Deborah suspect that he 
may even be harboring a secret crush on her. 

 
Deborah flexed the cane between her hands, 

and then swished it through the air. “This one feels 
quite springy,” she told the journo. “This is what is 
known as a number one cane, not quite as scary as 
the senior cane that the Grand Master uses, but it still 
packs plenty of bite.” Deborah handed the astonished 
journalist the cane. “The best place to grip it is about 
six inches above the crook, it gives you maximum 
control but still leaves plenty of whippy shaft to work 
with,” she explained. “Now you don’t have to scream 
it through the air, just raise it a foot above my bum 
and bring it down sharply with plenty of wrist. You 
must hit the sweet spot, nothing high or low and 
make sure you don’t wrap the cane around so it hits 
my hips. Have you got all that?” 

The journalist nodded silently and took the 
cane looking apprehensive. 

Deborah had chosen to wear conventional 
clobber instead of her official Red-shirt uniform. She 
unfastened the top button of her red and black 
striped blazer and shrugged it off. “Now,” she said, 
“I’m going to go over to the fireplace and bend over 
and touch my toes. It’s not my favorite position but 
it’s the tradition in this room. When you’re ready turn 
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back my skirt. It’s also tradition to tap down the cane 
three times to gauge your distance. After that it will 
be up to you.”    

Deborah shrugged on her blazer. “That was 
quite impressive for a first try,” she told the journalist, 
“but it is only a cane and you won’t break me. So you 
can put a little more pace into it next time.” She took 
the cane from the journalist and replaced it in the 
cupboard. “You look a little stressed out,” she smiled. 
“I’ll take you up to the landings and we’ll see if we 
can’t find you a little tipple to steady your nerves.” 

 
“This is Bernadette,” said Debs. “She is my 

deputy. She is a wonderful chum and my trusted 
aide. She also keeps a well-stocked liquor cabinet. 
Bounder, our friend here is sorely in need of a scotch 
and soda.” 

 
  
 
 
 



 

 

20 

 
Adrenalin Junkie 

  
 
Deborah slipped her arm into the journalists. 

“Come on,” she smiled, “I’m going to let you into a 
few tips of the trade.” 

 
Debs took the journalist down to the practice 

range. She lowered the training beam and collected 
the life-size dummy from the closet. She bent the 
dummy over the beam and stepped back. 

She extracted a piece of chalk from her blazer 
pocket and rubbed it lengthways across the tautened 
navy blue bumbags. 

“This is the target area,” she said patiently, 
“and you’re doing very well with your landings. You 
just lack a bit in the way of oomph. I’m feeling them 
when they land but they’re dying an instant death. 
Now watch me carefully,” She tapped the cane down 
and then swished it through the air. Chalk dust burst 
off the bumbags in a cloud. “Steady stroke,” she told 
him, “firm snap of the wrist and a proper follow-
through. Now you try it.” 
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It hadn’t taken the journalist too long to realize 
that he had been pulling his strokes and he began to 
copy Deborah’s confident style. She watched 
approvingly as he began to nail the target shot after 
shot.  

“Six more practice swings and I think you’ll be 
ready,” she told him patiently. 

 
Debs hissed with consternation. She had 

replaced the dummy in the closet and bent over in its 
place. She had positioned the wooden beam just high 
enough so that she was forced up on the balls of her 
feet and her arms were incapable of touching the 
floor. Her bottom was perfectly positioned to be 
whipped.  

 
The cane swiped down making perfect contact. 

Draped upside down over the beam Debs was 
helpless to do anything but to hang on for the ride as 
the pain reverberated through her central nervous 
system. As she collected her senses she wondered at 
the wisdom of advising him to leave a lengthy 
interlude between strokes. 

 
“Now that was six of the best,” she 

congratulated the journalist. “I’ll still be feeling that 
for hours.” 

The journalist looked concerned. “I’m sorry if 
that was too hard,” he said nervously. 

Debs shook her head. “I told you, you can’t 
break a gal with a cane. As Ms Lawton used to say we 
are born broad of beam as if we were designed to 
absorb six of the best.” 
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“How poetic of Ms Lawton,” the reporter 
laughed. 

 
Debs hung up her blazer and skirt in the closet. 

She loosened her collar and tie and kicked off her 
shoes. She padded over to her desk and flipped open 
her laptop. 

“Hi gang,” she typed into her blog, “you’ll 
never guess what I’ve been up to.” 

 
Deborah lay on her bed smoking a cigarette 

that she had bummed from Rosemary and drinking a 
glass of chardonnay. Her bottom was still very hot 
and smarting but she liked the feeling. She 
considered her latest experimental adventure. 

When she had started giving the reporter the 
Grand Tour she had no plans for offering him the 
opportunity to beat her arse with a whippy cane. It 
was not until they reached the punishment room that 
the idea had occurred to her. In hindsight she 
acknowledged that it could all have gone pear-shaped 
in a heartbeat, nonetheless it had certainly been 
thrilling. 

During the past week she had been formally 
punished on three occasions. She understood that 
was a completely different kind of thrill. She thrived 
on the jag of the adrenalin rush of actually getting 
into trouble. The beatings themselves were neither 
pleasant nor titillating although she did enjoy the 
aftermath and the feeling of wearing steamy 
bumbags. 

The thrashing she had received that afternoon 
was completely different. It was similar to the 
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recreational canings she received from Christy and 
Spanky when they were in residence. She actually 
enjoyed the physical pain when she was in play 
mode.  

She yawned and stubbed out her cigarette. 
“You’re just an adrenalin junkie,” she told herself and 
reached over to turn out the light.  

