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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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1 

 
An Antique Riding Crop 

 
I am awoken by the sound of Nix shuffling 

around the study. I blink open my eyes and glance at 
the alarm clock, it is only six o’clock.  

“Sorry, I didn’t mean to wake you,” she says 
cheerily without even a hint of apology in her voice.  

Considering that she has spent the night in a 
make-shift bed in the stables, with her lover Penny 
Ann, she is looking surprisingly spiffy. But, then again 
I shouldn’t really be surprised as Nix prides herself as 
the Queen of Clobber.  

I have been chums with Nicola Jane Nixon for 
over fifteen years and she has always been a 
fashionista. Even when she was required to wear 
unshapely orange dungarees during her spell in 
reform school she still managed to look stylish.  

I consider turning over and catching a little 
more shut-eye but Nix is already sitting on the edge 
of my bed offering me a cup of java. I sit up and lean 
back on the pillows, it is obvious she is keen to gab 
about her late night shenanigans with Penny. I take 
the coffee and sip it and then settle back to listen.  
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Apparently Nix and Penny Ann had purchased 
an antique riding crop with an over-size flapper. Pen 
had spent much of the evening tickling Nixdown’s 
hindquarters with their new acquisition. Now in my 
experience leather braided riding crops do not tickle 
but that is another story.  

Nixdown had always been an avid collector of 
riding crops and keeps them in showcases in her 
bedroom at her chaps place down on the coast. Many 
of them are conventional equestrian aides but she has 
a special collection she uses for her more eclectic 
activities.  

Nixdown has always been, how shall I say this, 
a little promiscuous so it has surprised us all that she 
and Penny Ann have now been an item for well over 
a year. We have both known Pen for over a decade 
and a half and I have to say that at first blush they 
are an unlikely couple. Penny Ann is a shy and 
retiring soul, whereas Nix is brash and gregarious. 
Nonetheless they seem happy together and are 
fiercely loyal to one another.  

I will not dwell on the lurid details of Nixdown’s 
account of her tryst with Penny Ann save to say that 
when she undressed to get in the shower she couldn’t 
resist showing off her striped and swollen rear end.  

During the past six years while I have been an 
inmate of the Woody Back to School Unit there have 
been several occasions when I have had the 
misfortune to be put over Jane Lummell, the Dame in 
charge of Riding’s, knee and given six of the best with 
my own riding crop. I have to say that I found these 
experiences both painful and quite disagreeable. 
Nixdown’s bum looks extremely sore and tender but 
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she looks extremely smug and self-satisfied and 
begins to sing cheerfully and tunelessly while she 
showers.  

I climb out of bed. I am wide awake now. I go 
to my small closet and extract my clobber and lay it 
out on the bed while I wait for Nix to free up the 
shower.  

I am not quite as obsessed as NJ but I do like 
my clobber to be neat. When I first started my 
sentence I didn’t much care for the idea of having to 
wear the same outfit everyday of the week but over 
the years I have grown quite fond of the crisp white 
blouses, striped ties and blazers.  

Of course, recently, since the Tribunal Woody 
Clobber has become all the rage and it is impossible 
to open a glossy mag without finding pictures of the 
glitterati dressed up like the units inmates. Funny old 
world.  

Nix reappears in a white towel sarong and 
turban; she has stopped singing and is now whistling 
even more tunelessly. I take my turn in the shower.  

When I come out Nix is already dressed and 
has dried her hair. As usual her clobber is immaculate 
but then again she pays a clobber consultant to find 
new and exotic fabrics and has every item of her 
outfit’s tailor-made.  

“I’ll go and fetch the laundry,” she tells me.  
Fortunately this early morning ritual is not 

much of an issue for either of us as we are pretty 
good about inspecting our clobber each night and 
repairing any nicks before handing our kit in.  

During the whole six years I’ve been here I’ve 
only ever been slippered twice for clobber abuse and 
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I have to say in both cases the charges were marginal 
and borderline bogus. Unfortunately both incidents 
occurred during the height of Operation Scorched 
Arse and Katie Beck was operating the Politics of 
Clobber with relative impunity.  

It is still only seven o’clock by the time we are 
both ready to start the day.  

I link arms with Nix and we head down to the 
cafeteria where Cassie Cassy and her kitchen crew 
will already be serving brekker. Before Cassie was 
sent down for a stretch she ran a fabulously 
successful restaurant. One of the first things Mr 
Humphries changed when he took over as Grand 
Master was to fire the outside caterers and install 
Cassie as Director of Cuisine. One thing we are not 
short of at the facility is good tucker.  

I fill a tray with bowls of muesli and fresh 
berries, freshly squeezed orange juice and another 
mug of steaming java. It is still early so we find a 
table by a window with a view across the sweeping 
Downs. Despite the fact that we are imprisoned it is 
not a bad way to start the day. 
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Red Card 

 
We have barely had time to take our seats in 

the assembly hall before Sally Cobb is waving a red 
card and screaming Debs name at the top of her 
lungs. Every head in the hall turns to look back at the 
row where we are seated. Deborah looks slightly 
flushed as she gets to her feet and maneuvers her 
way passed the knees of the other gals in our row.  

I watch her trudging towards the front of the 
hall. Deborah Morton is of course an ultra-athletic 
cove and generally has a spring in her step, but she 
looks rather ungainly as she walks up the aisle under 
the scrutiny of the assembled inmates. I feel sorry for 
her.  

The rules regarding behavior during ingress 
and egress of the assembly hall are specific. Goofing, 
gabbing, larking, pranking, shoving, and poking are 
strictly prohibited. Ms Lawton was always lecturing us 
that it was not too much to expect that we show a 
little lady-like decorum for half an hour each morning. 
Mr Humphries has seen no reason to revise the 
protocol.  
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Despite the fact that we know that breaking 
the rule attracts a mandatory bare bender it is not 
uncommon for two or three gals a week to be shown 
red cards and evicted. I must confess that I’ve been 
booted out on several occasions over the past six 
years. Poor old Debs is particularly challenged in this 
department and holds the record for being evicted.  

She positions herself at the front of the hall 
halfway between the double doors and the stage. She 
turns to face us and does her best to feign 
nonchalance as she awaits the arrival of the Brass.  

Despite her brave face I have no doubt that 
she is feeling more than a little anxious. A few weeks 
ago she was booted out and the Grand Master took 
the unusual step of escorting her up on to the stage, 
putting her over his knee and treating her bumbags 
to a damn good dusting. Deborah has a rather 
unfortunate record of provoking spontaneous public 
punishments but she confided in me that she had 
been mortified by this incident and must be fretting 
over the possibility of a repeat performance.  

The Brass arrive and for the most part they 
ignore her but of course Patty Hodge and the Wart 
find it necessary to stop and gloat over Deborah’s 
misfortune. For once Deborah’s collar and tie are 
correctly fastened so she avoids attracting a 
supplementary red card and an appointment with 
Katie Beck to have her rump roasted with a leather 
soled slipper.  

The Grand Master arrives and stops to speak 
with Debs. Her nerves and agitation are apparent but 
thankfully he just dispatches her upstairs for her pre-
whops inspection.  
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The remainder of assembly is uneventful. Mr 
Humphries makes some routine announcements 
about duty rosters, work details and upcoming special 
project events. He reminds us to check the notice 
boards on the GalGab web-site in case there are any 
late alterations to the schedules.  

Once assembly is over we amble back up to 
the Phase 6 landing to collect our books for the first 
lectures of the day.  

Our first lecture is Politics, Philosophy and 
Economics conducted by Pauline Gascoigne. I have to 
admit I find this subject matter rather dry but Pauline 
is a wonderful and vibrant lecturer and actually 
manages to instill some energy and excitement into 
these quasi-sciences.  

Pauline is only a few years older than us and is 
decidedly minx-friendly. She encourages lively debate 
and allows a reasonable amount of off-the-cuff 
gabbing and some modicum of goofing. Nonetheless, 
like everything around this joint there is always the 
matter of interpretation and there is a fine line 
between what she perceives as reasonable and what 
is considered excessive.  

Pauline may be minx-friendly but when she 
does resort to whops she whops very hard. When she 
does finally lose patience and announces that she 
intends to absolutely cream you watch out bumbags 
‘coz they’re going to be smoking!  

This morning’s discussion focuses on how a 
former Ayn Rand disciple and all-round buffoon like 
Alan Greenspan could weasel his way into a position 
where he could mastermind the collapse of the global 
economy. This is actually a rather more interesting 
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discussion than usual and we were 
uncharacteristically attentive.  

About ten minutes into the lecture Debs 
arrives. She is looking slightly flushed and sporting an 
unmistakably straight-legged gait. She apologizes for 
her late appearance. There are a number of members 
of the Be-yotch ranks of the Brass that would insist 
on engaging her in discussion regarding her recent 
excursion bent over the back of the straight-backed 
chair in the Grand Master’s office and the after-effects 
of a twelve stroke bare bender, but Pauline doesn’t 
miss a heartbeat. She merely nods in the direction of 
a vacant seat and proceeds with the lecture.  

I watch Debs lower her doubtless frazzled rear 
end onto the hard unforgiving wood seat somewhat 
gingerly. I catch her eye. She throws me a wry smile. 
Poor thing, despite her game face she knows that it 
will be another hour before she can repair to the 
landing and get some emergency relief care from 
Rosemary’s mystical balms. Sixty minutes sitting on a 
hard seat with twelve ripe stripes sizzling in your 
bumbags is never fun. Believe you me, I know about 
such matters. 
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An Under Qualified Disciplinarian 

 
Midway through the lecture there was a minor 

interruption. There is a particular sound that we 
Woody Gals have become intimately familiar with; 
the rotund report of rattan colliding with tautened 
gossamer bumbags. Pauline rolls her eyes; she knows 
only too well that we have instantly become 
distracted and that it is pointless continuing the 
lecture until the beating being carried  
out somewhere along the corridor has been 
completed.  

I exchange knowing glances with my chums. 
There is no question that some poor soul is catching it 
hot. There are only a couple of Dames that cane hard 
enough for the effects to emanate out of the room 
and to echo all along the wood-paneled corridor.  

There is a lengthy interval between the first 
and second strokes. If the Bounder was around I’d be 
willing to wager some serious squids at short odds 
that it’s Patty Hodge delivering the thrashing. Most 
Dames leave a thirty second interval between strokes 
to allow the full effects to cycle through. You know, 
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first the initial shock of the flesh burn which is quickly 
followed by the implosion of pain as it ricochets 
around your central nervous system like a crazed 
pinball, and then finally the deep under-burn as the 
pain seeps under your flesh and into your gluteus 
maximus.  

Patty by contrast leaves an even longer 
interval between strokes. Patty is of course a be-
yotch of the highest order. She is a certified Whop 
Junkie and she likes to savor every minute and glean 
the maximum enjoyment out of delivering a 
thrashing.  

She bends her victims over the front desk of 
the lecture room so that they are facing the other 
gals so that they can witness the poor soul’s looks of 
anguish.  

She uses specially customized wye-tipped 
canes that make you feel like you are being branded. 
Patty Hodge is a rather spectacular specie, she stands 
at least five-feet ten inches tall, has flame red hair 
and laser green eyes. She is probably the wrong side 
of fifty but she has no shortage of admirers when she 
holds court in the saloon bar of the Bunch of Grapes.  

She is quite brilliant as a lecturer but she is an 
odious specimen.  

The sound of the cane cutting some poor souls 
bumbags to tatters is quite chilling. It is a full five 
minutes between the first and last strokes. That is a 
long time to be bent face downwards across a 
wooden desk top I can tell you. If you don’t believe 
me try it some time.  

Once the excitement is over we return to our 
studies. The remainder of the lecture is relatively 
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uneventful although Rosemary does earn herself a 
dressing down and gets shown a yellow card for 
backgabbing.  

The bell rings and Pauline packs up her books 
and we await the arrival of Reed the Weed who 
lectures in mathematics.  

Maths lectures are always interesting. Not for 
the academic content, math is not my forte and I find 
calculus a chore, but because Reed the Weed is an 
anomaly amongst the Dames.  

It is a matter of public record that when the 
unit was first opened Ms Lawton sought out the 
strictest disciplinarians from the conventional 
educational system to serve as the Brass. She did a 
pretty good job so we have never understood how 
Reed the Weed managed to worm her way onto the 
payroll. Of course she is a fine academic. Debs, who 
is a bit of a brain-whizz assures me that the Weed is 
highly regarded in mathematical circles and has been 
widely published in learned journals. However when it 
comes to discipline she appears remarkably under-
qualified.  

Whether we like them or not most of the 
Dames at least command some degree of respect and 
generally manage to maintain a modicum of order in 
the lecture rooms. Mathematic lectures on the other 
hand are generally conducted on the brink of chaos. 
Japing the Weed is considered fine sport.  

Japing the Weed may be fun but it does have 
its downside. When I started my sentence the Weed 
was still in the disciplinary business. On several 
occasions she put me over her knees and dusted my 
bumbags. Now aside from the mild indignity of being 
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sprawled head down, arse up across her lap the 
dustings themselves were laughable. As we 
progressed to the next phases of our social 
rehabilitation programs she caned us occasionally. 
The results were equally pathetic. Six flicks of the 
twig from the Weed hardly gave us pause for thought 
let alone discouraged us from goofing, gabbing, 
larking and pranking.  

I have studied her technique. She starts well 
enough with a reasonable back-swing but then it all 
goes terribly wrong. The great caning practitioners 
know how to finish the stroke, snapping their wrists 
at the last moment and increasing the momentum of 
the shaft of the cane upon impact. The Weed on the 
other hand seems to lose her nerve at the last 
moment and pulls the stroke so that it lands with little 
or no force.  

Unfortunately somewhere along the way Ms 
Reed wised up. She hung up her cane and resorted to 
issuing red cards by the barrow-load and dispatching 
us upstairs for mandatory bare benders. Japing the 
Weed lost some of its allure but of course minxes will 
be minxes and we still push her to the limits of her 
patience.  

She bustles into the room and puts down her 
briefcase. “Good morning ladies,” she says breezily. 
We mutter our response.  
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All’s Fair in Love and Whops 

 
As I said earlier I find calculus to be something 

of a chore so I am not too thrilled when the 
Weed announces that we are going to study 
something called the Schroeder Bernstein theorem. I 
have no idea who these gentlemen were but I doubt 
that they were a barrel of laughs down at the local 
pub. I sense that the next thirty-five minutes are 
going to be extraordinarily tedious, unless of course, I 
find a way of livening up the proceedings.  

I look around the room. Debs has a look of 
concentration on her face. Her mouth is set in a thin 
line, I rather fancy that she is practicing some pain 
management techniques as the stripes in her 
bumbags are doubtless still on active duty. Debs is a 
pretty wild and reckless minx but I somehow doubt 
that she will be particularly easy to bait as she will not 
be enthusiastic about tempting fate and earning 
herself some more stripes on her already swollen 
bum.  

I also doubt that Nix will be up for much in the 
way of larking. Nix is a contrary soul, she makes no 
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secret of her love of being spanked in the recreational 
theater but she absolutely abhors being disciplined by 
the Brass. I mentioned earlier that she spent some 
time at a reform school. Her spell in chokey was the 
result of her demonstrating her dislike of being 
formally punished.  

At one of the many expensive boarding schools 
she attended, she was regularly expelled, the 
Headmistress unwisely decided to cane NJ in front of 
the assembled school. Nix did not take this well and 
retaliated by firebombing the Headmistress’s car. This 
act of belligerence earned her twelve months in 
orange dungarees.  

Considering the current swollen state of her 
bum as a result of last night’s tryst with Penny Ann 
and her antique riding crop she might be a little cagey 
about risking her bumbags.  

That leaves Rosemary. She is sitting one row in 
front of me to my right. She is ideally positioned for a 
sneak attack.  

For years Rosemary was one of the all-time 
great mega-minxes and always ranked amongst the 
highest echelons of the Bottoms Up Table of 
Troublemakers, aka the Big BUTT. She had a 
considerable advantage over the rest of us as she 
appeared to be impervious to pain. It was Rosemary 
who first coined the phrase that would become the 
mantra of the mega-minxes, ‘it’s only whops’. 
However, during the opening heats of the Great 
Spank-off she suffered an unfortunate epiphany when 
she discovered that whops actually hurt. Since then 
she has been extremely reticent about putting her 
bumbags in the firing line.  
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Nonetheless we are all mega-minxes and 
understand the rules of engagement. All’s fair in love 
and whops.  

The Weed is rambling on about inverse 
functions and cardinal numbers. I reach down into my 
satchel and rummage about. At Woodys we generally 
travel loaded for bear. We live under constant threat 
of surprise attacks from objects launched from high-
powered catapults, pea-shooters, or sundry water-
pistols.  

My fingers squeeze around the handle of the 
vintage flash ray space squirter that I recently 
acquired at an on-line auction. It has a five inch 
barrel and holds twelve fluid ounces of water. It is 
fitted with a nifty trigger mechanism and according to 
the literature has an accuracy range of six yards with 
a single squirt. Ideal for the mission. I palm the pistol 
and shove it in my blazer pocket. I will wait for an 
opportunity.  

At the front of the room the Weed is facing the 
plasma projection screen pointing at a complex 
looking formula with her laser pen. She is chattering 
away in the tongues of the maths gods. I take out the 
pistol and wait for the perfect moment.  

Rosemary is sitting back in her chair doodling 
on her notepad; she is little more inclined towards the 
joys of calculus than I am. Her head is bent slightly 
forward. Ideal. I raise the water-pistol and take aim 
and then squeeze on the trigger.  

The back of the neck is the perfect target for a 
water attack. The long stream of water will 
immediately start dripping down inside the collar of 
the blouse and down the back. With any luck it will 
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not stop until it reaches the elastic waistband of her 
navy blue bumbags.  

Rosemary sits bolt upright in surprise. I had 
filled the chamber with ice cold water and it hadn’t 
had much chance to warm up. I know from 
experience that how disconcerting the sensation can 
be. She manages to keep from squealing and spins 
around eyes blazing. I, of course, have pocketed the 
pistol and am staring at the projector in rapt 
attention.  

She looks from me to Debs to Nix, glaring at 
each of us in turn. Rosemary tries to pat herself dry 
with a paper tissue but there is no way she can stop 
the water from oozing down her back and seeping 
into the fabric of her blouse. She will be pissed. I am 
pretty certain that my attack was undetected by any 
of my chums. That is super ideal. As we say at 
Woodys, game-on. 
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Urgent Maintenance 

 
Rosemary spends the remainder of the lecture 

glowering darkly. She is obviously considering a 
retaliatory attack but she is in a rather poor location 
and would have to turn around in her seat to get a 
shot at any of us. That is a dodgy proposition and she 
knows that if she is spotted she will get an instant red 
card and that will mean whops.  

Rosemary is a fully enrolled member of the 
Double Berkeley Society so a trip to the Grand 
Master’s office means a guaranteed twelve-stroke 
bare bender, which is extremely tough duty. I suspect 
that she will sit and stew and wait until a later date 
before going into action.  

My suspicions prove correct and I turn my 
attention back to the mind-numbing complexities of 
advanced calculus. Eventually the bell mercifully rings 
to put me out of my misery. We gather up our books. 
We have a twenty-minute break before the next 
lecture.  

I fall in beside Debs as we leave the lecture 
room.  
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“How was it?” I ask.  
She grimaces. “He was on top of his form,” she 

says ruefully, “those super-canes really smart.”  
I give her a sympathetic hug. “Come on let’s 

get you upstairs and see if we can’t cool you down a 
bit.”  

We cut through the corridors that lead to the 
back stairwell and hurry up to the Phase 6 landing. 
Nix and Rosemary catch us up. We go into the study 
that Debs shares with Rosemary.  

“You take care of Debs,” says Rosemary. “I 
need to change my blouse.” She gives us all a scowl.  

I sit down on the couch and Debs drapes 
herself over my lap. I turn back her skirt and very 
carefully roll down her bumbags.  

Nixdown lets out a low whistle. “Nice work,” 
she says, “very tight formation.” She hands me a pot 
of mystical balm.  

The parallel stripes on Deborah’s bum are 
neatly laid out across the narrow band across the 
crown of her buttocks that we call the ‘sweet spot’. A 
diagonal stripe has been etched across the tramlines. 
To our expert eyes we can tell that is the handiwork 
of an expert.  

The super-cane’s that Debs was grumbling 
about are the most recent addition to the Grand 
Master’s artillery and are the latest development in 
cane technology.  

The conventional crook handle’s have been 
replaced by plastic sheaf’s encased in leather. 
According to the literature Mr Humphries was kind 
enough to share with me the new generation of canes 
provide twice the sting while requiring half the effort.  
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Unfortunately after he had shared this 
provenance with me he bent me over the back of a 
chair and gave me a demonstration and I can confirm 
that for once the claims in the advertising material 
were not an exaggeration.  

I have some serious concerns about these 
advancements in this type of technology, who is 
experimenting with these improvements and who is 
involved in the Quality Assurance? Unleashing cane-
new technology on our already poor beleaguered 
bums without prior notification is hardly sporting, but 
oh well!  

I dip into the pot of Rosemary’s mystical balm 
and gently run my finger along the stripes. Debs 
twitches a little in my lap. Despite an hour having 
elapsed since she was thrashed the weals are still 
very raw and her poor bum is pulsating. Debs groans 
a little as I trace my fingers across the swollen weals.  

Now in some strata’s of society having one of 
your best chums spread out, butt naked across your 
lap might seem a little queer. However for us Woody 
Gals it is an everyday occurrence. It is a rare day 
when one or the other of us is not in need of some 
urgent maintenance.  

Rosemary reappears wearing her fresh blouse. 
She does not mention her surprise soaking but I know 
she is mulling over who she suspects to be the 
perpetrator and planning her strategy. I continue to 
feign ignorance and finish doing my best to soothe 
Deborah’s throbbing bum.  

I roll her bumbags back into place and help her 
to her feet. She gives me a grateful hug and smiles 
weakly.  
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“Thanks, sis,” she says, “but I think these are 
real keepers.”  

