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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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The Waking Hours 

 
 

My alarm clock goes off at five-forty five, 
rudely jolting me out the land of nod. I don’t know 
how my room-mate Rosemary sleeps through it, but 
she doesn’t even blink an eyelid. I consider hitting the 
snooze button and catching another five minutes of 
zee’s but I decide against it. I am scheduled to meet 
my coach, Jane Lummell, at six and not unreasonably 
she gets a tad shirty if she has bothered to climb out 
of her scratch at the crack of dawn and then has to 
wait around because I’m late. On several occasions 
she has put me over her knee and slippered me for 
tardy time-keeping and I’d rather avoid starting my 
day with a sore bottom.  

I swing my legs off the bed and pad across the 
room trying not to disturb Rosie. I look out of the 
window of our study; it looks a little fresh outside. 
The dew is still glistening on the Sussex Downs so I 
grab a singlet, running shorts and a track-suit top. I 
lace up my running shoes and head for the door. 
Rosemary is still sleeping blissfully. Lucky gal!  
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There is nobody about at this time of the 
morning so I can trot down the corridors and take the 
stairs two at a time without any danger of being 
caught by a member of the Elite and sent up to the 
library for six of the best. 

I stop by the cafeteria. Cassie Cassy is already 
up and about and organizing the kitchen roster on her 
laptop. She grins at me and tells me that she’s made 
the coffee. No matter what time of day it is, morning, 
noon or night, Cassie is always bright and cheerful 
and has a wonderfully demented grin. We love her to 
death but there are clear signs that she might well be 
certifiably barking. I pour some coffee and add an 
espresso shot. I drink it quickly and head off to meet 
Jane. 

Ms Lummell is waiting by the stables but 
fortunately I’m on time so we don’t need to worry 
about a slippering. We are going to run four miles 
around the inside of the perimeter of the compound 
and we set off at a healthy trot. 

Over the years Jane and I have become quite 
tight. I am very grateful to her for all the time and 
effort she has voluntarily donated to keep me in 
shape. She is not really a tennis coach but she has 
been amazing and between her and my old chum and 
fellow tennis pro, Rachel Cox, they have kept me at 
the top of my game. Hopefully I’ll be ready to make a 
comeback on the Grand Prix circuit when I finally 
finish my sentence. 

Not that Jane cuts me any slack or extends me 
any favors because of our special relationship. In fact 
it often seems to be quite the opposite. Just a few 
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weeks ago she caught me swinging on a rope in the 
gymnasium when there wasn’t a safety mat in place. 
She wasted no time in instructing me to lower a 
training beam and bend over so that she could whap 
my butt with one of her over-sized plimsolls. She said 
it was a health and safety issue but she didn’t seem 
the least bit concerned about the health and safety of 
my poor beleaguered bum.  

On one occasion we were hosting a table 
tennis game at the facility against a local team. The 
visiting team was our fiercest rival and whoever won 
would go top of the league. I had just finished playing 
and had managed to win a close game. I retired to 
the bleachers to watch Rachel playing another crucial 
match. 

I should know better of course but while a 
point was in play I leaned over and whispered 
something in Rosemary’s ear. Ms Lummell, who was 
umpiring, was furious and although she didn’t address 
me directly she instructed the audience to remain 
silent during play. She did give me a withering look. 

Gawd knows why but during the next point I 
repeated my impolite behavior and she combusted. 
She bustled up into the bleachers and yanked me out 
of my seat. She hustled me out of the gymnasium 
towards the office she kept in the changing room. I 
was mortified. 

I was in absolutely no doubt that she intended 
to haul me into the office, bend me over the desk and 
pummel my gymshorts with her formidable slipper. Of 
course everybody in the gymnasium would be able to 
hear.  
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We had barely got through the swing doors to 
the changing rooms when she had a change of heart. 
She span me around and hauled me back into the 
gym. She dragged me over to the table tennis table 
and slammed me face down. She borrowed a table 
tennis bat and proceeded to give me six very hearty 
spanks in front of our startled guests!  

Worst was still to come. She insisted that I 
stay around and play the final game of the evening. 
Although I’m proud to say that I did actually win it 
was all rather embarrassing. So as you can see … No 
slack for Debs from my tennis coach!  

We finish our run and then spend another 
thirty minutes doing floor exercises like crunches and 
push-ups. By seven o’clock I’m ready to hit the 
shower. 

As I cross the quadrangle on my way back to 
the quarter’s wing the campus is slowly beginning to 
come to life. There are a few early-risers loitering 
about in the cloisters and sitting on the edge of the 
fountain, drinking coffee and sucking down on an 
early morning fag. Back in Ms Lawton’s day this was 
illegal as there was a smoking ban but since Mr 
Humphries took over as Grand Master he has relaxed 
some of the more draconian rules. I exchange nods 
and early morning pleasantries and cut along to the 
House to get ready for the upcoming day.  

 
 
 



2 

 
The Katie Threat 

 
 

On my way up to our study I stop off at my 
laundry pigeon-hole. I always get a slight tightening 
in my stomach as I approach the pick-up spot. Every 
night we are required to hand-in our blouses, socks 
and bumbags for laundering. According to the 
protocols known as ‘The Politics of Clobber’ all articles 
of clothing must be submitted in pristine condition. 
Unfortunately I am what is known amongst the 
Woody Wags as ‘Clobber-Challenged’.  

I’m not exactly a ragamuffin or a hobo but I 
certainly won’t be included on any of the best-dressed 
lists. My good chum Nixdown Nixon says it’s because 
I only buy ‘catalogue crap’ that isn’t designed to last. 
Of course Nixdown comes from well-heeled chaps and 
she has a personal Clobber Consultant and her 
blouses, ties, gymslips and blazers are custom 
tailored out of exotic and expensive fabrics.  

In my opinion the ‘Politics of Clobber’ are 
ridiculous but long-ago Katie Beck managed to get 
them written into the Woody Charter and has worked 
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assiduously to make them increasingly onerous at 
every opportunity.  

Of course Katie Beck is a Be-yotch of the first 
order. When I started my sentence she was an 
inmate and had managed to claw and scratch her way 
to the role of Red-shirt. She operated an evil and 
crooked regime and surrounded herself with a group 
of sycophants known as ‘The Secret Sorority of Serial 
Spankers’. She was greatly despised so it was hugely 
unpopular when she persuaded Ms Lawton to allow 
her to return to the unit in the role of Matron with full 
thrashing rights.  

There have been numerous mornings when I 
have looked in my pigeon-hole and instead of finding 
my freshly laundered clobber I am confronted with an 
acerbic note from Katie instructing me to, ‘Cut along 
sharpish to my office to answer to charges of clobber 
abuse’.  

Clobber Abuse is a rather harsh term 
considering we are talking about minor blemishes, 
nicks, hanging threads, chipped or discolored buttons 
or anything else that Katie deems to be unreasonable 
signs of wear and tear. Unfortunately the ‘Politics of 
Clobber’ protocols are over twenty pages long and 
she has trained her Clobber Inspectors well. It is 
widely suspected that she pays them bonuses for 
every item of clobber that they report to be found in 
an abusive condition.  

Hiding behind the safety of the protocols Katie 
knows that she has the upper-hand takes the 
opportunity to make an early-morning visit to her 
office a most disagreeable experience.  
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She sits behind her desk dressed in her skin-

tight white uniform, unbuttoned to show off her 
boobs with her coprophagic grin on her puss. She 
waves the garments at you and embarks of some 
lengthy diatribe about the cost to the State of 
providing us with clobber and our lack of 
responsibility. Actually this is complete BS as the cost 
of my incarceration is funded by the dosh that the 
System seized from me when I was sentenced. 
Nonetheless it is pointless arguing with Katie so we 
just roll our eyes and try to ignore her.  

After she has finished venting her spleen she 
proceeds to subject us to a full bib-down, tie-back 
clobber inspection. This is a most disconcerting 
experience as she circles you inspecting every button, 
hem and seam for further signs of clobber abuse. She 
likes to cluck her tongue while she works and mutter 
ominously, “Well, well, what have we here?” It is 
often difficult to resist the temptation to hack her in 
the shins. Needless to say if she discovers more 
infringements of the protocols she is at liberty to 
increase your punishment. For a clobber-challenged 
gal like me this can be a tense few minutes.  

The standard punishment for clobber abuse is 
an over the knee, bare bottom spanking with a 
leather-soled slipper. Six spanks for the original abuse 
and three additional spanks for each additional 
clobber malfunction. My record is fifteen spanks which 
just goes to show what I mean when I say that I’m 
clobber-challenged.  
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Katie likes to talk while she spanks. Her 
favorite mantra is, “there is nothing like an early-
morning slippering to kick-start your circulation!” 
Katie purchased these leather-soled slippers (actually 
they are sandals) from a flea-market in the Plaka in 
Athens. Much as I hate to admit it she selected well. 
The sandals are extremely potent and Katie Beck has 
a very good right arm!  

As I say Katie is a Grade 1 Be-yotch and there 
is nothing more disagreeable than a visit to her office 
for a thorough rump-roasting before you’ve even had 
time to take brekker.  
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The First Morning Ritual 
 
 

Fortunately this morning my laundry has been 
returned so I breathe a sigh of relief and grab the 
neatly folded clobber and repair upstairs to our study. 

Rosemary is up and about and has been down 
to the cafeteria. She looks after my diet and has 
brought me bowl of muesli, some fresh fruit, orange 
juice and more steaming java, god bless her navy-
blue bumbags. I strip off and head into the bathroom 
to take a shower. 

Once I have showered, dressed and chowed 
down on my brekker it is time to cut along to the 
assembly hall for the first formal ritual of the day. 

This is another event that is fraught with 
danger for my bumbags. The rules regarding 
assembly are strict. There is to be no ‘prodding’ 
pushing or poking’ protocol imposed during ingress 
and egress to the hall. Once we are in our seats there 
must be ‘no goofing, gabbing, larking or pranking’. 
According to Ms Lawton it is not unreasonable to 
expect us to spend thirty minutes a day displaying 
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some lady-like decorum. Mr Humphries has seen no 
reason to revise this protocol. 

Our behavior is closely scrutinized by the Red-
shirt and her Elite. They are trained to notice even 
the most minor breach of protocol. Red cards are 
mandatory and anybody spotted recklessly breaking 
the rules is immediately evicted and sent to stand in a 
lonely vigil at the front of the hall.  

Unfortunately over the years I have shown a 
distinct tendency for displaying unlady-like decorum 
and hold the unenviable record for being ejected from 
the proceedings.  

I don’t know what gets into me, honestly I 
don’t. I am convinced that I have an alter-ego, a 
naughty sister inside me that I call ‘the Imposter’. 
One minute I am sitting quietly in my seat, lost in 
deep contemplation and then suddenly for no reason 
I find myself annoying the gal seated in front of me 
by tapping the seat of her chair with my foot or some 
other mindless annoyance. Before I know it I’ll hear 
my name being called by a red-card waving member 
of the Elite, “Morton, step up for goofing” she’ll shout 
at the top of her lungs and so it begins.  

Of course 
every head in the 
hall has turned to 
watch me as I 
struggle past the 
knees of my 
seated chums and 
out into the aisle. I 
always feel kind of 
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self-conscious as I make my way to the front of the 
hall. No matter how often it happens I can’t stop my 
cheeks from turning a little red.  