 
 

 
 
 



 

 

21 

 
A Caning for Kate 

  
 
Detective Inspector Kate Faulkner sighed as 

she was shown a red card. 
“Faulkner, step up for goofing,” announced 

Missy Goldbhum. “Step up this instant.” 
The other gals in the hall watched as Kate rose 

to her feet. Although she spent her days in the Elite 
lecture rooms her official designation was that of a 
lowly grubby and during assembly she sat in the front 
row of the hall. 

It only took Kate a few steps to reach the 
designated position of disgrace halfway between the 
double doors of the hall and the steps to the stage. 
She turned to face the other inmates and stood to a 
loose attention.  

 
During her schooldays Kate Faulkner had 

always been top of her class, captain of school sports 
teams and was generally selected to play the leads in 
school plays. She was the first to admit that she was 
something of a Miss Goodie-Two-Shoes and during 
her career she only paid one visit to the 
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Headmistresses study for a mild scolding. She had 
been a shoe-in as Headgal, a role that she fulfilled 
with patrician authority. 

When she first went undercover at the Back to 
School Unit she was somewhat surprised to discover 
the joys of minxing. She would have been perfectly 
within her rights to have opted out of the unit’s 
disciplinary program but she had insisted that she 
was treated like any other member of the community. 

 
Kate was left standing at the front of the hall 

for nearly ten minutes before she heard the click of 
heels on the wood floors that signaled the Brass 
approaching. She was keenly aware that eighty pairs 
of eyes were observing her in her lonely vigil. She did 
her best to feign indifference and stared at the clock 
at the back of the hall. She knew that within the next 
thirty minutes she would be bent over the back of a 
chair presenting her bottom for a dose of the cane. 

 
Kate felt a flutter of nerves in the pit of her 

tummy as the Brass swept into the hall. Several of 
them threw her sympathetic smiles and 
uncharacteristically Patty Hodge did not stop to give 
her an unsavory ration of tongue pie. She heard the 
footsteps of the Grand Master as he approached the 
hall. She put her shoulders back and her hands by her 
side and stared straight ahead. 

 
“Miss Faulkner?” said the Grand Master in a 

rather cheery tone, “You’d better go up and get 
yourself inspected.” 
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“Yes sir,” nodded Kate and turned on her heel 
and headed for the door. 

Katie Beck looked Kate Faulkner up and down. 
As usual Kate looked absolutely immaculate. Even 
Katie couldn’t find a single reason to subject the 
policewoman to a bib-down, tie-back clobber 
inspection. 

“Go next door Faulkner and bend over the 
desk, I’ll be in to check you out shortly,” said Katie 
Beck. 

 
Kate Faulkner rolled down her bumbags and 

rucked up her skirt before bending forward and 
slithering her torso across the varnished desktop. She 
knew that Katie would take her own sweet time 
before coming in to perform the inspection. 

Kate knew that this was a rather incongruous 
position for a highly decorated police officer to find 
herself in but she accepted her plight without 
complaint. Kate knew that she had elected to 
immerse herself in Woodyworld and the ghastly 
process of being inspected by Katie Beck was one of 
the less pleasant by-products of her chosen life-style. 

 
“You know the punishment for goofing in the 

assembly hall, Faulkner,” said the Grand Master, “I’m 
going to need you to remove your blazer and bend 
over the chair.” 

“Yes, sir,” said Kate in her polite voice. 
The Grand Master got up and removed his suit 

jacket and hung it up. He rolled up the sleeves of his 
white shirt before crossing to the tall-boy and 
selecting a cane. 
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He watched Kate approach the chair with her 
confident stride. Unhurriedly the police inspector 
unfastened the top button of her blazer and shrugged 
it off. She placed it neatly over the back of the chair 
and then without hesitation bent forward at the waist 
and assumed the time-honored position. 

 
Six months earlier Kate Faulkner would have 

scoffed at anybody suggesting that she would ever 
find herself in such a position. The notion of having 
her bottom swished with a whippy cane would have 
seemed laughable but now bent over the chair she 
merely considered it to be an unfortunate 
consequence of being the dedicated minx she had 
become. 

 
The Grand Master swung the cane with 

leisurely ease, slicing it across the naked nates with a 
crisp thwack. Kate’s buttocks twitched momentarily 
but the rest of her body remained still and 
acquiescent. 

 
Mr Humphries had considerable respect for 

Kate Faulkner. He had offered her the option to opt 
out of the disciplinary program but she had been 
insistent. She had even insisted that she should be 
enrolled in the Beaten Brat club. 

He swung the cane again. 
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22 

 
Hooked on the Joys of Minxing 

 
 
Kate Faulkner slipped into the seat next to 

Deborah and winked at her chum. 
“How was it?” whispered Debs. 
Kate just smiled enigmatically and laid out her 

books in preparation for the lecture. 
 
Deborah and Kate had become tight. They 

spent hours talking about art, literature and politics 
but mostly they gabbed about whops. 

Kate was intrigued by Deborah’s history at the 
Queensgate Academy which was the polar opposite to 
her own education experiences. Debs had allowed her 
to read her diaries from the period and Kate had been 
genuinely shocked. It seemed like every second or 
third entry included the words “I was ‘put on the 
menu’ today”. She had smiled at Deborah’s gleeful 
accounts of her many successful defenses, but it was 
Deborah’s detailed and articulate descriptions of each 
thrashing she had been subjected to that intrigued 
her most. 
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At first when they had discussed Deborah’s 
schooldays Debs had been slightly defensive and 
suggested that she had often been singled out. 

“When I was at prep school it didn’t matter 
who else was gabbing or goofing it was always me 
who was sent to stand in the corner,” Debs recalled. 
“At Queensgate trouble followed me around like a bad 
case of flatulence but even if the whole class was 
acting the bollocks it was always me who ended up 
on the menu.” 

However, in recent months, as Debs 
increasingly discovered her spanking id her 
assessment had mellowed. She began to admit that 
the reason she was always the one in trouble was 
that she had constantly got the last word in or tried 
for the last laugh after everybody else had settled 
down. She concluded that she was addicted to getting 
into trouble. 

