
 

 

A Life in the Day  
of 

 Nixdown Nixon 

 

 
R Humphries 

 
 

 
Woodettes Publications 

 



 

 

 
Published 2010  

by 
Woodettes Publications 
Houston, Texas, USA 

 
© Woodettes Publications 2010 

 
 
R Humphries has asserted his right to be identified as 

the author of this work with all rights reserved 
including the right of reproduction in whole or in part 

in any form. 
 
 
 
The Library of Congress has catalogued this edition as 

follows Humphries, R [date] 
A Life in the Day of Nixdown Nixon : a novel by  

R Humphries  
[Application Pending] 

1st Ed. 
 
 

ISBN – [Application Pending] 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

www.woodettes.wordpress.com 



 

 

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 

 
It Started With a Spanking 

 
I wake up in a make-shift straw bed in the tack 

room of the stable complex. It is only five-thirty in the 
morning but I am an early riser. My step-mother, 
Petron, and I used to exercise the horses at dawn, 
along the beaches outside our home when I was still 
in the idyllic throes of childhood. 

Penny Ann is still sleeping and breathing 
gently. She has a slightly blissful smile on her face.  

I pad barefoot across to the sink and brush my 
teeth and try to straighten my hair a little. Then I 
collect my clobber and quickly dress, doing my best 
not to disturb Pen. 

Once I am fully dressed I lean down and kiss 
her gently. Her eyes flicker open and she smiles 
sleepily. 

“I have to run,” I tell her. “I’m on duty at 
seven and I need to get some coffee and take a 
shower. Thanks for last night.” 

She gives me a small sleep-giggle. I kiss her 
again and then cut along. 
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There is nobody about as I cut across the 
quadrangle and go into the main house. I head over 
to the cafeteria in search of java. 

I find Debs Morton standing by the machine 
waiting for it to heat up. She is dressed in training 
sweats and is on her way for her morning run with 
Jane Lummell, who is her tennis coach. We often 
meet at this time of the morning, me on the way 
home from my trysts with Pen and Debs off on her 
way to start her busy day. 

She grins at me, “So how was it?” She asks 
cheerily. 

“Absolutely divine,” I tell her and I’m not lying. 
My bum is still tingling deliciously. 

 
We started last evening’s activities with me 

stretched out across Penny Ann’s lap for a straight-
forward, good old fashioned spanking. 

When I arrived at the stable Penny Ann was 
already waiting. She had lit a number of unscented 
candles and I could see an ice bucket with a bottle of 
Veuve Clicquot that we would enjoy in the fullness of 
time. 

Penny Ann is a statuesque gal, standing five-
feet nine inches in her stockinged feet, which is 
somewhat taller than little old me. 

She was dressed in a black five button riding 
jacket over a white linen shirt that I bought her the 
other day and a black silk tie. Her strong legs were 
shoe-horned into form-fitting charcoal grey jodhpurs 
that were tucked into knee-high black riding boots. 
She was holding a braided riding crop between her 
gloved hands. 
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Pen wears her mass of blonde curls mussed up 
on the top of her head. She has strong features 
dominated by large blue eyes and radiates health. 
She is my English rose. 

 
We did not waste time with niceties. 
“Remove your blazer and place your hands on 

your head,” she instructed me as soon as I walked 
through the door. 

Penny Ann is a quiet and gentle gal by nature 
but she served a year in the role of Red-shirt at the 
unit and was responsible for disciplining hundreds of 
inmates. She taught herself the art of exuding 
strength and patrician authority. 

I did as I was told. 
 
Penny stood up and set the crop to one side. 

She took off her black leather gloves and slowly 
unfastened the five buttons down the front of her 
jacket. 

The stable was quite dark, with just the 
candles flickering and a little light from the moon and 
the stars. It was serenely silent with the only sound 
the occasional snort from the horses in their stalls. 

Pen shrugged off her jacket and hung it up 
beside my red and black striped blazer. 

The white cotton and silk material of her 
blouse clung to her upper torso like a second skin. 
She was wearing a thick leather belt around her waist 
that accentuated her hour-glass figure. I thought she 
looked magnificent. 
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She rolled back the sleeves of her shirt, 
unfastened the top button and loosened her tie. She 
retrieved her gloves and pulled them on. 

She walked over and stood before me. As I 
have said she is significantly taller than me and I had 
to tilt my head upwards to meet her coolly steel gaze. 

She told me to lower my arms and then took 
me firmly by the wrist. “Come with me, young lady,” 
she told me and started to stride purposefully across 
the stables towards a conveniently positioned bale of 
hay. 

I had to scurry a little to keep up in order that 
I was not being dragged, which would have been a 
tad undignified. 

 
We reached the bale of hay and she sat down. 

In one fluid movement she gave my wrist a tug and 
pulled me downwards across her lap. 

She was all business, flipping back my short 
skirt and rolling down my bumbags. 

“Stretch out,” she commanded. “I intend to 
give you a damn good spanking.” 

I shuffled into position and felt myself being 
pulled tightly into the crease of her lap. I feel the 
leather of her glove tapping down on my upturned 
naked flesh and then she raised her arm in the air 
and brought it down with an explosive smack.  

It was not long before I felt the surface of my 
bum beginning to warm up delightfully.    
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Degenerate 

 
Penny Ann and I have been an item for nearly 

eighteen months now. I know that on the face of it 
we seem an unlikely couple. Penny Ann is rather 
refined and reserved, which is the complete anti-
thesis of yours truly. 

I am well aware that my reputation precedes 
me and that Pen’s closest chums counseled her to 
give me a wide berth. I can’t say that I really blame 
them as I suppose I have always reveled in my 
reputation as a degenerate.  

Actually I feel that degenerate might be a little 
harsh; secretly I prefer to consider myself to have 
liberal tendencies. However, I have kind of embraced 
the notion of degeneracy since the Grand Dame at 
one of the many schools that I attended felt the need 
to publicly denounce me as such in a crowded 
assembly hall. 

 
We have known each other for yonks, dating 

back to the glorious days when we rode competitively 
against each other and then on the same national 
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team that swept the continent winning trophies and 
rosettes wherever we went. ‘We’ being Penny Ann, 
Jojo, Claire Brooks and I. 

Penelope Ann Evans was the eldest amongst 
us and the Captain of the team. She was always quiet 
and reserved but she was a fabulous rider and led by 
example. 

What a team we were. My dearest, life-long 
chum Jojo was the heart and soul of the team. On the 
rare occasions things were not going too well she 
would rally us and inspire us with her fearless 
performances. 

Claire Brooks always looked as if she had 
stepped off the cover of Country Life. Long and lithe, 
pristine and elegant, and then she would open her 
mouth. Claire’s mother used to attend most meets 
and I can’t tell you how many times we witnessed 
poor old Claire being unceremoniously yanked across 
her mother’s knees to be soundly spanked with a 
wood-backed hairbrush for potty-mouthing, 
regardless of the audience. 

I was the problem-child of the team due to the 
fact I was often between schools due to my 
unfortunate habit of being expelled. 

When I was unavailable our first reserve Sarah 
Forsham-Smythe would take my place. Sarah of 
course is the daughter of the billionairess Melissa 
Forsham-Smythe. Melissa was always apoplectic that 
her off-spring was not a first choice and it is only 
recently that we have learned the extremes that she 
was willing to go to in order for her daughter to get 
to ride in the Olympics. 
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Pen and I were good chums but we were so 
very different I never considered her as a target for a 
potential conquest.  

We were all gob-smacked when Penny Ann 
failed a urine test before a major event and was 
sentenced to seven years at Woodys under the 
recently enacted Anti-Ladette laws. A more unlikely 
Ladette would be hard to imagine. 

Jojo took over as Team Captain and Sarah 
became a permanent fixture on the squad. We had no 
idea that within the next two years that the team 
would be decimated and that Jojo, Claire and I would 
all be fitted out for clobber. 

 
Around this time Jojo and I started our 

Creative Arts company. Jojo concentrated on theater 
and the production of industrial size sculptures. I had 
decided to follow in my father’s footsteps and work 
behind the camera. 

My father is Nicolas Nixon and he has been 
directing and producing movies for over thirty years. 
He has never been Hollywood mainstream but his 
films have played to packed movie houses all over 
Europe. He is considered to be a cultural icon in 
Czechoslovakia.  

I was brought up surrounded by exotic artistic 
specimens and none more so than my step-mother 
Petron. I never really knew my birth mother as she 
died in a car crash when I was barely able to walk.  

Petron was my father’s muse and had starred 
in his earliest films and they married two years after 
my mother’s untimely passing. She is French and 
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extraordinarily beautiful. She coached me in the ways 
of the world at a very young age. 