Before returning to the lecture rooms I stop off 
at my study and take a gander at the ‘Breaking 
Whops’ area of the GalGab web-site.  

I learn that the poor soul we heard getting 
whopped was Claire Brooks and that my suspicions 
that it was Patty Hodge doing the beating were spot 
on. By coincidence Claire is the duty monitor today. I 
file this information away for safe-keeping and cut 
along to the lecture rooms for an appointment with 
the Wart. 

 



 

 

6 

 
The First Ever Beaten Brat 
 

Before I continue I think that I should tell you 
a few things about myself. I am in the sixth year of 
my sentence at the unit and my official title is the All-
Time Big BUTT. This means that I have been 
punished more than any other inmate in the history of 
the unit.  

Now some punters might not think that is 
something to brag about but at Woodys it is 
considered an achievement. We take competitive 
caning very seriously and we are proud of our 
rankings on the Bottoms Up Table of Troublemakers.  

When I arrived at the unit I was sporting a 
virgin arse, that is to say neither the school I 
attended nor my parents practiced any form of 
corporal punishment.  

That status changed as soon as I stepped 
through the wrought iron gates of the compound. 
During the first week of our sentences all newbie’s 
are entered into an immersion induction program. We 
are assigned to a member of the Elite who will act as 
our guide and mentor. She is known as our Personal 



A Life in the Day of Jojo Heyworth 
 

 

Draper as she has full rights to drape us over her 
knees and dust our bumbags whenever she feels we 
need it. In return for these services we will perform 
grubbing services such as maintaining and cleaning 
their studies and running errands. We are on call from 
first bell until lockdown.  

During the induction week we are given a 
series of training spankings. I actually got quite lucky 
and was assigned to a rather pleasant young lady 
named Valerie Cook. She was a kindly soul and gave 
me the bare minimum training drapings.  

My best chum Nicola Jane Nixon did not fare 
so well. She was assigned to grub for Katie Beck. 
Somehow Katie had finagled her way into be elected 
as the Red-shirt, the most senior inmate at the 
facility. This was partly because somewhere during 
her sentence her parents had died in a car-crash and 
Ms Lawton had generously adopted her and taken 
over the role of her Court Appointed Guardian.  

Katie was an absolute be-yotch and she made 
life hell for Nicola Jane. She spanked her almost daily 
(mostly off-the-record) and occasionally and quite 
illegally yanked down NJ’s bumbags and spanked her 
on the bare. This of course earned NJ her nickname 
of Nixdown (Knickers-Down) Nixon.  

Predictably Nix did not always respond well to 
being draped by Katie and often earned herself 
another spanking for hacking Katie in the shins or 
poking her in the eye.  

I suspect that Ms Lawton regretted appointing 
her ward as Red-shirt as Katie was frequently caned 
and for many years held the record as the most-
caned Elite member in the units history.  
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Although Valerie treated me well and rarely 
draped me the same cannot be said for the Dames. 
At school I had never thought of myself as a 
particularly naughty gal. I was occasionally sent up to 
the Headmistress for a scolding but nothing of great 
note. For some reason at Woodys that all changed.  

There is a large element of the Brass that are 
rather humorless and often interpreted my cheery 
interjections into lectures as insolence or disruptions. 
They spanked me frequently.  

I have to admit that one I got over the shock 
and embarrassment of being hauled over an irate 
Dame’s knee and spanking in front of my new 
acquaintances being spanked did not prove to be 
much of a deterrent.  

I found myself in the same group of newbie’s 
as Debs Morton, Rosemary and of course dear NJ.  

Debs and Nix had both been caned at school 
and did not consider being spanked much more than 
a minor inconvenience. As I said earlier Rosemary 
seemed to be impervious to pain and didn’t give a 
tinkers about being draped.  

It was an interesting time at the unit. The 
previous year Cathryn Cassidy, the doyenne of the 
Ladette set, had been sentenced. She had been busy. 
Cat had written a treatise named the ‘Manifesto of 
Mega-minxdom’ and it circulated covertly amongst the 
inmates. A subterranean cult was emerging and Cat 
was looking for potential recruits.  

Despite the standard practice of treating 
newbie’s on a ‘should be seen and not heard’ basis 
the antics of my chums and I caught her attention. 
She dubbed us the Famous Four and met with us 
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covertly to try to engage us in the growing cult of 
mega-minxdom. We did not take much persuading.  

Debs and I spanked it out in the lecture rooms 
but Katie saw to it that Nixdown took the title as 
‘Most Spanked Little Brat in History’.  

However, I did achieve my first record when I 
was summoned to the Grand Dames office. Ms 
Lawton informed me that she had received numerous 
complaints from the Brass about my disruptive 
behavior. I was about to offer a defense but she cut 
me short. At the time I had no idea that Ms Lawton 
had served as a military intelligence interrogator. It 
was my first experience of seeing the Grand Dame in 
action, up close and personal, and it was an awe-
inspiring experience.  

She proceeded to serve me up what we call at 
Woody’s ‘an unsavory ration of tongue pie’. She fixed 
me with a gimlet gaze and in a calm and spectacularly 
icy voice dissected my shortcomings in the behavior 
department with clinical authority. It really was most 
disconcerting. She never raised her voice but her 
enormous vocabulary and superb articulation made 
me feel vaguely as if I had been mauled by a 
mountain cat. It was the first of many such interviews 
and they never got any more pleasant.  

Finally she shocked me by informing me that 
she intended to cane me. This was unheard of, for 
some reason the unit practiced a ‘Brats are Spanked’ 
policy.  

I shall never forget bending over the chair for 
the first time and having my skirt raised. She gave me 
three across the bumbags and after the first searing 
pain I recall thinking quite lucidly, “I hope there’s not 
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much more where that came from,” but of course 
there was!  

 



 

 

7 

 
The Big BUTT 
 

By the time we entered Phase 2 of our social 
rehabilitation programs we were already tight with 
Cat Cassidy and her chums and were already 
amongst the vanguard of the anarchic cult of mega-
minxes.  

Phase 2 contrasted profoundly with our Brat 
Year. Hand spankings were off the menu and now 
when we erred we faced the serious business of 
being caned.  

Now I feel compelled to confess that during my 
Brat-year I was caned a second time and on that 
occasion Ms Lawton gave me six strokes with my 
bumbags lowered. I was shocked by the additional 
mischief and mayhem that a six-stroke bare bender 
caused to my central nervous system. I’m sure that 
there are a number of folks who might scratch their 
heads and wonder why I didn’t learn my lesson, and 
on some levels I don’t blame them. However, they 
have never been forced to take up residence at an 
institute like The Woody Back to School Unit.  
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Although we are incarcerated we have 
managed to create a close-knit community and a 
terrific camaraderie. I doubt that there is a single one 
of us who believes that we did anything to deserve 
being entered into this social rehabilitation program 
but what we each discovered at the kangaroo courts 
laughably called our hearings is that the Dark Agents 
of the System are all-powerful.  

On some levels each member of the Famous 
Four is really quite different.  

Of course, I have known Nix for many years. 
Nicola Jane can be cynical, belligerent, cantankerous 
and downright contrary. Rosemary is a jolly, rather 
scatty individual who acts as Earth-Mother not only to 
our little group but to the whole community. Deborah 
is mercurial; I think she is quite loveable but she can 
be brash, pouty or a little conceited as the mood 
takes her. I like to think that I am the most light-
hearted and liberal member of the group.  

Nonetheless, despite the differences in our 
personalities the dynamics of the group seemed 
particularly conducive to creating mass mischief and 
mayhem and we shared a mutual pleasure from the 
pure joys of minxing.  

I suppose we could have just acceded to the 
austere regime but as we discovered during our Brat-
year that doesn’t necessarily stop you from being 
spanked. My philosophy is that if I’m going to be 
spanked then it might as well be for having some fun.  

I soon found myself being compelled to bend 
over a variety of desks, chairs and laps so that I could 
have my poor beleaguered bum peppered with an 
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array of canes, slippers, straps, hairbrushes and 
sundry kitchen utensils.  

I don’t think that I ever consciously set out to 
acquire the title of Big BUTT, it just sort of evolved 
and sneaked up on me. In fact it was my dear chum 
Debs Morton who actually aspired to take the title. 
She considered it (and probably secretly still does) 
her ordained right. She used to brag about how often 
she had been caned at school. We suspected that she 
might be exaggerating as she is occasionally given to 
veracity evasion. It wasn’t until the Tribunal that it 
was publicly revealed that she held the national 
record as the most caned pupil in the Ministry of 
Educations history. Considering their records go back 
a hundred and fifty years that is rather impressive.  

Nonetheless when we had nearly reached the 
end of the second phase of our sentences I found 
myself ranked at number five on the Annual Hall of 
Shame. I didn’t think much of it until I unexpectedly 
had a run of rum luck.  

I just happened to get myself whopped five 
times in a ten-day period and suddenly leap-frogged 
into prime position. With little time left before the end 
of term the other contenders did their best to stage a 
come-back but by virtue of another couple of painful 
thrashings I maintained my lead and won my first 
Annual Big BUTT title.  

I won again during the third and fifth phases of 
my sentence and have accumulated enough all-time 
whops to reside at the top of the Hall of Shame. I 
have won several other notable records that I am 
proud of including being the most publicly flogged gal 
at the unit and during the fourth phase of my 
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sentence I was the first inmate ever to score the 
mega-minx Holy Grail of fifty punishments in a single 
year. We call that scoring a Bull and I went on to 
repeat my success the following year.  

However, despite achieving the Bull during 
Phase Four I was unexpectedly beaten into second 
place on the Annual Hall of Shame by the hapless Lisa 
Sutton.  

Poor Lisa is a good spirited and warm hearted 
soul but she suffers from a strong strain of perennial 
naughtiness. One evening she arrived back late from 
town and was due for a mandatory six of the best for 
cutting curfew. As luck would have it the duty monitor 
was away from her station so Lisa saw a window of 
opportunity to avoid some unpleasant whops. She 
found an appropriately positioned tree that offered 
access to the wall that surrounds the compound. 
Unfortunately her landing spot was not the best and 
she ended up unwittingly crashing through Ms 
Lawton’s private and highly prized garden causing 
considerable damage to some recently planted 
seedlings. To add to Lisa’s misfortune Ms Lawton 
happened to be taking tea on her balcony and was 
witness to this whole sorry state of affairs.  

Without further ado Lisa’s bumbags were 
declared the primary target of the Brass and the Elite. 
She was whopped at record breaking speed. 

Despite my achievement at scoring the first 
ever Bull she overtook me on the Annual Hall of 
Shame and broke my record as the 'Most Whopped 
Gal in a Single Year'.  

I want my record back and I am running out of 
time!  
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8 

 
The Wart’s Ridiculous Nonsense 
 

I can’t help grinning to myself as Rosemary 
bustles passed me and makes a bee-line for a desk at 
the back right hand corner of the lecture room. It 
places her in the prime real estate for launching a 
sneak attack. From that position she can easily pick 
off anybody in the room. 

I find a seat that strategically places Nix 
directly in the line of fire between me and Rosemary. 
We shall just have to see how this plays out.  

Rosemary knows that she is obliged to 
retaliate; no self-respecting minx is going to let a 
dousing go by without some serious retribution. 
Nonetheless, Rosemary will need to be cagey. It has 
to be said that Rosemary can fill a pair of bumbags 
and if you are of the Whop Junkie persuasion her 
formidable rear end is an enticing target.  

The Wart is definitely of that persuasion and 
just loves to get her jollies whopping Rosemary.  

Once upon a time getting whopped by the 
Wart was not considered particularly tough duty. She 
would get over-excited and quite often she would 
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deliver two or three miss-hits in a set of six. However, 
rumor has it that Patty Hodge got tired of listening to 
the Wart kvetching and took her down to the practice 
range and gave her some tips. Ms Wharton has 
beaten me several times recently and she has 
definitely improved one hundred per cent. I don’t 
think I’d rank her as a true artiste but you certainly 
know you’ve had six when she’s finished.  

She is by far the most prolific whopper 
amongst the Brass and Rosemary’s bumbags are her 
favorite target so Rosie will definitely need to err on 
the side of caution.  

The Wart bustles into the room and slams 
down her briefcase. Without warning she barrels 
down on Debs.  

“So how was it Morton? Did the Grand Master 
lay it on thick?” she snaps.  

Debs flushes slightly and doesn’t respond. The 
Wart leans across the desk and shoves her face so it 
is only inches from Deborah’s.  

“Well?” she demands, “Cat got your tongue?”  
“It was quite warm, Ma’am,” mutters Debs.  
“Quite warm?” snorts the Wart. “I think that 

you’re being rather economic with the truth Morton. 
I’m sure you’re still sizzling.”  

Deborah’s face continued to redden.  
“I don’t like you Morton,” the Wart snarls. “You 

are a disgrace and complete degenerate. If I hear a 
squeak out of you today you’ll bending over for six. Is 
that understood?”  

“Yes Ma’am,” muttered Debs.  
We all watched anxiously. This type of 

nonsense is typical of the Wart and everybody in the 
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room knows her modus operandi. She is a mean as a 
snake and as crafty as a fox. She knows that Debs 
can be impulsive and sometimes reckless, and it will 
only take an ill-timed smart-alec remark or a 
disdainful roll of the eyes and we all know that Debs 
will be touching her toes.  

“I’ve a good mind to have you spend this 
lecture standing in the corner, so I won’t have to look 
at you,” snapped the Wart.  

I can see the resentment burning in Deborah’s 
eyes as she stares back at the Wart. I am sure she 
would like nothing better than to poke the GeoDame 
in the eye with her finger-nail but somehow she 
manages to resist the temptation.  

“As you wish Ma’am,” she says evenly and 
makes to stand up.  

“Sit down!” sneers the Wart. “Just be warned, 
just one squeak and I’ll beat you so hard you won’t sit 
down for a week.”  

“Yes Ma’am’” said Debs in a low voice.  
This unnecessary unpleasantness established 

the tone of the lecture. The Wart can actually be an 
interesting and erudite tutor when she feels so 
inclined but I suspect that she might be suffering 
from a hangover as even by her standards she is in a 
foul mood. There is considerable tension in the room 
as she systematically bombards us with snide 
comments and barbed jibes.  

This atmosphere presents something of a 
dilemma. Nobody wants to just sit there and put up 
with the Wart’s ridiculous nonsense but I can sense 
that her fingers are just twitching to snatch up the 
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cane and it will only take the vaguest hint of 
belligerence for the whops to start flying.  

It is a particularly tiresome thirty-five minutes. 
Tempting as it might be to tell the Wart to go and boil 
her head we seem to have made a telepathic pact not 
to give her the satisfaction of an opportunity for 
cutting our bumbags to tatters.  

Poor Debs catches the brunt of the Warts 
odium. At least half a dozen times the Dame makes 
some unkind reference to the unfortunate striped 
state of Deborah’s bum and issues veiled threats to 
beat her apropos of nothing. I can tell that my chum 
is seething but mercifully for once she manages to 
keep her lip buttoned.  

I keep Rosemary under surveillance out of the 
corner of my eye but I am increasingly confident that 
she will bide her time.  

The bell finally rings to offer us relief from the 
Warts rants and tirades. She gathers up her papers 
and stuffs them in her briefcase. She turns briefly to 
Debs and gives her another unsavory ration of tongue 
pie before strutting from the room.  

What a ridiculous be-yotch. 



 

 

9 

 
In Pursuit of Whops 
  

Stephanie Powell is the complete anti-thesis 
from the Wart. She is a member of the Liberal Left of 
the Brass and chums around with Pauline Gascoigne, 
Dotty Hammell and Jane Lummell. She is not much 
older than most of the inmates and is minx-friendly.  

She lectures on English Literature and engages 
us in a light-hearted discussion on the social climbing 
activities of Thackeray’s engagingly roguish Becky 
Sharp. She is an articulate and knowledgeable 
speaker and I find myself quickly immersed in the 
subject. I barely give Rosemary a thought until 
Nixdown suddenly leaps to her feet and shouts “Holy 
shit” and rubs furiously at the side of her head.  

On the floor beside Nix there is a neatly folded 
missile made from heavy duty cartridge paper. I 
glance over at Rosemary. She is looking vaguely 
smug.  

“Sorry Ma’am,” Nixdown said quickly.  
“Is something the matter Miss Nixon?” asks 

Stephanie.  
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“No Ma’am, I think it must have been a bee,” 
says Nixdown tightly.  

Ms Powell narrows her eyes thoughtfully. “Try 
and keep the language down,” she says finally.  

“Yes Ma’am,” grunts Nix and sits down. She 
has an extremely grumpy scowl on her face. She is 
clearly vexed at being beaned by a fast-flying 
projectile. She turns and glares at Rosemary who she 
clearly suspects of being the most likely culprit.  

I think we have the potential makings of an 
interesting skirmish.  

As I said earlier I am determined to regain my 
title as the Most Whopped Gal in a Single Year. I have 
set myself a schedule and in order to maintain my 
program I need to score some whops in the next 
twenty-four hours. Despite my interest in the lecture I 
feel compelled to stir the pot a little.  

Rosemary and Nixdown are already in the 
game so I reach down into my satchel and palm a 
small plastic derringer filled with icy water and plan a 
strategic attack on Deborah Morton. Debs is not 
ideally positioned for an attack but if I am careful I 
might be able get a squirt or two off.  

I feel vaguely guilty of involving Deborah as 
she is doubtless still suffering from a severe dose of 
the residuals as a result of her earlier visit to the 
Grand Master’s study where she had been obliged to 
bend over the back of a chair for a twelve-stroke bare 
bender. Nonetheless I know from experience that the 
more players that are in the game the better if I want 
to increase my potential for whops.  

Ms Powell is sorting through some papers on 
her desk with her head bowed. I see a window of 
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opportunity. Deborah has pulled her hair back into a 
pony-tail. I take aim with my trusty derringer and let 
loose a thin stream of water.  

Perfectomundo! With unerring accuracy I score 
a direct hit to the lughole.  

Debs is caught completely unawares and 
shakes her head in surprise and I can’t help noticing 
some irritation. She spins around in her seat, 
grabbing at a tissue to pat her ear dry.  

Nixdown had observed the attack and is 
giggling behind her hand. Debs glares at her. 
Nixdown just winks.  

Despite her academic brilliance and her high 
ranking as number two on the All-Time Big BUTT Hall 
of Shame Debs Morton can be a remarkably inept 
minx. She can be totally impulsive and often fails to 
engage her brain before going into action.  

She snatches a pea-shooter out of her pocket, 
grabs some ammo and turns and fires at Nixdown. In 
all fairness it is a first class shot and a dried pea hits 
the smirking Nix square in the center of the forehead. 
But it is ill-timed and ill-fated. Ms Powell is no longer 
looking down she is staring straight at Debs.  

“Oh good grief,” the Dame sighs, “Miss Morton 
I am going to need you to remove your blazer and 
bend over your desk.”  

Deborah grimaces. She is doubtless mentally 
castigating herself for her ill-conceived rapid 
response, but she knows that she is bang to rights. 
She sighs and stands up. She unfastens the top 
button of her red and black striped blazer and shrugs 
it off, then hangs it over the back of the chair. She 
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bends forward at the waist and slithers her torso 
across the varnished desktop.  

Stephanie Powell hangs up her suit jacket and 
rolls up the sleeves of her silk blouse. She approaches 
Debs and neatly turns back the hem of her skirt.  

In stark contrast to the Wart Stephanie Powell 
uses the cane judiciously. She favors a short stick she 
calls Mr Whippy and rarely lays it on much more than 
middling warm. Nonetheless even a middling warm 
caning on top of the twelve stripes already residing in 
Debs bumbags is going to be unpleasant.  

Deborah’s bumbags twitch slightly as 
Stephanie taps the cane down the traditional three 
times before drawing her arm back and slicing Mr 
Whippy through the air.  

It is not a monumental opening stroke but 
nonetheless Debs emits a rather disheartened grunt. 
I’m sure that the stroke has landed firmly across the 
existing stripes and brought them back to life. I fear 
that my chum is in for a hot and sweaty few minutes.  

I feel a slight pang of remorse at having 
enticed Debs into the game but she understands our 
daily rules of engagement and that all is fair in love 
and whops.  
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The School of Very Hard Whops 
  

For the second time in the space of four hours 
Debs stretches out across my lap for urgent 
maintenance operations. She is understandably 
disgruntled about her recent run-in with the cane. 
She mutters and grumbles darkly but does not go so 
far as to act churlishly and try to allocate any blame. 
There are clear unwritten rules regarding such 
matters. If we choose to risk our bumbags by 
goofing, gabbing, larking or pranking, even when 
under extreme provocation it is to our own account.  

Once I have finished my ministrations I decide 
to cut along to the stables before lunch. I am cutting 
through the cloisters when I happen upon Claire 
Brooks. She is looking seriously gloomy.  

“Sorry to hear about the whops,” I tell her 
sympathetically.  

“Fawkin’ be-yotch, she beat me bandy,” groans 
Claire. “It was definitely a nine point five and the 
closer was probably a ten. I won’t be able to sit down 
for hours,” she sighs.  
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Now for Claire to be complaining it must have 
been a damn good thrashing. Let’s just say that Claire 
comes from the school of very hard whops.  

She is quite a queer cove in many respects. 
She comes from very good breeding and to look at 
her you would think she is an absolute lady to the 
manor born. She is always immaculately turned out 
and speaks as though she has a plum in her mouth 
but looks can be deceiving. Claire Brooks is a natural 
born comedienne and specializes in extremely blue 
and ribald humor.  

I have known Claire for many years as she 
rode on the national team with Nix, Penny Ann and I. 
Her father is a government minister and her Ma is a 
well-known pundit who is often seen on the goggle-
box preaching her mantra that ‘there is no problem 
that can’t be solved by a sore bottom’. I know for a 
fact that this is not just idle chatter. I can’t tell you 
how many times at gymkhana’s she would drag Claire 
over her lap and take down her jodhpurs so she could 
spank her with her infamous wood-backed hairbrush. 
Ma didn’t care who was watching and once she had 
been spanked poor old Claire was expected to get 
straight back in the saddle and carry on competing.  