We are required to take up position in some 
kind of no man’s land between the double doors and 
the stairs to the stage. We all try to feign an air of 
studied nonchalance but it is impossible not to feel a 
little foolish. After all the gals in their seats have 
nothing better to do than stare at you and you know 
that every one of them is thinking that in less than 
thirty minutes you are going to be getting the cane.  

Depending on the timing of your eviction you 
can be left standing up at the front for anything up to 
ten minutes. That might not sound long but it is 
plenty of time to ruminate over your latest 
misfortune. After all for a moments gratuitous 
amusement, which truth be known was generally 
neither very gratifying nor particularly amusing, you 
have guaranteed yourself a mandatory six-stroke bare 
bender. Actually in my case, as fully paid up member 
of the ‘Double-Berkeley Society’ I am guaranteed 
twelve strokes. How dumb is that?  

After a while you will hear the click and clack 
of heels in the wood-floored corridor leading to the 
hall. The Red-shirt will announce “All rise, Brass 
approaching.” This is always a good time to 
straighten-up and stand with shoulders back, hands 
by sides and try to look penitent. 

The Brass strides into the hall and sweeps by 
you. For the most part they ignore you although some 
of the nicer Dame’s might throw you a sympathetic 
look. The last to enter the hall are always Patty 
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Hodge and the Wart. Of course they do not merely 
sweep by but feel obliged to stop and make some, in 
my opinion very unnecessary, remarks. God forbid if 
the top button of your blouse is unfastened and your 
tie loosened (mine has been on several occasions) 
because Patty will take great glee in showing you a 
second red-card. “Make yourself an appointment with 
Katie for a slippering for collar and tie abuse,” she will 
announce theatrically before taking her place on the 
stage. 

Finally the principal arrives. Back in Ms 
Lawton’s time she would often stop and fix you with 
her gimlet glare. She had a way of speaking that was 
so cold and clipped that it sent a chill up your spine. 
In less than fifty words she could leave you feeling as 
if you had been mauled by a mountain cat. You could 
hardly wait to be instructed to leave the hall and go 
upstairs to have your bum inspected by Katie Beck.  

Until recently the Grand Master took a rather 
more relaxed view towards us getting booted out of 
the hall and barely even broke stride as he dismissed 
you. However, in recent times things have taken a 
turn for the worse. 

I am forced to admit that my behavior in the 
hall has been 
far from stellar 
of late and 
even the 
Grand Master 
is losing 
patience with 
finding me 
waiting at the 
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front of the hall. Mr Humphries is not given to lengthy 
diatribes he seems to think actions speak louder than 
words. I can assure you that being hauled up onto 
the stage and being publicly spanked certainly 
communicated a particularly articulate message!  

Thankfully this morning the Imposter minded 
her own business and assembly passed uneventfully. 
We finally leave the hall and head back to the study 
to collect our satchels.  

I go to my closet and select a catapult, pea-
shooter and my favorite vintage water-pistol and stuff 
them into my bag along with my books. It is time to 
hit the lecture halls and no self-respecting minx does 
not travel loaded for bear in case of all eventualities.  

Well I’ve at least managed to get through the 
early part of the morning with my bumbags intact so 
as I link arms with Rosemary and saunter onto the 
landing. 
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Declaration of War 

 
 

Arm-in arm Rosemary and I cut through the 
corridors on our way to the lecture rooms. Thankfully, 
so far this morning, we have managed to skate safely 
through the minefield of the Early Morning Rituals and 
are both sporting cool arses. This is a blessing, as let 
me tell you there is nothing worse than the prospect 
of having to lower a red and burning bum down onto 
a hard unyielding wooden seat for hours on end. But, 
needless to say, there are still many potential hazards 
for our bumbags ahead of us.  

I take my seat and place my satchel on the 
floor between the legs of the desk. While leaning 
down to retrieve my books and papers I also palm the 
hot-pink plastic Pisrool derringer water-pistol that I 
recently acquired on eBay and slip it into my blazer 
pocket. It’s not much use for long-range action but it 
comes in handy as emergency back-up. A gal always 
needs to be prepared.  

I put out my books and scan the day’s 
schedule. There is not much to be said in favor of 
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being banged up for seven years in a Government 
Correctional Institute but I am kind of bookish by 
nature and I have to admit that the academic 
programs that Ms Lawton put in place are exemplary. 

Our first lecture is with Ms Sills, she’s the 
Dame in charge of English Literature. She is a 
specialist in the Sixteenth Century sonnets which are 
particular favorites of mine. She is quite young, only a 
few years older than me and is generally minx-
friendly. She encourages healthy and open 
discussions and allows a reasonable amount of 
joshing during her lectures. Therein lies the problem, 
I spend all day in the lecture rooms with my best 
chums and mega-minxes Jojo, Rosemary and 
Nixdown and we are not always the best judges of 
where ‘reasonable’ ends and ‘excessive’ begins. Not to 
say that Ms Sills isn’t scrupulously fair. She generally 
gives a verbal warning and will follow up with a 
yellow card. This should be fair warning to watch your 
p’s and q’s but it doesn’t always work out that way.  

Ms Sills may not be one of the strictest of 
disciplinarians but when she does choose to reach for 
the twig, boy, she canes hard! So I shall err on the 
side of caution. 

This morning we are discussing Astrophel and 
Stella, the poem composed by Sir Philip Sidney. 
Nixdown, who for some reason knows about such 
things, insists that the sonnets were written about 
Lady Penelope Rich, a renowned beauty from the 
Court of Elizabeth the First. According to Nix Lady Pen 
was a bit of a bed-hopper and Nixdown insisted on 
interrupting the proceedings with very amusing but 
quite lewd tit-bits of information about Her Ladyship. 
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At first Ms Sills chuckled indulgently but shortly she 
politely asked Nix to pipe down so we could get on 
with the job on hand. When Nix ignored the warning 
Ms Sills resorted to showing her a yellow card which 
caused Nix to pout and look rather sulky. 

Despite Nixdown’s rather colorful penchant for 
late-night recreational spanking she makes it very 
clear that she has absolutely no taste for formal 
punishment. In fact even the threat of it tends to 
make her rather belligerent and when Nixdown is 
being belligerent she is rather unpredictable and liable 
to start a rumpus. I hope that she doesn’t starting 
acting the bollocks as I am rather enjoying the 
sensation of having an unscathed bum perched 
comfortably on my seat but I shall keep a weather 
eye on the situation.  

Fortunately she just sits and pouts and we get 
through a very enjoyable and enlightening lecture 
without anybody being required to touch their toes at 
the front of the room or being sent upstairs for a bare 
bender.  

Next up we have maths with Reed the Weed. 
Now this can be a very dodgy proposition indeed. I 
have no idea how the Weed managed to get herself 
on the payroll as unlike the rest of the Brass she can’t 
whop her way out of a wet paper-bag. 

I don’t really care for maths and find it a bit of 
a slog. I have to really work hard to maintain good 
grades. It has to be said that the Weed is actually a 
very good tutor but she has difficulty maintaining 
control. It is considered fine sport to ‘Jape the Weed’ 
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and many of her lectures quickly deteriorate into a 
state of pandemonium.  

When I first started my sentence the Weed still 
thought she was in the discipline game. During my 
Brat Year she put me over her knee and spanked me 
on several occasions. It was comical and she might as 
well have used a wet ear of lettuce. During the 
second phase of my sentence she caned me once or 
twice. It was pathetic really, barely enough power to 
generate more than a few seconds of tingling. Then 
somewhere during the piece she resorted to a new 
tactic. Doubtless prompted by the Be-yotch Patty 
Hodge she quit trying to hand out whops herself and 
resorted to reaching for her red card. 

Being shown a red card in the lecture room 
means a trip upstairs to the principal’s office and 
results in an almost guaranteed bare bender with the 
senior cane. Serious business!  

Nonetheless ‘Japing the Weed’ is such divine 
fun we often forget the stakes and indulge our love of 
minxdom. I don’t know who started it this morning. 
Nixdown I suspect, who was still grumpy over the 
yellow card she had been shown by Ms Sills, but soon 
pellets, peas and squirts of water were flying about 
the room. Pandemonium has ensued. 

Of course we are skilled and experienced in 
such shenanigans and our activities are covert and 
our attacks only carried out when the Weed’s back is 
turned. I am beaned several times on the head and 
get a lug-full of coldwater that is most unpleasant. I 
respond of course, emptying my derringer before 
reaching into my satchel and retrieving my favorite 
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seventeen centimeter long vintage tinplate pea 
shooter that I acquired at an on-line auction. The 
literature that accompanied it promised improved 
power and accuracy up to six yards, so it seemed 
ideal for this mission. I fill my mouth with dried peas 
and wait for an opportunity for some pay-back. 

Miraculously the Weed seems immune to the 
chaos going on behind her back and our private war 
goes unnoticed. The bell rings to announce the end of 
the lecture and I quite reasonably expect a ceasefire. 
Just as I am about to put my trusty shooter back in 
its hiding place I am startled by a terrible sting in my 
upper right thigh. I have to grit my teeth to suppress 
a squeal. Once I open my eyes and get my breath 
back it is too late. The culprit has secreted her 
weapon and all be chums are beaming cheerfully at 
what fun we have had. This is war! 
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The Wart and Pauline 

 
 

The trouble with outbreaks of hostilities so 
early in the day is that we have many more lectures 
to get through and the next one is particularly fraught 
with danger as we have geography with Ms Wharton. 

Ms Wharton, or the Wart as she is generally 
known, is an odious creature. She is a bully and a 
Whop Junkie and a fully paid up member of the 
Radical Right. She is universally despised. She is Patty 
Hodge’s loyal sycophant and revels in having one of 
the highest whop-rates amongst the Brass. 

I have been caned by the Wart on more 
occasions than I care to recall. The thing with the 
Wart is that it can be a hit or miss affair. She is over-
zealous and sometimes she is so intent on cutting 
your bumbags to tatters that she miss-fires and only 
gives glancing blows. On the other hand her lack of 
control can cause her to give painful wraparounds or 
low riders. Nonetheless it is always a disagreeable 
affair.  
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The Wart is partial to drop or three of the 
strong stuff and I suspect that she starts on the 
tequila slammers a little early in the day. She rarely 
bothers with verbal warnings or yellow cards 
preferring to snatch up her cane at the first 
opportunity. Once you are invited to step up to the 
front of the room your ordeal has only just begun. 
The Wart likes to lean her face into you while she 
screams barbed vitriolic. Her breath is truly appalling 
and her language is vile. It is a most disagreeable 
experience.  

The Wart likes us to bend over and touch our 
toes. Of course this is the most unfavorable and 
difficult pose to maintain. The protocols dictate that 
our fingers must touch the tips of our shoes 
throughout a caning and that if we ‘jerk’ the stroke 
may be disqualified and repeated. Most of the Brass 
ignore this nonsense as long as we get back in 
position quickly. Not the Wart. We Woody Wags often 
joke “when is six not six? When it’s counted by the 
Wart”. We are witty like that. 

I am hoping that an unspoken amnesty will 
prevail as spending time with the lunatic GeoDame is 
dangerous enough without us continuing our covert 
little battle. I fix Nix with a warning glare and she just 
grins and winks at me.  

It is a nerve-wracking thirty-five minutes but 
somehow a state of détente manages to prevail and 
the Wart actually has quite a few interesting things 
too say on the subject of the influence of Chinese 
investment on emerging national economies. I am 
relieved when the bell rings. I have managed to get 
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through three lectures without a single scolding, 
verbal warning or yellow card.  