I started out making music videos. It was 
tremendous fun and I fancied myself as a rather racy 
artist working on the cutting edge. In hindsight those 
early videos were somewhat naïve and pedestrian 
although at the time I considered them to be very 
risqué.  

I had not yet discovered my inner spankette 
and it was not until slightly later that I began to 
include the BDSM themes that caused me to suffer 
considerable harassment from the Dark Agents of the 
System and were used as an excuse to bang me up at 
Woodys.   

In fact I am a rather unlikely candidate for my 
chosen fetish as my early experiences of corporal 
punishment were far from erotic. 

 



 

 

3 

 
Thrashed by a Goddess 

 
Although my father maintained a beautiful sea-

shore house in Somerset he and Petron spent much 
of the year in Paris and other European locales. So at 
the age of eleven I was shipped off to boarding 
school. After a childhood of travelling with my father 
and living on an unpredictable timetable I was not 
best suited to the rigors and regimen of boarding 
school life. 

 
The first of the schools I attended was 

considered amongst the most prestigious in the 
country and was certainly amongst the most 
expensive. It was filled with members of the 
aristocracy and the daughters of the landed gentry. 
As the off-spring of a self-made film director I was 
looked down upon as a parvenu. The gals were a 
prissy and self-important lot and none more so than 
the four gals who were known as ‘The Goddesses’. 

The four Goddesses were comprised of the 
Head-Gal and her Deputy and the Captains of the two 
houses. We were expected to address them as 
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Goddess Ponsonby-Jones, Goddess Seighton-Holmes, 
or whatever their stuffy names might be. 

Nobody seemed to think it the least bit queer 
to have to say, “Yes, Goddess,” or “No, Goddess”, 
nobody that is except me who considered it 
ridiculous. 

It was probably from these early experiences 
that I developed my sense of the absurd and the 
healthy cynicism of which I am often accused. 

I had not long been at this hell-hole before I 
was summoned to the Head-Gals Chambers. 

When I arrived the four Goddesses were 
waiting for me in all their pompous splendor. The 
Head-Gal, Goddess Ponsonby-Jones did most of the 
gabbing, but it turned out that another be-yotch, 
Goddess Seighton-Holmes was the real villain of the 
piece. 

I was informed that earlier in the evening I had 
been guilty of ‘Gobbing a Goddess’! Apparently I had 
passed this be-yotch Seighton-Holmes in the 
quadrangle and had the audacity to go about my 
business without stopping and saying, “Good evening 
Goddess, is there anything I can do to assist you?” 
She had taken this as a personal slight and felt that 
she had been well and truly ‘gobbed’ as such behavior 
was so quaintly termed. 

I remember staring at them as if they were 
aliens from a different planet, which in many ways 
they were. I muttered some form of an apology 
although I did not feel in the least bit apologetic, but 
it didn’t really matter anyway. A cane was produced 
and I was informed that I was to be thrashed. 
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I did not take this news well but they gave me 
a choice. I could either bend over the back of the sofa 
under my own steam or they would physically hold 
me down. Needless to say I bent over. 

I was so angry that the caning itself did not 
seem to hurt much. Once Ponsonby-Jones was 
finished and I was allowed to return to the upright I 
felt I had no option. I hacked her in the shins! 

This resulted in a second caning, which I must 
admit did hurt rather considerably, although I never 
let them see that. 

This ridiculous incident cultivated my serious 
dislike for being formally punished which continues to 
this day. I felt that it was ridiculous that these be-
yotch’s had the power to bend me over and beat my 
arse with a whippy rattan cane. 

My stay at the school was an unhappy one, I 
was at constant war with the Goddesses and gobbed 
them at every opportunity. They, of course, thrashed 
me whenever they had a chance. I always felt the 
need to retaliate with shin-hacking which always 
guaranteed me a few more strokes. 

I actually remained enrolled at the school for 
almost three years. I think that my father’s generous 
gifts of new libraries and extensions to the facilities 
had more to do with that than their desire to retain 
me as a pupil. After all my father probably had more 
loot than the combined chaps of the aristocratic 
bumpkins put together.  

I was thrashed fifteen times during my stay. 
That may not seem a lot when compared to the 
records of my dear chums Debs, Claire and the 
Bounder but to put it in perspective most girls at the 
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school went through entire careers getting the cane 
only once or twice, so clearly I was not popular with 
the be-yotch Goddesses. 

Not that my time was entirely wasted. I wiled 
away my time by honing my art of seduction and 
subsidized my allowance giving lessons in French-
kissing and the fine art of cunnilingus. 

Eventually I was booted out and started a 
rather peripatetic education. Most schools were loathe 
to enroll somebody who had an expulsion on their 
records. I was generally taken on for a probationary 
period and was rarely invited to extend my stay. 

I picked up a few more canings along the way 
and my shin-kicking responses generally sped up my 
early evictions. 

My final educational hoorah was rather 
spectacular. I had been enrolled at yet another prissy 
institute and had immediately busied myself with 
seducing several members of the Upper Sixth form. 
Unfortunately I fell foul of the Headgirl.  

She was hankering for a little Nicola Jane 
action but I refused her overtures. After all she had 
recently bent me over for six of the best and I had 
standards, bedding down with her would have been 
tantamount to sleeping with the enemy. 

She took out her spite by reporting my 
activities to the Grand Dame and one morning I was 
summoned onto the stage in morning assembly and 
publicly denounced as a degenerate. I was caned in 
front of the whole school. 

I felt I had little choice but to retaliate and for 
once I didn’t consider shin-hacking to be the 
appropriate response to being publicly caned so I 
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procured some explosives and fire-bombed the be-
yotch’s car. Sadly she wasn’t in it. 

As you can tell I was an unlikely candidate for 
developing a penchant for recreational spanking. 



 

 

4 

 
Recreational Spanking 

 
Penny Ann did not hold back. She knows my 

tastes and knows that I do not spend time across her 
knee’s to indulge in a gentle paddy-whacking. 

She had me tucked into the crease of her lap 
with her arm around my waist. I couldn’t have 
escaped if I had wanted to. Penelope Ann is 
phenomenally strong. She was brought up on a farm 
in East Anglia and despite her chaps being well-
heeled and having plenty of staff she was expected to 
lend a hand in working the land. 

I love the feeling of her leather gloved palm 
rebounding from my naked flesh. I love the sensual 
leather infused smell of the tack-room and the 
flickering candle-light. I was in Nixdown heaven and 
the night had only just begun. 

 
My first foray into recreational spanking was 

not actually that recreational at all.  
I was working on my first movie as an 

assistant director and dating one of the camera-men, 
a hunk of a chap. 
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One evening we had arranged to meet for 
dinner and for reasons long forgotten I was several 
hours late. He was furious and when we got back to 
his apartment he put me over his knee, flipped back 
my skirt and gave me a damn good spanking. 

Needless to say I was outraged and responded 
in typical Nixdown fashion by hacking him in the 
shins, slapping him around the kisser and storming 
off in a high old snit. 

However, when I got home I found myself 
curiously aroused by the memory and found it 
impossible to sleep. There was nothing else for it, I 
returned to his apartment and demanded that he 
Rodger my eyes out, but only after he had put me 
over his knee for a second time a spanked me until I 
squeaked. The rest as they say is history. 

 
The heat in my bottom was growing in 

intensity and I could not help but wriggle and squirm 
a little under the deluge of spanks. As I squirmed I 
could feel the softness of the fabric of my blouse 
against the flesh of my tummy, it was a deliciously 
exotic sensation. 

Recently my clobber consultant sent me 
samples of a new fabric she had found at one of my 
favorite tailors in the backstreets of Ho Chi Minh City. 
It is basically two layers bonded together. The 
external layer of the garment is a crisp cotton that 
holds its creases perfectly and its stiffened collar is 
perfectly spread to accent a well-knotted tie. The 
secondary internal lining is a beautiful soft and 
luscious silk. 
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My chums josh me about my passion for 
clobber but anybody who tries out well crafted 
clobber is an instant convert.  

My chum Deborah Morton has always been 
something of a hobo. Even when she was famous and 
always in the newspapers she always hid under 
baseball caps, over-sized leather jackets and sweat-
pants. The only thing that she ever seemed to spend 
any money on was cowboy boots, of which she has 
an extensive collection.  

At Woodys she was amongst the most clobber 
challenged gals in the unit and took numerous 
unnecessary excursions over Katie Becks lap to have 
her rump roasted with a leather soled slipper for 
clobber abuse. I put it down to that cheap catalogue 
crap she insists on buying. It is a shame really 
because she is a pretty little thing and I always 
thought that she would brush up nicely. 