Deborah’s revelations had helped Kate to 
understand her own motivations. Her first undercover 
assignment had been at the Ripley Back to School 
Unit to assist Ms Lawton with her investigations into 
bribery and corruption amongst the Brass.  

To expose the level of the ‘get out of whops’ 
bribes offered by the Brass she had embarked upon a 
program of mischief and mayhem. 

Refusing to pay the Brass she soon found 
herself making regular visits to Ms Lawton’s office to 
be caned. After getting over the initial physical shock 
of having her bare bottom whipped with a thirty-six 
inch long rattan cane she discovered that she reveled 
in her new reputation as a trouble-maker. She 
admitted to Debs that she had been rather staid and 
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boring at school and that minxing was far more fun 
than her former role as the teacher’s pet. 

 
Kate wriggled her bottom on the hard wooden 

seat. She had not yet concluded whether she truly 
liked the feeling of a hot and throbbing bottom but 
she was feeling exhilarated. 

The moment that she had seen the prefect 
reaching into her blazer pocket to produce the red-
card Kate Faulkner had experienced the first thrilling 
rush of adrenalin. 

The long, lonely wait at the front of the hall 
with her heart thumping and her hands feeling 
clammy had heightened her buzz. Even the attendant 
unpleasantness of having to deal with Katie Beck had 
not dampened her feeling of excitement. Detective 
Inspector Kate Faulkner couldn’t deny that she was 
hooked on the joys of minxing. 

 
Claire Brooks was cutting through the corridors 

on the way for a swishing. She stretched her long, 
slender legs, her heels clicking on the wooden floors. 
She had a slight frown on her pretty face, otherwise 
outwardly she appeared unperturbed by her 
upcoming interview with the Grand Master. 

Over the years Claire had become pragmatic 
about corporal punishment. She had been reared 
across her mother’s lap having her bare buns warmed 
with a wood-backed hairbrush. She had attended the 
prestigious Dayton Manor boarding school where she 
had been a prominent player on the six o’clock 
swishing circuit. By the time she parted company with 
the school she had been swished into the record 
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books as the second most beaten pupil in national 
history and held the unenviable record of being the 
last gal ever to be horsed and birched. 

She had been amongst the first wave of 
Extreme Ladettes dispatched to the Woody Back to 
School Unit and during each of the seven years of her 
sentence she had ranked amongst the top five on the 
Annual Hall of Shame. Now, she had established new 
records both as the most caned Old Gal in history and 
the first Old Gal to feature in the top ten of the 
Annual Hall of Shame. 

Claire was a pragmatist. She did not consider 
herself to be a particularly bad gal and was never 
accused of being mean-spirited. Nonetheless she 
acknowledged that she was a very naughty gal and 
she accepted the consequences with cheerful 
stoicism.   

 
 
 
 
 
 



 

 

23 

 
“I hate being Brat Spanked” 

 
 
Claire was not feeling particularly cheerful or 

stoic stretched out across the Grand Master’s lap 
having her bare bottom whapped with a tawse down 
in the Brat Chamber. 

As usual the interview with the Grand Master 
had been conducted in a relaxed manner. Claire had 
been able to offer little defense or explanation for her 
finding it necessary to interject an overly ribald 
riposte into the proceedings in the lecture room. Nor 
could she deny that her recent record had been less 
than stellar. She had received her first red-card of the 
term within forty-eight hours of her return from 
furlough. In accordance with the protocols of the Old 
Gal Whops and Clobber Charter in addition to being 
whopped she was also required to dress in full 
clobber for the subsequent seven days. Since her first 
thrashing of the term Claire had failed to survive 
seven consecutive days without being whopped and 
as a consequence she had spent the past months 
permanently in clobber. She was forced to admit that 
her conduct might benefit from an over-haul. 
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Even the pragmatic Claire had let out an 
audible groan when the Grand Master had invited him 
to join him down in the Brat Chamber. Being Brat 
Spanked had not been high on her agenda when she 
had risen that morning. Somewhat disconsolately she 
had accompanied Mr Humphries through the 
corridors. 

As usual he had used the time to inquire about 
an upcoming equestrian event. Claire did her best to 
keep up her end of the conversation but she was 
rather distracted by her impending fate. 

 
Claire took off her red and black striped blazer 

and handed it to Ms Reed. She offered the Grand 
Master her wrist and allowed herself to be slowly 
lowered down across his lap. She felt her skirt being 
turned back. Momentarily she hoped that he would at 
least allow her the dignity of retaining her bumbags 
but her hopes were dashed when she felt his fingers 
in the elastic waistband. She sighed and lowered her 
head between her out-stretched arms. 

 
Claire Brooks was not having a good time of it. 

Mr Humphries had selected a particularly supple 
Lochgelly tawse for the mission. Due to the flexibility 
of the aged leather the two-tails operated quite 
separately landing a mille-second apart. The dual 
slaps caused Claire to wriggle and jerk in the Grand 
Master’s lap with considerable consternation.  

Mr Humphries took his time, keeping Claire 
tucked into the fold of his lap and leaving thirty 
seconds between strokes so that she could savor the 
full effects of each cycle. 
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Claire Brooks lay panting across Mr Humphries 

lap. She felt her bumbags being slipped back into 
place and her skirt being turned down but she was in 
no hurry to return to the upright. Claire had a 
reputation for being as tough as nails but she was 
acutely aware that she had just been treated to a 
particularly juicy spanking and she was struggling to 
gather herself. 

Mr Humphries allowed Claire almost a full 
minute over his knee before finally helping her to her 
feet. 

Her face was flushed and she looked a little 
shaky on her pins as the retrieved her blazer from the 
Dame in charge of Mathematics. She shrugged it on 
and secured the top button with shaky fingers. 