Our final lecture of the morning is with my old 
friend and favorite Dame, Pauline Gascoigne. She 
tutors us in advanced economics and is about the 
only person I know who can make even the dry 
theories of Melanie Klien sound vaguely interesting. 
She is twenty-nine years old, just three years older 
than I am and I have known her for over a decade 
and a half. 

We schooled together at the Queensgate 
Academy and I helped ran the campaign to have her 
elected as the Head Prefect, or the President of Posh, 
as she was known. This was a rather unfortunate 
period of my life and despite our friendship she was 
required to whop (or pop as we called it), nineteen 
times. Oh well as the adage goes, “better to be 
beaten by someone you know than someone you 
don’t”, and I still considered her a close chum.  

I am hoping that the spirit of détente will 
continue. Everybody loves Pauline and we generally 
don’t make life too hard for her. Nonetheless, 
between lectures I have reloaded my derringer and 
will be vigilant in watching for sly and unprovoked 

ambushes.  

Momentarily 
my heart misses a 
beat as Ms 
Gascoigne spins 
around and glares at 
us. “If I catch any of 
you causing a 
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ening tone. 
distraction I shall feel compelled to beat you,” she 
says in a mildly threat

You can’t say fairer than that. I glare at 
Nixdown. She smirks and winks at me. Earlier in the 
morning she had launched a tightly constructed pellet 
with her catapult and caught me painfully on my bare 
thigh. She clearly thinks that she is one up on me. I 
am fuming and badly want revenge, but I need to be 
very wary. The last thing that I want is another 
beating from Pauline.  

We may be tight but that won’t stop her from 
bending me over my desk and absolutely creaming 
me if she thinks I need it. Only last week she gave 
me a reminder of her remarkable artistry with the 
cane and it was a very painful and disagreeable 
experience. I slide my pea-shooter back in my 
satchel. I will wait for a better opportunity. Now that 
Ms Gascoigne’s radar has been alerted she will be 
watching us like a hawk.  

Fifteen minutes before the bell rings to signal 
the end of the 
lecture I raise my 
hand and ask to be 
excused. I am 
scheduled for 
kitchen duty and 
need to cut along 
sharpish.  
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The Dangers of Kitchen Duty 

 
 

One of the major improvements Mr Humphries 
has implemented since taking over as Grand Master 
of the Unit is to fire the third-party caterers and put 
Dotty Hammell and Cassie Cassy in charge of the 
kitchens. They are both world renowned chefs and 
have transformed the fare served up at the unit from 
tasteless gruel to a healthy and balanced diet.  

I hurry through the corridors. I have no 
intention of being late again and suffering a repeat 
performance of a recent unpleasant incident. A few 
weeks ago I foolishly pitched up ten minutes late for 
duty. Dotty Hammell is a sweetie and she is the 
doyen of the Liberal Left of the Brass. Nonetheless, 
she runs the kitchen like a military operation and the 
one thing she will not tolerate is tardy time-keeping. 
She marched me across the kitchen, put me over her 
knee and gave me a damn good spanking with her 
favorite Peruvian wooden spoon. Apparently she 
found this spoon when she was touring the Northern 
Andes. It is made from petrified wood and is 
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extremely 
potent. She likes 
to land each 
spank one on 
top of the other. 
She might find 
this an amusing 
trick but I sure 
as hell don’t! 
She spanks very 
fast and very hard so my bum is absolutely scorching 
when she returns me to the upright. 

I don’t know what got into me but when she 
turned her back I stuck out my tongue and blew a 
raspberry at her. She must have eyes in the back of 
head because before I knew it I was back head down, 
arse up over her knee. She yanked back my skirt and 
to my horror she dragged down my bumbags! Despite 
my protests she began to whap me with a wooden 
spatula.  

I couldn’t help myself, my legs began to kick 
spastically and my fists pummeled the air. This 
innocuous looking utensil is an absolute killer. She’s 
spanked me with it once before but at least I had the 
protection of my bumbags. On the bare the spatula 

seems to weld itself 
to my flesh and 
then suck the skin 
off when she 
retracts it. On top 
of an already well-
spanked bum this is 
excruciating. Not to 
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ing gals is more than a tad 
undign

ng hot bottom as 
reason

ary soothe 
my sca

ing to the kitchen and start to chop 
mushr

mention that having my bare bum exposed to a 
kitchen filled with gawk

ified. 

Once we were finished she had another 
unpleasant surprise for me. I had been designated to 
serve table in the Grand Master’s private dining room 
where he was entertaining Christopher Brooks, the 
Minister for Extreme Social Rehabilitation. She 
obviously did not consider a sizzli

 to relieve me of my duties. 

The Grand Master and his guest were polite 
enough not to pass comment but you wouldn’t need 
to be Hercule Poirot to detect the signs that I’m 
sporting a red hot bottom. I was very stiff-legged and 
my bum was wriggling and squirming uncontrollably. 
I did my best to be polite and efficient but I was 
awfully relieved when it was all over and I was able to 
limp upstairs to our study and have Rosem

lding arse with her mystical balms. 

Fortunately today I arrive at the kitchen with 
time to spare. I check the roster and see that I have 
been assigned to assist Cassie at the soup station. I 
go into the changing area and put on a blouson, 
cargo baggies and tie my hair up under a beanie 
before return

ooms. 

Cooking with Cassie is always fun. She may be 
a complete ditz most of the time but she is 
unbelievable in the kitchen. I am one of seven 
assistants on duty and she flits between the work-
stations giving out little tips as we prepare a wide 
array of tasty soups and colorful salads. I was never 
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ot distracted by smoke 
billowing out of my bumbags! 

 

much of a cook before Mr Humphries introduced the 
self-sufficiency program but I’m really beginning to 
enjoy it, especially when I’m n
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The Music Chamber 

 
 

Thankfully I get through kitchen duty without 
any unpleasant incident and next it’s off to the music 
chamber. As you might remember the Music Chamber 
has been the venue of several unpleasant incidents in 
the past. For the first few years of my sentence I had 
a pretty good relationship with the Dame in charge of 
Music, Ms Whitton. I sing in the choir and play 
clarinet in the orchestra and although she caned me 
occasionally it was all pretty routine. All that would 
change due to an embarrassing incident known to the 
Woody Wags as ‘the Incident of the Fabulous Fart’. I 
shall not dwell on this unfortunate episode lest to say 
I went straight to the top of Ms Whitton’s shit-list 
without passing go or collecting two-hundred squids! 

Ms Whitton was a spiteful cove and laid siege 
to my bumbags. For almost a year she bent me over 
the piano stool and beat me with a violin bow at 
every opportunity. And not just any old violin bow I 
might add. She was completely batty and actually 
commissioned some punter down in Brazil to make a 
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custom bow and even 
had the ‘Morton 
Special’ engraved 
down the shaft. 

Eventually my 
chums staged an 
intervention and Jojo 
reported Ms Whitton 

to the Grand Master. Mr Humphries is a fair guy and 
listened to both sides. He believed me and Jojo and 
Nix and Rosemary’s version of events and 
unbelievably he had Ms Whitton arrested and carted 
off in bracelets by the local Plod. She is currently 
languishing in chokey where she doubtless spends 
her days having vengeful thoughts about my 
bumbags.  

After Ms Whitton was hauled off the Grand 
Master employed Miss Suzy Scott as her replacement. 
Now Suzy is an absolute dote and we love her to 
death but it has to be said that lecturing on the 
rudiments and theory of music was not her strong 
suit. In fact she has confessed to me in private that 
her musical experience was limited to fronting an 
exceptionally 
unsuccessful punk-rock 
band. Nonetheless she 
does have one quite 
extraordinary talent. 

Suzy Scott 
stands four-feet ten-
inches in her 
stockinged feet and 
looks like she might 
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umbags.  

weigh eighty pounds with two bricks in her pockets. 
She wears big baggy jackets and on first impression 
she looks like she couldn’t whop her way out of a 
paper bag. This is rather deceiving as I discovered to 
the severe detriment of my b

For some reason I felt duty bound to test out 
the mettle of the new Dame and joshed and japed 
her until she finally resorted to beating me. I 
sauntered cockily up to the front of the chamber and 
took up position across the piano stool. I was 
expecting a few light flicks across the bumbags and 
something to chortle about later with my chums. 

Unbeknownst to me Miss Suzy Scott is a 
champion kick-boxer and martial arts expert. When 
she shrugged off her jacket my chums were treated 
to the sight of her honed and toned physique. She is 
a veritable miniature super-woman!  

I was completely unprepared for the power of 
the first whop. It nearly cut me in two. Worse was 
still to come. Suzy has an uncanny ability to land 
every stroke one on top of the other. The effect is 
over-whelming and I’m ashamed to say I opened up 
my lungs and howled!  

Ms Scott didn’t last long as a teaching Dame. 
Mr Humphries elevated her to the position of Head of 
Operations. Nonetheless she did hold the position 
long enough to beat me on two more occasions. 
These were both hot and sweaty experiences and 
confirmed her reputation as a true artiste with the 
cane.  

After Ms Scott was promoted Mr Humphries 
put Maestra Tatyana Kerimov on the payroll. I had 
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first encountered Tatyana a decade earlier when I 
was a member of the National Youth Orchestra and 
we were lucky enough to be invited to Russia to play 
at the legendary Conservatory. She was the musical 
director and one of the few female conductors in the 
world. It was also rumored that she had studied at 
the Dzerzhinsky Academy for the KGB. I was 
delighted by the news that Tatyana was coming to 
the unit.  

Now it has to be said Maestra is something of 
a queer-cove. She wears this ankle-length monk’s 
shroud and keeps the hood up most of the time so 
you can't see what she is looking at. She walks with a 
noticeable limp and uses a long ornately carved 
wooden staff for support. She looks like a cross 
between Rasputin and Darth Vader. Nonetheless she 
is a brilliant tutor and has spent hours of her free-
time talking to me about conducting and rehearsing 
me on new pieces on the clarinet.  

Unfortunately my unruly behavior has twice 
prompted her to invite me to step up to the front of 
the chamber and fold myself over the piano stool. I 
don’t know whether the KGB give their agents whop-
training but if they do there’s no doubt that Tatyana 
would have graduated top of her year. That woman 
really knows how to whop!  

On the way to the chamber I meet up with 
Nixdown. She is cheerful and chatty but I can tell that 
she is feeling smug about her earlier sneak attack. I 
am determined to reap some pay-back but I’m 
equally determined not to do anything rash that will 
result in me taking another trip across the piano 
stool.  
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I select a seat one row behind Nix and over to 

her left. If I see an opportunity I am perfectly placed 
and there will be little she can do to retaliate without 
making it obvious. Nixdown will be aware of my 
strategic positioning and even if an opportunity fails 
to present itself she will spend the whole lecture 
feeling anxious. Serves her right, my leg still smarts!  