When Deborah was promoted to Deputy Red-
shirt I decided that it was time to take her in hand. I 
flew my clobber consultant out to Ibiza, where we 
were all spending furlough, and had Debs measured 
up for tailored clobber. She made a terrible fuss about 
the expense. It is not that she is a tight-wad but she 
is squirreling away every penny to support herself and 
her team when she returns to the tennis circuit next 
year. I reassured her that my father had generously 
approved the ‘Morton Makeover’ budget. She finally 
rather poutily succumbed and now she is a convert to 
my style of radical chic. This is fortunate because 
she’s back in the news these days and is perceived as 
an icon for the zeitgeist of Whops and Clobber and it 
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wouldn’t do to have a hobo as our representative. But 
I digress. 

Penny Ann rearranged me in her lap, making 
sure that I was teed up and primed. I knew what to 
expect. She was preparing to blitz me. 

The blitz is really the heart and soul of a 
spanking. She had been slowly and methodically 
smacking my bottom in a predictable tempo, working 
up one cheek and back down the other. Every spank 
designed to build up the heat and increase the 
discoloration of my sitmedown. By then I was deep in 
the zone and perfectly mentally prepared to be 
blitzed. 

Actually no matter how experienced or whop 
hardened you become you are never truly prepared to 
be blitzed. The spanks rained down fast and furious. I 
couldn’t help myself, I gyrated and kicked my legs 
spastically. I punched the air and shook my head in 
bewilderment as her leather hand landed randomly in 
an alarmingly unpredictable manner. A blitz attack 
may only last a few seconds but it seems like an 
eternity.  

I lay panting and inert across her knees trying 
to get my breath back and to stop my pounding heart 
from leaping out from below my blouse. It was a 
dizzying sensation and I was in Nixdown heaven. It 
was clearly time for champagne. 

 



 

 

5 

 
Mentoring 

 
Debs takes off for her run and I pour two cups 

of coffee, one for me and one for Jojo. We don’t 
actually share a study anymore now that we have 
been elevated to the giddy heights of the Elite but old 
habits die hard.  

I cut through the labyrinth of wood-floored, 
oak-paneled corridors towards the back stairwell that 
will take me up to the private landing reserved for the 
studies of the gals in Phase 7 of our sentences. 
Nobody is about yet and the only sound is the click of 
my heels that echo rather eerily around the huge 
building.  

Today I am the designated Duty Monitor and 
will be responsible for assisting Lady Victoria 
Brompton and Debs in administrating and maintaining 
discipline over the inmates. As it is Saturday this will 
be a full-time job as there are no lectures convened 
over the weekends. As usual I shall concentrate on 
administration and will leave the discipline part of the 
equation to Vix and Debs. After my experiences with 
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the odious Goddesses I am not much inclined towards 
wielding that type of power and authority. 

Nonetheless, I do understand the need for 
discipline in a facility such as this. Now we could 
argue until kingdom comes over the rights and 
wrongs of the Anti-Ladette laws but the fact of the 
matter is that the government, with the support of 
the Great Unwashed, took a dim view of our free-
wheeling activities and deemed us to be need of 
Extreme Social Rehabilitation. I may think that this is 
all fabricated tosh and doubtless history will prove me 
right. However, when we started our sentences the 
rules, regulations and protocols were drummed into 
us, or more accurately spanked into us, and with 
great vigor. 

During the first year of our sentences we were 
known as Little Brats and designated as Grubbies. 
Being a Grubby meant that you were assigned to a 
member of the Elite to act as her fucking serf in 
return for her mentoring services. 

Mentoring services included draping us. By 
draping I mean turning us face down, arse upwards 
while they dusted our bumbags. Our mentor was also 
waggishly known as our Personal Draper. 

I was assigned to be mentored by the 
monstrous be-yotch Katie Beck, while she was still an 
inmate at the facility. 

Now let’s get something straight, Katie Beck 
was a hard-core criminal and well-known to have 
been the first female senior vice-president of the 
Confederacy of Yoofs. How she managed to finagle 
her way into being charged under the Anti-Ladette 
laws instead of being carted off wearing a ball and 
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chain to do hard labor is one of the great mysteries of 
life kept classified by the darkest of the Dark Agents. 

The rules, regulations and protocols are 
contained in mighty tomes and during our first week 
at the facility we were required to learn them by 
heart, our mentor could spot test us any time she 
chose. 

Katie, of course, elected to test me regularly 
and regardless of whether I gave the correct 
responses or not she always found a reason to yank 
me over her knee and dust me liberally. Now this type 
of behavior is guaranteed to give a gal of my 
temperament a severe dose of the pip so I resorted 
to my tried and trusted skill in shin-hacking. 

This made for an acrimonious relationship. 
Katie knew that she could not very well report me as 
most of the dustings were completely unjustified. We 
began a war of attrition. 

Katie is a queer cove by any standards. She is 
of course knock down beautiful with that mane of 
hair, bright blue eyes and a body to die for. She is 
also a cruel, nasty and odious specimen of humanity. 

In another of life’s mysteries she had done 
some more finagling and had got herself elected as 
Red-shirt. This was due to the fact that during the 
early part of her sentence her chaps had died in a car 
crash and Ms Lawton had taken over responsibility for 
acting as her Court Appointed Guardian. Unwisely Ms 
Lawton had decided that giving Katie responsibility 
might increase her ward’s chances of becoming 
socially rehabilitated. Snakes do not become socially 
rehabilitated and Katie is a fucking viper. 
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Early in the piece I was mooching about her 
study grubbing and overheard her gabbing with her 
sycophantic confidantes. She was boasting that she 
intended to thrash every inmate at the facility within 
her first hundred days of office. According to the 
record books she achieved this in half the time. 

 
Katie and I fought constantly. She is much 

bigger than me but she is a vile bully and basically a 
coward. On several occasions I managed to scratch 
her face leaving her to try and explain her 
disfigurement to Ms Lawton. 

She in turn responded by habitually yanking 
down my bumbags and spanking me relentlessly. This 
was strictly against the protocols but it did earn me 
the nickname of Nixdown Nixon. 

I could have appealed but any such application 
had to be filed with Patricia Hodge, the Deputy Grand 
Dame. Patty is another vile and odious specimen and, 
of course, she was Katie’s personal sponsor and 
mentor. With that avenue closed to me I continued 
with my shin-kicking strategy. 

 
Now that I am in the Elite I have my own 

grubby. I was assigned a fabulous young lady called 
Francesca Reese. Frankie was an independent actress 
before she fell foul of the Dark Agents. She is best 
known for her on-screen delivery of Lady Macbeth’s 
sleepwalking soliloquy while as naked as a jay-bird. 

She has been an occasional bone of contention 
between me and Penny Ann, who rather distrustfully 
suspects that I have my eye on my grubby. This 
understandable as Frankie is something to behold 
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with her mane of golden amulets that pour down her 
back. However, she doesn’t need to worry as for once 
in my degenerate life I have made a pact with myself 
that I will never do anything that would hurt Penny 
Ann.



 

 

6 

 
Planet Nix 

 
Pen and I enjoyed an icy glass of bubbles. She 

sat on a bale of hay; I lay on my tummy at her feet. I 
may be Nixdown, woman of steel, but my bum was 
sizzling and sitting down did not strike me as a 
particularly attractive proposition. 

My bum was burning delightfully. There was no 
need to hurry things. The night was still young and 
nobody was going to bother us in our sanctuary and I 
wanted to savor the moment while I sipped my 
favorite tipple. 

Penny Ann picked up the leather riding crop 
and toyed with it teasingly in her gloved hands. She 
was totally relaxed in our private world and she 
looked magnificent in her skin hugging shirt with her 
tie slightly loosened.  

The crop she was holding is one of my 
favorites. It is a vintage piece with a braided pig-skin 
covered shaft and a engraved silver niello handle, 
finished with a horn knob.  

I have been collecting crops obsessively since I 
was very young and started riding, long before I had 
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any inkling of my persuasion. I suspect that a trick 
cyclist might make something of the inner 
mechanisms of my subconscious but I am not a great 
one for shrinks. I spent a large part of my youth in 
various doctor’s waiting rooms when the authorities 
were trying to unveil some dark secret behind my 
compulsion with shin-hacking. I bamboozled them 
with a shed-full of porkies. As far as I was concerned 
my compulsion was a perfectly natural reaction to 
having my bottom whipped by some snotty be-yotch 
with a cane in her hand. 