Quite often she would have to cut practice 
short and would explain that she had to get back to 
school because “I’m booked in for a six o’clock 
swishing”. I was always terribly impressed with her 
cavalier attitude and seeming indifference to her 
untoward circumstances.  

Years later, when I began my sentence here 
Claire was the first gal I ever saw actually getting 
caned. We were in our second week and having 
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completed our induction training had been released 
into the mainstream of the community.  

Having come from a relatively liberal 
background the whole regulated regime was slightly 
bewildering and I was struggling to come to terms 
with the multitudinous rules and protocols that we 
were supposed to adhere to.  

During the second assembly that I ever 
attended Claire Brooks was shown a red-card and 
evicted. I watched this little drama unfold with mild 
interest. I had memorized the protocols and I 
understood that she was due for a mandatory caning 
but the concept was still alien and other-worldly. I 
had some sympathy for her plight but once she had 
been dispatched I barely gave it a second thought.  

However, the following day she repeated her 
folly and the results were far more dramatic and went 
a long way to helping me to distill the gravity of the 
circumstances that I had found myself.  

During our induction week we had had little 
interaction with Ms Lawton; our training was 
supervised by Katie Beck. The Grand Dame had given 
an introductory speech and to be honest had seemed 
quite friendly and charming. However, when she 
bustled into the hall and barreled down on Claire we 
were introduced to a whole other side to her.  

Ms Lawton is probably in her early-fifties but is 
extremely well-kept. She dresses elegantly in 
beautifully-tailored suits and silk blouses and never 
has a hair out of place. There is no question that she 
must have been absolutely stunning in her youth and 
still probably turns heads wherever she goes.  
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I shall never forget the look she gave Claire, 
fixing her with a gimlet gaze, or the tone of her voice, 
very low but still sharp enough to cut glass. In less 
than fifty words she managed to thoroughly trash 
Claire in a manner that would have taken a less 
articulate member of the specie a decade of hard-
thinking to even come close too.  

She turned to Katie. “Repair to my study and 
fetch me a senior cane,” she instructed. “Follow me 
young lady,” she told Claire.  

The following few minutes were awe-inspiring 
and spine-chilling. There was not a sound in the hall. 
Ms Lawton leaned back with her bottom rested 
against the large desk that stood at the center of the 
stage, Claire slightly stage-left, hands by her sides, 
eyes straight ahead. We were grubbys so we were in 
the front row. We exchanged curious glances.  

Finally we heard the click of Katie’s heels on 
the wood floor of the corridor as she returned from 
her mission. She came through the double-swing 
doors and then mounted the steps to the stage 
energetically. She handed Ms Lawton a long thin 
cane.  

I had only ever seen canes in cartoon books 
and occasionally used in theatrical pieces. I was not 
fully prepared for what I was about to witness.  

“Remove your blazer and bend over and touch 
your toes,” instructed Ms Lawton in her clipped voice.  

I watched as Ms Lawton methodically turned 
back the hem of Claire’s gymslip and rearranged the 
tail of her blouse. She flexed the cane and then 
tapped it down three times before pulling her arm 
back. I don’t want to sound corny but the sound of 
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the cane rebounding of Claire’s bumbags echoed 
around the hall. It made me flinch. 
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A Defining Moment 
  

Watching Claire being caned was both 
impressive and alarming. All these years later, having 
considerably more experience with regard to such 
matters, Claire’s performance is even more 
impressive. Her unflinching response to Ms Lawton’s 
barbed verbal assault, the calm manner with which 
she waited for the arrival of Katie to deliver the cane, 
and her display of courage and fortitude during the 
actual caning were straight out of the text book of 
‘The Art of being Beaten for Dummies’.  

Although I had known her for eons I had never 
really noticed that Claire does not have much in the 
way of a bum. She is long, slender and feline. The 
cane looked like it might cut her in two. Nonetheless, 
when it was over and she was returned to the upright 
she calmly retrieved her blazer and strode from the 
stage with her head held high. She was slightly 
flushed but she did not seem any the worst for her 
experience.  

At the time Claire had just begun Phase 2 of 
her sentence and publicly she adhered to the policy 
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that grubbys should be seen and not heard. However, 
we were old chums and once we were in the stables 
we were team-mates and free to gab without 
attracting much attention. It is a reflection of my 
novice naivety that I sought her out at lunch-time and 
asked her whether it had hurt terribly.  

Claire looked at me as if I had two heads. It 
was as obscure to her that I had managed to 
navigate the first twenty-one years of my life sporting 
a virgin arse as it was alien to me that she had spent 
almost the same period with a semi-permanent sore 
rear end. How times have changed.  

It was unquestionably a defining moment for 
me. That evening in the dormitory all the gab was 
about Claire’s caning. Nicola Jane who is a cynic by 
nature was particularly outraged by the treatment our 
former team-mate had received and grumbled on 
about abuse of civil liberties.  

“Well at least she aims for the sweet spot,” 
interjected Debs. We looked at her curiously. During 
the induction week Deborah had seemed remote and 
even aloof. Nix had already branded her as a snoot 
who thought she was better than everybody else 
because of her fame. I was astonished how animated 
and articulate Debs became when she suddenly 
began to dissect Claire’s caning whop by whop.  

It was rather a queer way to spark-up a 
friendship but for the first time I became aware of the 
real Debs Morton. Of course we all knew a lot about 
her, for years you could hardly open a newspaper 
without seeing pictures of her, generally hidden 
behind shades and the peak of a baseball cap. Like 
most of the nation I had watched the semi-final at 
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Wimbledon and been astonished when the Dark 
Agents had come on court and arrested her.  

Over the next few weeks I came to know her 
better and understood that she was not really remote, 
she was just terribly hurt by the awful denigration she 
was receiving in the press. After all in the space of a 
few weeks she had been transformed from ‘Dynamite 
Debs’ who carried the nations sporting hopes on her 
young shoulders to a despised figure of public 
disgrace.  

Rosemary seemed the least affected by Claire’s 
caning. Although she admitted that, like myself, she 
had never been caned or spanked, over the past year 
she had become rather famous due to her truly 
splendid protuberance.  

She had been voted ‘Rear of the Year’ and had 
used the title to help advertise her flourishing 
business ‘Bookers Balms’. She appeared on TV chat-
shows and regularly displayed her denim clad rear 
end with ‘Booker’s Bum’ embroidered across the seat 
for the cameras.  

We gabbed about Claire’s caning late into the 
night, risking being draped for gabbing after 
lockdown. In some ways poor Claire’s misfortune had 
acted as the catalyst for the formation of what 
became known as the Famous Four.  

I chatted idly with Claire about her recent run-
in with Patty Hodge’s lethal wye-tipped cane. As usual 
it had been Claire’s motor-mouth and penchant for 
pith that had been the root of her troubles. Patty is 
an intolerant soul and is rather challenged in the 
humor department. Unwisely Claire had felt the need 
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to interject some ribald wit into the proceedings and 
had ended up stretched out across a desk.  

I briefly considered rubbishing her royally. A 
minx in pursuit of whops is constantly looking for 
opportunities and a prefect wearing stripes in her 
bumbags are easy prey.  

Despite our long friendship Claire will not 
tolerate being royally rubbished and would have no 
compunction about sending me up to the library to 
wait for six.  

Aside from her general duties as a member of 
the Elite Claire serves as the Dorm Raider, in charge 
of overseeing lockdown each night. This is a powerful 
position and she is often compelled to cane half a 
dozen gals per week. She has learned to be 
dispassionate about thrashing her chums.  

Shortly after she was appointed she was 
compelled to bend Debs over her bed and give her 
six. On Debs blog she gave Claire outrageously high 
marks for technical merit, artistic quality and the all-
important heat factor. We assumed Debs to be 
exaggerating. However a few weeks later I was also 
compelled to bend over my bed and discovered that 
Debs was right on the money.  

Claire has beaten my on several occasions and 
always delivers the goods. Some gals just have the 
knack and it is fair to say that Claire Brooks was born 
to cane. Nonetheless a minx cannot be put off by 
such considerations. However I am aware that if I 
rubbish her I may be forced to perform nose and toes 
outside the library for quite some time before she 
finds time to come up and beat me.  
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I am a busy person so I avoid temptation and 
bid her farewell and cut along. 
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A Total Muff 
  

When I arrive at the stables there are a group 
of gals idling about. Some are already mounted up 
and others are just standing around gabbing and 
holding the reins of their horses. I cannot help 
noticing that there is something of a brouhaha 
emanating from inside the stables.  

I amble inside. The door of the tack-room is 
open. I peek inside.  

Jane Lummell, the Dame in charge of Riding is 
seated on a bale of hay. Across her lap a gal is 
stretched out with her jodhpurs concertinaed behind 
her knees. The back flap of her riding jacket has been 
turned back. Jane Lummell is thrashing her with a 
riding crop. She is not taking it quietly.  

The gal stretched out is exceptionally broad of 
beam and her tautened bumbags have about as much 
material as would generally be needed to construct a 
good-sized pair of curtains.  

Of course it is considered to be bad form to 
ogle such incidents but it is rare at Woodys to see a 
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gal kicking and struggling with such intensity, or 
howling and begging for mercy.  

I strongly suspect that the recipient of this 
thrashing is a gal named Helen James. She is a 
notorious muff and her vocal reactions to whops have 
earned her the nickname ‘Holler’.  

Jane Lummell is an extremely fit woman, she is 
also in charge of our physical maintenance programs, 
but she is clearly having difficulty in restraining Holler 
and keeping her in position so she can get a good 
clean shot in with the crop. Jane is clearly getting 
vexed as she tries to coerce and cajole Holler to stay 
still.  

Now nobody likes being whipped with a 
braided leather riding crop (except Nixdown of 
course) but there is no excuse for the fuss Holler is 
kicking up.  

Holler James is actually a member of the Elite 
so she has spent six and a half years at Woodys, 
you’d think that she would have learned by now to 
just put it up and keep it up, but clearly not.  

Now personally I don’t derive any great 
pleasure from watching some poor soul getting 
whopped but I have to admit that this pantomime is 
mildly amusing.  

Unobtrusively I continue to watch. Jane finally 
manages to get the job done and releases her grip 
around Holler’s waist. Whoa, Holler hits the eject 
button with astonishing speed and immediately 
breaks into an idiot gig. Unashamedly she commits 
the ultimate Woody faux pas and reaches back and 
begins to rub at her scalded flesh.  
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Jane Lummell looks suitably disgusted as she 
retrieves her riding jacket and buttons it up.  

“Good grief, James,” she tells the prefect. 
“Cease those ridiculous noises before I really give you 
something to howl about.” Her words have little 
effect. Hollers hops up and down, howling and 
blubbing.  

Jane finally just shakes her head. “Go and 
clean yourself up,” she snaps, “there’s no point on 
you getting on a horse today. Stop by the gymnasium 
later and we will post-process your punishment.”  

Jane comes out of the tack room. She knows 
that I was probably observing but she just rolls her 
eyes.  

“What a palaver,” she chuckles. “By the way,” 
she asks, “how’s Archimedes?”  

Archimedes is my horse.  
“I don’t know Ma’am,” I respond, “I’m going to 

check.”  
“Let me know if we need to call the vet,” she 

tells me.  
“Yes Ma’am,” I reply.  
Jane Lummell is a straight-forward kind of 

cove, rather preppy and jolly hockey-sticks, but also 
very minx-friendly. She is a card-carrying member of 
the Liberal Left and chums about with Dotty Hammell, 
Stephanie Powell and Pauline Gascoigne. We have a 
lot to thank her for. She persuaded Ms Lawton to 
allow us to bring our horses to the compound and 
over the years has rebuilt the equestrian center and 
established a great riding program at the facility.  

This year she finally managed to persuade the 
equestrian committee to allow us to ride in 
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competitions again. Of course we nailed the National 
championship first time out but that all ended in the 
controversy of the Snobs and Rotters tribunal. We 
shall discuss that in more depth at a later juncture.  

I look back into the tack-room. Holler has not 
even started to adjust her clothing; she is still rubbing 
her arse furiously and making strange gurgling 
sounds. She looks like a train-wreck. To think that she 
has thrashing rights over us! Although, she doesn’t 
actually exercise them very often and I have been 
told by insiders that six from Holler is quite laughable.  

I consider offering to help her straighten 
herself up but I am a busy person and I need to 
check on my horse.  

I amble down the corridor between the 
stables, her wails and sobs trailing in my wake.  

What a fawkin’ muff!!!  
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Our Woody Community 
  

I hear the familiar sound of horse’s hooves on 
the cobblestones outside the stables as the riders 
depart for their lunch-time ride across the Downs. 
The unit owns a dozen horses and Nix, Penny Ann, 
Claire and I have our own. My big baby, Archimedes, 
has had a skin irritation around his fetlock that I have 
been treating. Penny Anne has been helping. 
Although she has officially completed her seven year 
rehabilitation program and is released on parole she 
has elected to stay on campus and study for her 
vetinarian qualifications on-line. It is amazing how 
self-sufficient the unit has become.  

During Ms Lawton’s day everything was 
subbed out to third-party contractors; catering, 
gardening, cleaning and laundry. It was not that she 
was really mean or anything, in fact I know she had 
our best interests at heart but we certainly felt like we 
were in chokey. Mr Humphries has a different view of 
the world.  
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The Grand Master immediately saw the 
potential of the talent he had available amongst the 
inmates and began introducing his program of self-
sufficiency. After all the majority of the gals were 
pretty successful on Civvy Street before were 
sentenced to seven years of whops and clobber.  

His first move was to fire the catering crew and 
install Cassie Cassy and Dotty Hammell to run the 
kitchens. This was enormously popular as the outside 
caterers had been notorious for serving up congealed 
gruel. Cassie and Dotty, of course, are both 
celebrated chefs and they have introduced a fantastic 
range of beautifully presented, healthy and balanced 
culinary options to suit every palate and diet.  

Then he put Nix in charge of IT. Ms Lawton 
had been something of a Luddite in such matters and 
we had some old main-frame computers with no 
internet activity. The Grand Master installed a 
complete wireless system with ultra-high speed 
broadband and issued us all with laptops. We now 
have our own intranet called GalGab which is hooked 
up to Miss Spanky Botts popular web-site 
www.woodetes.wordpress.com so we can share our 
adventures with the outside world. When we go into 
town we are issued with smart-phones in case we run 
into any difficulties from the Confederacy of Yoofs.  

Bernadette Summers, our beloved Bounder, 
has always run her secret enterprise selling 
contraband of booze and fags and other prohibited 
wares to the inmates. During Ms Lawton’s day she 
was hounded by the Brass and Elite and forced to 
move her stash-spots around the huge compound. It 
was not unusual for her to be busted and she was 
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regularly publicly flogged for her troubles. 
Nonetheless, the odd flogging or two didn’t deter her, 
she considered it an acceptable price to pay for the 
huge quantities of quids she made from her 
contraband and gambling empire.  

Wisely, in my opinion, Mr Humphries decided 
that prohibiting her activities was pointless so he 
invited her to a summit where he proposed new 
terms and conditions for her activities with an agreed 
profit margin. We can now purchase whatever 
supplies we need from Bernadette Summers 
Enterprises whenever we please.  

Bernadette’s godfather is a charming man 
named Stacks Monroe. Uncle Stacks runs a well-
known night-club up in the Smoke; he is an 
enterprising type and appears to be able to provide 
almost anything we need at rates considerably less 
than you see in the high-street stores.  

Mr Humphries introduced numerous other 
programs including Ginger Beckett teaching ballet, 
Jenny Gardiner giving gymnastic classes, and Debs 
and Rachel running a tennis clinic. I teach an art class 
with Lisa Sutton, and many of the other inmates 
share their specialist skills with the community. And I 
think that is what we have become, a community. We 
may be locked up behind heavy gates and high walls 
but we have learned to make the best of our 
untoward circumstances.  

Archimedes is pleased to see me. He is a 
beautiful ten-year old grey Irish gelding and has a 
great disposition. I’ve been riding him for four years 
now, he is a beautiful mover and a spectacular 
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jumper, bold and athletic with a good uphill balance 
and he has a willing personality.  

He lets me check his rash without any 
complaint. It is improving and I think I shall take him 
out for a short canter later this afternoon.  

I spend some time sweet-talking him; he likes 
that and then check his supplies. Although there is 
always a work detail assigned to stable duty I like to 
give him plenty of personal TLC.  

I hear footsteps outside Archimedes stable. I 
see Helen James tottering by with her hands clasped 
to her rear end. I cannot believe that she is still 
sniveling and blubbing over the six of the best she 
just got with the riding crop. I mean, ok, I’m sure it 
hurt plenty but still, a gal should have some self-
respect. Making a muff of yourself like that must be 
just downright embarrassing.  

I finish up with Archimedes and decide to cut 
along to the cafeteria and pick up a salad to go.  

On the way across the quadrangle I happen 
upon Lady Vix.  

“How’s it going?” I ask her.  
She shrugs. “I just had to dangle Lisa again,” 

she says. “Gawd she never fawkin’ learns, that is the 
third time this term. You gonna get something to eat, 
spanking Lisa gave me an appetite.” 
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Victoria 
  

Lady Victoria Brompton is this year’s Red-shirt 
and the most senior inmate at the facility. She gets 
her title from the distinctive red-shirt and black tie 
that she wears. Victoria was an unlikely selection for 
the position but she was Ms Lawton’s legacy to us 
and an unspoken apology for the implementation of 
Operation Scorched Arse.  

Towards the end of last year I am sure that Ms 
Lawton concluded that the operation to combat the 
popular rise of the cult of mega-minxdom had actually 
back-fired. We had not reacted as expected to the 
imposition of the austere regime and rather than 
being stamped out the cult just continued to grow. 
We figured that we were going to get whopped 
anyways so why not get whopped for having fun?  

During the Snobs and Rotters Tribunal I 
became close to Ms Lawton. I learned that behind her 
authoritarian military bearing was a kind and gentle 
soul who was a lot more minx-sympathetic that we 
had ever suspected. In fact she confided in me that 
when she had attended the original Woody School 
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she had been considered the Big BUTT of her 
generation.  

She also confided that her arch-nemesis at 
school had been Patty Hodge who was the tyrannical 
Red-shirt of the day. She told me that Patty had first 
tried out her prototypes for her wye-tipped canes by 
taping two ashplants together and thrashing the 
bejaysus out of Susan Lawton.  

I asked her what on earth had possessed her 
to include the odious Patty on her Brass roster and 
she explained that she had been given little choice in 
the matter. For years Patricia Hodge had held the title 
as the most prolific disciplinarian in the national 
school system. She was also an acclaimed academic. 
As Ms Lawton explained, it would have been difficult 
to present a case to the System that she did not wish 
to employ such a highly-qualified asset just because 
she had some grievances about her own treatment at 
school some decades earlier.  

During Operation Scorched Arse Patty Hodge 
installed Yvonne Godfrey as the Commandant of the 
Secret Sorority of Serial Spankers. The SS as they 
were known operated under the direct control of 
Patty and her hench-dames on the Radical Right of 
the Brass. Yvonne and her cronies were tasked with 
targeting a group of mega-minxes, known as the 
Dirty Dozen, with extreme prejudice. They went 
about their work with the zeal of religious fanatics.  

Ms Lawton’s problem was that before she 
instituted Operation Scorched Arse she had totally 
rewritten the rules, regulations and protocols in what 
became known in Woody lore as the Radical 
Revisions.  
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The revisions were tough and inflexible, the 
number of offenses carrying a mandatory caning had 
almost doubled, and there was little room for 
interpretation. Hiding behind the sanctity of the 
revisions Yvonne and her cronies were given carte 
blanche to go forth and whop and were able to 
operate with relative impunity.  

It was a tough year to be a Woody Gal but 
instead of intimidating us into submission it brought 
us closer together as we rebelled against a common 
enemy.  

I think the whole situation exhausted Ms 
Lawton and she became a remote figure rarely 
leaving the privacy of her office. To a greater or 
lesser extent Patty had taken control of the unit. 
Predictably the sound of swishes and thwacks of 
canes, slippers and straps rebounding off tautened 
gossamer echoing through the compound multiplied. 
Nobody’s bumbags were safe.  

Eventually, once she had decided upon her exit 
strategy, Ms Lawton returned to her senses. In a 
historic Woody moment she stunned Patty and her 
chums by announcing that Lady Vix would be installed 
as the new Red-shirt and gave us unspoken 
permission to reap our revenge on the SS during what 
became known as the ‘Revenge of the Mega-minxes’.  

Lady Victoria was a popular choice. She has 
always been something of a cultural icon and a 
permanent high-ranking member of the Hall of 
Shame. In fact it was not until during Operation 
Scorched Arse that I snatched her crown as All-Time 
Big BUTT and it was only recently that Debs finally 
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nudged her down to third place in the all-time 
rankings.  

She is gloriously potty-mouthed and 
pugnacious and is the champion of the under-dog. 
She abhors bullying and is quick to defend the weaker 
inmates when they are being picked on. She is quick 
with her fists having learned to box from her four 
elder brothers and is not afraid to neutralize an 
opponent with the rather unladylike technique of 
slapping the nut on them.  

Since taking up the position of Red-shirt she 
has cleaned house in the Elite. She has outlawed the 
heinous practices of sporting spanking, collaring, and 
sweating. She has shown that she has no intention of 
allowing a Secret Society of Serial Spankers to exist 
on her watch by astonishing several members of the 
Elite by putting them over her knee and giving them a 
damn good spanking with her wood-backed 
hairbrush.  

We both choose a Greek salad and a cup of 
home-made chicken and noodle soup. There is no 
sign of Nix, Debs or Rosemary so we go over to an 
empty table. Most people have already eaten and cut 
along to take care of their business.  

A few minutes later Lisa Sutton wriggles into 
the cafeteria and goes across to the buffet. She is 
walking rather gingerly and I suspect she feels like 
smoke is billowing out from under her skirt.  