Tatyana is an expert on Russian composers 
and she is waxing eloquent on the life of Mikhail 
Glinka. It is interesting stuff and I quickly become 
absorbed in the lecture. Perhaps I shall leave my 
revenge on Nixdown until later. It would be a crying 
shame to interrupt the interesting proceedings with a 
distracting six of the best.  
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French Humour 

 
 

When the bell rings it occurs to me that we 
have now got through five complete lectures without 
any of us being required to bend over. Nixdown had 
got shown a yellow card earlier in the morning but 
since then we’ve hardly even attracted a scolding 
between us. This is highly unusual. Jojo, Nixdown, 
Rosemary and I are known as the Famous Four and 
have a well-deserved reputation for our 
accomplishments in the world of mega-minxdom. We 
are actually quite a studious bunch and are very 
competitive when it comes to maintaining high 
grades. Nonetheless, 
the lecture rooms are 
ideal venues for some 
serious goofing, 
joshing and pranking 
and it is a rare day 
when one or the 
other of us doesn’t 
end up pointing our 
bum’s skywards.  
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I look at my timetable. We are scheduled for a 

French tutorial with Madame Diderot, which is always 
an interesting experience.  

Well, of course, it had to happen to someone. 
It’s a rare day that the Famous Four makes it through 
twenty-four hours without one or the other of us 
getting caned or having our bottoms whapped with 
one of the multitudinous instruments of torture 
employed by the Brass. 

Unfortunately it was my turn for my number to 
come up on the wheel of misfortune. I can’t even 
blame Nixdown. This was entirely down to Madame 
Diderot’s notorious lack of humor and my innate 
inability to engage my brain before wagging my 
tongue. 

Madame is prone to making sweeping 
statements regarding the prowess of the French as a 
military force. She was making yet another 
outrageous claim to this effect when it occurred to me 
that I had recently read a quote from a former US 
Undersecretary of Defense who observed that, ‘Going 
to war without France is like going deer hunting 
without an accordion’. Quite reasonably in my opinion 
I felt compelled to share this with Madame. 

Now personally I don’t think that there should 
be anything wrong with interjecting an attributed 
quotation from an esteemed diplomat into the 
proceedings. Clearly Madame did not share my logical 
line of thinking. Before I had a chance to take 
defensive action she had barreled down upon me and 
was reaching her long bony hand across my desk. 
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She takes a hold on my tie and yanks me to my feet 
in a most disagreeable manner.  

She drags me across the desk until my face is 
inches from hers and starts to scream at me. There is 
nothing I can do as I am in severe danger of choking. 

Madame is an extraordinary scholar and is 
generally wonderfully articulate but when she loses it 
she reverts to some form of guttural Parisian slang 
that is indecipherable. I speak French pretty fluently 
but I have difficulty following exactly what she is 
saying. Nonetheless you wouldn’t need to be Einstein 
to get the gist.  

Despite the fact I am gasping for breath I 
desperately try to recoil. It is no secret that Madame 
is partial to a drop or two of absinthe and she chains 
smoke un-filtered Gauloises. Her breath is over-
bearingly toxic. It does not help that she douses 
herself in some form of cheap bordello perfume more 
usually favored by the working girls on the la Rue 
Saint-Denis. Despite my best efforts she reels me in 
like a fish and continues to rant and rave.  

Quite suddenly she releases her grip on my tie 
and reaches back and grabs me behind my neck. I 
am already off-balance so she has no difficulty in 
slamming me chest downwards across the wooden 
desk. 

Now conventional wisdom may be that the 
perfect six of the best will take five minutes from 
beginning to end, but unlike the other Dames’ 
Madame has no time for elaborate set-ups or rituals, 
she doesn’t even get us to remove our blazers. She 
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just flips back our skirts, tees us up and starts blazing 
away!  

It was all over in seconds. Six hearty swipes 
that nearly raised me out of my shoes and if she 
hadn’t had a tight hold on the back of my neck I 
might have tumbled forward. She doesn’t waste any 
time with release commands either, she yanks me 
back up and shoves me out into the aisle. She jabs 
me in the back with the tip of her cane and instructs 
me to hurry. I totter forwards towards the front of the 
room like a drunken sailor on shore-leave.  

I hand over my little Punishment Record Book 
which I am obliged to keep in the breast pocket of my 
blazer at all times. While she starts making her 
annotations I am aware of some extremely disturbing 
activity going on inside my bumbags. When you get a 
conventional caning with thirty seconds between each 
delivery every stroke has the opportunity to work its 
way through its cycle. First the flesh burn, then the 
electrifying sensation of the pain ricocheting around 
your central nervous system like a pinball, and finally 
the slow under-burn as it works its way into your 
muscles. Madame’s unconventional Speedy Gonzalez 
technique has a very different effect. 

As I wait for her to record my beating in both 
my PRB and on her laptop the stripes on my poor 
beleaguered bum are still working through their 
cycles and my buttocks are twitching as the pain is 
now hitting the gluteus maximus muscles in a most 
disagreeable manner. She hands me my book and 
snaps at me to go and sit down and keep my lip 
buttoned. 
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I wriggle back to my desk and gingerly lower 
myself onto the hard wooden seat. I try to find a 
position that does not put excessive pressure on the 
stripes and try to concentrate of her discussion on the 
life and works of Proust. 
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Soothing Balms 
 
 

I now have a major dilemma. I still owe 
Nixdown pay-back for her earlier sneaky catapult 
attack. If I don’t reap my revenge she will continue to 
gloat like a cat that has got the cream but I am now 
seriously disadvantaged. Goofing, larking and 
pranking is a risky business at the best of times but it 
is double risky when you’re sporting half a dozen 
fresh stripes in your bumbags. I shall have to shape 
my strategy accordingly. 

The lecture progresses without further incident 
and when the bell rings I grab Rosemary and solicit 
her immediate assistance. We have a twenty-minute 
break so we just about have time to repair to our 
study for some much needed ministrations. 

Despite her unconventional technique Madame 
Diderot is quite skilled with the cane. She never miss-
hits, and rarely gives painful low riders or 
wraparounds. The pain in my bum is all focused on 
the fleshiest area which we call the sweet spot. 
Nonetheless, walking quickly is quite uncomfortable 
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tretches the 
stripes

 into the 
throbb

l even the slightest twinge of self-
conscio

sporting to whop a gal for 
making

owledgeably as she leans over to inspect the 
weals. 

and as I climb the 
stairs I can’t help 
wincing as I get 
shooting pains as the 
flesh s

.  

Upstairs Rosemary collects a pot of aloe-vera 
and mint balm that she has concocted. She sits down 
on the small sofa and I stretch out face down across 
her lap. Very gently she turns back my skirt and peals 
my bumbags away from the weals. She whistles. 
“Whoa, good work,” she mutters, “very tight 
formation.” I feel her running her finger along the 
stripes, kneading the soothing balm

ing weals. 

Jojo and Nixdown stop by to inspect the 
damage. Now in some strata’s of society I suspect it 
might seem a tad queer to be stretched out across 
your best chums lap with your bare bum exposed to 
the elements while two more of your chums stare 
down and casually discuss the state of your arse. 
However in the world we inhabit this is a quite normal 
routine. I have had my bum inspected so many times 
I no longer fee

usness. 

“What a be-yotch,” says Nixdown 
sympathetically. “It’s hardly 

 a direct quotation.” 

“My thoughts exactly,” I grunt. 

“Still, they all landed in the safe zone,” Jojo 
says kn
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I suppose I should be thankful for small 

mercies. The warning bell rings so I push myself up 
and rearrange my clobber.  

“We’d better cut along sharpish,” says Jojo, 
“we don’t want to be late for the Dyke.”  

“Certainly not in these bumbags,” I manage to 
joke weakly.  

When we get to the Science laboratory I pull 
on my white lab coat and gingerly lower my sore 
sitmedown onto the wooden stool. I lay out my books 
and wait for the arrival of the Dyke. I have once 
again seated myself in a strategically advantageous 
position behind Nixdown.  

Over the years I have become remarkably 
good at pain management and I have learned not to 
allow a sore and throbbing bum distract me from my 
studies. I have also learned not to allow the prospect 
of an even sorer bum from deterring me from reaping 
righteous revenge. If the opportunity arises I fully 
intend to bean Nixdown and even the score 
regardless of the consequences. 
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The Dyke 

 
 

Ms MacAllister breezes into the lab in all her 
sartorial glory. It has to be said that Phyllis MacAllister 
is a thoroughly queer duck by any standards. She is 
an avid fan of Big Bands from the swing era and has 
an outstanding collection of 78’s by the likes of Benny 
Goodman and Glenn Millar. She dresses in men’s 
tailored three piece suits, complete with collar and tie 
and wears Duck 
McScrooge spats. 
She sometimes 
sports a monocle 
and is rarely seen 
without an extended cigarette holder clenched 
between her teeth. When she goes out on the town in 
the evening she dons a flowing black cape and a top-
hat. She cuts a swathe that is a curious cross 
between Marlene Dietrich and Vita Sackville-West. 
However, for all her idiosyncrasies she is a fabulous 
educator. Before she was recruited to the Brass at the 
facility she was an internationally renowned academic 
and a lecturer at Camford.  
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Ms MacAllister was born in the Highlands of 

Scotland and has never lost her thick brogue. This 
makes her a tad hard to follow when she speaks but 
she compliments her lectures with stunning visual 
aids. At school I always found chemistry and physics 
to be a chore and really had to push myself to 
maintain my grades. Since I’ve been banged up at the 
facility Phyllis has given me a new appreciation of the 
sciences and I actually look forward to her lectures. 

Before starting the lecture she pours herself a 
healthy shot of Famous Grouse. My chums and I are 
quiet and demure while we wait for the lecture to 
commence. Our uncharacteristic good behavior is 
prompted by the two-tailed tawse, known as Big 
Bertha, which hangs from a hook at the front of the 
lecture room. 

Ms MacAllister is fond of sharing the 
provenance of this bad boy with us. It was cut from 
harness leather by a craftsman from the Dick family 
of Lochgelly who have specialized in the production of 
tawses for a century and a half.  

Ms MacAllister is fond of regaling us with tales 
of her school-days in the Highlands. The school she 
attended was strict and puritanical. According to 
Phyllis every morning a gal was selected at random 
and given six hearty strokes of the tawse to remind 
her fellow pupils what would happen to them if they 
miss-behaved! Fortunately she has not elected to 
introduce this unpleasant ritual at the facility as in my 
personal opinion our bumbags are endangered 
enough without the introduction of random whops. 
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Another tradition she is fond of recalling 
involves being ‘sent to the Ice Chamber’. Apparently 
when gals did actually misbehave they were 
dispatched to a cold, dank room on the third floor of 
the school to wait for the Head Prefect. According to 
Phyllis it was so cold they had to run on the spot to 
stop their blood from freezing. 

Once the head prefect arrived the gals were 
required to hand over their bumbags and the ornate 
crested pins that secured their Stewart Tartan Billie 
kilts above the left knee which would be confiscated 
for the subsequent twenty-four hours. Having handed 
over these items the gals were then required to lean 
out through the third floor window which would then 
be lowered across their backs to stop them from 
defenestrating while they were being whupped with 
the tawse. The Highlands are harsh and inclement 
and while her bum was being warmed the luckless 
soul was also subjected to being soaked by rain, snow 
and hail. They would be forced to spend the next 
twenty-four hours constantly clapping their hands to 
their thighs to hold their kilts in place to avoid the 
embarrassment of full frontal exposure. Those were 
the days!  

Over the years my bumbags have been 
bombarded by a wide assortment of canes, straps, 
slippers and quite a few kitchen utensils. My poor 
beleaguered bum has also been bombarded by Big 
Bertha on several occasions and I can assure you it is 
a most disagreeable experience. 