The Grand Master politely apologized to the 
Dame for the interruption to her lecture and invited 
Claire to accompany him back to his study so that 
they could complete the necessary paperwork. 

 
“So how was it?” asked the Grand Master 

amiably as they cut through the corridors. 
“It was extremely hot,” muttered Claire. 

“Nobody likes a Brat Spanking.” 
“Then perhaps it will serve as a reminder to 

you for the future,” smiled the Grand Master cheerily. 
Claire Brooks just grunted. 
 
“I hate being Brat Spanked,” groaned Claire. 

Her long lithe body was stretched out across Lady 
Victoria’s lap. Victoria was kneading cooling balms 
into the hot and swollen flesh. “I’ve got a date 
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tonight,” complained Claire, “and I have the feeling 
that this one is a keeper. I hate going on a date with 
a sore arse.” 

Victoria chuckled sympathetically. “I’m doing 
my best to cool you down, sis,” she told her chum. 
“Who’s the lucky boy then?” 

“Just some stud-muffin I met while I was out 
shopping with Melons on Sunday afternoon,” said 
Claire. “He wants to go to the flicks but I don’t think 
I’m in much shape for sitting through a movie. I think 
I’ll make him take me to Gabriel’s and see if I can’t 
dance these stripes off.” 

“Gabriel’s? You need to be careful sis, a lot of 
Yoofs hang out there,” said Victoria. “You make sure 
that Ellen knows where you are. Remember you are 
the Prime Minister’s daughter now.” 

“I’ll be careful,” promised Claire Brooks. 
 
 
  
 



 

 

24 

 
CoY Boy 

 
 
“Everybody is pointing fingers at each other,” 

laughed Susan Lawton. “Clearly the whole plan was 
devised by Malicious but she’s hiding behind some 
form of diplomatic immunity that we’re still trying to 
unravel.” 

Susan Lawton was dressed in her military 
whites but she had removed her hat and loosened her 
tie. She was enjoying a gin and tonic in the Grand 
Master’s quarters. “Rufus says that all the contracts 
were drawn up by Armanisuit and claims that they 
were issued on government letterhead paper. It’s all a 
big conspiracy. One thing we do need to be careful of 
though is that Rufus says there is still an outstanding 
bounty on Claire’s bumbags. He says he has 
rescinded it but there is no way of telling whether 
some maverick Yoof will try to make a name for 
himself.” 

“Oh shit,” said Mr Humphries. “We issued her a 
town-pass; she’s out on a date.” He pulled out his 
cell-phone and called Ellen Millar. “Does Stacks have 
anybody out and about in town tonight?” he asked. 
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“We need to send a security detail over to Gabriel’s 
and make sure there are no Yoofs sniffing about 
Claire’s bumbags.” 

“I’m ahead of you Grand Master,” said the 
head of security. “She just called in. Apparently the 
gentleman she is out with is sporting a CoY tattoo. 
He’s a Yoof. I dispatched Mickey and his team; they’ll 
be on-site in a few minutes. I was just about to call 
you.” 

The Grand Master closed his phone. “I don’t 
suppose you’d care for a drink in town would you 
Major?” he asked Susan. 

 
Claire was discovering that being the Prime 

Ministers daughter had certain privileges. At the 
fashionable club she was escorted to the front of the 
line and let in without paying the cover charge. She 
and her beau were escorted to a VIP table in front of 
the stage where a swing band was performing. A 
bottle of Cristal miraculously appeared compliments of 
the house. Her date was suitably impressed. 

He was extremely well-dressed and spoke with 
an educated accent. He was polite and courteous, 
standing-up when she left the table to freshen up and 
holding her chair for her when she returned. 

They danced energetically which helped 
alleviate the throbbing in Claire’s bumbags. He 
politely dissuaded several paparazzi from disturbing 
her. 

It was not until he grew warm from dancing 
and turned back the cuffs of his shirt that she noticed 
the tattoo. It was designed to be obscured by the 
wristband of his watch but she caught a glimpse of it 



Natural Born Minxes 
 

 

as they danced. Her heart missed a beat. Ellen had 
shown them the tattoo during the security briefings. 
Her date was an associate of the Confederacy of 
Yoofs. 

She made her excuses to take a bathroom 
break and called Ellen Millar. She straightened her 
clobber and tried to remain calm as she returned to 
the table. 

 
The doormen at the nightclub were proving to 

be accommodating. Over the past few months Mickey 
the Purveyor and his security team had paid several 
visits to the local clubs and explained their current 
assignment of offering protection to the inmates of 
the facility. Mickey had only needed to drop Stacks 
Monroe’s name into the conversation to be assured of 
cooperation. 

“Call her on her cell-phone and tell her to go to 
the bathroom,” said Major Susan Lawton. “I’ll meet 
her there and bring her out. Mickey can go in and 
have a whisper in our Yoof’s shell-like.” 

Susan Lawton had borrowed a dark trench coat 
to cover her military uniform. The doorman shrugged 
and let her in. Mickey the Purveyor followed. 

 
“I’m sorry, sir,” said Claire earnestly. “I had no 

idea until I spotted the tattoo. He seemed a really 
nice guy.” 

Mr Humphries smiled. “Don’t blame yourself,” 
he said comfortingly. “Yoofs come in many shades. 
We just need to clarify who he is. For all we know he 
may be a retired Yoof. Mickey will find out. He’s good 
at that kind of thing.” 
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“Claims that he’s had nothing to do with the 

Yoofs for years,” reported Mickey. “Also says he didn’t 
have any idea that Claire was the Prime Minister’s 
daughter until she told him tonight. He seemed 
honest enough but we’ll have him fully checked out 
and we’ll keep him under observation for a few days.” 