 
I stood up and fetched the bottle and 

refreshed the glasses. Pen swished the crop through 
the air playfully. It made a threatening whistle. She 
smiled at me and winked. 

Penny Ann has grown to be at ease with the 
dynamic of our relationship. It took her a little time to 
find her comfort zone but these days she is quite 
happy getting her kicks on Nix-Sixty-Six. 

When we first started to play together I’m sure 
that I confused Pen. She was the Red-shirt of the 
facility and on two occasions she had been required 
to dangle me in the disciplinary theater. By being 
dangled I am referring to being put across her knee, 
upstairs in the library, and being spanked on my bare 
bum with the back of a long-handled, oval-headed, 
wood-backed hairbrush. As I have said earlier I do 
not take this type of punishment well and according 
to Penelope Ann I was rather grumpy during these 
incidents. As a result she was understandably 
bewildered when I invited her to the stables and 
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demanded that she thrash me with a leather riding 
crop. 

It didn’t take her long to get tuned into Planet 
Nix and when I’m face downwards across her lap I 
am always confident that she will not wimp out and 
hold back. 

 
Yesterday evening she was the Mistress of my 

destiny and it was up to her to set the pace. 
 
“Come here,” she told me. 
I set my glass to one side and stood up. 

Without needing any further instruction I offered her 
my wrist so that she could assist me as I arranged 
myself across her knees.  

She turned back my skirt and rearranged my 
bumbags until they were concertinaed around my 
ankles. She stroked my red and swollen bum with the 
over-sized slapper at the tip of the crop and allowed 
me some time to settle in. 

There was absolutely no question that the next 
few minutes were going to become extremely hot and 
sweaty. The whippy braided shaft would slice my 
flesh like a knife cutting through ripe fruit. I was 
almost delirious with raw adrenalin and anticipation. 

Without warning she slashed the crop 
downwards and my body was instantly wracked by 
paroxysms of agony which my brain translated into 
pure ecstasy. I was immediately hurtled on my way to 
Planet Nix. 

 
In my opinion a braided riding crop is a perfect 

instrument for delivering a whipping. It’s relatively 
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short shaft makes it ideal for close-up over the knee 
work. The slightly stiff shaft and the flexible slapper 
at the tip work together to impart the most exquisite 
combination of smart and sting. 

Now I have to admit that I am in the minority 
in my taste for the crop. At one time or another most 
gals have been required to fold themselves over Ms 
Lummell, the riding instructor’s, knee so that the 
jodhpurs can be rolled down and their hindquarters 
tickled with their own crops. According to a recent 
poll on the GalGab web-site this particular form of 
punishment rated very low on most of the inmates’ 
wish-list. 

 
Pen was putting her arm into it. During her 

period as Red-shirt she earned a respectable 
reputation for her prowess with the wood-backed 
hairbrush and the skills she learned translate rather 
nicely to our private sessions. 

She whipped the crop down with considerable 
force and I purred with pleasure. 

 



 

 

7 

 
Yvonne and Janet 

 
I stuck my head around the door to Jojo’s 

study. Her bed has not been slept in so I assume that 
she has spent the night in the Grand Master’s 
quarters. I smile to myself. It is wonderful to know 
that my best chum is so happy and contented in her 
romance with Mr Humphries. They will be married in 
the summer, once we are released, and I shall be her 
Maid of Honor. 

I go next door into my own study and put the 
two coffee cups down on my desk and head for the 
shower. It is still barely six o’clock and I don’t go on 
duty for an hour so I have time to luxuriate and 
pamper myself. 

 
Sometime last evening, before she turned in 

for the night Frankie has stopped by and laid out a 
fresh set of clobber on my bed. Unlike many of the 
inmates who only maintain a minimum wardrobe I 
have a huge collection. I am really fussy about my 
clobber, obsessively so maybe, and on a busy day like 
today I may well change my blouse three or four 
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times. I will also make a complete change before this 
evening’s social event. 

 
I have just finished drying my hair and am 

knotting my red tie when Lady Derby Huntington 
pokes her head around the door. 

“Good Morning, Ma’am,” she says cheerfully. “I 
have just made fresh coffee for Miss Morton, would 
you like me to bring you a cup?” 

Derby grubs for Debs. She is an absolute dote 
and as mad as a March Hare. She hails from one of 
the nations oldest and most respected family’s and 
was brought up surrounded by maids, valets and 
liveried footmen. Nonetheless she has taken to the 
life of a grubby with remarkable enthusiasm and 
tends to Deborah’s every need morning, noon and 
night. 

I thank her and make a final adjustment to the 
knot of my tie so that it is seated neatly in a perfect 
vee and fully covering the top button of my blouse. 

Derby returns with a mug of coffee. “Is there 
anything else I can get for you, Ma’am?” she asks. 

We have been trying to cure Derby of calling 
us Ma’am except in public, when it is a required 
protocol, but she just giggles and ignores us. I tell her 
that I’m fine and she tells me she will cut along and 
get everything prepared for Deborah’s return from 
her run. No sooner has Derby departed than there is 
another knock on the door. 

“Come,” I call and Yvonne Godfrey and Janet 
Mitchell shuffle into the room. 

“Reporting for duty, Ma’am,” mutters Yvonne. 
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Now I have absolutely no problem with Yvonne 
referring to me as Ma’am, in fact I insist upon it. 

Yvonne and Janet spent seven years as 
inmates of the facility and are loathsome and odious 
cretins. During the dark days of Operation Scorched 
Arse they served in Elite and were the principal’s of 
the heinous Secret Sorority of Serial Spankers. With 
the sponsorship of Patty Hodge and Katie their 
assignment was to make life miserable for the 
inmates and cut as many pairs of bumbags to tatters 
as humanly possible. 

They both caned me a time or two and I can 
assure you that they made it an even more 
disagreeable experience than usual. 

After their release from Woodys they 
apparently returned to their roots and threw their 
bumbags back in the ring with the Confederacy of 
Yoofs. Somewhere along the way the thought it 
would be a wizard wheeze to go into the kidnapping 
business.  

Fortunately the Yoofs enlisted the assistance of 
a bunch of incompetent Scouser’s and it all went 
pear-shaped in a heartbeat. Yvonne and Janet were 
captured and returned to the Unit for their 
participation in this fiasco. 

Now the once mighty Commandants of the SS 
are reduced to the role of permanent grubbies. They 
are responsible for maintenance and cleaning of the 
facility and each day they are also required to provide 
relief grubbing support on the Elite landing. 

 
By and large the inmates are not a vindictive 

bunch but it would be impossible not to harbor some 
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grudges against this pair of be-yotch’s and not to 
enjoy some gloating satisfaction at their reduced 
circumstances. 

“Morning ladies, hands on your heads, you 
know the form,” I greet them. 

 Janet looks resigned as she raises her arms. 
Yvonne on the other hand takes the time to glare at 
me before complying; her eyes burn with anger and 
resentment as she links her hands on top of her head. 

Before we discuss their day’s assignments I am 
required to subject them to a full clobber inspection. I 
doubt that they will be foolish enough to pitch up with 
their clobber in an abusive state but it is an 
opportunity to make them sweat a little. 

I start with an inspection of their blazers and 
then proceed to methodically check every stitch, 
seam, hem and button of their clothing. As I 
suspected I do not find any infringements of the 
clobber protocols but you can tell by the relief on 
their faces when I tell them that they can lower their 
arms that they found the experience suitably 
disagreeable. 

I click on the duty roster on my laptop and 
learn that today they have been assigned to support 
Lady Derby in her grubbing duties. I suppress a grin. 
Derby is a hard task-mistress and will not tolerate any 
slacking on her watch. She will have Yvonne and 
Janet scurrying about hither and thither and will 
monitor their performance like a hawk. Lady Derby 
has no compunction when it comes to dispatching 
them to the library for a thrashing if she feels that 
they have not met her exacting standards.  
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The list of assignments includes several routine 
maintenance tasks including polishing the floor of the 
Grand Hall in preparation for tonight’s feast. I print 
the list and send them on their way. I should feel 
some sympathy for them but I don’t. Be-yotch’s.



 

 

8 

 
Victoria and Debs 

 
I pull on my red silk and mohair blazer and 

fasten the five buttons up the front. I go over to the 
umbrella stand and select an ashplant cane which I 
will be required to carry tucked under my left arm 
throughout the day. This is rather unnecessary as I 
have ceded my thrashing rights to Debs but it 
remains a requirement of the Elite Charter so I do not 
feel inclined to argue the point. 