Phyllis MacAllister sets high standards. She 
spends considerable time and effort in preparing her 
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lecture material and does not appreciate her efforts 
going to waste. She is an ultra-strict disciplinarian. 

That being said she is not a be-yotch like Patty 
Hodge or the Wart. In fact she is more aligned with 
the Liberal Left than the heinous Radical Right. She 
just does not tolerate even the most minor goofing, 
gabbing, larking or pranking. We know the rules of 
conflict and god bless our bumbags if we ignore 
them. 

Actually it is not our bumbags that feel the 
effects of the tawse. If we are foolish enough to incur 
her wrath we are dispatched to the changing rooms 
to remove our skirts and bumbags. We will be 
thrashed across the seat of our nylon overalls. This 
may sound irrelevant but there is a twist. The overall 
are made from some form of waffle-weave material 
and when the tawse explodes across your rear end it 
scrapes the weave across your naked flesh in a most 
disconcerting manner. This is what I am risking if I 
proceed with my plan to get my own back on Miss 
Nixdown Nixon. 
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Big Bertha 

 
 

Holy Moley! The Dyke is all over Nixdown like a 
badly cut suit and it wasn’t my fault! Now I have to 
admit that despite the searing pain in my wounded 
sitmedown I was planning on getting my own back on 
Nixdown for her earlier sneak attack with her catapult 
but now that will have to wait. Nixdown is otherwise 
occupied face down arse up over a high-stool at the 
front of the laboratory!  

I love Nix to death but she can be a belligerent 
soul and displaying belligerence around the Dyke is a 
very dodgy proposition, especially if you are wearing 
Nixdown’s bumbags.  

Nixdown is notoriously promiscuous. She 
boffed her way through most of the Elite before 
taking up with Penny Ann on a full-time basis. We like 
to tease Nix that the reason that she is always in 
trouble with the Dyke is that Phyllis is secretly 
hankering for some Nixdown action and that lashing 
her arse with a two-tailed tawse is just her way of 
making overtures of affection. Nix is fond of telling us 
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that she has high 
standards and that 
she’ll never sleep 
with the enemy.  

In fairness 
to the Dyke, she 
may be a tough 
disciplinarian but 
she is generally an 
even-handed cove. We had barely taken our seats 
and started with the lecture before Nix interrupted 
the proceedings with a pithy aside. Phyllis would have 
been quite within her rights to immediately reach for 
her tawse but she elected to show Nix a yellow card 
instead. Personally I think Nix should have been 
grateful for escaping with a warning but she just 
glowered and started muttering her dark Nixdown 
hexes, which in my opinion was an unwise course of 
action. Phyllis MacAllister has zero-tolerance for such 
nonsense and responded by dispatching Nix to the 
changing rooms to remove her skirt and bumbags to 
prepare for a thrashing. 

Nixdown only had four minutes allowed to 
make her preparations. The Dyke is fond of informing 
us that Roger Bannister ran a mile in four minutes so 
we should be able to cut along to a nearby changing 
room and rearrange our clobber in the same time. 
She fails to acknowledge that if Mr Bannister had 
been on his way for a larruping with a leather tawse 
he might not have been in such a hurry to finish the 
race. 

Nixdown is looking extremely sullen as she 
folds herself over the stool. Nix is a quirky cove. She 
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revels in her degeneracy and loves to regale us with 
stories of her late-night shenanigans with Penny Ann 
which regularly includes her getting her bottom 
warmed with a leather riding crop. In the recreational 
theater Nixdown loves to be spanked, however being 
punished in a formal setting is quite another matter 
and gives her the pip. Nonetheless she has no choice 
but to bend over.  

Having removed her jacket and loosened her 
necktie and scarfed down a healthy shot of Famous 
Grouse the Dyke goes to work with Big Bertha. 
Nixdown is just an itty-bitty thing, barely five feet tall 
in her stockinged feet and weighs in at a hundred 
pounds or less. She has a very pert and compact bum 
so the long thick tawse covers a lot of surface area 
with each crack. When Ms Lawton claimed that 
women are born broad of beam and perfectly 
designed for six of the best she probably didn’t have 
lil ol’ Nix in mind. 

For the past six years rarely has a day gone 
past without me witnessing one or the other of my 
chums getting caned, slippered, strapped or spanked. 
You’d think I would have become whop-hardened and 
blasé but I haven’t. It still sends a chill up my spine 
every-time. 

The sound of leather rebounding off tautened 
nylon echoes around the lab. Ms MacAllister has 
considerable style when it comes to delivering the 
tawse. She gives Nix three scorchers before taking a 
breather and slugging down another few fingers of 
Grouse. Nix is a tough old bird but she is showing 
some clear signs of agitation as she hangs upside 
down waiting for the next onslaught. Her fingers are 
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splaying, her ankles twitching 
and her bum is squirming 
slowly. 

It is a full two minutes 
before Phyllis resumes the 
job at hand. Now that may 
not seem very long but I can 
assure you that when you are 
in Nixdown’s position it will seem like an eternity. I 
have been there and bought the tee-shirt. I know her 
mind will be racing. Half of her will be dreading the 
awful resumption and the other half just wanting to 
get it over with. 

The funny thing is that when I find myself in 
that position I no longer give the matter of my bum 
being somewhat ignominiously displayed higher than 
my head a second thought. It is fifteen years since I 
first got the cane back at the Queensgate Academy 
and I still remember how embarrassed I felt when I 
was bent over the popping seat with my bumbags on 
display, but I have got over it. At Queensgate I got 
the cane eighty-three times (I have recently learned 
that this is a national record!) and have been 
punished over two-hundred and fifty times since I 
have been banged up at the facility so showing off 
my bumbags is now just routine, funny old world.  

The Dyke finishes her drink and then polishes 
Nixdown off with three absolute crackers. Poor old 
Nix looks a little giddy when she is allowed to return 
to the vertical but she still manages to look defiant. I 
cross my fingers and pray that she doesn’t do 
something reckless like hacking the Dyke in the shins. 
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Nix can be a little volatile in these types of 
circumstances.  

Thankfully Nix just produces her punishment 
record book and hands it over, but I can tell by the 
glint in her eyes that she is having dark thoughts. I 
shift my weight in my seat which proves to be unwise 
as I am treated to a sharp jolt of pain in my rear end. 
Watching Nix getting whopped has momentarily 
distracted me from the searing stripes in my 
bumbags. It is my turn to scowl. It will be another 
hour until I will have an opportunity to walk them off. 
A lot can happen in an hour.  

Mercifully we manage to get through the 
remainder of the Chemistry tutorial without any 
further activity from the tawse, although five minutes 
before the bell I did get shown a yellow card. I was 
so relieved when the bell rang. As you will remember 
I am sporting six stripes in my bumbags and following 
up with a dose of the two-tailed tawse was not high 
on my agenda. I hurry out of the lab as fast as my 
legs will carry me. 
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Lady Vix 

 
 

I cut along to my study and drop off my 
satchel full of books. I have several assignments I 
could start on and should really make a trip to the 
wellness center and work-out. But first I think I shall 
take a spin around the quadrangle and see if I can’t 
walk these whops off, they are continuing to give me 
considerable gyp. 

I stick my head around the door of the study 
Nixdown shares with Jojo. Nix is face down across 
Jojo’s lap having cooling balms rubbed into her scarlet 
bum. Predictably she is bitching up a storm about 
being tawsed. I offer my sympathies and cut along. 

The thing about whops is that you mustn’t let 
them settle in; whenever possible it’s a good idea to 
keep moving to avoid the muscles tightening up. I 
stuff my hand into my blazer pockets to avoid any 
temptation to be caught publicly rubbing. Only muffs 
rub! 

Down in the cloisters I happen across the 
Bernadette Summers. “Sorry to hear about the 
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whops,” she says cheerily. I assume my caning has 
already been posted on the ‘Breaking Whops’ section 
of the GalGab web-site. “I’m offering 10-1 that you’ll 
score the first Bull of the year,” she tells me. 

Bernadette, better known as the Bounder, is 
the unit’s in-house bookie. We bet on anything but 
mostly on whops. The Bull she is referring to is 
scoring fifty punishments in a single year. I have to 
admit I managed to accomplish this unenviable record 
last year. Now I did have a bit of a leg-up as Ms 
Lawton declared me as Public Enemy Number One 
and painted a large target on my bumbags. 

I must confess that 10-1 wouldn’t be a bad 
punt but we can’t bet on our own bumbags. When 
Madame Diderot was writing my caning up she 
numbered it as punishment 47 for the current year. 
Now there is still six weeks to go before the end of 
the year and the chances of me not getting the cane 
three more times are pretty non-existent. There’s 
very little doubt that before the years out I’ll be 
gracing the stage again for another public flogging. 
The real question is who will be the first to score a 
Bull, me or my good chum Jojo?  

Jojo Heyworth is ranked number one on the 
Bottoms Up Table of Troublemakers, earning her the 
title of Big BUTT. She is an unbelievably talented minx 
and has been the Annual Big BUTT for four 
consecutive years and recently acquired the title of 
All-Time Big BUTT. Even last year when I was singled 
out and targeted as a hostile she still managed to 
nose me out of taking her title by two sets of whops. 
This year we are whopping it out bumbag to bumbag 
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and the thrashing I just got from Madame nudged me 
ahead. 

I grunt at the Bounder and continue on my 
way. I am just heading across the quad when Lady 
Victoria hurries over. She gives me a hug. “Sorry to 
hear about the whops,” she says sympathetically, 
“how was it?” 

In some avenues of life this might appear to be 
a queer question but not at Woodys. We constantly 
gab about whops. We dissect every punishment whop 
by whop and rate them in terms of artistic merit, 
technical expertise and of course the all-important 
heat factor. 

“Well at least I’d had a couple of days to 
recover from …” I trail off. We both know what I’m 
talking about. 

Lady Victoria and I have always been tight but 
recently our relationship took a temporary nose-dive. 
Victoria is well-loved and widely admired and her 
performance as Red-shirt has been exemplary. She is 
even-handed and treats everybody, friend or foe, with 
equal fairness. 

Unfortunately my behavior in the assembly hall 
has deteriorated and Victoria has been obliged to red-
card me on several occasions. Now I admit that it’s 
illogical but I got the pip that she doesn’t cut me a 
little slack. I suffer from a compulsive impulsive 
behavior syndrome caused by an over-active naughty 
gene. This causes me to behave recklessly at 
inappropriate moments. I am convinced that I am 
possessed by an alter-ego that I call the 
Imposter who takes me over when my guard is down.  
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For some reason the Imposter often chooses 
to present herself during the prelude to assembly and 
I often find myself indulging in totally futile larks and 
pranks which are neither any more than a quick 
adrenalin rush or even particularly funny. In return for 
these momentary buzz’s I have been shown over a 
dozen red cards this year alone. Even Mr Humphries 
who is a tolerant soul and minx-friendly has become 
mildly irritated by my less than stellar performance 
and has felt compelled to take unconventional 
alternative steps in his efforts to curb my erratic 
behavior. On two occasions he has taken me up onto 
the stage, put me 
over his knee and 
given me a damn 
good spanking in 
front of my 
gawking chums. 
Quite recently he 
decided to 
dispatch me to 
the library for a 
double dangling. 

For the uninitiated dangling is the term that we 
use for taking a trip over the Red-shirts knee for a 
spanking with the ceremonial oval-headed, wood-
backed hairbrush. It is called dangling because the 
spanking stool, first introduced by Queen Be-yotch 
Katie Beck is so tall that when you are over and up it 
is impossible to touch the floor on either side. It is a 
most disquieting sensation.  