Victoria beckons to her and asks if she would 
care to join us. She gives us a weak smile and very 
gently lowers her sitmedown onto a chair.  

“I’m sorry it had to be so hot,” says Victoria.  
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“That’s okay, Vix,” says Lisa, “just doing your 
job, I just wish you weren’t so good at it.” 
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Lisa 
  

Lisa is a popular member of the community. 
She is generally a gay and good-hearted soul. She is 
something of a genius and she is the only serious 
contender to Debs for the Annual Scholar of the Year 
award.  

She is a maths whizz and was studying some 
form of advanced physics at Camford before her 
arrest for Misdemeanor Ladetting. I don’t know much 
about Physics but Debs who knows about such things 
once told me that many learned academics have 
tipped her as a potential candidate for a Nobel Prize, 
so I guess that makes her quite a boffin.  

Lisa did not start her social rehabilitation 
program at Woodys. There are several less radical 
Back to School units where Ladettes are sent for any 
period from one to three years. She started at one of 
these facilities, the Radcliffe Back to School Unit, 
serving two years. Somewhere along the line she was 
accused of writing university applications for her 
fellow inmates. A charge which she strongly denies.  
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The alternative lower security facilities do not 
practice corporal punishment so Lisa was surprised 
when the Grand Dame of the unit decided to procure 
a cane. She summoned Lisa to the library and gave 
her three strokes across the left hand for telling 
porkies. Lisa refused to be silenced and filed an 
application for a formal appeal. She was astonished 
when she received notice from the Dark Agents of the 
System that her case file had been reviewed and her 
original sentence had been over-turned and that she 
was to be sent to Woodys to serve an additional five 
years for Extreme Ladetting.  

Lisa had an unfortunate start to her term at 
Woodys when on just her second day she was 
required to bend over her bed for six from the Dorm 
Raider for failing to settle down after lockdown.  

She immediately ingratiated herself into our 
hearts with her now legendary assessment that ‘three 
strokes across the palm of the left hand hardly 
prepares you for six hot ones across the seat of thin 
pajamas’.  

Lisa shifts in her chair uncomfortably as she 
moves her food around her plate without taking a 
mouthful.  

“So much for my reform program,” she 
laments.  

Victoria and I exchange glances and do our 
best not to grin.  

Lisa is a queer fish in some ways. Since 
arriving at the facility she has become a permanent 
resident amongst the highest echelons of the Hall of 
Shame. Now I must confess that for the majority of 
us mega-minxes the joy of minxing is viewed as a 
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competitive sport. We know that the consequence of 
our self-indulgence is that we are faced with the 
constant threat of whops. Now whops may be 
unpleasant and undesirable but you cannot allow the 
possibility of a sore bum to deter you from the 
pleasures to be gained from serious goofing, japing 
larking and pranking. That would be ridiculous.  

Lisa, however, is adamant that she has no wish 
to participate in any form of competitive caning and 
that her appearance amongst the top ten of the All-
Time Hall of Shame is mere unfortunate 
happenstance. She is constantly preaching new 
reform plans to anybody who will listen. Unfortunately 
for Lisa she appears to suffer from a chronic case of 
perennial naughtiness and seems unable to keep out 
of trouble.  

Now admittedly in the past she did have some 
rather rum luck when she fell afoul of the wrath of Ms 
Lawton and ended up branded as the Unit’s Public 
Enemy Number One. It was during this unfortunate 
period that she took my title as the most whopped 
inmate in a single year, a record I am determined to 
recapture.  

However, even once that unfortunate position 
was rescinded she continues to be whopped with 
remarkable frequency.  

“You need to stop rubbishing the pre’s then I 
won’t have to dangle you,” says Vix, not in the least 
bit unpleasantly.  

Lisa sighs. “I didn’t think she was listening,” 
she grumbles. “It was a private conversation.”  

“Alison Jones is as sound as a trout,” said Vix. 
“She told me she considered taking you up and giving 
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you six herself. She says that she thought she was 
cutting you some slack by letting you off with a black 
mark. She had no idea you were in the red zone.”  

“Isn’t that the luck,” grumbled Lisa, “some do-
gooder tries to give me a break and I end up being 
dangled and having my bare bum walloped with a 
fucking wood-backed hairbrush.”  

In some ways it was hard to argue with her 
line of reasoning. However, I am a busy person and I 
have several important matters to attend to before 
we reconvene for afternoon lectures so I reiterate my 
sympathies over the sorry state of her arse then 
make my excuses and go and empty my tray.  



 

 

16 

 
Openers and Closers 
  

I hurry across the quad and the down the path 
that leads to the Old Gal quarters. Mr Humphries has 
renovated one of the old buildings on the compound 
to house the gals who have stayed on to serve out 
their parole year and study for degrees on-line.  

I go upstairs to the top flat and knock on the 
door. Cat Cassidy opens the door, despite it being 
almost one in the afternoon she is still wearing a 
kimono, she has not brushed her hair and looks like I 
might have woken her from her scratch.  

She yawns sleepily. “Can you rustle up some 
java,” she drawls in her husky voice. “I need to clean 
my teeth. Late night,” she explains and reaches into 
the pocket of her silk robe and pulls out a fag and a 
lighter. She inhales deeply and pads bare-foot across 
the wood floor.  

The Old Gal apartments are well-appointed; 
she has a small private kitchen area. I find some 
coffee and set up the percolator.  

After a few minutes Cat returns running a 
hairbrush through her long black hair. We tease her 
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that she should apply for work with central casting 
and seek acting opportunities as a gypsy dancer. She 
stubs out her cigarette and lights another. She stares 
at the coffee-maker impatiently and then just picks up 
the pot and pours a cup despite the fact that it will be 
mighty strong. She takes it black and doesn’t seem to 
notice that she is imbibing enough concentrated 
caffeine to make most people’s eyes stick out on 
stalks.  

“Have you had responses from everybody?” I 
ask.  

“We’re all set,” she drawls.  
It is Melanie White’s birthday and Mr 

Humphries has offered to throw her a surprise party 
at a Woody-friendly restaurant in the local town. He 
has asked Cathryn and I to take care of the 
arrangements.  

We spend fifteen minutes going through our 
check-list and confirm that everything has been taken 
care of. I look at my watch, Cat Cassidy doesn’t 
believe in clocks, it is almost time for my next lecture. 
We exchange hugs and I cut along sharpish. I don’t 
need to be whopped for tardy timekeeping.  

After collecting my books I meet up with Debs 
on the landing. She slips her arm in mine.  

“How’s it going?” I ask her.  
“Not good,” she sighs a little gloomily. “Stephie 

caught me just right with the closer. It just keeps 
sizzling and keeps coming back at me. I went out and 
knocked a few balls around and tried to run it off but 
no luck. It’s going to be a long afternoon.”  

I nod sympathetically. I know exactly what she 
is talking about. During every caning there are two 
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critical strokes, the opener and the closer. A whop-
hardened veteran can gauge a lot from the opening 
stroke as it generally sets the standard for what is to 
follow. An opening sizzler will probably be followed by 
more sizzlers; if a Dame just lays the first one on 
middling warm then you’re probably going to get 
lucky and are in for some reasonably tolerable whops.  

The closer is the exception and is totally 
unpredictable. I can’t tell you how many times I’ve 
had a quite bearable caning ruined by a closer that 
nearly raised me out of my shoes.  

The caning that Debs received from Stephanie 
Powell was definitely from the medium range of the 
whop-scale and if she hadn’t been laboring under the 
severe disadvantage of already sporting twelve stripes 
under her bumbags Debs would probably not have 
considered it much more than a minor inconvenience.  

It’s not that Stephanie doesn’t cane well, she is 
very accurate and proficient with Mr Whippy, she just 
doesn’t cane particularly hard. Of course you know 
that you’ve been whopped, she’s not a wimp like 
Reed the Weed, but it is a very different experience 
from getting six from Patty Hodge or being absolutely 
creamed by Pauline Gascoigne, or getting whopped 
up in the library by all-time Elite greats like Claire 
Brooks, Melons or Patsy Butcher.  

But then again if the closer catches you just 
right as Debs put it a whole new dimension to the 
amount of residual gyp that you suffer is introduced, 
especially if the closer is a five-bar gate.  

Having lined up five parallel tramlines across a 
gals poor beleaguered bum they shift position slightly 
and deliver the closer diagonally across the existing 
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stripes. I always thought that the technique was 
invented and taught by Ms Lawton but Debs, who is a 
scholar of such matters, assures me that the prefects 
who beat her when she was at school were 
particularly expert at the five-bar gate.  

We carry on strolling arm-in-arm towards the 
lecture room.  

“Do you think that Nix is mad at me?” She 
sounds uncharacteristically concerned.  

“Well you did catch her pretty good,” I smile.  
Debs chuckled. “It’s just a shame that my 

timing sucked so badly.”  
“Your timing always sucks,” I grin.  
She sighs. “I know. I just don’t understand it. 

All my life I always seem to be the one that gets 
caught. When I was in my last year at prep school I 
ended every day standing in the corner. Every single 
day!”  

I am used to Debs kvetching about her lot in 
life so I can’t resist teasing her.  

“It’s because you are reckless and impulsive,” I 
tell her.  

She snorts. “Listen to you, the Mistress of 
minxing strategy. You’re the Big BUTT not me.”  

I decide not to pursue this further. Debs is 
incredibly competitive and I know that she hankers 
after my record but she ain’t having it and that is 
that!  

“You be careful this afternoon, you’ve had 
more than enough whops for one day,” I warn her.  

She rolls her eyes, “Tell me about it,” she sighs 
as we enter the music-room. 

 



 

 

17 

 
Strictly Whops as Needed 
  

We amble into the music room and find two 
seats next to each other. I can’t help noticing that 
Debs winces slightly as she sits down.  

Nixdown comes into the room, as usual she 
looks immaculate. Sometime during the lunch-break 
she has returned to our study and changed her 
blouse. Nix is a clobber junkie, she changes outfits 
several times a day. She even employs a clobber 
consultant.  

When we were incarcerated we were stripped 
of our assets, ostensibly to pay for our board, lodging 
and the hefty salaries of the Dames. Actually it seems 
more likely that our hard-earneds only made it as far 
as the deep pockets of the Dark Agents of the 
System. Most of us live off small allowances from our 
families and friends or loans that the Bounder brokers 
through her Uncle Stacks.  

Some gals like the Cassidy Sisters, Lady 
Victoria and Lisa Sutton have access to huge trust 
funds set up in banks that the Dark Agents can’t 
access.  
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Nixdown’s pater is enormously wealthy. He is a 
film director, producer and financier. His movies 
rarely make it to Hollywood but go to any art-house 
in Amsterdam, Paris or Copenhagen and you won’t 
find an empty seat in the house when a Johnny Nixon 
production is playing.  

Nix is his only child and he dotes on her. He 
arranges for her clobber consignments to be 
channeled through Stacks Monroe and Bernadette 
Summers Enterprises. Actually it is a pretty low-risk 
proposition as even Katie Beck can’t complain about a 
gal having too much clobber.  

Nixdown has trunks full of silk blouses, hand-
woven ties, and silk and mohair gymslips and blazers. 
Even the ‘N’ on the bib of her blazer is embroidered in 
some rare silk that her clobber consultant acquires 
from a specialty mill in an obscure part of India.  

Rosemary hurries into the room; as usual she 
has cut her arrival time to the quick. She has 
doubtless whiled away the lunch-break chatting to her 
on-line lothario, the Silver Fox. She claims that they 
spend their time discussing alternative medicine but I 
suspect that the Foxy-one has considerable interest in 
Miss Booker’s rather noticeable assets. In stark 
contrast to Nixdown Rosie is what we call clobber-
challenged.  

Rosemary is drop-down gorgeous in a 
voluptuous sort of way but for some reason she 
always looks as if she has just fallen out of her 
scratch. She has a beautiful head of hair but no 
matter how often she brushes it she always manages 
to look like she has just returned from a wind-swept 
hike across the Downs. Her tie is permanently skew-
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whiff and at least one of her socks is always out of 
synch with the other. She is a mess but I think that 
she is a beautiful mess.  

Rosemary makes it to her seat just before Ms 
Suzy Scott enters the room.  

As usual Suzy is wearing an oversized double-
breasted jacket paired with a short skirt. She is tiny, 
stands only four feet ten and probably weighs eighty-
pounds when she’s still wet from the shower.  

Ms Scott is the newest recruit to the Brass 
having taken over from Ms Whitton who is currently 
indisposed at Her Majesty’s pleasure. She is only 
twenty-three years old and is actually considerably 
younger than over fifty percent of the inmates.  

We have become tight as she is acting as co-
producer of the West Side Story production we have 
planned.  

She has confided to me that her musical 
experiences are limited to a stint as a singer with a 
spectacularly unsuccessful post punk goth band. She 
also observes that it was far more likely that she 
would end up as an inmate at the facility than a as a 
member of the Brass.  

After leaving school she subsidized her failed 
singing career by participating in underground martial 
arts competitions and when that failed to make the 
rent she was reduced to conning visiting Arabs and 
Africans out of their hard-earneds playing games of 
high-stakes spoof.  

Nonetheless she is an absolute dote and has 
become an extremely popular member of our little 
community. Extremely popular that is except when it 
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comes down the matter of dishing out whops; when 
she can become rather unpopular.  

Apparently during her interview her 
demonstration of her awesome skills with a cane 
persuaded the Grand Master to overlook her scant 
knowledge regarding the rudiments and theory of 
music.  

Now I am not trying to say that she is a whop 
junkie like her predecessor the Wacky Whackster, 
Suzy operates a strictly ‘whops when required’ policy. 
This is a rather fortunate policy due to her awesome 
capability of producing what us Woody Wags like to 
call the ‘perfect weal’.  

This remarkable phenomenon is caused by her 
uncanny skill of landing six consecutive whops one on 
top of the other. As I’m sure you can imagine this can 
be a teeth-chattering, nerve-jangling and eye-
watering experience for a gal. If you can’t imagine 
then I extend you an open invitation to pitch up at 
the gates of the compound and try her out.  



 

 

18 

 
Remove Your Blazer 
  

Despite Suzy’s shortcomings in the crotchets 
and quavers department she does at least try and 
make her lectures on the biographies of famous 
composers as interesting as possible. Today she has 
selected the life and bacchanalian times of Wolfgang 
Amadeus which will doubtless cause some lively and 
amusing discussion.  

In general the inmates are a well-bred and 
educated bunch and when we are not indulging our 
passion for goofing, japing, larking and pranking we 
do actually take the curriculum quite seriously.  

Wolfgang, or Wam, as he was known to his 
chums in Vienna considered himself to be a bit of a 
wag and along with his more famous pieces he also 
wrote the scatological canon "Leck mich im Arsch", 
which when translated literally apparently means, 
"Lick me in the arse", or at least so Nixdown informs 
us. She generally knows about such things.  

Suzy joins in the laughter at Nix’s revelation 
and promises to look the canon up for future 
reference.  
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At Woodys I have developed a kind of inner-
radar and compound vision. I have learned to sense 
ensuing dangers. I cut my eyes around the room and 
observe that Rosemary is surreptitiously reaching 
down into her satchel. I know immediately that she is 
planning a stealth attack.  

I watch her hand retract from the sack, she is 
holding a catapult. It is a Black Widow if I am not 
mistaken, I have seen them on-line and the 
advertizing literature boasts that its patented design 
results in thirty percent more power than a 
conventional catty. A well-placed missile, made from 
heavy grade cartridge paper, launched from a bad 
boy like this can cause a considerable degree of 
startled consternation and reaction from its intended 
victim.  

My antenna is piqued, but I am fairly certain 
that for some reason Rosemary is mistakenly 
convinced that it was Nix that was responsible for her 
earlier dousing and will be her intended victim.  

Nix is engaging us with a somewhat fanciful 
nonsense that when Wam got too heavily into the 
infamous Viennese brews he had a penchant for 
cross-dressing and bondage. Sometimes when she 
gets started on telling yarns she goes on a roll. 
Nixdown is not paying attention to Rosemary.  

Suzy is indulging Nixdown and letting her 
yatter on. Nixdown and Suzy are very tight. Nix has 
never been one to hide her light under a bushel. For 
some reason when she watched Suzy bend poor old 
Debs over a piano stool and beat her with a violin 
bow she got it into her head that Suzy would make an 
ideal play-mate. Despite the fact that Suzy is a 
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member of the Brass Nix audaciously invited her to 
join herself and Penny Ann for one of their late-night 
trysts in the stables. To our astonishment Suzy 
accepted the bizarre invitation and the rest as they 
say is history.  

Nixdown finishes her rather spurious tale and 
is sitting back looking rather smug and self-amused. 
Suzy begins tapping away at the keyboard on her 
laptop and bringing up a slide on the projector that 
details the assignment that we must complete over 
the weekend. Rosemary sees a window of 
opportunity.  

I watch as she raises the catty and pulls back 
the sling to full torque. My suspicions are correct she 
launches her missile at Nix. The advertizing material 
was not exaggerating, the missile flies across the 
room at high velocity. Unfortunately Rosemary has 
got her trajectory slightly wrong and the paper pellet 
whistles passed Nix and slams into the projector 
screen, only barely missing beaning Suzy.  

Suzy is quick. “Stand up and place your hands 
on your heads, now!” she instructs.  

There is an immediate sound of the scraping of 
chairs on the wood floor as we respond. Out of the 
corner of my eye I watch Rosemary. Her cheeks flush 
slightly. She has not had time to slip the catapult back 
into her satchel. She slowly rises to her feet. The 
catty slithers from the safety of her lap and onto the 
floor. She raises her hands and places them on top of 
her head, her face continuing to redden.  

Suzy scouts the room and soon discovers the 
catty lying on the floor beneath Rosemary’s desk like 
the proverbial smoking gun.  
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“Miss Booker,” she says calmly. “I shall require 
you to remove your blazer. The rest of you may lower 
your arms and return to your seats.”  

Rosemary purses her lips. It is a classic Woody 
moment of course. She is bang to rights and she 
knows it.  

Very slowly she reaches down and unfastens 
the top button of her red and black striped blazer 
allowing it to fall open. Momentarily she continues to 
stand behind her desk, silently sizing up the gravity of 
her situation.  

At Woodys the instruction to remove ones 
blazer has a particular significance attached to it. The 
moment that you begin to shrug off your jacket you 
know that you are officially in the whopping game. 
Any bastion of hope of a last minute reprieve 
evaporates. You have begun the process that 
inexorably will culminate in a sore and striped behind.  

Very carefully she removes the striped garment 
and hangs it over the back of her chair and then 
steps out from behind her desk.  

Game on!  
 



 

 

19 

 
Bent Over the Piano Stool 
  

There is absolute silence in the room with the 
exception of the sound of Rosemary’s footsteps 
padding on the wooden floor as she trudges down the 
aisle. Eleven pairs of eyes are watching her every 
step.  

She reaches the front of the room and stands 
facing Suzy, her head slightly bowed and her hands 
clasped in the skirt of her gymslip. The look on her 
face is unmistakable, we see it every day. It is not 
fear exactly but her apprehension is clearly mounting. 
We all know the feeling. The butterflies churning in 
the tummy, the slight sheen of perspiration along the 
brow and the clammy hands.  

Suzy Scott looks completely calm; there is not 
even a hint of irritation on her face. She has a duty to 
perform and she will perform it without malice.  

The Dame in charge of Music unfastens the 
buttons of her over-sized jacket and removes it. As 
usual I find myself impressed. When she is enveloped 
in her favored over-sized blazers she seems so tiny 
and almost frail, but once she is standing in her 
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sleeveless singlet her incredible body is revealed. 
Suzy is not bulked up like a body builder but she is 
perfectly honed and toned from hours of working out 
on the punch-bag in the wellness center. She has a 
small discrete rose tattooed on her right shoulder and 
an eagle on her left.  

She reaches out and picks up a violin bow from 
the top of the piano. Rosemary knows the form. She 
looks rather unenthusiastic as she picks up the piano 
stool and carries it over to the slightly raised podium 
and places it in the center away from any obstacles. 
She stares down at it for a few seconds, then sighs 
audibly and runs the tip of her tongue along her lips. 
Then without needing instruction she lowers herself 
face downwards across the cushioned seat.  

She squirms her tummy forward until she is 
positioned with her bum in the center. She stretches 
out her arms and legs until she is only touching the 
floor with the very tips of her fingers and toes. She 
lowers her head between her arms. She is bent like a 
bow.  

I have often wondered about the craftspeople 
who design piano stools. I can’t help noticing that 
they appear to have been custom designed to 
accommodate a young woman bent over in a full 
drape. Perhaps the likes of Hienrich Engelhard 
Steinweg had recalcitrant daughters and instructed 
their carpenters to make the piano-stools multi-
functional.  

Ms Scott neatly turns back the hem of the skirt 
of Rosemary’s gymslip and the tail of her white 
blouse. As I mentioned earlier Rosemary Booker can 
certainly fill a pair of bumbags. The navy blue 
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gossamer material seems to cling to the contours of 
her derriere and I imagine that her prone position is 
putting considerable strain on the seams.  

When it comes to the business of whops Suzy 
Scott is the complete package. She takes her time. 
Rosemary probably has a minute to wait before the 
fireworks actually begin.  

Now that might not sound like very long but I 
can assure you that bent over with your arse higher 
than your head for sixty seconds can seem like an 
eternity. Half of you doesn’t want it too ever begin 
and the other half just wants to get it over with. It is 
all very disagreeable and quite disconcerting.  

Suzy steps in and taps the bow down three 
times. Rosemary will be gritting her teeth and 
squeezing her eyes tightly shut I’m sure. The wait is 
finally over and a very hot and sweaty few minutes 
are about to begin.  

Suzy raises the bow, not particularly high, like 
all experts she doesn’t need a long back-swing. The 
rod flashes through the air and a crack like a rifle-
shot echoes around the room.  

In the seat beside me I see Debs clench her 
fists on the desk-lid. Rosemary is Deborah’s best 
chum and doubtless she has considerable sympathy 
for Rosemary’s unfortunate plight. Besides I am sure 
that Deborah is still haunted by unpleasant memories 
of the numerous times she has been bent like a bow 
over that piano stool.  