Ms Lawton patted Claire’s hand 
sympathetically. “I’m sorry your night was ruined, but 
we can’t be too careful.”    

 



 

 

25 

 
On her way to Six on the Silks 

 
 
Lisa Sutton’s night was being ruined by being 

bent over the end of her bed for six on the silks from 
Melanie White. 

She knew that she only had herself to blame 
but that did nothing to quell the scorching heat being 
ignited inside her silk pajama bottoms. 

 
For weeks the Bounder had been bitching 

about the heavy losses that Bernadette Summers 
Enterprises was incurring on the BUTT Stakes. Lisa 
tried to explain that recent activity on the Big BUTT 
had been highly unpredictable as the inmates, 
inspired by the news that they may shortly become 
free women, had embarked upon an unprecedented 
frenzy of minxing. She told Bernadette that no 
amount of statistical modeling could guarantee BSE a 
return on their money. The Bounder had been 
unimpressed and had authorized Lisa to buy some 
time on one of the World’s most sophisticated 
analytical software program’s that was hosted at an 
Ivy League college in the Eastern United States. 
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Lisa was highly dubious about the outcome of 
this mission but finally agreed to oblige on condition 
that this was treated as a below the line expense and 
in no way effected her own commissions. 

 
Procuring the appropriate licence had proven 

simple enough and even establishing the correlation 
model had been a cinch. However, processing was 
proving time-consuming on her laptop. Nixdown had 
suggested that she try to run the program on the 
more juiced-up computers up in the library.  

Lisa had settled in and run her models. The 
results generated by the program had been puzzling 
and slightly disconcerting. She was particularly 
alarmed when the computer predicted that there was 
a 6-1 chance that she would personally be beaten 
every forty-eight hours for the duration of the 
remainder of the term. Lisa was a maths wiz and 
became engrossed in modeling and remodeling. She 
changed criteria and correlations until she was 
satisfied that she had explored all avenues of risk 
minimization. 

The bell rang signaling the forty-five minute 
warning before lockdown. She decided she would 
make one last run and then compile the results first 
thing in the morning. She clicked the run button and 
the machine began to process. She waited for the 
results to appear on the screen.  

She watched the clock in the corner of the 
machine as it clicked through the seconds. She began 
to become concerned when it reached three minutes. 
None of the previous simulations had taken that long. 
She wiggled the mouse but got no response, the 
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timer kept clicking through the seconds. She tried to 
hit the escape button and other keys that she hoped 
would stop the program, there was still no response. 
She wrinkled her brow in irritation. The computer 
seemed to have locked itself. She considered her 
options. A hard reboot and re-accessing the program 
would take valuable time. She could wait until the 
morning and log-back in but that would cost a further 
thousand squids in hourly rental fees. The modeling 
had taken considerably longer than expected and she 
was already reached the limit of her budget including 
contingency. She felt certain that if she over-ran by a 
grand Bernadette would find a way of utilizing her 
unique book-keeping techniques to bamboozle her 
out of the squids. 

It was not that Lisa needed the dosh; it was 
the principle of the matter. She sighed. She hard-
booted the machine and waited impatiently while it 
made up its mind what it was going to do. Valuable 
minutes ticked away before she was back in business. 
She logged back in and brought up the software.  

To her consternation the data had been lost in 
cyber-space and she had to re-punch it in. This time 
the software ran properly and her results appeared on 
the screen. She eye-balled them quickly and then hit 
print. She waited for the hum of the laser-printer but 
nothing happened. She hurried over. Nothing was 
going right, the load paper light was flashing. She 
found paper and loaded it into the tray. More valuable 
minutes had past and she was beginning to panic. 
Once her report was printed she raced back to the 
computer to log-off. This proved a painfully slow 
process requiring her to confirm the time she had 
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spent using the license and the number of runs she 
had made before it took its own sweet time cross-
checking her account details. She was extremely 
tetchy by the time it tried to coerce her into 
participating in a short survey. She declined and 
finally got out of the program. She grabbed her 
papers and hurried out of the library. 

 
Lisa dashed along corridors, across hallways 

and down numerous stairwells. Running in the public 
areas was strictly forbidden and was punishable by a 
mandatory six of the best. Nonetheless she had to 
take the risk of encountering a prefect who might 
happen to be out and about. She had reached the 
quadrangle when she heard the dreaded sound of the 
lockdown bell and saw the lights go out in the 
quarter’s wing. She slowed down and trudged across 
the stone pavements. Lisa Sutton was well aware that 
she was on her way towards six on the silks.  

 
  



 

 

26 

 
Thousand Squid Whops 

 
 
Melanie White was waiting in the study. “I’m 

sorry Sutton, but you know the form,” she said not 
unkindly. “Unless you wish to lodge an appeal I’ll 
need you to get changed and I’ll be back to beat you 
shortly.” 

Lisa shook her head glumly. Despite her 
relationship with the Bounder she was not a heavy 
gambler herself. Nonetheless she would have been 
willing to place a healthy wager that her excuse for 
being late would not be greeted with much sympathy. 
BSE’s investment in using one of the World’s most 
sophisticated computers might well be construed by 
the other inmates as an attempt to fix the odds. 
Melanie was a big player on the BUTT Stakes and 
would most likely share this somewhat unreasonable 
opinion. Lisa Sutton did not fancy her chances against 
an appeals committee made up of hardened 
gamblers. 

“I’ll go and change,” she said tightly. 
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Lisa bent over the end of her bed with her hips 
slightly elevated by a pillow they were rested upon. 
She tried to console herself that she had saved 
herself the unnecessary expenditure of a thousand 
squids but she found little solace in this fiscal 
justification. She could sense Melanie White taking up 
position behind her and she cringed as the cane 
tapped down on the crown of her upturned silk 
jimjam trews. 