The ashplants are very slender, eighteen inch 
long canes that apparently have been in use by 
members of the Elite ever since the original Woody 
School was first established in the mid-1800s. 
According to Debs who researches this kind of stuff 
they are produced by some family in Dublin and are 
cut from saplings of a particular mountain ash-tree 
and then cooked in a chimney-oven. She also 
mentioned that according to the advertising literature 
they come guaranteed one-hundred-per-cent tested 
for performance. I’m not sure where you find the job 
applications but if ever I’m in the mood for a career 
change or in need of a few extra squids I could 
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always sign up for a position in the family’s quality 
control division. 

Now suitably accessorized for my day as the 
Duty Monitor I stroll down the landing to Lady 
Victoria’s study to see whether she is ready. 

Lady Vix is swallowing down the dregs of her 
coffee, presumably supplied by the good offices of 
Derby and burning a cigarette. She is dressed in a 
deep red silk blouse with black piping around the 
collar and a short black flared skirt. She wears a black 
tie around her neck that she has not yet got around 
to fastening.  

“Morning,” she half-yawns, “Give me a few 
minutes and we’ll get the fawkin’ show on the road,” 
she drawls in her aristocratic voice. 

I tell her that there is no hurry and bum one of 
her fags. 

I have known Vix since the Ladette days when 
Jojo and I used to party together with the likes of Cat 
and Melons. Glorious days when we worked like 
demons all day and tripped the light fantastic all 
night. Before she was arrested and banged up at 
Woodys, for dancing naked in the fountains of 
Trafalgar Square on her twenty-first birthday, I had 
the privilege of attending several of her New-Years 
Eve balls at her father’s pile. I think that Victoria’s 
family has an even longer heritage than Derby’s. 
Brompton Castle was built back in the ninth or tenth 
century and is a rather ethereal spot on the top of a 
hill with panoramic views of the Brompton estate. The 
interior has mostly been renovated and modernized 
but thankfully the Brompton family has had the good 
sense to keep the dungeons intact and I have spent 
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many dreamy and eventful nights in the dark recesses 
of the castle. 

 
Victoria finally stops bustling about and pulls 

her black blazer out of the closet. I go over and 
fasten the top two buttons of her shirt and knot her 
tie correctly. She smiles and pulls on her blazer. 

“I guess we’d better fawkin’ cut along,” she 
drawls. 

I love potty-mouthed aristocrats. 
 
We are cutting across the quadrangle in the 

direction of the Grand Masters quarters when Debs 
catches us up. She slips her arm into mine and starts 
to prattle on about some new gadget that she has 
that she wears on her wrist while she is running and 
monitors all manner of her critical functions. She is 
still on an endorphin rush and despite the fact I have 
no idea what she is talking about I know that there is 
no hope of stopping her. Deborah is notorious for her 
persistence in delivering her opinions and 
observations. I catch Victoria’s eye and we exchange 
a wink. In a few moments Debs will just run out of 
steam and by the time we reach the Grand Master’s 
quarters she will be prepared to start her day in the 
role of Victoria’s deputy. 

Over the last few days there have rumors on 
the gossvine that Victoria is considering standing 
down as Red-shirt and handing over the reins to 
Debs. 

Although I count her amongst my closest 
chums my relationship with Deborah Morton has 
occasionally been fractious. I am sometimes accused 
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of being cynical but actually I just think that I have an 
innately suspicious nature and I have sometimes 
suspected that Debs engineers many of her more 
calamitous situations for her own personal self-
aggrandizement. Deborah naturally denies any such 
accusations and our disagreements have occasionally 
caused significant rifts in the lute. 

At the end of last year when Mr Humphries 
was seeking a successor to Lady Victoria he lobbied 
Jojo and I to fulfill the role of Red-shirt. For different 
reasons we both turned down the position and we 
both expressed the opinion that despite Deborah’s fall 
from grace with Ms Lawton that we just assumed that 
would be forgotten and she would be the natural 
candidate. After all she is an unreasonably (and 
perhaps even unnaturally) gifted individual and it is 
actually her abundance of fatal flaws that make her 
so attractive and sometimes even endearing. 
However, The Grand Master explained that he feared 
that she would just be too high maintenance and I 
have to say that I agreed with him. Eventually Lady 
Vix was persuaded to stay on for a second term even 
though she has officially finished her sentence. 

Despite the Grand Masters concerns Victoria 
lobbied for Debs to firstly be promoted to Captain of 
the Red House and then subsequently as her Deputy. 

I am forced to admit that Debs has proved me 
wrong and has done a smashing job in both roles, so 
I am more than happy to endorse her when the time 
comes. I just wish that she would stop babbling in my 
ear about heart-rates and breathing patterns. 

 



 

 

9 

 
Red-Card for Ginger 

 
Jojo is sitting at the kitchen counter sipping a 

mug of coffee. She is still in the throes of getting 
dressed, her blouse is unfastened at the neck and not 
yet tucked into the waistband of her skirt, a towel 
knotted into a turban over her still damp hair. 

“He’ll be out in a minute; he’s in his office on 
the phone,” she informs us, “the coffee’s fresh, help 
yourselves.” 

We mooch about the kitchen for a few minutes 
drinking java and gabbing idly until the Grand Master 
comes out of his office.  

“Morning ladies,” he greets us amiably, “what’s 
on the agenda today?” 

Victoria pulled a sheet of paper out of her 
blazer pocket and gave us a run-down on all the day’s 
scheduled activities. In contrast to the weekdays 
when we spend the vast majority of our time in the 
lecture rooms immersed in the rigors of educational 
programs the weekends at Woodys are far less 
structured. 
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There are numerous workshops available to 
the inmates that are hosted by volunteer members of 
our community. The grass hockey team has an away 
match and there is a cross-country ride across the 
Downs scheduled. Jojo is planning another major 
Woody theatrical production and there are various 
auditions throughout the day. During each term the 
inmates are allowed three town-passes to allow them 
to take care of personal business or to visit the local 
haberdasheries to be measured up for replacement 
clobber so at least a dozen gals would be off campus 
for most of the afternoon. 

Despite all these distractions the weekends still 
offer considerable opportunities for the mega-minxes 
to indulge in creating an atmosphere of mischief and 
mayhem. The weekend whop-rate is traditionally 
rather high and as Duty Monitor I will have my work 
cut out to try to maintain some semblance of order 
around the compound. 

Victoria, Debs and I verify that we have all the 
interfaces plugged into our smart-phones and the 
Grand Master tells us that he will see us shortly in the 
assembly hall. 

I share a quick hug with Jojo; she winks at me 
and wishes me good luck before I cut along. 

 
I do not feel at all lucky when Ginger Beckett 

decides to trip up a gal in front of her as the inmates 
are entering the assembly hall. 

I cut my eyes sideways and glance over at Vix 
and Debs. It is clear that they have both seen this 
totally guileless act of tomfoolery and they are waiting 
for me to respond. I was closest to the action and it is 
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my responsibility to show Ginger a red-card. I hate 
this part of the job. 

Ginger is a very close chum but I took the Elite 
oath and swore that I would treat all the inmates 
equally, whether friend or foe. I could take the easy 
way out and pretend that I didn’t see Ginger tripping 
the gal and leave it to Vix or Debs to do the dirty 
deed but I know that would not be fair. I sigh 
inwardly and reach into my inside pocket and extract 
my card. 

“Beckett, Phase 5, step up for goofing,” I hear 
myself say. I have just sentenced my chum to several 
hot and sweaty minutes bending over the back of a 
chair with her bumbags around her ankles for six 
strokes of the cane. 

Ginger doesn’t show any reaction, she is a 
professional mega-minx and knows how to put on a 
game face. She knows that she is bang to rights and 
accepts her fate but it doesn’t stop me from feeling 
like a heel. I very much doubt that it is the last red-
card that I shall be compelled to show today. 

 
I watch gloomily as Patty Hodge, Katie Beck 

and the Wart sweep into the hall and bear down upon 
Ginger. I know exactly what is about to transpire. 
Patty leans in close to Gingers face and is clearly 
spitting barbed vitriolic into Gingers ear. Patty is 
highly skilled in these situations and she keeps her 
voice so low that only poor Ginger and her smirking 
cohorts can hear what she is saying. Having been on 
the receiving end of Patty’s lacerating tongue a time 
or two I can assure that she is not exchanging 
pleasantries.  



39 
 

 

 

Victoria only allows this to go on for a few 
seconds before striding over to intervene. Katie Beck 
tries to impede her but Victoria elbows her in the ribs. 
Katie squeals and leaps out of Victoria’s way. 

“Ms Hodge do you have something to say?” 
demands Vix. 

Patty glares at our Red-shirt. “Beckett’s tie is 
undone,” she snaps, “I’m issuing her a supplementary 
red-card.” 