As you may remember Deborah fell from favor 
with Suzy’s predecessor Ms Whitton as a result of an 
incident the Woody Wags refer to as the Fabulous 
Fart. Deborah’s untimely release of wind resulted in 
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the Wacky Whackster laying siege to her bumbags. 
Over a period of eighteen months Debs was beaten 
sixteen times with the customized violin bow known 
as the Morton Special.  

We begged her to file a complaint with the 
Grand Master but she refused. A formal complaint 
against a member of the Brass would result in a 
special hearing before the Dark Agents of the System. 
The record of any such hearing would be made 
public. After six years out of the limelight Debs had 
no desire to return to the headlines as a result of a 
gaseous emission.  

Finally a few months ago I enlisted Nixdown 
and Rosemary’s help and staged an intervention when 
Debs was once again bent over the stool being 
beaten apropos of nothing in particular. As a result 
Ms Whitton is in chokey and Ms Suzy Scott has taken 
over.  

Rosemary’s body jerks at the impact of the 
bow. Her head shakes and her fists pummel the air as 
the effects of the opener ricochet around her central 
nervous system. She slumps back into position and 
gamely stretches out again while she waits painfully 
for the bow to arrive for a second time.  



 

 

20 

 
The Perfect Six 
  

These violin bows are not your bog-standard 
bows that you would buy in the local music store. 
They are actually customized canes that Ms Whitton 
had made especially for beating the backsides of the 
inmates. She was by any standards a bizarre and 
unpleasant individual.  

Ms Whitton had at one time been a successful 
concert pianist but she was injured in a car accident 
and her career was ended by the pins she had 
inserted into her arm. She was subsequently 
employed as artistic director of several orchestra’s but 
rumor has it she was regularly dismissed for caning 
anybody whose performance she didn’t consider to be 
up to snuff. Apparently in orchestral circles this was 
not considered very sporting. Of course this was 
exactly the type of individual that the System was 
looking to recruit when it opened the Woody Back to 
School unit and as a result we had to put up with six 
years of her peculiar and often cruel antics. Personally 
I think chokey is too good for and that she should 
have been fitted for a pair of concrete bumbags.  
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Suzy is leaving the accepted standard of thirty 
seconds between whops so that Rosemary gets the 
full experience of each separate swipe of the bow. 
This is a highly effective technique. Right on time she 
raises her arm and brings it down swiping. Poor 
Rosemary waves her arms and kicks her legs in 
gymnastic agitation.  

Now here’s the thing. For years Rosemary 
Booker was blessed with a gift that was particularly 
advantageous to anybody living the whop-filled life of 
being an inmate at the facility. She genuinely seemed 
to be impervious to pain. It was Rosemary who first 
uttered the immortal words ‘it’s only whops’ that 
would become the mantra of the mega-minxes.  

However, during the Great Spank-off Rosemary 
suffered an unfortunate epiphany when during her 
heat against Claire Brooks she was suddenly 
overwhelmed by pain. Since that remarkable 
revelation Rosemary has become rather cagey about 
putting her bumbags in the way of fast moving canes, 
straps and slippers.  

Nonetheless, she is a trouper and has 
remained true to the Cult of Mega-minxes. Despite 
her new reticence with regard to whops she remains 
a minx of the highest order and is a highly respected 
member of the Hall of Shame.  

Rosemary claims that she is now at a severe 
disadvantage as her years of being immune to the 
effects of the cane has not allowed her to properly 
hone her skills in pain management. Poor thing.  

I spoke earlier about the relative importance of 
the opening and closing strokes of a thrashing but 
with Suzy there is really very little difference. Suzy is 
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a dispassionate soul when it comes to whops and 
canes everybody equally. If you are unfortunate 
enough to go over the stool one thing is certain, you 
are going to get six of the very best.  

Rosemary is clearly not having the best time of 
it. Whop after whop explodes off her bumbags 
sending her into renewed convulsions of agitation, 
but despite her anguished responses to the beating 
she will never blub and she will never howl.  

Suzy continues to take her time as she sets up 
for the closer. Of course she does not practice the 
five-bar gate technique as she has landed the first 
five strokes directly on top of each other.  

Rosemary has drawn her arms and legs tightly 
into the stool, trying to make herself as small as 
possible, or probably in the recesses of her frazzled 
brain, invisible.  

Suzy taps Rosemary’s feet and hands. She will 
not proceed until Rosie spreads herself out again into 
a full drape.  

Somehow Rosemary manages to gather herself 
and spreads out until her luscious bum is teed up 
perfectly for the closer.  

I catch Deborah’s eye, she grimaces and closes 
her eyes, not able to bring herself to watch. Probably 
has too many bad memories flooding back.  

The closer is delivered with the same crisp 
efficiency as the previous strokes, the last second 
break of the wrist increasing the speed that the shaft 
cuts through the air so it is moving at Mach One or 
beyond on point of impact. Rosemary responds by 
wriggling like a fish. It was the perfect finish to a 
perfect thrashing.  
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Suzy places the violin bow back on top of the 
piano and retrieves her jacket. She will allow 
Rosemary the customary minute for recovery and 
regrouping before she gives the release command. 
Rosemary will not feel the least bit self-conscious 
about being face down across a piano stool with her 
bumbags on display, she will be too busy trying to 
gather herself and get her breathing even and her 
heartbeat under control.  

Finally Rosemary is allowed to return to the 
vertical and the punishment will be post-processed. 
Once that is completed nothing further will be said 
and the matter will not be mentioned again. We will 
return to our discussions on the life of Mozart as if 
nothing has happened. 

 



 

 

21 

 
The French Dame 
  

The bell rings and Suzy gathers up her papers. 
She politely thanks us for our participation in the 
discussion and reminds us that our assignments are 
due on Monday.  

Out of the corner of my eye I can see 
Rosemary wriggling uncomfortably in the hard 
wooden seat. In the immediate aftermath of the 
beating she had been flushed from the blood rushing 
to her head and cheeks but now her normally ruddy 
complexion has taken on something of a prison pallor. 
She keeps puffing out her cheeks and letting out her 
breath in low whistles. Poor baby.  

Madame Diderot bustles into the room and 
wishes us “bonjour”. She is wearing a red mackintosh 
with the collar turned up and the belt tied around her 
waist. She places her handbag on the table and 
extracts her necessary tools, namely a half-filled 
bottle of absinthe and a crumpled packet of Gauloises 
cigarettes.  

I should imagine that Madame was quite a 
looker in her day but it is probably an object lesson in 
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life that if you start your day by using absinthe for 
mouthwash your looks will go into decay in a 
heartbeat.  

Madame is a queer bird, she is not exactly a 
member of the Radical Right but she is certainly does 
not subscribe to the Liberal Left. She tends to dance 
to her own drummer. She is minx-unfriendly and is 
notoriously humorless.  

Earlier in the week she yanked Debs out of her 
seat, slammed her down across her desk and caned 
her for interjecting a verbatim quote from an 
American diplomat that Madame deemed to be 
derogatory to the French nation. Now personally I 
considered beating Debs was rather harsh under the 
circumstances but Madame is a rather erratic and 
spontaneous cove and not in the habit of seeking 
second opinions in such matters.  

Having poured herself a healthy slug of her 
green nectar and lit up a fag she continues her series 
of lectures on the works of Proust.  

For all her eccentricities and despite her cranky 
disposition she is actually a vibrant and illuminating 
lecturer. She is a huge fan of ‘In Search of Lost Time’ 
and I must confess that she has made this project 
quite interesting. We have got as far as Sodom and 
Gomorrah which is the subject of her lecture today.  

From a minxing point of view we are at an 
interesting juncture in the day. Deborah and 
Rosemary are already sporting striped bums and are 
probably not in the business of scoring more whops if 
they can help it. Nixdown’s bum has probably cooled 
down some from the effects of last night’s 
shenanigans with Penny Ann and probably will not 



A Life in the Day of Jojo Heyworth 
 

 

think twice about risking her bumbags if she is 
provoked.  

From a personal point of view I always find 
lectures with the French Dame something of a 
dilemma. Of course it is terrific fun to jape her as her 
reactions are always so theatrical and dramatic, when 
Madame loses it she really loses it. Unfortunately 
there is a significant downside to yanking her chain as 
being whopped by Madame is a most disagreeable 
experience.  

It is not just that she whops very hard, I am 
used to that and can deal with having my bumbags 
cut to tatters, it is more her style of punishment that 
is so unpleasant.  

Once riled Madame has a tendency to grab her 
prey by the knot of their ties and yank them out of 
their seats. Not only is this rather undignified and a 
cause of some difficulty in breathing but when she 
reels you in across your desk you are confronted with 
the full horrors of the odiferous cloud that surrounds 
her. Now I am not being cliché and insinuating that 
she may not take regular bath’s or showers it’s just 
that vast quantities of absinthe and chain-smoking 
Gauloises does tend to have an untoward effect on 
the breath. It is not just the nicotine and alcohol 
induced halitosis that is the problem. I don’t know 
where Madame shops for her perfume but the scents 
she chooses are definitely more usually favored by 
ladies of a certain trade. None of this is very pleasant, 
especially when you are struggling for air and unable 
to recoil.  

Generally Madame speaks in a refined tone. My 
French is quite good and I can follow ninety per-cent 
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of her normal French conversation. However, once 
riled up she resorts to some indecipherable slang that 
is all but impossible to comprehend. As I say, being 
subjected to what we Woody Wags call the French 
Yank is a most disagreeable experience.  

It doesn’t get much better when she gets 
around to the actual whops. Once she releases her 
death grip on your tie she suddenly grabs you by the 
back of the neck and roughly slams you down across 
your desk lid. Now in the already slightly undignified 
world of whops there is nothing more undignified for 
a gal than to be physically held down as if you would 
make a muff of yourself and try and make a bolt for 
it!  

Technically she is quite remarkable. Madame 
does not bother with usual conventions of teeing her 
victims up perfectly, she just whips back the skirt and 
lets rip. She is the Speedy Gonzalez of the caning 
world. She just delivers whop after whop as fast as 
her arm can pump up and down. You’d think that this 
would cause her to miss-fire or miss-hit but she is 
actually incredibly accurate.  

I have had the opportunity to study her 
handiwork not only on my own bum, but on the bums 
of my dearest chums, on numerous occasions and I 
can vouch for the fact that ninety-nine per-cent of the 
time she is right on the money and lands all the 
strokes squarely in the sweet spot.  

Now I may be in the market for whops in order 
to regain my title of Most Whopped Gal in a Single 
Year but for now I think I shall just concentrate on 
Monsieur Marcel.  



 

 

22 

 
The Over-Sized Slipper 
  

Once the bell goes we gather our books and 
hurry upstairs to the Phase 6 landing so that we can 
make emergency repairs to Rosemary’s poor 
beleaguered bum.  

As usual when we have gently rolled down 
Rosie’s bumbags we are all deeply impressed by Suzy 
Scott’s handiwork. Once again she has applied each 
stroke one on top of the other producing a single 
super-weal.  

Rosemary groans as Deborah traces a balm 
covered finger along the long red line.  

“She beat me fucking bandy,” she complains.  
We are duly sympathetic and make the 

appropriate noises but we all know that Ms Scott does 
the same high quality work on every rear end that 
she is required to thrash. Rosemary has not been 
singled out for any special treatment.  

I go next door to my study to collect my gym 
kit. We are scheduled to spend the next hour and ten 
minutes in the Wellness Center.  
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As part of the renovations to the compound 
that Mr Humphries somehow managed to find a 
budget for, the old gymnasium has been upgraded to 
a multi-purpose physical recreation facility. He has 
put in some modern equipment in an air-conditioned 
extension and has even added a sauna and hot-tub.  

The main part of the gymnasium is equipped 
with more conventional wall-mounted climbing 
frames, vaulting horses and boxes, training beams, 
and the usual array of floor-mats, medicine balls, 
hoops and juggling clubs.  

Jane Lummell is the Dame in charge of 
Physical Education. Jane also manages the stables 
and the riding program. She is an all-round good 
thing and a general dote.  

Jane is extremely minx-friendly and one of the 
leading lights of the Liberal Left of the Brass. 
However, she is a no-nonsense jolly-hockey sticks 
type of cove and has zero-tolerance for things that 
she considers important that include slacking or tardy 
time-keeping. She runs a very tight ship that she 
maintains with the assistance of her customized over-
sized slipper.  

Actually this contraption she has designed is a 
plimsoll or at least it was once upon a time.  

As you may know plimsolls have been in 
common use for corporal punishment ever since the 
line was first introduced by the Liverpool Rubber 
Company in the 1830’s.  

Jane once told me that they had been the 
popular weapon of the gym-teacher at the school she 
had first been employed. Traditionally miscreants 
were sent down to the gymnasium to be slippered by 
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either the gym master or mistress. When her male 
counter-part witnessed her slippering a girl with one 
of her own petite plimsolls he took her to one side 
and introduced her to his own weapon of choice, the 
customized over-sized slipper. According to Jane she 
was an instant convert.  

The shoe no longer serves its original function 
as footwear. The canvas upper had been sliced off 
leaving just the rubber sole, which has been attached 
to wooden handle to allow more control and 
guarantees that the maximum amount of sting and 
smart is imparted upon contact with a tightly 
stretched pair of nylon gym-shorts. The original shoe 
that she has attached to the handle was once a men’s 
size thirteen plimsoll.  

Jane is pretty judicial about her use of this 
bad-boy but when she does choose to slipper you it is 
a quiet awe-inspiring experience.  

As I say Jane Lummell is a no-nonsense type 
and if she feels that you need slippering she merely 
informs you that, “Miss Heyworth, I am going to need 
you to lower the beam”.  

It is a rather effective technique, I can’t tell 
you how tummy-churning it is to set the pegs into the 
wall frame and then use the rope mechanisms to 
slowly bring the wooden training beam down from its 
ceiling storage area. Talk about having to set up your 
own proverbial scaffold!  

Then you are required, of course to bend over 
this apparatus. Ms Lummell is particular about the 
height that the beam is set and we all know the form. 
She likes us positioned in what is known amongst the 
Woody Wags as the ‘Full Hangover’. What this means 
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is that when we bend over we must be up on the 
balls of our feet and that our hands must not be able 
to reach the floor on the far side. This offers us the 
full perspective of the term ‘over and up’.  

The physical experience of being spanked with 
this peculiar contraption is equally awe-inspiring, not 
only does the plimsoll sting indescribably but the 
sound it makes upon contact is almost overwhelming. 
The deafening explosion in your ears as the pain 
implodes in your poor defenseless bum is real quite 
dizzying.  

I think that Nixdown encapsulated this 
experience best when she once wryly observed that 
she hardly thought that it was sporting to use a size 
thirteen plimsoll on a size one bum.  

We change quickly, pulling on singlets, shorts 
and leg-warmers before hurrying into the gym. We 
roll-out our exercise mats and begin to do our warm-
up routines. There are only twelve gals in each phase 
of the Extreme Social Rehabilitation Program so Jane 
has plenty of time to come around and discuss our 
individual routines that she has custom-designed.  

Jane and I are tight as we have known each 
other for years on the equestrian circuits. I generally 
try to avoid getting into positions where she is forced 
to make me go over and up so I will probably have to 
wait until later in the day to continue my pursuit of 
whops. 

 



 

 

23 

 
Time for Some Hot One’s 
  

The session in the gymnasium is somewhat 
uneventful in the minxing and whops department. At 
three forty five the buzzer sounds and indicates the 
end of the day’s formal educational curriculum and 
herald’s in the start of the weekend.  

Nix and I decide to just have a quick rinse-off 
shower as we are going to take our horses 
Archimedes and Confucius out for a short canter 
around the copse on the perimeter of the compound.  

We are cutting across the quadrangle when we 
happen upon Holler James. Now you may remember 
that a few hours ago I witnessed Holler making a 
complete muff of herself while she was taking a trip 
across Jane Lummell’s knee for a dose of the riding 
crop.  

Despite several hours having elapsed since she 
was thrashed Holler is still looking a complete mess. 
Her eyes are bright red, her nose is shiny and her hair 
looks as if it hasn’t seen a brush or comb in days. I 
can’t resist the temptation to josh her a little.  
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“Heyho Holler,” I greet her, “how are you 
bumbags off for stripes?”  

Nixdown chuckles. We are about to continue 
on our way when Holler reaches into her blazer 
pocket and snatches out a red card and thrusts it in 
my face.  

“Step up, Heyworth,” she snaps, “Step up to 
the library, I’ll send the duty monitor up to beat you 
shortly.”  

I must admit that I am taken aback by this 
rather hostile response to such innocuous banter. I 
am considering making a protest but before I can get 
the words out Nixdown is all over Holler like badly cut 
clobber.  

Nixdown is a belligerent cove by nature and 
has no qualms about speaking her mind. When Nixxy 
runs her mouth she has a tendency towards cussing 
up a storm. Members of the Elite are generally not 
well-disposed towards being cussed out and Nix does 
not do the cause much good when she starts 
prodding Holler in the chest to punctuate her foul-
mouthed observations.  

Despite being considerably larger than Nix 
Holler looks terrified. She takes several steps back as 
Nix continues to prod her. She waves her card at 
Nixdown.  

“You too, Nixon,” she says lamely, “Step up, 
step up to the library this instant!”  

Nixdown responds by hacking the prefect in 
the shin. Holler lets out a terrible squeal and bursts 
into tears.  

“Oh good grief,” I mutter.  
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Holler is rubbing her shin bone with one hand 
and waving her card around with the other.  

“Step up I tell you,” she snivels, “Step up this 
instant. I should have you both publicly flogged.”  

I can see that Nix is contemplating popping 
Holler on the snooter. I grab her arm. “Come on Nix,” 
I tell her, “it’s only whops.”  

Nixdown is not easily calmed in these kinds of 
situations and promptly hacks Holler in the other shin. 
I tug on her arm and manage to pull her away. Holler 
is now blubbing like a baby and hopping about like an 
insane person. Nixdown gives her the evil eye but I 
somehow manage to restrain her from succumbing to 
further temptation and drag her away.  

Nixdown is fuming. I am not sure that I fully 
understand all of the dark hexes she is muttering but 
as best as I can tell Holler’s horoscope is looking 
rather bleak.  

“Look we can appeal if you want,” I tell her.  
Nixdown shoots me one of her looks but she 

does laugh, albeit half-heartedly. “Yeah, rock on Jojo, 
that’ll work.” she mutters.  

Well she does have a point. Probably, if I was 
the appealing type, I could make a case that Holler 
over-reacted to my very witty observation. However, 
prefect prodding and shin-hacking is generally 
frowned upon and if we went before the appeal panel 
there is significant likelihood that Nixdown would end 
up on the stage, head down, arse up across a 
vaulting horse being publicly flogged.  

I tuck my arm into Nixdown’s and guide her 
back towards the main building. Horse-riding is now 
temporarily on hold.  
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Nix continues to mutter her dark hexes but I 
can sense that her mood is lightening. I rather fancy 
that she is secretly savoring her shin-hacking exploits. 
She is a curious cove in many regards.  

The library is at the far end of the main 
building so we have to cut through a labyrinth of 
corridors and stairwells. I cannot recall how many 
times Nicola Jane and I have made this journey 
together.  

“You know that Claire is the duty monitor, 
don’t you?” I ask Nix.  

Nixdown rolls her eyes. “Then I guess we’re in 
for some hot ones,” she grunts as we enter the 
landing that leads to the library door.  



 

 

24 

 
Nose and Toes 
 

We take up position a few feet from the heavy 
oak door to the library. We both turn to face the 
wood-paneled wall and raise our arms and place our 
hands on top of our heads. We both lean forward and 
gently rest the tips of our noses against the panels 
and make sure that the toes of our shoes are 
touching the skirting board. At Woodys this is known 
as doing ‘Nose and Toes’.  

Before I arrived at Woodys, six years ago, I 
was barely familiar with this somewhat ignominious 
pose. During my complete educational career I was 
only ever sent to stand in the corner on one occasion 
and it was only for a brief time-out. However since 
starting my sentence I have spent so many hours in 
this position that it has become second nature.  

Of course at Woodys the subject of nose and 
toes is a common topic of conversation. There is no 
question that the requirement to assume this position 
is purposefully designed to increase the tension while 
you are waiting to be caned.  
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Lisa Sutton, who is our resident Math whizz 
and a statistics junkie, once calculated that a gal who 
ranks amongst the top ten of the Hall of Shame will 
spend almost a complete week of their lives 
performing nose and toes.  

Many gals say that once they are assumed the 
pose that they can do nothing but ruminate upon the 
impending unpleasantness that is due to occur in 
their bumbags and I can understand that. However, I 
am a woman with important affairs on her mind so 
will use the time fruitfully and contemplate the 
rehearsal schedule for the West Side Story production 
that I am staging.  

Although, between you and I and the gate-
post, it does momentarily occur to me that it is a 
shame that Holler is such a complete muff and does 
not feel capable of beating us herself and has ceded 
the task to Claire.  

When she was first promoted to the Elite Holler 
did try and prosecute her duties personally. She 
caned me twice earlier in the year and the results 
were pathetic. Some gals are naturals with a cane 
and some gals aren’t. Holler falls firmly into the latter 
category. I once watched her beating Nixdown and 
had the opportunity to study her style and technique. 
She sets up well enough but halfway through her 
execution she loses her nerve and pulls the stroke. 
Totally ineffective. She might as well use a stick of 
celery.  

Claire on the other hand is an artiste, but I 
choose not to dwell on this as I have more important 
matters on my mind.  



A Life in the Day of Jojo Heyworth 
 

 

It is probably twenty minutes before I hear the 
click of heels of Claire approaching. For the first time 
Nix and I turn our heads and exchange glances. I 
wink at her and she smiles and then we return our 
noses to the wood panels.  

“Follow me,” says Claire and swings open the 
door to the library. She strides purposefully ahead, 
the ashplant tucked under her left arm.  