 
Melanie hung up her blazer and loosened her 

tie. She watched as Lisa placed her pillow over the 
end of her bed and slumped forward. Melanie was 
serving her second term as Dorm Raider, sharing the 
role this year with Claire Brooks. Melanie was highly 
regarded by the inmates for her skill with the 
ashplant and regularly gained high marks on the 
GalGab web-site for artistic merit, technical delivery 
and the all-important heat factor. 

 
Lisa gritted her teeth. During Melons two 

periods as Dorm Raider the Minxster had already had 
the misfortune of being beaten half a dozen times by 
the prefect. She knew what to expect. 

 
Melanie was fond of the Minxster but she knew 

better than to let her emotions get in the way of 
performing her duty. Melons practiced a strict ‘no 
favorites’ policy and dealt with every gal with exactly 
the same efficiency and severity. She raised the cane 
in the air and slashed it down across the red and 
black striped jimjam trews. It was a tremendous 
strike and caused Lisa to kick and buck on the bed. 
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Across the room Bernadette lay in her bed and 

watched with expert eyes. She was also no stranger 
to Melanie’s lethal ashplant and she was in no doubt 
that her best chum was in for a hot and sweaty few 
minutes. 

 
Lisa’s mouth opened in a silent howl. She had 

braced herself but the extraordinary wave of pain still 
came as a shock. She shook her long, curly auburn 
hair in consternation and drummed her feet on the 
floor.  

Lisa Sutton hated being caned and couldn’t 
believe that she had allowed herself to get into this 
unfortunate position for the sake of a few measly 
quids. She gritted her teeth and squeezed her eyes 
tightly shut as she heard a second ominous whistle 
from behind.  

 
There was no question that Melanie White’s 

reputation was well-deserved. The experienced Dorm 
Raider knew from lengthy personal experience that 
there was absolutely no point in whopping a gal 
unless you whopped her properly. Giving a whop-
hardened minx a few gentle flicks would serve no 
purpose. Fond though she was of the Minxster she 
was duty bound to lay it on thick. 

 
Lisa bucked and writhed as each stroke 

scalded her poor beleaguered bum. She was in doubt 
that she was getting a proper whopping. They were 
five strokes in and getting ready for the closer. It took 
Lisa a few moments to mentally prepare herself 
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before gamely pushing her butt up so that Melanie 
could get a really good shot at her. 

Lisa buried her face in the duvet as the 
electrifying heat seemed to envelop her. Melanie had 
finished with a perfect five-bar gate, slashing the 
cane down diagonally across the existing stripes. It 
was an absolute gem of a delivery. 

 
The following morning Lisa Sutton took her 

Punishment Record Book along so the thrashing could 
be post-processed. 

“Jeez Melons,” she told the prefect, “I’m still 
sizzling. That last one had to be a nine point five.” 

“I’m really sorry Lisa,” said Melons, “but you 
know the form.” 

“I’m not complaining Melons, I know that I 
deserved to be beaten, I was just commenting on 
your handiwork,” said Lisa. 

“I think nine point five is a bit of an 
exaggeration,” grinned Melons. 

“It wasn’t you in those jimjams,” retorted Lisa, 
“I think I might have been in a little better position to 
judge than you.”    

 
 
    
 



 

 

27 

 
Another Nine Point Five 

 
 
Just two hours later it was Melanie’s turn to 

feel the effects of a nine point five heat rated beating. 
She was bent over the front desk of the lecture room 
having her bumbags cut to tatters with one of Patty 
Hodge’s wye-tipped canes. 

 
Patty and Melons had a long and acrimonious 

history. Back in Melanie’s schooldays Patty had acted 
as the Mistress of Discipline at Dartington Manor 
where Melons was boarded. Patty had despised 
Melanie’s best chum Cathryn Cassidy with a hatred 
that bordered on the pathological and by association 
Melons had become the object of one of Patty’s 
malicious obsessions. They had been very hot times 
to be residing in Melanie White’s bumbags. 

 
Cat Cassidy cupped her chin in her hands and 

watched as the cane sliced across her best chum’s 
upturned derriere. The grin on Patty’s face and the 
obvious relish with which she was thrashing Melons 
made her tempted to get up and pop the Dame on 
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the sniffer and worry about the consequences later. 
She fixed Patty with the evil eye but the evil Dame 
just sneered and whopped away with gusto. 

 
Melanie White was a tough as any gal in the 

unit but she was beginning to sweat as she lay 
sprawled across the desk waiting for the closer. 

During the first five strokes Patty had been 
landing the cane in a predictable thirty second pattern 
but she had now left Melons in her prone position for 
over ninety seconds. Occasionally she swished the 
cane through the air causing Melons to flinch visibly. 
The heat from the first five strokes was excruciating 
and Melanie dreaded the arrival of the closer but she 
just wanted to get it over with. Being toyed with by 
Patty was giving her a serious dose of the pip. 

 
Cat drummed her fingernails on the desk. The 

previous evening she had received the results of a 
secret ballot that she had posted on the 
www.woodettes.com web-site. She had been startled 
to find that the majority of the potential customers at 
the Woody Resort had indicated that they were in 
favor of Patty remaining on the Brass. 

 
Patty raised the cane in the air; she narrowed 

her eyes and set her feet. The thirty-three inch wye-
tipped cane sliced through the air and landed with an 
explosive thwack. Melanie’s whole body convulsed 
and writhed on the desk-top, her face contorted into 
a desperate grimace. Patty looked up at Cathryn and 
winked. 

 

http://www.woodettes.com/�
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“Either the Woodettes don’t really understand 
what an evil be-yotch they’ll be dealing with or else 
they all need their heads examined,” growled Cat. 
“She beat poor Melons fucking bandy. She’s 
demented and dangerous.” 

Lady Victoria swilled the wine around in her 
glass. “So what will you do?” 