“Miss Beckett’s clobber infraction has been duly 
noted Ms Hodge,” says Vix on a low tone. “No further 
action required.” 

Patty pulls herself up to her full height and 
glares down at Vix. Patty is tall even in her stockinged 
feet and she wears three-inch heels to add to her 
physical presence. She is a remarkable specimen of 
creation with flame red hair and emerald green eyes 
that I suspect that are enhanced by devious optical 
means. She can be rather intimidating but Victoria is 
not the easily intimidated sort. 

Lady Victoria loves to recount her childhood 
days when she was taught to box and wrestle by her 
four elder brothers in the grounds of the castle. Many 
of the inmates have had reason to thank Vix when 
she has stepped in and stuck up her dukes to protect 
them from the bullying factions of our environment. 

Victoria glances sidelong at Katie and the Wart 
and they high-tail it towards the steps of the stage as 
fast as their legs can carry them. 

I can sense that Patty is contemplating radical 
action but Vix has closed in and is now between the 
evil Dame and Ginger. I can’t help noticing that her 
fists are clenching and unclenching as she stares 
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unwaveringly at Patty. I suspect that she is 
considering biffing Ms Hodge on the snooter. 

Patty glares down at her and then spins on her 
heel. “I’ll get you for this Brompton,” she snarls. 

Vix waits until Patty reaches the foot of the 
stairs. “Yeah rock on Patty,” she drawls. “And that’s 
Lady fawkin’ Brompton to you.” 

Naturally Victoria putting Patty back in her box 
is greeted by the requisite tittering and sniggering, 
but the inmates are quickly silenced when Vix turns 
around and commands, “Silence, silence in the hall, 
Grand Master approaching!” 

 



 

 

10 

 
A Case of the Residuals 

 
The Grand Master only stops momentarily to 

dismiss Ginger from the hall and send her upstairs to 
get herself inspected. Ginger used to be a 
professional ballerina and normally she moves with a 
wonderful grace and seems to glide across the floor 
but she looks self-conscious and slightly ungainly as 
she trudges towards the door. Poor Ginger, nothing to 
look forward to except six of the very best. 

 
The remainder of assembly is a routine affair 

with Mr Humphries repeating the day’s agenda that 
we had discussed earlier. As I am leaving the hall 
Deborah falls in beside me and slips her arm into 
mine. 

“Don’t look so glum, you know that it was a 
fair call,” she says soothingly. “She knows the form so 
there’s no point in beating yourself up about it.” 

She is right, of course, but it doesn’t stop me 
from feeling like a heel. 

We cut through the corridors and step out into 
the cloisters. It is a brisk morning but the sun is 
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beginning to break through so hopefully it will turn 
into a pretty day as I will have to spend the majority 
of it patrolling the grounds. 

 
Debs is chattering away cheerfully about her 

new hairdo. Despite her natural self-assurance which 
can sometimes be rather irritating she is not in the 
least bit vain. In fact she is quite the opposite and 
can be very self-conscious. I think that is part of the 
reason that she always used to dress like a hobo. 
Yesterday I finally persuaded her to come into town 
with me and a visit a friend of mine, Pencil, at his 
salon. 

We took the bus into town and she was 
extremely grumpy and non-communicative. I 
assumed this was because she still had smoke 
billowing out from under her skirt as a result of being 
caned by the Wart just an hour earlier. The Wart 
hates Deborah and really did a number on her. 

The Wart landed the first five strokes with text-
book precision and then announced that she was 
going to finish things up with a bacon slicer. We all 
had our fingers crossed and were hoping that the 
Wart would fluff the stroke and miss but sadly not. 

Somehow Debs managed to stay down and 
avoided giving the Wart the opportunity to take a 
second shot at her. Of course Debs put a brave face 
on it while she was being post-processed but I have 
known her for a long time and I could tell that she 
had just been nailed and was in pretty bad shapes. 

My pal Pencil is as camp as a row of tents and 
can be very bitchy but I had instructed him to be nice 
to Debs and for once he kept his catty tongue in 
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check. He cut her hair back to just below her 
shoulders and gave her a loose perm that he 
promised was low maintenance. Deborah was 
absolutely thrilled with the results and even insisted 
on taking me to the VIP room in Monets and shelling 
out for a bottle of bubbly. She confided that her 
earlier grouchiness had nothing to do with the 
whopping she had received but that she hadn’t been 
to a hairdresser’s for over a decade preferring to trim 
her hair herself, which explains a lot. 

 
We head across the quadrangle. The quad is 

the central thoroughfare and gals are beginning to 
mill about. Debs gives me a hug, wishes me good 
luck and tells me to let her know if I need her. We 
both know what that means. 

I climb the broad flight of steps that will give 
me a good vantage point so I can monitor the 
activities in both the quad and the rec area. Being 
Duty Monitor is terribly tedious, I’ll spend the day 
wandering about the vast compound keeping my eye 
open for overt mischief and malfeasance or excessive 
and dangerous horseplay. 

After about fifteen minutes I see Ginger 
coming out of the main building. She has her hands 
stuffed into her blazer pockets and her gait is 
decidedly stiff-legged. I walk down the steps and 
hurry across the quad. 

“I’m sorry about the red-card,” I tell her. 
She just shrugs. “Not your fault Nix, you were 

just doing your job,” she assures me. 
“So how was it?” I ask. 
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“Not so good actually,” she says in her soft lilt. 
“It didn’t help that I got six on the silks last night and 
was suffering from a severe case of the residuals.” 

“Oh my gawd,” I sigh. “I had no idea.” 
“You weren’t to know, it hasn’t been post-

processed yet. As a matter of fact I’m on my way to 
see Melons so that we can complete the paperwork,” 
she tells me. 

I give her a hug and leave her to wriggle off 
and go about her business. I feel even more like a 
heel than before.  

Being caned by the Grand Master is always 
tough duty and made many times worse if you have 
the misfortune of wearing the residual effects from a 
late night beating from Melons across your bum. 
Melanie is a class act and a highly respected power-
beater. A couple of years ago, during her first term as 
Dorm Raider, she bent me and Jojo over our beds 
and gave us a thrashing. It was quite awesome. It 
might have been quite delicious under different 
circumstances but at the time it was most 
disagreeable. Poor Ginger. 

 
Most of the gals are heading in the direction of 

the cafeteria where for the next few hours Cassie 
Cassy and her team will be serving a buffet brunch. 
There is little happening in the quad or rec areas so I 
decide to go back into the house. 
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In Charge of the Hen-House 

 
The main building dates back to the 

seventeenth century and was once the country 
retreat of some punter with more money that God. It 
is four storey’s tall and is a labyrinth of inter-
connecting corridors, hallways and stairwells. When I 
first started my sentence I needed a map and 
compass to navigate the complex but now after seven 
years I can find my way around blind-folded. 

 
I climb the four flights of stairs that lead up to 

the Elite landing with no particular purpose in mind. I 
pass by the open door to Deborah’s study and can 
hear Lady Derby barking instructions at Yvonne and 
Janet with admirable authority. I chuckle to myself. It 
couldn’t happen to a more deserving pair of be-
yotch’s. 

 
Frankie is in my study straightening and 

dusting. Actually there is nothing that really needs 
straightening or dusting but there is a queer 
phenomenon occurring amongst this year’s intake of 
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grubbies. Lady Derby, Frankie, and Jojo’s grubby 
Michelle Morgan are tight and for some reason they 
appear to have embarked on some form of 
competitive grubbing contest. Apparently Frankie and 
Michelle are determined not to be out-grubbed by 
Lady Derby. It is all rather strange. 

“It’s Saturday Frankie, why don’t you take 
some quality time with your chums?” I ask idly. 
“Besides I thought that you were helping Jojo with 
the auditions?” 

“They don’t start for an hour,” she says. “I just 
wanted to check that everything is in order.” 

I have given up arguing.  
 
Frankie, Derby and Michelle are a remarkable 

trio and have created quite a storm at the Unit. They 
are by any standards natural born minxes and are 
already garnering headlines reminiscent of the glory 
days when Cat Cassidy dubbed Jojo, Debs, Rosemary 
and I as the ‘Famous Four’. We’ve had plenty of Über-
minxes follow in our footsteps, Cassie Cassy of course 
but she is widely considered to be certifiably barking, 
and both Heidi Alexander and Linda Ash really made a 
name for themselves last year. But the ‘Terrible 
Threesome’ are something special and are as 
competitive about scoring whops as we were back in 
the day. 