Claire is dressed in a red and black striped 
blazer and a navy blue gymslip as a result of her 
needing a beating earlier in the day. The protocols 
dictate that if a prefect is whopped she will be 
required to spend the subsequent seven days back 
dressed in full clobber. Claire has already established 
the record as the most caned prefect in the unit’s 
history and has spent the majority of her time in the 
Elite back in clobber.  

We follow her across the newly renovated 
learning center where there are high-speed 
computers with access to every research library on 
the net. Mr Humphries had put in large dormer 
windows and it is light and airy with sweeping views 
of the Sussex Downs.  

We approach a second door and Claire swings 
it open. The back room is a stark contrast to the 
learning center. It is kept rather dimly lit, just a few 
candles and a roaring fire. I think it is supposed to be 
funereal which I suppose is appropriate.  

Without needing instruction Nix and I stride 
down the wooden floor and take up position beside 
the fireplace. We turn to face Claire and raise our 
arms and return our hands to the top of our heads.  
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Claire places her ashplant on a convenient side 
table.  

“Miss Heyworth, do you wish to lodge an 
appeal?” she asks.  

I shake my head.  
“Miss Nixon?”  
Nix just grunts.  
“Then we shall proceed,” says Claire.  
We have all known each other for years but we 

all know the form. This is nothing to do with 
friendship, this is Woody business and we each have 
a role to play.  

Claire unfastens the top button of her blazer 
and shrugs it off. She folds it neatly and places it on a 
side-table. Claire is unusual, she is the only prefect 
who does not unfasten her collar and cuffs before 
delivering a thrashing. She picks up the ashplant and 
points it at me.  

“Miss Heyworth I am going to need you to 
remove your blazer and turnaround and bend over 
and touch your toes.”  

“Yes Ma’am,” I tell her.  
I take off my blazer and hang it up on a coat 

hook. I catch Nixdown’s eye. She raises her eyebrows 
and rolls her eyes. I approach the fireplace and 
turnaround. I bend forward at the waist with my legs 
together and reach down and place my fingers on the 
tips of my shoes.  

Momentarily Claire approaches and slowly 
turns back the hem of my skirt. I can feel her folding 
it neatly. She then turns back the tail of my blouse. I 
have been caned over two hundred times since being 
sentenced to seven years at the unit, but I have to 
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confess that no matter how whop-hardened I become 
I still feel a slight increase in my heart beat and a 
certain dryness in my mouth when my arse is higher 
than my head and I am waiting to be caned. 



 

 

25 

 
The Ashplant 
 

I feel Claire tapping the cane down against my 
straining bumbags. It is a ritual. One, twice, thrice, an 
ominous whistle as the cane cuts through the air, and 
then, of course, the ear-drum piercing implosion that 
announces the discharge of mischief and mayhem 
inside your bumbags.  

On the first day of every year the women who 
have started the last year of their sentences are taken 
to the gymnasium to participate in a ritual ceremony 
known as being ‘Thrashed into the Elite’. One by one 
the twelve women take it in turns to bend over a 
training beam for a twelve stroke bare bender. The 
twelfth stroke is known as the ‘Final Kiss’ as 
theoretically once they are ensconced in the Elite they 
are relatively immune from feeling the kiss of the 
cane.  

This is baloney of course, as Debs points out in 
her magnum opus ‘Waiting to be Caned, a History of 
Woodys’ numerous Woody gals were caned during 
their Elite year, long before the once prestigious 
boarding school was transformed into a government 
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correctional institution. According to Debs research, 
luminaries such as Ms Lawton, Patty Hodge, and both 
Claire and Deborah’s own Ma's were thrashed 
regularly during their Elite years.  

Nonetheless Woodys is fond of rituals and after 
the new members of the Elite have been soundly 
thrashed they are issued with their swanky new 
clobber and half a dozen ashplants.  

They are required to carry these whippy sticks 
around with them, tucked under their left arms, at all 
times when they are out and about on campus.  

Apparently, according to Debs research, the 
O’Hara family in Dublin has been supplying ashplants 
to the Woody School, and now to the Unit, for over 
one hundred and fifty years. These canes are saplings 
from the mountain ash that have been specially 
seasoned in a chimney and they come with the 
assurance that they were one hundred percent pre-
tested for weight, balance and suppleness. Deborah 
was unable to locate the names of the participants in 
the quality trials in the associated literature.  

Although the ashplants are lighter and less 
punishing than the number one canes wielded by the 
Brass or the senior canes used by the principal when 
applied correctly the ashplants can be very effective.  

The first crack of the ash across my bumbags 
was extremely effective. In fact it nearly raised my 
heels out of my shoes.  

Touching your toes can be a trying business at 
the best of times but is never helped when you have 
a whippy stick slashing across your bumbags. I grit 
my teeth and stare into the fireplace.  
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This whole burning fire business is a mystery 
to me. Although they keep this room purposefully 
cold and forbidding it’s not like we are not going to 
get warmed up soon enough.  

Instinctively I find myself counting back from 
twenty. I have been caned by Claire before and I 
know her style. If she is thrashing us when we are 
bending over our beds she leaves the traditional thirty 
seconds between strokes but she knows better than 
most how hard it is to maintain the toe touching 
position so she reduces the wait time. Eighteen, 
nineteen, twenty. Right on the money!  

Sheesh this gal whops hard. Two down, four to 
go.  

Over the past five years I have been caned by 
dozens of prefects (remember the Elite were only 
allowed to dust us during our initiation year). I have 
been caned by some of the greats; Liz Lancelot, April 
Turner, both of the Amazonian Rastafarian Butcher 
Twins, and on several occasions by the gal we all 
thought would prove to be the unsurpassed hottest of 
the hot, our dear chum, Melanie White. But it has to 
be said that slender, feline Claire Brooks takes the 
biscuit when it comes to dishing out whops.  

The third swipe is another cracker. I try to 
console myself that it is only whops and that within 
the next sixty seconds I shall have progressed 
inexorably forward to my goal of regaining my title as 
the most whopped gal in a single year. As a fourth 
sizzler ricochets around my central nervous system I 
am having difficulty in enjoying this consolation as I 
am seeing stars.  
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Exactly twenty seconds later the whippy 
sapling makes its fifth excursion across the sweet 
spot of my poor beleaguered bum. I brace myself, 
trying to absorb the pain and prepare myself for the 
lethal closer.  

Jiminy Cricket! Even when you are fully braced 
and think that you are deep into the zone a really 
efficiently delivered closer can have a teeth-
chattering, nerve jangling effect. I stare into the fire. 
My nerve endings are tingling most disagreeably from 
head to toe, it could make a lesser gal feel quite 
bilious.  

Claire does not leave me bent over for the 
customary sixty seconds, she turns down my skirt and 
tells me that I can rise and retrieve my blazer in my 
own time. I do not need any second bidding and 
quickly straighten up.  

As I retrieve my blazer Nix takes her hands off 
her head. She is looking totally impassive and poker-
faced. She removes her blazer and hangs it up. 
Without further instruction she steps up before the 
fireplace and very gracefully bends over and touches 
her toes.  

I know the form so I raise my arms and put 
my hands on my head. I catch Claire’s eye and she 
does her best to look dispassionate.  



 

 

26 

 
Watching a Chum get Caned 
 

Over the years I have watched Nixdown get 
caned more times than I could count on half a dozen 
sets of fingers and toes. She is tough, and I know she 
can take whatever is dished out, under different 
circumstances she would probably revel in what she 
mysteriously calls the agony and the ecstasy, but I 
still don’t like it.  

I know, I know that the cane won’t break her. 
Ms Lawton is right when she says that “women are 
born broad of beam and perfectly designed to absorb 
six of the best” but I still hate watching my chum 
getting whopped except when she is having fun.  

My bum is throbbing like a police beacon and 
in some ways it is good that I have to keep my hands 
on my head. At least I can resist the temptation to 
make the ultimate faux pas of publicly rubbing.  

Claire steps in and after completing the rituals 
she slices the cane across Nixdown’s bumbags. When 
you are bent over and it is your bum turned up to be 
whopped the sound of the cane implodes in your 
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brain, when you are an observer it explodes in your 
ear-drums as it echoes around the room.  

As usual I wonder whether I should just close 
my eyes and not watch but that is impossible.  

Claire is tight-lipped and concentrating. Nix is 
frozen into her stooped pose like a statue. Claire’s 
arm retracts and then the cane whistles down. The 
sound of impact of ashplant on gossamer resounds 
around the austere room.  

I suppose I should be used to it and have built 
up some immunity but I still hate seeing my chums 
getting whopped.  

Claire is in full flow, just doing her job, and 
Nix, of course, is doing her part by putting it up and 
keeping it up.  

 
It has to be said that Claire is a fine figure of a 

woman. She is long and lithe and feline and she 
moves with a remarkable elegance. She has lush, 
shoulder-length brown hair and large oval eyes that 
match the color of her hair. She is always 
immaculately turned out; the creases in the sleeves of 
her crisp white blouse look like you would cut your 
finger if you touched them. 

She looks incredibly poised and almost 
patrician. Some folks like that fool muff Holler do not 
look like they have any business brandishing a cane, 
Claire on the other hand looks like she was born for 
the job. She is whopping Nixdown extremely hard. 
Despite my dislike for seeing poor Nix catching it hot I 
am duly impressed.  

 



109 
 

 

 

They are five-in and I watch Claire resetting 
her stance as she moves in for the closer. I purse my 
lips and mentally wish Nix the best of luck.  

Of course Claire closes with a corker. I watch 
Nix’s whole body strain as she tries to retain the 
almost impossible toe-touching position.  

We are finished bar the formal post-processing 
in our Punishment Record Books. Claire looks visibly 
drained but she perks up a little when we both give 
her a hug and thank her for doing good work.  

In many strata’s of society it may seem a little 
queer to be thanking a gal who has just done her 
best to cut your bumbags to tatters but in the world 
that we have been dispatched to exist in Claire’s 
consummate accuracy and artistry is greatly 
appreciated. She has landed every stroke in our 
sweet spots so we shall suffer no untoward effects. 
So we’ll have sore bums for a while, but what the hell 
we’re the sore bum types of gals.  

“Are you coming to the dinner tonight?” Nix 
asks Claire.  

“If I’m still invited,” Claire responds a little 
tightly.  

“Don’t be a silly,” chuckles Nix. “You were just 
doing your job.”  

I swear that she has a slightly lascivious gleam 
in her eye. Sometimes I think that my best chum is 
certifiably barking.  

The problem with being whopped in the middle 
of the afternoon is that it can mess up a gal’s whole 
schedule.  

As I mentioned before we had planned on 
taking Archimedes for a slow canter to see how his 
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leg held up, but the idea of plonking my throbbing 
bum in a saddle is not as attractive right now. Nix 
suggests that we go up to the landing for a quick 
scoop and a fag.  

“I’ll take care of you,” she assures me, “but 
you know what I’ve really got quite a nice sizzle going 
on.”  

Barking! Absolutely barking!  
 
I settle in across Nixdown’s lap, resting my 

elbows on the couch cushions and sipping a much 
needed martini, extra dry with three olives. Nix is 
pretty nifty at conjuring up such concoctions. She 
traces a finger loaded with balm along one of my 
stripes.  

“Whoa sitting down at dinner is going to be 
painful,” she giggles. “That gal whops hard. By the 
way what are you wearing tonight? Full clobber or 
semi-clobber?”  

That’s my Nixdown, no matter what the 
situation and no matter how dire the circumstances 
it’s all about the clobber.  
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The Manifesto of Mega-Minxdom 
 

Over the past six years I have become 
accustomed to going about my business sporting 
steamy bumbags. Pain management is critical when 
you are a Woody gal and especially when you are the 
reigning All-Time Big BUTT.  

Rising to the giddy heights on the Bottoms Up 
Table of Troublemakers has been a painful business 
but upon reflection I believe it has been worth it. 
Perhaps it would have been more prudent to just 
succumb to the austere social rehabilitation program 
designed by the Dark Agents of the System, but what 
would have been the fun in that?  

When I started my sentence the ‘grubby’s 
should be seen and not heard’ protocols were still 
strictly imposed. A more senior member of the 
community spotted gabbing with a Little Brat risked 
six hot ones across the bumbags up in the library. 
Even the women we had known from the Ladette 
party scene gave us a wide-berth.  

Of course Nixdown and I knew Cat Cassidy 
from the many raves that she attended. She was the 
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poster child of Extreme Ladetting and her gypsy-like 
features had adorned the celebrity pages of every 
skank-rag and gossip-mag in the world.  

Crazy Cat, cool as a long drink of bottled water 
and the spokesperson of the jeunesse dorée. When 
she was arrested Nix and I attended several of the 
‘Free Cat’ rallies, apparently accelerating our own 
arrests.  

We had not been at the facility long when I 
was surprised to find a neatly typed and bound 
document secreted beneath my pillow in the dorm we 
slept in. The covering page merely held a title, ‘The 
Manifesto of Mega-Minxdom’, the name of the author 
was not mentioned.  

I risked a damn good spanking by reading it by 
torch-light under the duvet that night. It was riveting 
reading. The following morning I shared my treasure 
with Nixdown, Debs and Rosemary. They were 
equally entranced by the subversive and anarchic 
treatise.  

Later that day I was cutting across the quad 
when Cathryn Cassidy passed me by.  

“Are you in?” she said out of the corner of her 
mouth, without breaking stride.  

I nodded. “We’re in,” I muttered equally 
secretively. She winked and stretched her long legs as 
she proceeded about her business.  

We had been officially recruited.  
We were already being spanked pretty 

frequently. Nix of course had the problem of acting as 
Katie Beck’s grubby and was getting dusted on an 
almost daily basis. Debs, Rosemary and I were mostly 
dusted in the lecture rooms. I had been the first 
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newbie to be spanked outside of the initiation training 
spankings we had received from our Personal Drapers 
during the first week of our sentences.  

Being laid out across the Wart’s knees for 
twelve hearty spanks in front of eleven women I 
barely knew was a rather alarming experience, the 
school I had attended had not practiced any form of 
physical punishment and Chez Heyworth had been a 
spank free zone.  

I often wonder what would have happened if it 
had been Debs who had received that first spanking. 
We were barely on nodding acquaintance at the time. 
Of course I knew of Debs Morton, who didn’t, sheesh 
I was one of the gazillions of viewers watching when 
she was arrested by the Dark Agents on the center 
court of Wimbledon. However, I knew nothing of her 
past experiences of corporal punishment.  

She seemed a remote figure but we did feel 
sorry for her. The press, especially the papers and 
gutter channels owned and managed by Melissa 
Forsham-Smythe were vilifying her as a national 
disgrace. She rarely spoke and generally kept herself 
to herself looking permanently lost in private thought.  

I think seeing me spanked rallied her. Knowing 
her as well as I know her now it was almost as if I 
had unwittingly honed in on her turf. Above all things 
Deborah is a competitor. She is actually not a very big 
gal and had no business returning the serves of the 
East European Amazons that she competed against. 
Go on the web and read the reviews of tennis 
matches where she was totally out-powered but from 
a position so far behind the baseline that she was 
almost in the crowd she relentlessly chased every ball 
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down. According to the record books she played in 
and won seven out of the ten longest women’s 
professional tennis matches in history.  

I think that she had just naturally assumed 
that she would take on the mantle of naughtiest gal 
in the unit and me getting spanked by the Wart was 
tantamount to stealing her thunder. She was not 
going to give up easily and our whop-for-whop 
struggle to mount the highest echelons of the Big 
BUTT has now gone on for over six years.  

I am also competitive in my own way and once 
I noticed Debs obviously going out of her way to be 
spanked I responded in kind. Now I have to say that I 
have no great love of being spanked but it has just 
been so much fun driving poor Debs nuts by 
constantly staying a few whops ahead of her it has all 
been worth it.  

Reading the manifesto of Mega-minxdom just 
encouraged us and we were all being spanked so 
frequently we acquired the nickname of the ‘Famous 
Four’.  

Debs was absolutely gob-smacked when I 
finally became the first Little Brat in history to be 
caned. Three strokes across the bumbags, bent over 
the chair in Ms Lawton’s study. I remember it well, I 
can still recall the first stroke landing and in a 
moment of lucidity thinking, “Yikes, I hope there’s not 
much more where that came from.”  

A fortnight later Debs was gloating when she 
was summoned up before the Beak and given a full 
six strokes. A week later I trumped her again when I 
went up for a full six-stroke bare bender. Poor Debs, 
always the bridesmaid and never the bride. 
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Enjoying the Sizzle 
 

I have to confess that despite my talent for 
pain management the six strokes from Claire’s cane 
are giving me considerable gyp. Sensibly I do not do 
anything silly like sitting down and I avail of 
Nixdown’s services to mix me another martini.  

Despite having been formally caned, which she 
dislikes intensely, Nicola Jane is in a cheery mood. I 
don’t think that being caned by a chum like Claire 
annoys her quite as much as being beaten by the 
Wart or Patty who she hates with a vengeance. If I 
was a betting gal I suspect that she is secretly 
enjoying the sizzle.  

Today is our great chum, Melanie White’s, 
thirtieth birthday and Mr Humphries has arranged a 
tribal outing.  

After mixing the drinks Nixdown starts laying 
out a selection of blouses, blazers and a variety of 
gymslips, skirts and pin-striped gaucho pants. Now, to 
the untrained eye, these garments would look 
identical but Nix can tell you (and she does) the exact 
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material, tailor and seamstress involved in supplying 
her custom-made clobber.  

I always take pride in my appearance and like 
to be neatly turned-out but I am not quite as 
obsessive as Nix. She will most likely be completely 
absorbed by her wardrobe selection until it is time for 
us to report for Callover.  

I drink a little of my drink then set it aside. I 
don’t want to be squiffy when I go over to Mr 
Humphries quarters. I tell Nix that I am going for a 
stroll and leave her to lovingly inspect her clobber.  

It is a pleasantly warm afternoon and the 
recreation area is crowded. There are groups of gals 
sitting around on the grass playing cards, chess and 
backgammon.  

I spot Claire up on the balcony of the main 
building, keeping watch for any excessive horseplay. I 
amble up the huge white steps and join her.  

“So how was it?” she asks.  
“Not too bad, middling warm. You’re losing 

your touch,” I tease her.  
She cuts me a look out of the corner of her 

eyes.  
I giggle. “Actually it was pretty hot. Probably a 

nine overall for technical merit and artistic quality, 
and maybe a nine point five for the heat factor for the 
closer,” I tell her.  

She looks relieved. Of course Claire is a 
princess of the highest order. She comes from the 
school of hard-whops and knows as much about such 
matters as anybody I’ve ever met. After all her Ma is 
the world’s most recognized advocate of corporal 
punishment and regularly appears on TV espousing 
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her view that “there is no problem that can’t be 
solved with a sore bottom”. Nonetheless, Claire is a 
member of the Elite and takes her duties very 
seriously. She first came to public attention by 
bending Debs over the end of her bed and giving her 
six on the silks. Deborah who knows a thing or two 
about whops predicted that Claire had the potential to 
be an all-time great with the ashplant. Claire takes 
pride in her work and has lived up to Deborah’s 
grandiose expectations. The idea of her craftwork 
being down-rated like some unstable European 
economy would be a serious case for concern for a 
senior and respected member of the Elite.  

We stand in silence for a few minutes, taking 
in the fresh air and enjoying the unseasonal sunshine.  

“Oh shit,” she mutters suddenly and pulls out 
her whistle and blows it.  

I stare down into the rec area just in time to 
see Reggie Bond beaning her twin sister, Ronnie, with 
a wooden backgammon board.  

Claire sets off down the steps, two at a time 
and is reaching into her blazer pocket for her red 
card.  

Several gals are doing their best to separate 
the squabbling sisters as they grab at each other’s 
hair and try to gouge each other with their 
fingernails.  

Claire races over to the melee. “Veronica and 
Regina Bond, Phase 4,” she yells waving her card. 
“Hands on your heads.”  

She pulls out her cell-phone. “Escort, I need an 
escort party in the recreation area and make it 
sharpish.”  



A Life in the Day of Jojo Heyworth 
 

 

The twins unwillingly raise their arms above 
their heads, but not before Reggie manages to give 
Ronnie a good hack in the shins.  

Claire gets between them, She shows them 
each the red card. “I’m afraid I’m going to have to 
beat the pair of you,” she says somewhat wearily.  

“Beat that be-yotch, she started it,” says 
Reggie.  

Ronnie glowers at her sister and tries to make 
a grab for her. Claire is a slender being but she is 
quite strong from years of hauling bales of hay and 
mucking out stables. She manages to restrain Ronnie.  

“Chill!” she barks quite authoritatively. “The 
last thing we need here is a flogging for scrapping. 
You’re both as bad as each other.”  

“She’s a be-yotch,” mutters Reggie. “She 
bosses me about all the time.”  

“You need bossing,” snarls Ronnie. “You can’t 
tie your shoelaces without my help.”  

“Oh good grief,” says Claire. “Where is the 
escort party?” she shouts into her phone.  

I watch as several prefects’ dash out from the 
Cloisters. I think I shall continue my stroll and see 
whether I can walk these stripes off.  

 
 
  



 

 

29 

 
Callover 
  

I wander about the compound aimlessly. 
Walking generally helps relieve the discomfort of 
having just received a damn good whopping. It 
doesn’t stop the throbbing but at least it keeps your 
bum muscles moving and stops the stripes from 
tightening up.  

I stop and chat with a few chums and amble 
over and pay a visit to my horse Archimedes. There is 
a work party cleaning the stables and feeding the 
horses. Archimedes is happily munching down on his 
nose bag so I continue about my business.  

I stop by the Great Hall where Julie Beckett is 
working on routine with the backing dancers for the 
forthcoming West Side story production.  

Julie used to be a famous ballerina before the 
Dark Agents of the System got their mitts on her. She 
is a curious cove in some respects. According to her 
chums, during lectures she is quiet, serious and 
studious. She wears square-framed horn-rimmed 
glasses and always has her hair pulled back in a tight 
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bun. She generally scores one of the top five annual 
grade-point averages amongst the whole unit.  