“You’re going to write her a contract that has a 
slew of penalty clauses in it,” growled Cathryn. “If she 
acts the bollocks her bumbags are going to pay the 
price.” 

Victoria sipped her wine. “What about Katie 
and the Wart?” 

“Same story, over eighty per-cent of the voters 
want the Radical Right to stay on,” muttered Cat. “I 
don’t really have any choice.” 

“I still don’t quite understand why we are 
doing this. Shouldn’t we be beating a hasty retreat 
from this place and getting our lives back?” asked Vix. 

“I’ve thought about that too,” said Cat. “Me 
and Mark argue about it all the time. He wants me to 
move in with him but I like my independence.” 

“Cat you live in a Government owned 
Correctional Institution,” spluttered Victoria, “that is 
hardly independence.” 

Cathryn shrugged. “Picky, picky,” she giggled. 
 
“I’m still fucking sizzling,” complained Melons. 

“Be-yotch, she really put her arm into the closer. 
Gawd I’d like to get her bumbags in my sight’s, she 
wouldn’t sit down for a week.” 
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Cat hugged her chum. “Maybe that could be 
arranged. Why don’t you sit down and listen to my 
plan.” 

“Sit down?” squealed Melons. “Are you fucking 
barking? There isn’t a seat that’s ever been designed 
that could tempt me right now. Sheesh, I sound such 
a muff, I can’t believe I let her nail me, but if you 
have a plan to let me get a shot at her bumbags I’m 
all ears.” 

 
Patty stared at the neatly typed sheaf of 

papers. Sometime, while she had been out and about 
regaling her cohorts with the success of her caning of 
Melons the papers had been slipped under her door. 

In bold letters the heading read Terms of 
Agreement between The Woody Resort LLC and Ms 
Patricia Hodge.  

With trembling fingers she picked up the 
contract and hurried into her living room. She poured 
herself a gin and tonic and settled into read over the 
agreement. She felt a wave of relief that Cathryn had 
seen sense and decided to include her in the plans for 
the new resort. She began to read. 

  
 
   
 
 



 

 

28 

 
Penalty Clauses 

 
 
Patty Hodge sidled up to Dotty Hammell. 
“Heyho Dotty, I thought we could do each 

other a favor,” she said unctuously. “I heard that 
you’re in negotiations with the Woody Resort and I 
rather thought that it might be beneficial to 
everybody if we presented a united front and agreed 
the terms and conditions jointly. I was thinking of 
inviting you to act as spokesperson to the Brass, after 
all you are tight with Cassidy and are in the strongest 
position to arrange the most mutually beneficial terms 
on our behalf.” 

Dotty looked at Patty suspiciously. The two 
Dames had never got along. Dotty was notoriously 
minx-friendly and universally adored by the inmates. 
On more than one occasion Dotty had felt compelled 
to hack Patty in the shins when she considered that 
the Commandant of the Radical Right deserved it. 

“And why would I do that?” asked Dotty. “The 
terms Cathryn and Miss Botts have offered me are 
more than generous. To the best of my knowledge 
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none of our colleagues have any reason to 
renegotiate. Is there a problem with your contract?” 

“Well not exactly a problem,” said Patty 
smoothly. “There are just one or two clauses that I 
thought could be reworded. By the way, who will be 
your supervisor?” 

Dotty crinkled her brow. “The Grand Master of 
course, who else would I report to?” 

“Oh nobody, I just wondered whether Cassidy 
was introducing any unnecessary lines of command. 
After all she has no experience in such matters,” said 
Patty hurriedly. “Well if you don’t see any reason to 
negotiate jointly I will be cutting along, toodlepip.” 

   
“That be-yotch,” ranted Patty in the saloon bar 

of the Bunch of Grapes. “She’s only applied these 
penalty clauses to the three of us.” 

Katie scowled. “My contract gives Cassidy, 
Brompton, Morton, Cranfield and even that 
degenerate Summers full thrashing rights over me. 
It’s a fucking disgrace.”  

“Same, same,” muttered the Wart. 
Patty was iridescent with anger; she could 

hardly hold her wine glass she was shaking so much. 
Cat had given her fourty-eight hours to sign the 
contract or else the offer would be rescinded. In 
many ways the offer was quite generous, she would 
be given the opportunity to purchase shares in the 
venture and would also receive a mouth-watering 
salary. The figures that Cat and Spanky had bandied 
about predicted considerable profits for everybody 
involved. Nonetheless the idea of being subjected to 
disciplinary hearings in front of a panel of her most 
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hated enemies made her feel quite bilious. 
Nonetheless she knew that she had little choice. 

“What’s the worst that can happen?” she heard 
herself saying, “so we get whopped occasionally, but 
we’ll still have access to plenty of bumbags to whop 
ourselves. The alternatives are not exactly appealing.” 

 
Patty signed the contract and stuffed it into an 

envelope and licked it closed. She felt as if she was 
signing her own death warrant.  

There was nothing else for it, she went to the 
closet and retrieved her mannequin with a pair of 
Deborah Morton’s bumbags stretched over the 
buttocks. She bent the mannequin over the arm of 
the sofa and began to beat them with a wye-tipped 
cane. 

 
Cat sighed. Early in the morning she had 

received signed contracts from Patty, Katie and the 
Wart. She had never really doubted that the Whop 
Junkies would accept her terms but seeing the 
signatures had formally sealed the deal. Any last 
vague glimmers of hope that the evil triumvirate 
would be out of her life had finally evaporated.  

The newspapers were filled with reports on the 
bill that the new Prime Minister had presented to the 
House. He had demanded that a select committee 
was established with immediate effect and that they 
would work to a very tight schedule to complete their 
findings. The motion had been carried and it was 
widely expected that the full bill would be re-
presented within six weeks. Popular opinion was that 
the Back to School Units would be closed down and 
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the anti-Extreme Ladette laws repealed. There was 
even speculation that the under an accelerated 
program the units could be closed before they broke 
for the summer furlough. Cat knew she would have to 
work fast if she wanted to have the Resort ready for 
its grand opening in September. 