A standard dangling for an inmate of my 
seniority is comprised of twelve spanks delivered on 
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the bare bum. This is considered very tough duty. 
Katie specially selected the size of the head of the 
ceremonial hairbrushes so that in six spanks they 
could redden a gal’s arse top to bottom. Needless to 
say an additional six spanks on an already sizzling 
bum is no fun. Multiply that by two and it is 
impossible to express the exponential increase in the 
pain. 

Now for complex reasons, or at least they 
seemed complex at the time, I got into my head that 
Victoria had behaved unreasonably. I felt that she 
could have interceded with the Grand Master on my 
behalf, or at least if she did proceed with the double 
dangling she would not lay it on too thick. 

I can see now that there was no possible 
rationale for my expectations, Lady Victoria has a job 
to do and she would lose the respect of the whole 
colony of mega-minxes if she went into the slack-
cutting business. However at the time when my arse 
was literally in flames I was not thinking straight. 

I refused to be in the same room as Victoria 
and bitched about her royally to anybody who would 
listen (which with hindsight was a very small 
audience). I even got into a contretemps with my 
closest chums and caused a major rift in the lute 
between Rosemary, Nix, Jojo and I. Finally Victoria 
got sick of me bitching about her and we had a 
confrontation. Lady Victoria is notoriously pugnacious 
but to her credit she tried to reason with me. I can 
see now that she wanted to put the whole 
unfortunate incident behind us but I was not easily 
placated and gave her a piece of my mind.  
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I’m not sure what I was thinking but I decided 
it was appropriate to taunt her that the double 
dangling hadn’t hurt. “Then we shall try a triple 
dangling,” she told me coolly. “Meet me in the library 
in thirty minutes.” 

At first I was furious and defiant. After all I am 
Debs Morton and I can take whatever she cares to 
dish out. I was going to show her! However as I 
began to cut through the corridors and stairwells on 
my way to keep my appointment with the lethal 
hairbrush some sanity began to return. What was I 
thinking? The double dangling had been excruciating. 
I don’t ever remember sporting a hotter, sorer arse. 
The thought of an even more prolonged spanking was 
unthinkable; I began to feel quite bilious. 

By the time I reached the ominous door to the 
library I was in a blue funk but I knew I had to 
maintain a facade of righteous indignation and 
feigned nonchalance. Plucking up my nerve I stepped 
into the shadowy room. I was completely unprepared 
for my reception. 

Victoria was not alone. She was seated aloft 
the spanking stool with her blazer off and her sleeves 
rolled up. Beside 
her Cat Cassidy, 
Melons and Patsy 
Butcher were 
standing with their 
arms folded 
across their 
chests. My heart 
sank. These are 
some of my best 
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chums but there was no sign of sisterly love. They 
looked at me with considerable hostility; chums or not 
they clearly did not approve of me strutting about the 
place, acting the bollocks and bad-mouthing their 
beloved Vix.  

I shall draw a veil over the intimate details of 
my triple dangling save to say I took a trip to hell and 
back. Spank after spank rained down on my poor 
beleaguered bum and I am not ashamed to say that 
before the deal was done I opened up my lungs and 
howled the rafters down! I know, I know, only muffs 
howl but you try a triple bare bottom spanking with a 
wood-backed hairbrush and see how you get on! 

By the time we were finished I was thoroughly 
cowed. I hobbled out of the library with my head 
hung low. I couldn’t bear to look at my chums. I 
knew that I had just been totally nailed.  

I made my way back up to my study, 
studiously avoiding the eyes of anyone I met on the 
way. I knew I was a disheveled mess. I hoped that 
Rosemary would be upstairs. Even though she hasn’t 
spoken to me since I chewed her out and made her 
cry I felt certain she would take pity on me and try 
and cool my bum down with one of her dynamite 
balms. Unfortunately she was not on the landing. I 
checked her calendar on her laptop and learned that 
she was on gardening duty for the next hour. I sighed 
and considered going next door to see if Jojo or 
Nix were available for cooling duties but I didn’t really 
want to have to explain what happened to Nix. She is 
an ardent Victoria fan and we had already had cross-
words over my dispute with the Red-shirt and I didn’t 
feel up to another argument. Instead I went into the 
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bathroom and very 
carefully rolled down my 
bumbags to inspect the 
damage.  

Holy Moley! Over 
the years I have seen my 
poor beleaguered bum in 
some sorry states but 
that takes the biscuit. To 
her credit Victoria had concentrated her efforts on the 
safe zone known as the sweet spot. The crown of my 
bum was a vivid scarlet and my buttocks looked as if 
they had swollen up to the size of water-melons, I 
reached back and could feel the heat with my hands 
several inches from the throbbing mess. I ran some 
cold water in to the sink and found a face cloth. I 
soaked it then squeezed it out before very gingerly 
dabbing it against the heat. It was a curious sensation 
and I’m not sure it did any good. Eventually I 
discarded the cloth and found a towel and gently 
patted myself dry before rolling up my navy blue 
bumbags.  

I stared at myself in the mirror. I am not 
known for my sartorial elegance but even by my 
standards I looked a complete mess. My tie was 
twisted and the knot had disappeared underneath 
one of the wings of the collar of my blouse. My make-
up was in sad needs of repair and my hair looked like 
a birds-nest. It is astonishing what can happen to a 
gal’s appearance during a long, hot and sweaty 
spanking. I began to try to make myself look at least 
halfway human when I heard a knock on the door. 
This was unusual as it would normally be Nix or Jojo 
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t I was too tired to split hairs. 

stopping by and they never knock. It’s Liberty Hall 
around here. I wriggled out to see who it was.  

I was surprised to find Lady Victoria standing 
outside on the landing. I was uncertain of what to do. 
I considered hacking her in the shins or bopping her 
on the sniffer but she brought her hand out from 
behind her back and offered me a bunch of freshly 
cut flowers. 

I was flabbergasted. “I think this has gone too 
far,” she said sweetly. “We’ve been chums for too 
long for something silly like a spanking to come 
between us.” 

I looked at the 
flowers she was 
proffering. I suddenly 
felt exhausted. I’m not 
sure I agreed with her 
that a double dangling 
is something silly, in 
fact I considered it to 
have been extremely 
serious business bu

“Let’s see whether we can’t do some damage 
control,” she said as I accepted her olive branch. 
“Where does Rosemary keep her balms?” That was 
three days ago.  
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Sally Cobb and Patsy Butcher 

 
 

Victoria and I stand gabbing about my latest 
run-in with Madame’s cane when we hear a kafuffle 
over by the fountain. I look over to see what is going 
down, just in time to see be-yotch Sally Cobb 
producing a red card and thrusting it in the face of 
my chum Jojo. 

“Heyworth,” the prefect bawls at the top of her 
lungs. “Go and wait outside the library, I’ll be along 
shortly to beat you!” 

Victoria and I watched Jojo stomp across the 
quadrangle. She 
is looking pretty 
displeased at the 
prospect of a 
swishing. Behind 
her Sally Cobb is 
smirking. I 
wonder what Jojo 
could have 
possibly done to 
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deserve six of the best. Barely fifteen minutes ago I 
had seen her upstairs in her study, where she had 
been tending to Nixdown’s swollen bum. 

“I’ll cya later,” says Lady Victoria, “I hope ya 
bum cools down soon.” She takes off and barrels 
down upon Sally. Sally does not look at all pleased at 
the prospect of being interrogated by the Red-shirt 
and tries to hurry away but Vix is not easily dissuaded 
and catches up with her.  

Sally Cobb is a rather pathetic individual and 
widely despised. She was appointed as Captain of the 
Red House by the Wart and it is no secret that she 
was recruited by Patty Hodge to act as the 
Commandant of the Secret Society of Serial Spankers. 
Unfortunately for Sally Lady Victoria made it quite 
clear that she would not tolerate any serial spanking 
on her watch and is willing to impose her will with the 
back of her wood-backed hairbrush. As a result Sally’s 
recruitment campaign was a disaster. She is 
Commandant of a sorority of which she is the sole 
member and has been ostracized by the other 
members of the Elite and is treated with contempt by 
the rest of the community.  

I suppose I should feel sorry for her, but I 
don’t. She was foolish enough to believe Patty’s 
promises of protection and chose to make a pact with 
the Devil Be-yotch. She is now caught between the 
rock and the hard place. Her bumbags are constantly 
in danger. Patty and her cronies constantly hound her 
to increase her whop rate but Victoria watches her 
like a hawk. She can’t win for losing and I have no 
sympathy for her. 
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She has beaten me three times this year; all on 
the direct instructions of the Wart. The Wart is the 
Mistress of the Red House and acts as Sally’s handler 
on behalf of Patty. She has the authority to arrange 
for us to be caned on what is known as ‘House 
Business’. This is a highly dubious process that relies 
on the Wart’s erratic interpretations of the protocols 
contained in the ‘Red House Charter’. There is an 
appeals process but good luck with that. It’s better to 
just bend over and suck up the whops regardless of 
whether you know the charges are bogus. 

Not that being beaten by Sally Cobb is 
particularly tough duty. She just doesn’t have what it 
takes to deliver a really hot thrashing. That is not to 
say that it doesn’t smart, even a relatively wimpy 
swishing is disagreeable, but it is just a minor 
inconvenience when compared with the heat that can 
be generated by a true artiste such as last year’s 
House Captain, Patsy Butcher. 

Patsy and I have always been tight. She was 
an Olympic standard sprinter until she was arrested, 
along with her twin sister, and banged up for seven 
years at the unit. She regularly helps me work out 
and has added valuable mille-seconds to my short 
sprints. She is a real dote. 

Unfortunately Patsy’s period of office coincided 
with the period when I was at my most vulnerable. I 
had been assigned the rank as the unit’s ‘Public 
Enemy Number One’, unfairly in my opinion, and the 
Brass and the Elite were instructed to treat me with 
extreme prejudice. This unfortunate status offered 
the Wart plenty of scope to abuse the House 
Protocols, even more than usual, and I soon found 
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myself touching my 
toes in the library 
waiting to be caned 
by Patsy. 

As I said 
some gals have 
what it takes and 
some gals don’t. 
Patsy was firmly in 
the first category. I have had the misfortune of being 
whopped for a decade and a half and have learned a 
thing or two. One thing I have learned is that the first 
stroke of a beating generally sets the tone and tells 
me how it’s going to go down. The first stroke I ever 
received from Patsy was an absolute scorcher and I 
knew I had some hot and sweaty times ahead of me. 
My suspicions were proven well-founded and she 
gave me a sizzling swishing. It was the first of several 
disagreeable encounters with Patsy’s cane, which 
would include three very unpleasant Formal House 
Beatings. I have nothing but respect for Patsy’s ability 
and we remained very good chums. By contrast I 
have no respect for Sally Cobb and consider her a 
wimp and a rotter. 

I grin to myself. Victoria is clearly quizzing Sally 
closely. Sally is 
offering earnest 
explanations for 
dispatching Jojo 
upstairs for whops 
but she is looking 
anxious. I chuckle 
and continue on my 
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spin around the recreation area. My bum is still giving 
me gyp.  