None of them arrived at Woodys sporting virgin 
arses. Frankie likes to tell a delightful story about 
being spanked on her bare bottom in front of the 
whole school for skinny dipping in the school pool. 
Some years later, in an interview with a French arts 
magazine she would report that, “after being spanked 
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on the bare bottom in front of several hundred 
witnesses taking my clothes off to recite Shakespeare 
did not seem the least bit intimidating.” I keep an eye 
out for that kind of thing. 

Derby has always been in the news. She was 
bestowed with her curious name after her father rode 
the winner at Ascot just minutes before his wife gave 
birth to his only daughter. For some reason the Great 
Unwashed could not get enough of Derby stories 
which were largely filled with accounts of her 
expulsions from numerous expensive boarding 
schools at a rate which makes my own educational 
record seem relatively stable.  

She is the youngest woman ever to be sent to 
Woodys after she was arrested by the Dark Agents at 
a private party at the family pile on her eighteenth 
birthday. Her schooling coincided with the abolition of 
corporal punishment but in the days preceding the 
change in the law she managed to accumulate a 
creditable tally of whops and was probably on the 
road to greatness. 

In contrast Michelle is oldest woman to be sent 
to Woodys, in fact it is only a loop-hole exploited by 
the Dark Agents that makes her incarceration legal.  

She had previously served a term at the Ripley 
Back to School Unit and was released on probation. 
Somewhere along the way she went to Canada for a 
short trip and managed to miss her flight home. She 
became known as the ‘Runaway Ladette’. I’m not 
sure of all the details but somehow she ended up 
being featured on some photographer’s web-site in a 
series of deliciously erotic poses. Unfortunately for 
Michelle some old perv from the Dark Agents 
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happened upon the photo-set when he was surfing 
the web for such material and she was arrested. 

Michelle certainly didn’t arrive sporting a virgin 
arse. According to Ministry of Education records made 
public during the tribunal she ranks number four 
behind Debs, Claire and the Bounder as the most 
caned pupils in history. 

 
Of course, officially we are their mentors and 

not supposed to encourage their outrageous antics. 
However, Mr Humphries gave us these assignments 
and he rarely does anything without some motive. If 
he thought that it was appropriate to put the foxes in 
charge of the hen-house then he doubtless knew 
what to expect. 

I say ta-rah to Frankie and set-off to continue 
on my rounds. 

 



 

 

12 

 
Rude, Grumpy and Foul-Mouthed 

 
The floor below the Elite landing houses more 

studies that are occupied by the Phase Five and Six 
inmates. They are smaller than the upstairs suites 
and each small room has two single beds, a couple of 
work-stations and a small en-suite bathroom. They 
may be small but they are considerably better than 
the open-plan dorms we slept in during the first years 
of our sentences. 

I shared a study with Jojo for two years which 
was a lot of fun. Jojo is kind of the life-force amongst 
the community and our study was always as busy as 
Grand Central Station. I can’t tell you how much 
mischief and mayhem was plotted in our little study. 
Glorious times. 

 
Halfway along the Phase 6 landing I stop and 

poke my head around the door of the study occupied 
by Bernadette Summers and Lisa Sutton. 

The two gals are seated on their beds 
surrounded by piles of bank-notes. Bernadette, or the 
Bounder, as she is better known is the campus 
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bookie. She takes bets on anything from the nags to 
the dogs but these days we mostly bet on our 
bumbags. We can wager on all manner of 
permutations, who is going to be whopped next, 
ranking on the Hall of Shame, etcetera, etcetera. 
Saturday morning is settling up time and the Bounder 
and Lisa are pouring over their ledgers. 

“How did you do this week?” I ask them. 
“I lost my blouse, my blazer and my 

bumbags,” grumbles the Bounder. 
Lisa just chuckles and rolls her eyes. The 

Bounder always claims that she is making spectacular 
losses but we all know different. She makes out like a 
bandit. 

Gambling is not the Bounders only line of 
business. Her godfather is a colorful cove called 
Stacks Monroe. Stacks owns a highly respected jazz 
club up in the Smoke. He is also a gangster and the 
best fence in the city. Oh, and I should add that he is 
a gentleman and one of the nicest people you will 
ever meet. 

Stacks provides Bernadette with a wide array 
of contraband which she sells around campus. There 
is almost nothing that she can’t get her hands on so 
she is a very useful and popular member of the 
community. 

Lisa runs her finger down the ledger. “We owe 
you a few squids Nix, do you want cash or shall we 
keep it on your account?” she asks me. 

I laugh. The only real place to spend money on 
the campus is with Bernadette Summers Enterprises. 
If I’m not betting on my bumbags I’m buying booze, 
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fags or other items from her inventory. There’s little 
point in cashing in my chips. 

“I’ll let it roll over,” I tell them.  
The Bounder stands up and starts to slide 

envelopes stuffed with cash into the elastic waistband 
of her bumbags. It is really quite amazing what she 
manages to secret under her skirt. 

She picks up a particularly well stuffed 
envelope and scowls. “Look at this,” she grumbles. 
“Cat has been betting large on Cassie Cassy. I don’t 
think that it’s fair that she can bet on her sister. 
That’s like insider trading.” 

Lisa rolls her eyes again. “You took the bet, 
Bounder. Cat would string you up by the elastic of 
those magic bumbags of yours if you don’t pay up.” 

Bernadette just glowers. The Bounder is 
awesomely gorgeous. She is Sri-Lankan and has the 
most beautiful and perfect skin I’ve ever seen. She 
has jet-black hair and eyes and teeth that gleam 
when she smiles, which is rarely. She shrugs on her 
blazer and stomps towards the door muttering dark 
hexes against the punters who have had the audacity 
to actually win and are demanding pay-out. 
Bernadette is belligerent, grumpy, rude and foul-
mouthed and I think she is wonderful. 

 
I continue on my rounds, working my down 

through the lower landings that house the 
dormitories. 

By the time I was sentenced I already owned 
my own flat in a fashionable area of the Smoke so it 
came as something of a shock to learn that for the 
next four years I would be forced to share my new 
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digs with eleven other inmates. The dorms offer 
almost no privacy, just six beds lined up on either 
sides of the austere room. Unlike the upstairs study’s 
we were not allowed to hang pictures or show off 
personal effects. Even during the period I spent in 
reform school I enjoyed better accommodations. 

Nonetheless, in hindsight we had a lot of fun 
and we got over our inhibitions. The dorms were a 
hot-bed of plotting, planning, conniving and 
malfeasance.  

The rules regarding silence after lockdown are 
strictly imposed. That didn’t stop us. We routinely 
engaged in games of ‘Dare’ and played cat and 
mouse with the Dorm Raiders. The stakes were high; 
if we were caught a caning was mandatory. Even for 
a pain junkie like me, getting six stripes under your 
jimjams last thing at night is not particularly 
conducive to a good night’s shut-eye. Of course we 
are Woody Gals and we did not let the threat of six of 
the best divert us from the joys of minxing. During 
those years of co-habituating in the dorms I was 
probably caned a dozen times and my record was not 
considered particularly noteworthy. Sweet and painful 
memories.  
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Fresh from a Whopping 

 
I cross the quad and go over to the cafeteria in 

pursuit of more java. The café is crowded with the 
boisterous sounds of the inmates hanging out 
gabbing and chowing down on the brunch that Cassie 
Cassy and her crew have prepared. In general at 
weekends the inmates are cut plenty of slack and the 
only rules in the cafeteria are no excessive and 
dangerous horseplay and strictly no food fights. 

A few weeks ago I was on duty when the Bond 
twins started lobbing food about as if they were 
chimpanzee’s at a shit-throwing tea-party and 
pandemonium ensued. It took some considerable 
time for me and Deborah to restore order and 
resulted in a mass beating. Hopefully we won’t have a 
repeat of that incident today. 

I go over to the coffee station and score some 
espresso. I am filling my cup when Melanie White and 
Claire Brooks come over. They are both dressed in full 
clobber and I can tell instantly that they are both 
fresh from a whopping. 
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Claire and Melons have officially finished their 
sentences and are enrolled in the Old Gal program. 
Generally they are afforded the privilege of dressing 
in civilian clothes unless they have managed to earn 
themselves whops. It is not just the clobber that’s a 
giveaway, as they approach the station they both 
have their hands stuffed into their blazer pockets. 
This is standard Woody procedure to avoid the 
temptation of engaging in the cardinal sin of public 
rubbing. 

“How’s it going?” I greet them. I would not be 
so crass as to demand details of the miss-adventures 
of their bumbags unless they are volunteered. 
However between you, me and the garden post I 
doubt that I will be left wondering for too long. 

Melons reaches over for a mug. “We’ve just 
been soundly beaten,” she informs me. 