However, when lectures are over she literally 
lets her hair down and transforms into Ginger 
Beckett, hellion on wheels. She floats about the 
campus with her luscious mane of red hair flying in 
her wake causing mayhem and royally rubbishing the 
pre’s. What is it about us red-heads? According to the 
stats on the GalGab web-site only me and Debs have 
paid more visits to the library to be beaten by irate 
members of the Elite.  

Although, recently she has not been quite as 
high-profile in her mixing activities. She recognizes 
that she will probably not be able to rekindle her 
career so she has made some kind of a deal with Mr 
Humphries where she is allowed off campus most 
evenings where she is training to become a ballet 
teacher and works with under-privileged kids from the 
local town. She’s probably not getting caned so often 
more by virtue of the fact she isn’t around as much 
than any concerted effort at reform.  

As I’ve said earlier the Dark Agents have a lot 
to answer for with all the careers that they have 
ruined.  

Ginger is proving to be a fabulous 
choreographer. Jazz and tap are not really her forte 
but we found her a rather unlikely assistant. Mickey 
the Purveyor works for Stacks Monroe as a security 
manager. He is also going hot and heavy with the 
Bounder. Apparently somewhere along the way he 
performed with some kind of travelling dance troupe 
and is extremely nifty in a pair of tap-shoes. Between 
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them they have put together some really fantastic 
routines for the show.  

I watch idly as the dancers work through the 
America number, it is amazing what a talented group 
we have locked away behind the huge gates of the 
facility.  

I am surprised that neither Bernadette nor 
Lady Vix is on stage as they are playing Bernardo and 
Anita respectively. Ginger informs me that they are 
currently indisposed as the Bounder is upstairs 
waiting outside the library as she is due for a dangling 
from the Red-shirt for accumulating five black marks.  

Such is the way of the world we live in.  
I watch for a bit then amble back over to main 

building and go up to the Phase 6 landing. Nixdown, 
Debs and Rosemary are lounging about our study. 
Predictably they are gabbing about today’s whops.  

None of them seem any the worst for wear, 
but of course none of us would let the minor matter 
of steamy bumbags from enjoying a good night out 
on the town.  

At six-twenty the bell on the clock-tower 
chimes summoning us to the assembly hall for 
Callover. This is the last official ritual of the day 
before final lockdown. It is basically a roll-call to 
check that everybody is safely back on campus before 
the gates are locked.  

It is a relatively informal affair and a fair 
amount of gabbing is allowed. There are some minor 
restrictions of course, prodding, poking, pinching and 
nudging is frowned upon, and excessive horseplay will 
generally get you evicted. In the six years I have 
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been at the facility I have only ever been chucked out 
of Callover once.  

We take our seats in the back row and await 
the arrival of Lady Vix, the Duty Dame and the Grand 
Master.  

I grin to myself as I observe Ronnie and 
Reggie Bond enter the hall arm-in-arm. An hour ago 
they were at each other like wild-cats but having 
been upstairs for a beating they seem to have kissed 
and made up.  

The twins are a hoot. They are famous for 
their spats and are always getting into scraps with 
each other. Back in the day they had a retro-mod 
band that was quite successful. Ronnie was the lead 
singer and used to wear tonic and mohair suits, tab 
collared shirts with skinny black ties, and sported an 
outrageous bee-hive. Reggie played bass and their 
on-stage fights were legendary.  

They used to finish their act with a song called, 
‘Tear it all apart’. It was actually a love song but their 
fans seemed to take it as a clarion call to wreck the 
joints that they played. The Dark Agents charged the 
twins with Extreme Ladetting and had them fitted out 
for clobber.  

The Bounder hurries into the hall, a sullen, 
glower on her dusky face. The Bounder can be a surly 
cove at the best of times and her temper is never 
improved by being whapped on the bare bum with an 
oval-headed, wood-backed hairbrush. Not that I can 
blame her for that, not many of us particularly care 
for being whapped with an unforgiving hairbrush, 
especially when it is Lady Victoria who is doing the 
whapping. Except, of course, Nixdown who would 
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probably enjoy it quite a lot under the right 
circumstances.  

 



 

 

30 

 
A Tribal Outing 
  

The end of Friday evening Callover is a magical 
time for me as I am allowed to semi-officially take up 
residence in Mr Humphries quarters for the weekend.  

I’m not quite sure what the System would have 
to say about this but one of the significant victories at 
the Snobs and Rotters tribunal was that the unit 
would be dispensated from being audited by nosy 
government officials for the next two years.  

Mr Humphries lives in a rather quaint two 
storey cottage a short stroll from the main building. It 
has a large comfortable living room with a view 
across the Downs, a farmhouse-style kitchen, and an 
office area. Upstairs are two fairly large bedrooms 
with open fireplaces and beamed ceilings.  

He indulges me and has allowed me to make 
some small changes to his choices in interior 
decoration.  

He greets me with a cheerfully warm hug and 
a splendid smooch. I notice that there is a bottle of 
Moet Whitestar open in an ice-bucket. Without being 
asked he goes over and pours me a glass.  
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He chinks glasses, “Bottoms Up!” he says 
cheerily, “and I see that yours was recently. How was 
it?”  

I take a sip of my drink and put it aside. I 
unfasten the top button of my red and black striped 
blazer and shrug it off.  

“Well it was Claire dishing it out so it was 
pretty hot,” I tell him.  

“Well you shouldn’t go around rubbishing the 
pre’s,” he laughs.  

“Well actually I don’t really think there was any 
real rubbishing, I think Holler over-reacted,” I 
comment.  

“Then you should have appealed,” he grinned.  
I decide not to dwell on the details of Nixdown 

hacking Holler in the shins. “It was complicated,” is all 
I choose to say, “but I think Holler was just in a snit 
because Jane Lummell had put her over her knee.”  

“Jane told me about that when she delivered 
her report. Apparently Miss James did not take her 
spanking quietly,” chuckled the Grand Master.  

“You’re not kidding. I happened to be down in 
the stables while she was getting it, she was kicking 
up a helluva stink,” I respond. “I mean for gawd’s 
sake, she’s been at Woodys for seven years, she’s a 
member of the Elite, and she still howls and blubs in a 
way that would make any self-respecting Little Brat 
blush with shame.”  

I take my glass of bubbles and go upstairs to 
the master bedroom and hang my blazer in the 
wardrobe. I decide that I will take a shower and 
change before we go for the birthday dinner.  
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The study that I share with Nixdown is kind of 
serviceable but it is really nice to take a shower in a 
real bathroom in a real house.  

I keep some spare clobber at the cottage. 
Now, I don’t have trunk-loads of kit like Nix but I do 
have enough to make sure that I have a freshly dry-
cleaned blazer ready for when we are allowed out on 
a tribal outing.  

I put on a robe and tie my wet hair in a turban 
and pad back downstairs in search of more bubbly 
and Mr Humphries fashion advice.  

He is seated at his laptop doing Mr Humphries 
business, whatever that might be. I pour a glass of 
bubbles for myself and then go over and top him off.  

“What should I wear? Clobber, full clobber, or 
semi-clobber?” I ask him.  

“Whatever you feel comfortable in,” he says. 
He can be infuriating in this regard.  

“Thanks for the help,” I grumble.  
“You’re welcome,” he says and continues about 

his business.  
I decide to go for the semi-clobber look of 

white blouse and tie, black and chalk gaucho pants, 
red sash and of course my Woody blazer. I shall wear 
a pair of black sling-backs with a slight heel.  

Nixdown kind of invented this look when she 
was dressing up Debs for an interview with some 
tennis magazine.  

Somehow she got photographed by a 
paparazzi and the next day semi-clobber was all over 
the fashion magazines.  

It’s kind of weird that we have spent many 
years of our lives dressed in what is tantamount to 
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prison uniform and now after the Snobs and Rotters 
tribunal we are the Queens of the fashionista. It used 
to be that when we went into town we were very 
obviously inmates of the local Government 
Correctional Institute. Now half the residents are 
strutting their stuff in full Woody clobber and we can 
move around largely un-noticed. Funny old world!  

Mr Humphries calls upstairs and tells me that 
the transportation has arrived. I give my hair a last 
brush and clean my teeth quickly and hurry down.  

In the car park the gang is congregating and 
two gleaming white stretch limousines are waiting. 
Two liveried chauffeurs are handing out trays filled 
with glasses of chilled bubbles and plates of canapés.  

Nixdown, Penny Ann, Rosemary and Debs join 
Mr Humphries and I in one limo. The birthday gal 
Melons, Vix, Cat and Claire take the other. They are 
scheduled to pick up the Butcher Twins from their 
apartment in town. Mickey the Purveyor drives a 
black tinted windowed SUV in front of the two limos. 
Former Police Sergeant Ellen Millar brings up the rear 
in a similar vehicle. Once we are settled in and 
comfortable the convoy glides slowly down the oak-
lined driveway towards the huge gates of the 
compound. The tribal outing is underway.  



 

 

31 

 
Monets 

  
Monets is the Woody Gang restaurant of 

choice. The proprietor and chef is a gentleman named 
Oliver who just happens to be romancing our very 
own Miss Cassie Cassy.  

The limousines pull up at a side-door that 
Oliver kindly gives us access too. Since the Tribunal 
we have been plagued with problems with the 
paparazzi and if they have got the sniff of a Woody 
Tribal Outing they will be all over the front door.  

Mickey and Ellen get out of the SUV’s and 
check out the entrance before opening the doors to 
the limos and politely helping us to disembark.  

The main dining room of Monets is a wonderful 
art nouveau affair with huge murals in the style of 
Aubrey Beardsley on the walls. They are knock-offs of 
course, but indistinguishable from the originals. For 
legal reasons I am not at liberty to share with you the 
provenance of such master (mistress)-pieces.  

The room is already choc-a-bloc. Our arrival 
causes the usual stir. Several young bucks stand up 
and applaud as we make our entrance. One of them 
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gets his face-slapped for his troubles; presumably his 
date thought that he was being over-zealous in his 
welcome.  

What is quite astonishing is that amongst the 
female patrons at least fifty per-cent are attired in 
some form of Woody Clobber. The press talks about 
the ‘Whops and Clobber zeitgeist’, well it is alive and 
well in Monets tonight.  

Monets is a celebrity hang-out and Oliver 
imposes a strict no photography policy and any 
requests for autographs are directed through the 
capable and discrete hands of Serge, the maître d’. 
Now Serge is about as Russian as I am but he is a 
former character actor and has a rather bizarre sense 
of humor.  

If he does not like the look of someone seeking 
a reservation he will inform them in stilted English 
that the restaurant only caters for Russian-speaking 
patrons and curtly tells them to return when they 
have learned a few key phrases.  

Serge escorts us through the crowded dining 
room to the VIP bar area. A heavy velvet drape 
secretes us from the main room and will allow us to 
celebrate Melanie’s thirtieth birthday in peace.  

A table has been beautifully set for twelve with 
little name-tags showing the seating arrangements. 
Mr Humphries sits at the head of the table and the 
birthday gal sits at the opposite end. As usual I sit to 
the Grand Masters right with Nixdown opposite me.  

The Butcher Twins are escorted into the VIP 
area and we all rush to hug them. Patsy and Lindsey 
are Old Gals and doing their probation year off-
campus while they train as sports physiotherapists. 
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However, they can regularly be found at the facility 
and are always on the guest-list for major Woody 
events.  

Bernadette sits at a separate table with Mickey 
the Purveyor. She is invited to sit at the main table 
but prefers to canoodle with her beau. She is looking 
positively radiant. A little while ago I observed her at 
Callover with a sullen glower on her puss. This was of 
course the result of a recent trip she had taken over 
Lady Victoria’s knee so that her bare bottom could be 
given a thorough work-over with the back of a 
wooden hairbrush.  

Bernadette is a stunning specimen of 
womanhood. She is Sri-Lankan and has thick black 
hair, dark eyes and exotically dusky skin. Her 
predilection for scowling sometimes disguises her 
natural beauty but when she is with Mickey her 
glittering smile can light up a room.  

Cassie Cassy appears from the kitchen. She is 
dressed in an electric pink chef’s blouson, cargo pants 
with a Tabasco sauce motif, and her mane of blonde 
hair is piled up under a black beanie.  

She stands behind Cat with her arms draped 
around her sister’s shoulder. To see Cathryn and 
Cassandra side by side it is hard to reconcile them as 
sisters until you meet their parents.  

Cathryn inherited the dark good looks of her 
unreasonably handsome father Christopher. Cassie 
takes on the blonde haired, blue-eyed beauty of her 
mother Caroline.  

Christopher and Caroline are greatly-loved by 
us Woody gals. They are generous patrons of the 
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unit, making huge donations for new facilities and 
equipment.  

I got to know Caroline during the ‘Free Cat’ 
campaigning days. Caroline is a celebrity in her own 
right, she used to be the highest paid model in the 
World before she retired to concentrate on bringing 
up her two wonderful daughters. She is very, very 
cool. Cathryn refers to her as the ‘Original Ladette’, 
and the Cassidy’s hold a unique record. All three of 
them, Caroline included, appear in the Ministry of 
Educations records of the top ten most caned sudents 
in history.  

Caroline uses her celebrity leverage to go on 
television and make impassioned anti-System 
speeches and demanding an investigation in the legal 
legitimacy of the Back to School Unit’s.  

As I say she is a very cool lady and my favorite 
story about her is that one day, while Cat was at 
boarding school, Caroline learned that her daughter 
had been thrashed by Patty Hodge on very dodgy 
grounds. Caroline jumped into her car and drove over 
to the school. She burst into a classroom where Patty 
was holding forth and promptly hacked the startled 
teacher in the shins.  

When Patty tried to explain that Cat had been 
caned for calling her a be-yotch Caroline replied, “of 
course she called you a be-yotch Patty, because you 
are a be-yotch, always have been and always will be,” 
and promptly hacked Patty in the other shin before 
taking her leave.  

I like that story.  



 

 

32 

 
A Spanking for the Bounder 
  

Our waitress brings out platters piled high with 
Arcachon Bay oysters that Oliver has had flown in 
fresh from Bordeaux by private plane especially for 
Melanie’s birthday bash. They are served on the half-
shell over ice with just lemon, Tabasco, horse-radish 
and ground black pepper to embellish their delightful 
taste.  

Several bottles of 2000 Dom Perignon have 
been brought to the table and the crisp bubbles make 
the ideal accompaniment to the mouth-watering 
oysters.  

The private bar-area is quickly filled with the 
sound of animated conversation and rich guffaws as 
we josh each other back and forth.  

What a bunch we make. At the main table five 
of us have been caned today, and across the room 
Bernadette, who is looking equally animated, has 
been spanked with a hairbrush. Three of the guests 
have been involved in delivering the canings and 
spanking. The Grand Master caned Debs earlier this 
morning after she was booted out of assembly. Claire 
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caned Nixdown and me up in the library, and of 
course Lady Vix was responsible for dangling the 
Bounder. Claire has had an interesting day, aside 
from caning me and Nix she also took a trip across a 
front-desk so that she could have her bumbags cut to 
tatters with one of Patty Hodge’s lethal wye-tipped 
canes.  

Of course these whops are a major topic of 
conversation and we tease each other over who got 
whopped the hardest. Debs gloats that the award 
should go to her as she had been whopped twice 
today, following up her bare bender in the Grand 
Masters study with a swishing from Stephanie Powell. 
It’s hard to disagree with her logic but we still tease 
her that we were whopped harder.  

Mr Humphries sit quietly, watching us with an 
indulgent smile on his face. He does not seem at all 
perturbed by being the host to a party made up of 
eleven twenty-something-year old women or by the 
boastful tales of our shenanigans. He just sips his 
champagne and confers with Oliver and the 
sommelier.  

It is almost six months since we began our 
relationship and I still know frustratingly little about 
him or his past.  

He appeared unannounced from nowhere 
when Ms Lawton unexpectedly retired. I have asked 
him whether he has any educational experience and 
he just shrugs and says that he has trained people. 
He appears to be very close to members of the 
government and seems to know Lord Brompton quite 
well. When I ask him about His Lordship and whether 
he knew Lady Vix when she was a child he just said it 
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wasn’t that kind of a relationship and merely says that 
they were ‘liberals’, whatever that means. This is the 
man I shall marry in one year and three month’s time 
when I am a free woman again. I have asked him 
whether he will ever tell me and he just smiles that 
enigmatic smile and changes the subject. It is very 
frustrating.  

Cassie Cassy is regaling us with a description 
of the entrée she has prepared when the jocund 
atmosphere at the table is suddenly disturbed by 
activity across the bar.  

“Mickey!!! Whatyadoin’?” the Bounder is 
wailing, “Not here ya lunatic. Lemme go!”  

Mickey the Purveyor has Bernadette securely 
by the wrist and is marching her purposefully across 
the bar area in the direction of a leather chesterfield 
couch.  

Around the main table we exchange glances. 
For a Woody gal there is no mistaking Mickey’s 
intentions.  

“Holy shit,” mutters Nixdown in my ear.  
I nod sagely.  
Now of course this kind of activity would not 

raise a single eyebrow if we were back at the unit but 
even by Woody standards this looks like it is going to 
turn into a curious affair.  

Bernadette is a stout-hearted gal by any 
standards but she is looking slightly stunned as 
Mickey plonks himself down on the couch and with a 
firm tug on Bernadette’s wrist dumps her face down 
across his lap.  

“Mickey!!!” she groans, “Can’t we do this 
later?”  
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The Bounder enjoys a reputation for 
belligerence and cynicism that makes even Nixdown 
seem like a liberal, however she actually sounds 
rather plaintive as she tries to negotiate with her 
lover from her upside down pose.  

“Mickey, this ain’t funny,” she squeals as 
Mickey flips back her skirt, “Stoppit I tell you.”  

“Holy shit,” she squeals again as Mickey lands 
one of his oversized mitts squarely on her right 
buttock. “That fucking hurt!”  

“It was supposed to hurt,” grunts Mickey and 
he goes on about his business, which happens to be 
the business of giving Bernadette a damn good 
spanking.  

Aside from his unexpected talents as a song 
and dance man Mickey earns a crust as an enforcer 
and in keeping with this line of work is a rather well-
honed type of cove. He has enormous hands which I 
suspect come in handy when you are in the neck-
wringing business and are also useful accouterments 
when it comes time to spank your girlfriend.  

It had to be said that Bernadette has an 
admirably pert and rounded bottom. Although she is 
notoriously disdainful of anything as mundane as 
working out she is a natural sportswoman. When she 
can be bothered she even knocks tennis balls around 
with Debs and occasionally takes a game or two off 
her. She can run like the wind and learned to ride on 
the white sands of Gobi outside her father’s palatial 
resort home and could be a champion equestrian if 
she was so inclined. She is naturally muscular and 
sinewy, but quite small framed. I can’t help thinking 
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that a pair of size ten mitts pounding down on her 
size one arse is not exactly a fair contest. Oh well!  
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An Unwritten Protocol 

 
 
Although the heavy velvet curtain probably 

acts as something of a sound barrier I suspect that 
the guests in the main dining room are exchanging 
glances at the muffled sounds emanating from the 
VIP area.  

Mickey is warming to his work and is dusting 
Bernadette’s bumbags with considerable vigor. The 
Bounder continues to protest loudly and the wild 
manner in which her legs are kicking leaves me in no 
doubt that Mickey’s huge hands are causing her 
considerable gyp. Bearing in mind that it just a few 
hours since she was last spanked with a wood-backed 
hairbrush one can only imagine that things are 
getting more than a little hot and sweaty inside the 
Bounders bumbags.  

Former Police Sergeant Ellen Millar is perched 
up on a bar-stool. She watches this little drama with a 
slight smile on her face. Ellen has recently moved into 
the compound as our resident head of security. She is 
a real sweetie and fits in just fine.  
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Ellen was a highly decorated officer; she was 
the youngest female to achieve the rank of Sergeant 
and had a glittering career ahead of her. However she 
somehow fell in with bad company and the wheels 
began to fall off the wagon.  

She accumulated several disciplinary black 
marks on her record for drinking on duty and tardy 
timekeeping. She was on the brink of being demoted 
when her superior officer decided to seek an 
alternative remedy.  

By coincidence members of the local Plod were 
scheduled to visit the compound on unrelated 
business. Cat had been busted for possession of a 
few sticks of weed and a small quantity of whizz. To 
avoid her having to go before a hearing of the Dark 
Agents of the System Mr Humphries brokered a deal 
whereby she would submit to a spanking from Plod.  

On the night of this rather unusual affair Ellen 
Millar was also escorted to the compound where at 
the request of her superior officer she would have her 
bottom warmed in lieu of making an appearance 
before Internal Affairs.  

Ellen took a trip over Lady Victoria’s knee for a 
twenty-four crack double dangling. It has to be said 
that she put it up and kept it up like a true Woody 
trouper and instantly won a place in our hearts.  

She also won a place in the heart of 
Bernadette’s godfather, Stacks Monroe. This affair of 
the heart caused certain difficulties. Apparently the 
authorities are rather sniffy over members of the 
constabulary philandering with one of the Smoke’s 
most notorious gangsters. It was agreed by all 
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involved that she would make a career change and 
take over at the compound.  

It transpires that Ellen Millar had something of 
a history as a minx and had been caned several times 
while she was at school. However apparently she had 
been a popular gal and had been odds on favorite to 
be voted into the position of Headgirl. According to 
Ellen a jealous opponent had masterminded a plot 
and been accused of vandalism. Although she assures 
me that she was innocent the dodgy opponent had 
manufactured compelling evidence to the contrary. 
Not only was Ellen kicked out of the contest to 
become Headgirl but to her huge disappointment she 
was also banned from becoming a prefect.  

When he heard this story the Grand Master 
decided that it would be appropriate to make her an 
honorary member of the Elite. When she is on duty at 
the facility she wears her Elite clobber with three 
sergeant’s stripes sewn onto the sleeves of her blazer, 
but I digress.  

Mickey is done with dusting the Bounders 
bumbags and is smoothing down her skirt and helping 
her back into the vertical. Bernadette’s expression is a 
picture of shock and awe. She just stares at Mickey in 
disbelief.  