The recreation area is filling up with inmates 
catching a breath of fresh air after being cooped up 
all day in the lecture rooms. Some of them are 
starting up card games or have brought out 
backgammon boards; others are just mooching about 
gabbing. A number of my chums stop me and offer 
their sympathies over my recent whops and ask me 
how they went down. The common consensus is that 
Madame Diderot was a little harsh and has no sense 
of humor. 

After lectures are over we have two and a half 
hours of free-time at our disposal. We have a number 
of options available. Mr Humphries has instituted 
numerous extra-curricula projects into the program. I 
try to participate in as many as possible but mainly I 
use the free-time to work-out on the tennis courts or 
in the wellness center. However, I am not in the 
mood for company so I decide to go back upstairs 
and crack open the books. 
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Bottoms Up, Sisters 

 
 

I settle my poor beleaguered bum down on a 
reasonably comfortable cushioned seat and set to 
work on an assignment on ‘The Confessions of Jean 
Jacques Rousseau’, a lot of people find JJ a little dry 
but he absorbs me and distracts me from my stinging 
rear end. After an hour of reading and writing notes I 
hear the click of footsteps on the landing and the next 
door opening and slamming shut. I guess that Jojo is 
back from her trip up to the library. I decide I’d better 
check on her. 

I knock gently and stick my head around the 
door. Jojo has already peeled off her blazer and 
chucked it on the small couch. She has a fag in her 
mouth and is lighting it.  

“You okay?” I ask. “How was it?” 

Jojo shrugs. “Pathetic Be-yotch,” she says 
grumpily. “She couldn’t whop her way out of a wet 
paper-bag. Her heart wasn’t really in it.” 
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.  

er 
bumba

bb, give me a break. I have some self-
respec

 Ann’s 
bum. 

ss center. I wink 
at Jojo

I chuckle. “Vix was 
all over her like a pair of 
baggy bumbags before she 
went up to beat you,” I tell 
my chum

Jojo grins. She 
seems sublimely unfazed by 
the fact that she has 
recently been upstairs in the library being caned. She 
is like that, god bless her navy blue, gossam

gs. 

”Do you need cooling down?” I ask her. 

She just grins. “After a whopping from Sally 
wimpy Co

t.” 

Nixdown ambles into the study. She is still 
looking grumpy as a result of 
being thrashed with a two-tailed 
tawse by the Dyke. I suspect 
that later tonight she will repair 
to the stables and take out her 
irritability of poor Penny

She can be a rather queer 
bird in that regard. 

I look at my watch. There is still an hour 
before Callover so I decide to get changed and go 
and do a quick work-out in the wellne

 and cut along to work out on the punch-bag. 

Jabbing, punching and kicking at the bag 
proves to be both an ideal and effective work-out and 
also has the added benefit of helping to avoid the 
onset of a curious disorder that is particularly 
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 is the world’s 
best re

urfew means 
manda

ransportation minister get 
whopp

prevalent amongst gals who have recently had their 
bums whapped with a whippy rattan cane. The 
disorder is known scientifically as pygalgia but in 
layman’s terms can be translated as ‘a pain in the 
bum’. In just thirty minutes I work up a healthy 
perspiration, kick some punch-bag arse, burn off 
probably 650 calories and most importantly loosen up 
my bum muscles and divert an uncomfortable dose of 
pygalgia setting in. Loads of benefits! It

medy for a recently caned bum! 

Once I’m showered and change I repair to the 
hall for Callover. Curfew at the facility is imposed at 
6:30 each evening. We are allowed one town-pass a 
week so that we can take care of personal business 
like banking (not that any of us have any money, our 
squids were all seized by the Dark Agents of the 
System), sending personal gifts or scoring new 
clobber. There is a bus route which takes about 
twenty minute’s door-to door. Getting to town is a 
doddle but getting back is sometimes a trial. Even if 
the buses run on time which is rarely, the traffic is 
always backed up so it is always nerve-wracking if 
you leave it until the last bus. Cutting C

tory whops from the Duty Dame. 

Over the years I have been whopped half a 
dozen times for being late back from town. 
Unfortunately these incidents have always coincided 
with arch Be-yotch’s like Patty Hodge or the Wart 
being on duty. I end up with my bumbags sizzling just 
because the buses don’t run on time. Does that seem 
fair … why doesn’t the t

ed? Just a thought! 
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but serious and over-raucous 
horsep

last moment she bursts through the doors and 
hurries

is all very uneventful, 
everyb

Callover is just a kind of registration to ensure 
we are back on campus safe and in one piece. The 
Callover protocols are less stringent than those that 
govern morning assembly. A certain amount of 
gabbing is allowed but obviously no pinching, 
prodding, shoving or shin-hacking is allowed. Minor 
incidents of goofing, larking and pranking are 
generally tolerated 

lay can result in you ending up to your 
bumbags in whops. 

Jojo and Nixdown are already in their seats. I 
slide in next to them. Rosemary is nowhere to be 
seen. It is almost time for Callover to begin so she is 
cutting it close. She didn’t tell me that she was going 
into town and she wasn’t in the study when I dropped 
off my work-out bag. She is notoriously tardy about 
time-keeping. I sigh. I hate to think of my best chum 
getting whopped just because she missed a bus, but 
at the 

 up to take an empty seat. I breathe a sigh of 
relief. 

“I’m here Ma’am,” I respond when Lady 
Victoria calls my name. It 

ody is safe and sound and nobody scores any 
whops so it is time for chow. 

Before Mr Humphries took over as Grand 
Master, the grub here was pretty ghastly, shipped in 
by outside contractors in big vats. Mostly it was 
congealed stews complimented with a starter salad of 
some wilted lettuce and a slice of tomato. Standard 
government gruel for those of us that they have 
deemed necessary to hide away behind locked doors. 
However, Mr Humphries first initiative was to make us 
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self-su

p, a 
small s

. We raised our glasses and 
toasted each other. “Bottoms Up Sisters,” grinned 
Jojo and we all giggled. 

 
 

fficient and put Dotty Hammell and Cassie 
Cassy in charge of the kitchens. Wow, what a change!  

They both used to run world class kitchens 
before they ended up at the facility. Cutting out the 
cost layers of bureaucracy and middlemen they have 
transformed the quality of nosh all within the same 
budget. Every night is a gastronomic extravaganza 
and we’re even allowed a glass of wine to compliment 
the great food. I select a bowl of mushroom sou

hank of roasted lamb served over a risotto and 
a glass of red and went and sat with my chums. 

As usual we chatted about whops. After all 
three of us had already been caned today so what 
else would pre-occupy us? The general consensus 
was that we had all been unlucky and that the 
decisions could have gone either way. Nixxy was still 
grumpy but she conceded that the Dyke had been 
perfectly fair and that muttering dark uttering’s and 
hexes had been unwise

 



15 

 
The Radical Right 

 
 

After supper we are left pretty much to our 
own devices. As I said earlier Mr Humphries has 
instituted numerous programs that we can participate 
in. The current hot project is our planned production 
of Westside Story which is being produced by our 
very own Jojo. Joanna was a theatrical director before 
the Dark Agents got their claws into her and it 
promises to be a very professional show. I have taken 
on the responsibility of musical director and am 
working on a contemporary score. I decide to cut 
along to the Great Hall and see how preparations are 
going. There are always gals down there working on 
the sets or practicing dance routines. 

I amble through the corridors taking my time. 
There are strict no running protocols in the hallways 
and stairwells and any breach of protocol will result in 
a trip to the library for six of the best from the Duty 
Monitor or her assistants. 

While we are not in the lecture rooms the Elite 
is charged with responsibility for administering the 
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facility. Every day one member of the Elite is 
nominated as Duty Monitor and is supported by 
several assistants, known as her Watchers. 
Theoretically their job is merely to make sure that 
horseplay doesn’t get too raucous and nobody does 
something daft and gets hurt, to monitor that we 
don’t stray into areas of the compound that are off-
limits, and to break up the occasional scrap. They are 
granted full thrashing rights and when they are not in 
the lecture rooms are required to carry a whippy 
cane, known as an ashplant, with them at all times. 

The ashplants are purchased from a specialist 
outlet in Dublin and shipped in to the facility by the 
gross. If you go on the purveyor’s web-site they claim 
that each cane is tested for appropriate whippiness 
and sharpness of sting prior to shipping. They do not 
explain exactly how this is achieved, but as the only 
way these tests could possibly have any value would 
be to try each cane out in earnest it would seem that 
there are some very curious employment 
opportunities in the Emerald Isle.  

The role of the Elite has always been 
controversial. The authority that has been vested in 
them offers considerable scope for the abuse of 

power. The greatest 
controversy centers 
around an ill-defined 
offense known as 
‘Rubbishing a Pre’. 
Considering that the 
rules, regulations and 
protocols that govern 
our behavior run to 
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hundreds of pages and are as complex as any legal 
document it is almost criminal that the term 
‘rubbishing’ is left widely open to interpretation by the 
individual prefect. Abuse of the rubbishing protocols is 
rampant and never more so than last year. 

First I need to just briefly explain the role of 
the ‘Radical Right’ at the facility. This is a small group 
of the Brass who are essentially whop junkies and 
take the administering of corporal punishment to the 
extreme. 

The leader of this group is an odious specimen 
called Patricia Hodge. Patty is a cruel and sadistic be-
yotch. She is 
very tall and 
striking. She 
has flame 
red-hair and 
startling 
green eyes. 
She adds to 
her height by 
wearing three-inch spiked heels and likes to show off 
her endlessly long legs by wearing calf length skirt slit 
up the sides. She cuts an imposing figure which she 
uses to intimidate us inmates. 

She pals around with the Wart and Katie Beck, 
two more odious creatures (Ms Whitton used to be 
one of her gang before she got her voluminous 
bumbags chucked in chokey). Their sole raison d’être 
is to make trouble for us. 

Some years ago Katie Beck was an inmate and 
she somehow finagled her way into being elected 
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Red-shirt. It is widely suspected that this was part of 
a long-term plan implemented by Patty and that she 
had been coaching Katie for some time. As soon as 
she took office Katie let it be known that she intended 
to cane every inmate in the community during her 
first hundred days and she achieved that goal in half 
the time. 

Despite being an evil weasel Katie can be quite 
charming and she had no shortage of sycophants. 
She corralled them into the Secret Sorority of Serial 
Spankers, known to us Woody Wags as the ‘SS’ and 
went on a whopping and spanking spree. Nobody’s 
bumbags were safe. 

The most endangered bumbags in the unit 
belonged to poor old Nix. She had the misfortune to 
pull the short straw and was assigned to act as Katie’s 
Personal Grubby. During the first year of our 
sentences we are each assigned to a prefect to act 
has her personal skivvies. In return for our services 
she is supposed to act as our trainer and mentor, 
teaching us the ropes and how to best survive our 
seven year sentences. 

One of the most popular training techniques 
involves putting us over their knees to be ‘draped and 
dusted’. Now I have to admit I got very fortunate. I 
was assigned to a prefect called Maria Jones. She had 
been a fan during my tennis days and she also hated 
Katie with a passion. During the whole year I grubbed 
for her she only ever dusted me a couple of times, 
which was lucky for me as she was incredibly fit and 
had hands like house-bricks. Man that gal could spank 
hard! 
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be a grubby. 