Woodys would still act as a Social 
Rehabilitation Center where a small amount of 
women could be dispatched by the courts for overly 
rambunctious behavior, but their sentences would be 
considerably shorter than those handed down by the 
System. The Woody Resort would be part licensed 
government institution and part a retreat for 
Woodettes who wished to immerse themselves in the 
complete Woody experience. 

Cat had sent out thousands of prospectuses 
and the number of applications had been over-
whelming. Several Woodettes had even applied to 
block book a complete thirteen week stay at the 
Resort. According to Cat’s calculations the new 
venture would be self-supporting from the moment 
that it opened its doors. 

Cathryn pored over her plans long into the 
night. 

 
 
 



 

 

29 

 
The Diderot Technique 

 
 
Cassie Cassy had been greatly relieved when 

the Grand Master had announced that until any 
government resolution was officially ratified that the 
Unit would continue to function as normal. With just 
forty-two days before the facility closed for the 
summer she had a tight schedule to maintain if she 
was going to achieve her dream of taking Jojo’s title 
of the ‘Most Whopped Gal in a Single Year’.  

Her most recent caning from the Bounder had 
been her forty-fifth of the year and that left her 
thirteen sets of whops short of her target. 
Nonetheless she considered scoring whops every 
three days for the remainder of the year to be an 
achievable goal. 

Being bent across a desk in the lecture room, 
having her rear end lashed with a whippy stick, fitted 
in quite nicely with her plans. 

 
Madame Diderot had always been easy prey. 

The French Dame was notoriously humorless, 
especially just before lunchtime when her breakfast 
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buzz from absinthe was wearing off and she would 
not be able to recharge her batteries until she 
reached the safety of her quarters. 

Madame was much given to making 
outrageous claims about the many victories of the 
Great French Military Machine. She did not take kindly 
to Cassie pointing out that the only war in which the 
French could claim legitimate outright victory was the 
French Revolution and that was probably because 
they were fighting against the French. She reached 
across Cassie’s desk with her bony fingers and yanked 
her out of her seat. 

 
It was not entirely clear to Cassie or anybody 

else in the room exactly what Madame was saying as 
she was chattering like a crazed Simian but she got 
the gist of the diatribe before she was 
unceremoniously slammed down across the desk-lid 
and her skirt was being yanked upwards. Before 
Cassie Cassy could even catch her breath the cane 
had slashed across her bumbags six times with 
considerable venom and she was being yanked back 
into the upright. 

Surprisingly the unusual ‘Diderot Technique’, 
as it was known amongst the Woody Wags was 
remarkably effective. Despite her speedy delivery she 
had a very high accuracy rate, hitting the sweet spot 
ninety-eight percent of the time and could even 
deliver a five-bar gate as a closer. 

Although she was not a fully paid up member 
of the Radical Right or a Whop Junkie on the scale of 
Patty, Katie or the Wart, she had always had a 
considerable interest in the fine art of flagellation. 
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Back in the day she had prowled the Algerian Quarter 
of Paris is search of young North African stud-muffins 
who were willing to be handcuffed to her bed so that 
she could mete out punition corporelle with her 
favorite six tailed martinet. 

Corporal punishment had been officially 
abolished within the French school system in 1881 but 
many of the finer institutes and richer families had 
circumnavigated the abolition by employing 
independent martinets to discipline delinquent pupils 
in private salons. 

The French Dame had been a rambunctious 
and troublesome youth and she was frequently sent 
to the salons to be whipped. On one occasion her 
despairing parents sent her across the channel and 
spent considerable francs to have her thrashed with a 
rattan cane at a discrete English boarding school that 
specialized in such off-the record services. 

She was briefly married to a refined and elderly 
nobleman but she was disappointed when he declined 
to be chained up and whipped so she dispatched with 
his services. She used the gigantic settlement to 
establish an agency of disciplinarians who were 
commissioned to fouetté over a thousand miscreants 
from the richest French communities each year. It 
was lucrative work until one of her employees 
became over-zealous and Madame was forced to 
close the agency down and have it on her toes across 
the channel with some expediency to avoid a 
potential spell in chokey. 

Using bogus letters of introduction she had 
secured several positions as a French teacher but in 
general her addiction to the Green Fairy often 
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resulted in early termination. She found employment 
at Dartington Manor and was befriended my Patty 
Hodge. Patty was so taken with the Parisian that she 
even allowed her to assist in thrashing duties. 
Madame Diderot had thrashed Cassie Cassy several 
times long before they all ended up at Woodys. 

 
Cassie Cassy wriggled into Jojo’s study. 
“Whoa that French be-yotch thrashed the piss 

out of me,” she told Jojo, “but it was worth it, 
another one down and only twelve more to go.” 

Jojo allowed Cassie to stretch out across her 
lap so that she could tend to her most urgent needs. 
She gently folded back Cassie’s skirt and carefully 
rolled down her chum’s bumbags. She inspected the 
damage. 

“Well they’re pretty ripe but she certainly 
always hits the target area,” said Jojo as she dipped 
her fingers into a pot of Rosemary’s mystical balm. 
“So does this keep you on schedule?” 

Cassie nodded her head and wiggled her bum. 
“I’m right on target but I do wish Lisa, Michelle and 
Debs would stop snapping at my bumbags, it’s very 
distracting.” 

Jojo giggled. “That’s just because you live in a 
world filled with natural born minxes, now just keep 
on minxing and all your dreams will come true,” she 
gave Cassie a playful slap on the bum. Her deranged 
chum squirmed appreciatively.  
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