Mickey in contrast looks extremely pleased 
with himself.  

“That was not funny,” mutters Bernadette in a 
small voice.  

Mickey just winks at her and escorts her back 
to the dinner table.  

There are certain unwritten protocols regarding 
this kind of incident. We will leave it to Bernadette to 
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reveal the details surrounding her lover deciding it 
appropriate to put her over his knee in the middle of 
a crowded restaurant in her own time.  

I do my best not to do anything so crass as to 
gawk but I can’t help noticing that Bernadette seems 
to have quickly overcome her initial shock and is 
engaged in another animated discussion with her boy-
friend. I return my attention to the conversation at 
my own table.  

After the unexpected interruption we decide to 
give Melanie some presents and birthday cards while 
we wait for the entrée to arrive.  

Although she is officially an Old Gal Melons 
chose to stay on at the compound to study for her 
degree and is the first inmate to celebrate her 
thirtieth birthday at the Unit. 

Melons has always been an important 
ingredient of life within our community. Cat might be 
justly revered as the architect of the cult of the Mega-
minxes but Melons was always by her side at the 
vanguard of the struggle against the dark forces of 
the Radical Right and their goons from the SS.  

We toast her liberally as she smiles prettily as 
she reads her cards and unfastens the ribbons and 
bows of the wrapping around her gifts. 
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The Spanking Comedienne 

 
 
Cassie Cassy has excelled herself with a 

chateaubriand served it with a sauce béarnaise, and 
accompanied with a medley of stir fried bok choy, red 
peppers and baby corn. The sommelier has selected a 
smashing 2008 Pepperjack Shiraz which is full-bodied 
enough to compliment the divinely rare tenderloin. 

As usual Claire Brooks is entertaining us with 
new material from her comedic revue ‘Caned 
Laughter’. On first appearances Claire is an unlikely 
candidate as a comedienne and in some circles her 
subject matter of spending ninety minutes describing 
the trials and tribulations associated with residing in 
her bumbags might not seem too funny. However to 
us Woody Gals she is a hoot and considering our 
personal circumstances at this particular, somewhat 
untoward, juncture of our lives we find ourselves in 
her comedic subject matter seems quite appropriate. 
After all, ya gotta laugh, haven’t you? 

Claire hails from an illustrious heritage of 
public servants and politicians. Her father has recently 
been appointed as the new Minister of Extreme Social 
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Rehabilitation and is demanding that the 
circumstances under which we were summarily 
dispatched to be fitted up for clobber be placed under 
review. He is a popular guest at the facility. 

Her Ma is the world’s most famous and 
outspoken proponents of corporal punishment. Ma 
can regularly be seen on talk-shows wielding her 
infamous wood-backed hairbrush and preaching her 
mantra ‘that no problem cannot be solved by a sore 
bottom’. We are not quite so fond of Ma. 

According to Claire, several generations ago, 
her great-great-great-grandmother acted as a private 
tutor to daughters of wealthy aristocratic families and 
found that the best way to curb their snooty and 
often errant inclinations was to dump them across her 
knee and spank them purple with a wood-backed 
hairbrush. Having observed the success of this 
program she saw no reason why not to follow the 
same practices with her own daughters. It became a 
family tradition and heirloom hairbrushes have been 
given to the daughters of the family as wedding gifts 
for generations. 

Family tradition was to introduce the hairbrush 
into domestic proceedings when the daughters 
passed their eighth birthday and by all accounts Claire 
was very used to a sore bottom before she was 
enrolled to board at the Dayton Manor School for 
Young Ladies. 

One of my favorite stories is her initiation into 
the ritual practiced at the school known as the ‘six 
o’clock swishings’. Apparently at the prestigious 
school it was customary to communicate by way of 
small hand-written cards that were left in a gal’s 
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pigeon-hole. These cards might be an invitation to 
participate in a hockey game, a choral recital or a 
session of country dancing. Otherwise as Claire so 
amusingly recalls they might contain an invitation to 
participate in a six o’clock swishing. 

Claire still has that particular first invitation 
card which invited her along to the Headgirls study 
and what makes it more amusing is that she was 
required to respond to an RSVP. 

Having been brought up in a spank-free zone 
and attended school’s that did not practice any form 
of corporal punishment (not that a stellar individual 
such as myself would have ever been subjected to 
any such punishments) I find these accounts quite 
enthralling. 

Nonetheless, I must confess that I do not find 
her account of her last punishment at that revered 
institute quite so amusing. Claire Brooks holds the 
unique record as being the only girl to be formally 
horsed and birched since the end of the Second 
World War. The idea of being hefted over the 
shoulders of some be-yotch of a prefects back with 
my bumbags asunder so that I can be whipped with a 
spray of birch twigs does not amuse me at all.  

 
My eye can’t help wandering in the direction of 

Bernadette and Mickey. It has to be said that 
Bernadette seems to have recovered from the effects 
of being unceremoniously upturned over her boy-
friends knee and publicly spanked with admirable 
rapidity and she is reaching across the table and 
running the tips of her fingers along the lines of his 
chiseled jaw-bones. I would normally have expected 
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her to be using her fingernails but that just goes to 
show what a good judge of character I am. 

Cassie Cassy brings out a spectacular birthday 
cake for Melanie and while she blows out her thirty 
pink candles we sing ‘Happy Birthday’ and toast her 
with more Dom Perignon. 

Mr Humphries winks at me, which makes me 
smile. Directly across the table Nix and Penny Ann are 
canoodling. I have a feeling that the night is still 
young. 
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Strange Gal, Bernadette 

 
 
Out of the corner of my eye I observe Mickey 

leaving the table, presumably to visit the facilities. 
Bernadette immediately slides out of her seat and 
scurries over to give us the gen that we have all been 
secretly waiting to hear. After all, even in our world it 
is not every day that it is considered necessary for 
some he-man to dump you over his knee and spank 
you in the middle of a crowded bar. However, as she 
explained there were mitigating circumstances to be 
taking into account. 

 
Some short time ago there was something of a 

rift in the lute between my best chum Nixdown and 
one of my other best friends Debs. The root of the 
matter is that despite being soul-sisters they have 
always had a rather acrimonious relationship. 
Nixdown is a wonderfully cynical member of the 
human race and likes to goad Debs that she is given 
to show-boating. Debs’ of course denies this 
vehemently, but it has caused some degree of 
pouting on her part. Rosemary and I try to keep the 
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peace but it all came to a head after Debs had been 
double-whopped by Ms Whitton and had gloated that 
she hadn’t howled. Of course Nix mocked her by 
saying who would ever howl after a mere twelve 
strokes with a puny little violin bow? The gauntlet was 
down. 

Bernadette, entrepreneur as she is, 
immediately sensed a window of opportunity and 
suggested that we see who really wore the most 
whop-hardened bumbags and the next thing we knew 
the ‘Great Spank-off’ was born. 

Sixteen of us agreed to chuck our bumbags in 
the ring and the rest is Woody Lore. In the process, 
Bernadette used her contacts with her godfather, the 
wonderful gangster, Stacks Monroe, to arrange for 
internationally acknowledged connoisseurs of such 
matters to jet in from around the world. For the Unit 
this was an exceptionally lucrative arrangement as 
the squids that went into the kitty went to fund 
upgrades to our accommodations that the stingy Dark 
Agents of the System had previously declined. 
Amongst the most enthusiastic benefactors was a 
well-known Hollywood stud, Charlie Keane, and it 
turned out that he was very keen on the Bounder. 

Now in all fairness to Bernadette she was not 
yet hooked up with Mickey at the time and she was 
fairly keen on Charlie or at least his more exotic 
wares. 

When I proposed that we stage the West Side 
Story extravaganza the Bounder of course proposed 
that the night after Family Visitation Day we should 
stage another gala performance to the glitterati and 
sent out invitations. 
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At some point she must have discussed this 
with her new amour Mickey the Purveyor and he put 
the kybosh on any such invitations being sent to poor 
old Charlie. Nonetheless, Mr Keane is tight with 
Spanking Nick Warren and Bottoms-Up Beally and 
learned that there was still space on the Gulfwing that 
the Bounder had leased at cost plus thirty per-cent to 
the punters. 

The top and tail of this is that Mickey got wind 
that Charlie had weaseled his way onto the flight 
manifest and confronted Bernadette over hor 
d'oeuvre’s. Apparently things went downhill from 
there. 

Of course we listen sympathetically but also 
understand that nothing that the Bounder does is not 
a well-measured risk. For years she ran her 
underground contraband operation at the unit, 
supplying us with goods that were illegal under Ms 
Lawton’s regime. The Brass and Elite constantly 
hounded her but she had stash-spots all over the 
compound. Every now-and-again she would leave 
them a few cartons of very dodgy imported Croatian 
fags and a bottle or two of Retsina in order that they 
could make the occasional pinch. But she figured that 
sacrificing her bumbags for the occasional public 
flogging was a cheap price to pay for maintaining her 
lucrative business. 

As she likes to say, “They can’t hurt me I’m the 
fucking Bounder.” 

God bless her navy blue, gossamer bumbags. 
“Is he still coming?” asks Cat. 
Bernadette shakes her head a little morosely. 

“I don’t think Mickey and Charlie would see eye-to-
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eye, and besides Mickey’s got hands like a roof-tiler.” 
She pouts momentarily, “shame though he was going 
to pay a fifty percent premium on his seat.” 

Strange gal, Bernadette.     
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Highly Recommended 

 
 
Just before midnight Mr Humphries announces 

that the limousines are waiting and that we should 
return to the facility.  

Ellen and Mickey leave the VIP area to make 
sure that our exit is relatively painless. Our new found 
celebrity is quite flattering I suppose but getting 
through a restaurant filled with squiffy Woody fans 
can sometimes prove to be quite a chore.  

Thankfully the main room only has a few 
stragglers and they just nod politely and some of 
them raise their glasses and toast us as we make our 
way to the side entrance. 

Melons, Cat and the Butchers Twins are going 
off dancing at one of the Woody friendly night-clubs 
in town, the rest of us will return to the safety of the 
compound. 

We hug and kiss Melons and wish her a great 
night and then climb into the leather luxury of the 
stretch-limousines.  
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Of course these luxurious chariots of transport 
are provided courtesy of Stacks Monroe, who has 
fingers in every pie imaginable. Conveniently, Cat 
Cassidy’s boyfriend Mark runs Stacks local operation 
and almost anything we need is readily available to 
us. 

Oliver and Cassie come out to wave goodbye 
and Oliver has generously made sure that the ice-
buckets in the back of the limos have been stocked 
with bottles of Veuve Clicquot for the short journey 
home. 

 
We are all a little squiffy so the banter in the 

back of the limo is of the highest quality and in less 
than twenty minutes we are cruising through the 
huge gates of the facility. 

The driveway to the facility is lined with 
ancient oaks, it is quite impressive. We pull up in 
front of the main building and clamber out. The 
venue that Ms Lawton selected for the facility used to 
be one of the most prestigious and expensive girls 
boarding schools in the country. It was called the 
Woody School which is where the name of the facility 
stems from. 

Despite the fact that it is now tantamount to a 
prison, although it is more politely referred to as a 
‘Government Correctional Institute’, it is a pretty 
swanky address. It sits in 70 acres of woodlands 
located on the stunning Sussex Downs.  

The main building is a huge affair built on four 
storeys with several wings. Behind the main building 
there is a quadrangle and cloisters, a bell-tower and a 
huge recreation area. Elsewhere there is the Great 
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Hall, the science building, a wellness center and 
gymnasium, a chapel, tennis courts, hockey fields, an 
orchard and an ornamental rose garden, and various 
converted barns that serve as accommodation units 
for the Brass and the Old Gals. Outside the walls are 
thousands of acres of unspoiled country-side leading 
all the way to the sea-shore. All in all it is not a bad 
place to live, if we weren’t prisoners of a dark and 
cynical government. 

 
Nixdown hugs me goodnight. She has a twinkle 

in her eye and I suspect that she is planning on 
spending the night with Penny Ann over in the 
stables. Actually Pen and Nix are quite at liberty to 
spend the night together in Penny’s well-appointed 
quarters but Nixdown has a certain taste for tack-
rooms, especially when she has a few cocktails inside 
her. 

 
I bid my chums good night and am pleased 

when Mr Humphries slips his hand into mine and we 
stroll together towards the private cottage. 

Once we are inside Mr Humphries tells me that 
there is a bottle of champers chilling in the fridge if I 
would care to fetch it. He also tells me that he has 
some calls to make. It is nearly one o’clock in the 
morning. I have no idea who he makes these strange 
late night calls too, when I ask he just smiles and 
never responds. 

It is strange that I will marry a man I know 
almost nothing about. He rarely speaks about his past 
and never mentions his family.  
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I once asked Ms Lawton whether she knew 
anything about him and she told me a funny story. 
She said when the Ministry was considering him as 
her replacement the Minister told her that he came 
highly recommended. When she asked the Minister 
who had made the recommendations he scratched his 
head and admitted that he actually didn’t know, but 
that everybody he had spoken to had merely said that 
Mr Humphries came highly recommended. 

Perhaps when I am a free woman and his wife 
he will let me into his dark secrets. 

   



 

 

37 

 
The Joys of Minxing 

 
 
I go to the kitchen and collect an ice-bucket 

and the champagne. I pour two glasses and take 
them back to the living room. Mr Humphries is 
already in his study so I go and knock on the door. 
He winks at me but he is already on his speaker-
phone so I back out gracefully. 

I take my bubbly and go upstairs to change 
into my jimjams. 

When I open the door to the bedroom the first 
thing I notice is a two-tailed leather tawse lying 
prominently on the duvet. 

This comes as something of a surprise as it 
was not there when I left the bedroom and I do not 
remember him going upstairs before we left. That is 
too bizarre. 

 
I take off my clobber and hang it up in the 

closet and fetch my red and black striped jimjams and 
put them on. I know what is expected so I pad across 
the room and take up position facing the wall. I place 
my hands on top of my head and touch the tip of my 
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nose against the wood-paneling. I suspect Mr 
Humphries will be up in the next fifteen minutes to 
put me over his knee. 

 
Six months ago, before I began my 

relationship with the Grand Master I had absolutely 
no interest in gratuitous whops. My pursuit of whops 
and competitiveness on the Big BUTT had nothing to 
do with liking going about the place sporting hot 
stripes in my bumbags. It was all about the love of 
the joys of minxing. 

At school I was not a particularly naughty gal 
and rarely got into trouble. There was no spanking or 
corporal punishment so getting in trouble meant time-
consuming visits to the detention room to write 
tedious lines which interfered with my two great 
passions, riding and running the theater group.  

When I first arrived at Woodys I was still 
sporting a virgin arse so being put over my Personal 
Draper’s knee’s for my first training spankings was 
something of an eye-opener. So, too, were the 
copious rules, regulations and protocols that I was 
forced to read and memorize during my induction 
week. In fairness to Ms Lawton, she prided herself 
that she ran ‘the ship of no surprises’. It was all there 
laid out in black and white, the life I had ahead of 
me. 

Every minute of our lives was carefully 
scheduled and the expectations for our behavior set-
out in minute detail. More alarming, of course, was 
the extensive lists of the ramifications of misbehavior. 
It was immediately clear to me that life at Woodys 
was designed to be tough. 
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I got my first formal spanking during our first 
week in the lecture rooms. Predictably it was the 
odious Wart who inducted my bumbags. It was a very 
strange experience being hauled up in front of a 
group of young women I barely knew, put over the 
Wart’s knee and being given my first public dusting. 

After lectures finished I was required to repair 
immediately to the Phase 7 landing to embark upon 
my grubbing duties. I was also required to inform 
Valerie, my mentor that I had been spanked. 

She just shrugged and asked me “How was it?” 
The question completely took be aback and I 

had no idea how to respond.  
“Actually,” I reported, “it was not too good.” 
She just laughed and told me that I’d get used 

to it. I was not too sure about that. 
A few days later Debs got into the action and 

took a trip over Stephanie Powell’s knee. I had never 
really ever seen a full-blooded spanking, except 
snippets in movies and productions of ‘Kiss me Kate’. 
It was quite a revelation watching Deborah draped 
out having her bumbags besieged by a flurry of 
spanks. 

What I did not know at the time was that Debs 
had purposefully engineered her spanking out of 
some misguided sense of duty. In some ways it was a 
god-send for her as it seemed to pull her out of the 
deep depression that resulted from the horrible ‘anti-
Debs’ campaign that featured daily in the skank-
sheets owned by Melissa Forsham-Smythe. As I have 
said earlier it was a pivotal point in both of our lives. 

As usual Cat Cassidy articulates it best when 
she says that “nobody much cares for being spanked 
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or caned but there would be little point in minxing if 
there were no consequences.” 

I heartily-endorse that sentiment. It is sheer 
joy of the constant game of cat and mouse that we 
play with the Brass and the Elite that has made life 
bearable inside this place for so many years.  

 
Once Debs had emerged from her dark place it 

became obvious that we were going to embark upon 
a contest, friendly of course but highly competitive. 
We were quickly and enthusiastically joined by 
Nixdown and Rosemary and I think that it’s safe to 
say that between us we have extended the art of 
minxdom to new and giddy heights. For six years the 
results of our mischief and mayhem have followed in 
our wake. 

 



 

 

 38 

 
Gratuitous Spankings 

 
 
It was not until Mr Humphries arrived on the 

scene that gratuitous spanking reared its head. They 
started at the Saturday Night Feasts.  

We were all rather surprised when Mr 
Humphries sent out invitations to the first feast. He 
had already significantly changed our menu by firing 
the third-party caterers and had made Dotty and 
Cassie Cassy responsible for all matters regarding the 
provision of our daily tucker, and what a difference it 
made. 

However, nothing had prepared us for the first 
feast. The Grand Master had limited the guest list to 
the highest echelons of the Hall of Shame. Of course 
all of the Famous Four were invited along with our 
closest comrades-in-arms. 

The food was magnificent and the wines 
exquisite, but we would shortly learn the basis for his 
selection of guests. 

Upon our arrival we had each been handed a 
small envelope and told we should not open them 
until permission was given. After dinner we were 
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instructed to open the envelopes and found that they 
each contained a playing card. Mr Humphries 
informed us that the recipients of each of the four 
aces and the one-eyed jack would be spanked on the 
stage by Lady Victoria. 

At first we were incredulous but after a few 
moments of telepathic communication around the 
table we just sighed and complied. 

Of course I was one of the guests with the 
misfortune to be selected to be spanked and also got 
the somewhat dubious privilege of going first.  

Now, of course, Vix was not handing out full-
on punishment quality spankings but even so being 
dangled over her lap for a dozen quite meaty cracks 
of her ceremonial wood-backed hairbrush still got my 
attention. 

 
We were all rather nonplussed by this turn of 

events and the following morning the gratuitous 
spankings were all the gab in the cafeteria when we 
convened for much needed Bloody Mary’s and 
mimosas. 

At first the prevailing feeling seemed to be that 
we got quite enough whops in our daily lives without 
the introduction of gratuitous spanking into our social 
calendars. 

Surprisingly those of us who had actually been 
required to participate in the after-dinner 
entertainment were amongst the least strident. To tell 
you the truth once I had got over my initial shock it 
hadn’t seemed all that bad. After all I was amongst 
my closest chums, we were having some fun and as I 
say Vix had not exactly been putting her arm into it. 
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There were still nay-sayer’s but when the 
invitations came out the following Saturday there was 
not a single refusal. 

 
Around this time I began to feel that Mr 

Humphries might be something of a card-sharp. He 
introduced several different variations of the selection 
theme which all included playing cards. At the end of 
the first few feasts I found myself amongst the 
luckless recipients of the post-dinner spankings. I 
talked to my chums about my suspicions but they 
laughed and talked in tongues and if I remember 
correctly Debs tried to explain it was just a 
phenomenon known as centralized probabilistic 
theory, whatever that might mean? However I was 
always privileged to sit to the right of Mr Humphries 
and he never gave the slightest hint of any ‘Whop 
Jojo’ conspiracies so I kept my suspicions to myself. 

 
We were about to break for the Xmas furlough 

and I was waiting for Nixdown to return from the 
stables where she was saying good-bye to Penny 
Ann. Most of the inmates had left the compound and 
I was at a loose end. Victoria dropped by to say ciao 
but had to hurry away. She asked me rather coyly 
why I didn’t go and buy a bottle of bubbles from the 
Bounder and go up and say Happy Christmas to Mr 
Humphries. 

I have no idea what possessed me to follow 
this advice but I did. I was extremely nervous but he 
appeared to be delighted. We drank a glass or two 
and chatted about the upcoming furlough. He had 
been invited to the annual New Year’s bash at 
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Brompton Castle and we joked about how much fun it 
would be. In the background I heard the sound of 
Nixdown’s father’s chopper landing on the hockey 
field so I prepared to make my graceful exit and then 
he kissed me. 

 
He spanked me at the New Year’s Ball, just 

gently over the seat of my gown. I made the mistake 
of taunting him that he would be better off spanking 
me with a wet piece of lettuce. Without saying a word 
he responded by turning back my flowing skirt, rolling 
down my silk panties and thoroughly spanking me 
until my poor beleaguered bum was as red as two 
ripe tomatoes. I have given up taunting him since. 

 
As our private relationship has developed I 

spend more time in residence at his cottage and a 
whole lot more time laid out across his knees with my 
bumbags around my ankles.  

At first I didn’t know what to make of this. I 
am not naïve, I have been best chums with Nixdown 
for over a decade and have tried to understand her 
penchant for pain, but I have never equated her 
predilections with me. 

I have always hated being over the knee in the 
ultimate pose of defenseless, subjugation but now 
when I hear Mr Humphries familiar tread on the 
stairwell I am excited and genuinely look forward to 
being head down, arse up across his lap. 

I hear him slowly turning the door-knob and 
the excitement and sense of apprehension is almost 
over-whelming. He enters the room and closes the 
door, and that my friends is when I must close my 
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own door. What goes on in our private chamber is our 
private business … Cya … Love Jojo. 
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