Nix was not so fortunate. 
Katie draped and dusted her on 
a daily basis. She would often 
illegally yank down Nix’s knickers 
(bumbags) earning my chum the 
nickname of Nixdown Nixon. As I 
have said earlier Nix is a 
belligerent cove and did not 
always take her drapings quietly. 
She regularly retaliated by 
hacking Katie in the shins or 
poking her in the eye. Katie 
knew better than to report Nix to 
Ms Lawton as her illicit activities 

would have come under scrutiny, so she just resorted 
to dusting Nix more often, sometimes several times a 
day. It was a bad time to 
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Yvonne Godfrey 

 
 

But if we thought Katie’s regime was tough 
and cruel nothing prepared us for last year. The 
elevation of Yvonne Godfrey and her cronies to the 
Elite coincided with Ms Lawton’s declaration of war 
against the mega-minxes, known as Operation 
Scorched Arse. It was the classic collision of the 
constellation and did not bode well for our bumbags. 

I remember Yvonne Godfrey’s trial for bribery, 
corruption, extortion, and racketeering; I was still a 
free woman at the time. The prosecution claimed that 
she was a senior executive in the notorious criminal 
gang known as the Confederacy of Yoofs, a charge 
she vehemently denied. Her cool responses earned 
her the nick-name of ‘The Ice Maiden’ in the press. 
Somehow her lawyers managed to broker a deal and 
the charges were reduced to Extreme Ladetting. She 
and her cohorts were sentenced to seven years at the 
facility without the possibility of parole. 

In my opinion Yvonne should have been 
banged up in a high security jail and not entered into 
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a Social Rehabilitation program. 
Rehabilitating Yvonne has 
about the same potential of 
success as teaching your pet 
snake to juggle. However, the 
authorities didn’t bother to 
canvas my opinion in this 
matter. 

Yvonne and cronies were 
of course ideal candidates for 
recruitment by Patty and she 
covertly trained them to 
become the most heinous SS in 
the unit’s history. They worked 

as a team and hunted in packs. The announcement of 
Operation Scorched Arse allowed them to operate 
with impunity. Nobody’s bumbags were safe and I 
was their number one target. 

Having the misfortune of being branded Public 
Enemy Number One and targeted to be treated as a 
hostile who should be punished ‘with extreme 
prejudice’ made me cannon fodder for the SS. 

During Operation Scorched Arse I received 
corporal punishment over fifty times. Fifteen of those 
punishments were delivered directly by members of 
the SS and they engineered me getting a record-
breaking ten bare-bottom hairbrush spankings from 
the Red-shirt. It was not a good time to be sporting 
Deborah Morton’s bumbags I can tell you. 

Right at the end of the year Ms Lawton finally 
came to her senses, I don’t know quite what 
happened, maybe she just had some kind of spiritual 
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epiphany, but on the eve of her shocking resignation 
she had a treat in store for us. 

First she publicly humiliated Yvonne and her 
gang by stripping them of office and standing them 
down from the Elite. Then she made another stunning 
announcement when she declared that Lady Victoria 
Brompton would fulfill the role of Red-shirt in the 
forthcoming year.  

Lady Vix, as we call her, is a hard-core mega-
minx. She has been a permanent fixture in the top 
five of the Hall of Shame ever since she started her 
sentence. She is pugnacious and potty-mouthed but 
she is also the great champion of the underdog. 
There are many inmates who have been grateful 
when she has interceded on their behalf when they 
were being bullied and she is a great and fearless 
warrior. She has four older brothers and they taught 
her to box and wrestle. Seeing her sticking up her 
dukes and delivering a sharp one-two is something to 
behold. We were all gob-smacked when Ms Lawton 
announced her promotion but we would later come to 
understand that the wily old beak knew what she was 
doing.  

Finally Ms Lawton 
told us that she was 
taking the Brass and 
Elite out to dinner and 
leaving the facility in the 
charge of Victoria. 
Without saying so 
directly she was giving 
her blessing for us to 
reap retribution of the 
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sorry arse’s of Yvonne and her cronies, and we did in 
spectacular style, I can tell you. I hadn’t had so much 
fun since my old gran got her right titty stuck in the 
mangle. 

I cut across the quad in the direction of the 
Great Hall. On the way I happen across the Duty 
Monitor, she merely nods and goes about her 
business. The Elite presided over by Lady Vix has a 
very different flavor to last year. She is tough and 
strong-willed and she prohibits any form of serial or 
sporting spanking. She abolished the heinous 
practices of collaring and sweating that had been 
used liberally by Yvonne and her henchwomen. She 
exerts her will over the other members of the Elite 
and is prepared to support her principles with the 
back of her wooden hairbrush if necessary. Gone are 
the days of bogus whops, if we are unfortunate 
enough to be taken upstairs to be licked at least we 
know we damn well deserve it. 

The Hall is pretty full. There are several gals on 
stage dressed in training tops and sweat pants 
working on dance routines with Ginger Beckett. Lisa 
Sutton and her team are painting a large mural of an 
urban setting on a canvas. Jojo is prowling around 
with a clip-board taking notes. I go up to the small 
room at the back of the hall where I have a mixing 
desk. Nix is there fiddling with her dual Mac’s which 
she uses to control the lighting and stage sets. She 
winks at me. I pick up a set of headphones and slip a 
jump-drive into my laptop and listen to the current 
version of the soundtrack. 

The greatest challenge of being 
institutionalized is boredom and it is projects such as 



77 

 
this that help make it bearable. Jojo has selected to 
change the theme of the show to Mods and Punk-
rockers in the urban Smoke so I have to produce a 
score and sound to match. I have downloaded 
hundreds of tracks, many of which I have never 
heard before, trying to find that balance. It is great 
fun. Nixdown offers me a fag. I don’t really smoke but 
I take one anyway and suck on it thoughtfully as I 
listen to the sounds. In some ways it’s not a bad life.  
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Oh Rosemary! 

 
 

I stay in the hall for an hour and then decide I 
should really go back and finish my assignment on 
Jean Jacques. I say cya to Nix and go back upstairs. 
Rosemary is seated at one of the two small work-
stations in our study. She is tapping away at her 
laptop. She should be working on assignments but I 
suspect she is engaged in hot conversation with her 
on-line lothario, the Silver Fox. I keep trying to tell 
her that she could avoid a lot of unnecessary whops if 
she worked first and chatted later but she doesn’t 
listen, so I don’t waste my breath with another 
lecture.  

I hang my blazer up in the closet and kick off 
my shoes. I notice that Rosemary 
has a bottle of Chardonnay in an 
ice-bucket so I help myself to a 
glass. Mr Humphries allows us to 
drink up on the landings as long 
as we don’t get squiffy. I pad 
across to my work-station and 
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turn my attention back to JJ. 

At 10:30 the first lockdown warning bell 
sounds. I tell Rosie I’m going to take a shower. I like 
to go to bed early as I get up at the crack of dawn to 
go running. She just grunts. I’m pretty sure that she 
hasn’t done a stroke of work all night but I suppose 
that’s her business. 

I am sound asleep and only vaguely hear the 
last bell at 11:30 that signals official lockdown. There 
is now a no gabbing, goofing, larking or pranking 
protocol in place. 

During the first four years of our sentences we 
slept in large dormitories. We had a bed, a wardrobe, 
a chest of drawers and absolutely no privacy from the 
other eleven gals who shared the dorm. It was 
sleeping in the dorms that really made me understand 
that I had been put in prison. The compound is huge 
and the buildings are ornate and opulent but once 
you get to sleep in a public dormitory you know you 
are in chokey. 

The responsibility for ensuring that the 
lockdown protocols are complied with falls to a 
prefect known as the ‘Dorm Raider’. For several hours 
she pads up and down the stairs and prowls the 
landings looking out for signs of mischief and 
malfeasance. Anyone caught breaching the protocols 
is immediately bent over the end of their beds and 
subjected to a mandatory six of the best. 

Despite the risks the dorms were hotbeds of 
anarchy. We embarked upon endless games of ‘truth 
or dare’ recklessly risking going to sleep with a 
sizzling arse just for the hell of it.  
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Upstairs on the landings that house the two-gal 
studies of the Phase 5 and 6 inmates we are a little 
less exposed and have to be quite dumb to manage 
to get ourselves whopped, but it does happen.  

It is around midnight when I feel Rosemary 
shaking me out of sleep. “Debs”, she hisses, “Come 
and look at this.”  

“Are you barking?” I mutter drowsily. “Look at 
the time. Go to sleep.” 

“I will in a minute, we’re safe, Melons came by 
a few minutes ago we’re in the dead zone,” she 
giggles. “You have to see what the Silver Fox has 
planned for our vacation.” 

“I’ll look in the morning,” I hiss irritably. “I 
need to sleep.” 

“It will just take a second,” she says insistently.  

“Oh good fucking grief,” I snap but I swing my 
legs out of the bed. Rosemary and I have been best 
chums for six years and I know that she will persist. 
It is better that I just humor her and then she’ll let 
me get some kip. “This had better be good,” I say 
threateningly. After she’s right, we’re in a dead zone 
and Melons won’t be back for probably fifteen 
minutes.  

She has her laptop propped up on her pillow 
and it’s open at a web-site advertizing nifty holidays 
in the Caribbean. “Look,” she says, “he’s rented this 
villa on a private island. It looks stunning.”  
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I have to admit 

that I’m impressed. I 
have always had my 
suspicions about her 
on-line suitor but 
maybe he is the real 
deal. She clicks down 

through the site and starts pulling up pictures. I have 
to confess I am jealous until the door bursts open and 
Melons strides into the study with her flashlight and 
cane. At that point I become seriously pissed. 

Morosely I retrieve my pillow and place it over 
the end of my bed and bend over. There is nothing I 
can do we are totally bang to rights. I am furious. 
This is so typical. I should never have allowed myself 
to be in this position. I should just say no but as usual 
I succumbed to the temptation of momentary 
gratuitous satisfaction and where has it got me? Face 
down, arse up over my bed! I will throttle Rosemary 
with her bumbags in the morning.  

This is not a good situation. Melons is a super-
star and was a major player on the mega-minx circuit 
before she joined the Elite. She gets her nickname 
from her rather prominent mammary glands. She is 
awfully petite in all other proportions but her 
gazonkas are absolutely gargantuan. We have always 
been tight, she was awfully good to me when I first 
started my sentence and was being castigated by the 
gutter press. She was very instrumental in enrolling 
me into the Cult of Mega-minxes and I love her to 
death but I know one thing, she will not cut us any 
slack and, man, can that gal cane hard. 
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She starts with 
Rosemary. I watch from 
my prone position and 
my heart begins to pump 
faster. My tummy is 
doing somersaults. I am 
beginning to perspire 
profusely. Every crack of 

the cane off Rosie’s tautened jimjams brings my turn 
closer. This is a disaster. My bum had only recently 
settled down to a manageable and tolerable 
temperature and in just a few seconds it will be 
rudely reignited. Woe is me. 

She finishes with Rosie and pads over and 
takes up position next to me. I bury my face in the 
pillow and wait to be caned. I hear an ominous 
whistle as the cane cuts through the air and then all 
hell unleashes in my striped jimjams. 

I shall draw a curtain over the details of the 
beating save to say that it was excruciating. I scuttle 
back into bed and turn over onto my tummy. I will 
have to try to get some sleep face downwards. I have 
to admit this is not the 
first time that I have 
been faced with this 
unpleasant prospect and 
probably it won’t be the 
last. Not when you 
spend every day as a 
Life in the Day of the 
bumbags of Debs Morton 
… zzzz!!!!!!!!!! 
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