Now I grant you that in some walks of life that 
this response might be considered a tad queer but at 
Woodys we talk about whops twenty-four-seven, 
which is hardly surprising considering that is more or 
less the timetable that whops are on the menu 
around this joint.  

“Very soundly,” agrees Claire as she starts to 
pour coffee. “He’s got a new cane and we were his 
guinea pigs. It’s a fucking killer.” 

“I’m sorry to hear that,” I tell them. 
Melanie rolled her eyes at me. “No you’re not 

Nix, you are chomping at the bit to hear the gory 
details.” 

“We were late back for curfew,” explains 
Claire. 
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I remember that Ginger had told me that she 
got six on the silks from Melons last night. 

“Weren’t you on duty?” I ask Melanie. 
“I was,” she explained. “I’d just come off shift 

and was about to turn in when Claire called me from 
Gabriels. She had some stud-muffin on the hook and 
needed someone to distract his buddy so I went over 
for a cocktail or three. Somehow we miss-
communicated and neither of us phoned Ellen and the 
next thing we knew we were due for a whopping. Put 
a bit of a wet squib on the evening.” 

“Put a wet squib on a lot of things,” sighed 
Claire. “I’m supposed to ride point this afternoon and 
the prospect of sitting my arse in a saddle is not very 
attractive.” 

I giggle. “You’ve got an arse like leather sis,” I 
tease her, “how many times have I seen you go over 
your Ma’s knee and then get right back in the saddle 
and win a major event?” 

Claire blushes slightly and mutters something 
inaudible, but she can’t deny that I’m right. Watching 
Claire being spanked was a common occurrence when 
we riding on the circuit and her Ma didn’t believe in 
little paddy whacking’s. When she put Claire over her 
knee she meant business. It was fascinating stuff. 

“Is Rosemary around?” asks Melons. 
I nod. “She’s probably upstairs swapping 

cyber-spit with the Foxy-one,” I tell them. “Mind if I 
tag along and inspect the damage?” 

 
I watch as Melanie spreads herself out across 

Rosemary Booker’s lap. Rosie folds back the hem of 
Melanie’s skirt and then, very carefully, rolls down her 
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bumbags. It is clear that Claire wasn’t exaggerating 
when she said that the Grand Master’s new cane was 
a killer, the stripes on display are extremely ripe. 

Once again I admit that in some strata’s of 
society the concept of being bent over a lap with 
one’s bumbags around one’s ankles so that your 
chums can perform inspection might seem a little 
peculiar; but of course at Woodys it is an every-day 
event. 

Melanie is a physical phenomenon. She is even 
shorter that I am but she is gifted with the most 
extraordinary beautiful pair of breasts. Before I 
started to go steady with Penny Ann I seduced 
Melons a time or two. She is not actually that way 
inclined but when you are locked up for three-
quarters of the year boredom sets in. Besides who 
could resist the charms of Yours Truly? 

In contrast to her front view her bottom is 
really quite under-sized so it is a tribute to the Grand 
Master’s skill with a cane that every stroke was 
contained within the safe zone we call the sweet spot. 

 
Rosemary dips her fingers into a pot and 

greases them. She expertly runs the tips of her 
fingers along the stripes. She explains that her latest 
potion is comprised of aloe vera and mint and an 
obscure herb that she had managed to secure, 
doubtless with the help of the Bounder. 

Melanie wriggles and squirms. “Whoa, that 
stings,” she mutters. 

“Give it a few seconds,” Rosemary reassures 
her, “that sting will turn into a tingle and then it will 
completely cool you down.” 
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“I wish it would hurry up,” grunts Melons, and 
then my cell-phone rang. 
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The Troublesome Twins 

 
I race down the stairs and out into the quad. A 

number of inmates have congregated and formed a 
circle. I shoulder my way through. Two gals are 
standing with their hands on their heads glaring at 
each other under the supervision of Charlie Barber 
who is a member of the Elite. The two gals are 
indistinguishable from each other, they are identical 
twins. 

 
Veronica and Regina Bond are notorious for 

their sibling rivalry and their often acrimonious 
disagreements. Despite having their hands on their 
heads there are clear signs of hostility on their faces. 

Charlie walks over to meet me. “I was on my 
way to the Wellness Center when I happened upon 
these two. Ronnie pulled Reggie’s hair and Reggie 
hacked Ronnie in the shins. They would have 
scratched each other’s eyes out if I hadn’t managed 
to get in between them,” she explained. 
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Charlotte Barber is a very good thing and as 
sound as a trout. She doesn’t make unnecessary 
trouble for anybody. 

“Thanks Charlie,” I sigh. “I’ll take it from here.” 
I walk over to the twins and reach into my 

blazer pocket. This is a part of my job that I detest. 
The protocols require me to formally red card them, 
so I palm the card and try to do it with as little drama 
as possible. 

“Come along,” I tell them, “Let’s get you up to 
the library. I’ll contact Miss Morton and she’ll be along 
to beat you at her earliest convenience. Now let’s be 
sensible, I don’t want any pushing, prodding or 
poking on the way or I will be obliged to take you up 
before the Grand Master. Now lower your arms and 
cut along sharpish. I’ll be right behind you.” 

 
I pull out my smartphone and speed-dial Debs. 

Derby answers the call. 
“This is Miss Morton’s assistant, how my I help 

you?” she says in her refined aristocratic accent. 
“Derby, you know who it is for gawds sake, 

there is no need for this formality, where’s Debs?” I 
try not to sound too snappy. Lady Huntington has 
written her own script and dances to her own 
drummer and who am I to criticize? 

“Miss Morton is in the shower,” responds 
Derby, apparently oblivious to my terseness. “Do you 
require her to mobilize to the library?” 

There is little doubt in my mind that if she 
wasn’t banged up in Woodys that she would be an 
inmate at the Home for the Bewildered. She is 
certifiably barking. 
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“Yes Derby,” I say as patiently as possible. 
“Please ask her to mobilize to the library. The Bond 
twins will be waiting for her.” 

“I shall inform Miss Morton and you can advise 
the twins that she will be along to take care of them 
within the next thirty minutes,” she replies. 

“Thank you Derby,” I say wearily and set off in 
pursuit of the twins. 

 
It is really quite extraordinary, if you walk 

behind the twins it is as if they have been cut from 
the same mould. They are exactly the same height 
and have the same physique, even their hair is the 
same length to the millimeter. They keep stride with 
each other as we traverse the corridors and stairwells 
to the landing that hosts the library without ever 
looking at each other, but somehow it is hard not to 
get the impression that they are communicating. 
Quite eerie, when you come to think about it. 

 
Deborah calls me back. “What was it this time, 

scrapping again?” 
“Yeah, who knows what about. Charlotte said 

they refused to comment. I suppose it doesn’t matter 
really,” I tell my chum. 

“Well I need to dry my hair and get dressed, 
tell them that I’ll be along to beat them as soon as 
possible,” she tells me. 

 
I arrange the twins on either side of the 

hallway so that they don’t succumb to the temptation 
of getting into another scrap. They both know the 
form. They raise their arms and inter-link their hands 
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on top of their heads and crane their necks slightly so 
that they can touch the tips of their noses against the 
paneling of the wood-paneling. Normally I would 
leave them unattended but I don’t want poor Debs to 
arrive and have to deal with the aftermath of a cat-
fight. I lean back against the wall and cross my arms 
across my chest. With nothing better to do I play-
back the many delicious moments of last night when I 
was laying face downwards across Penelope Ann’s lap 
having the temperature of my bum adjusted with a 
riding crop. Sweet, sweet memories. 
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A Spanking for Rosie 

 
Penny Ann gave me a thorough whipping, 

which is of course what I wanted. Over the space of 
several hours I took four trips over Pen’s knee 
including the initial hand-spanking. I have a healthy 
level of pain-tolerance and like my chum Claire years 
in the saddle has probably worked to my advantage 
and toughened up my bum considerably. These are of 
course useful attributes when you are planning a 
night of extended benders. 

 
I am still reveling in my warm memories when 

I hear the click of heels in the corridor below. I 
assume that it is Deborah making her way up to the 
landing to cane the twins. 

The library is in a secluded wing of the main 
building and the click of Debs heels echo in the empty 
hallways. The twins continue to face the wall with 
their noses pressed to the woodwork. However 
tempting they are both aware that they must not 
move until they are given the release command. The 
nose and toes protocols are very specific; their noses 



63 
 

 

 

must never leave the varnished paneling and no 
matter how leaden their arms become their elbows 
must never make contact with the wall. 

 
It takes several minutes for Debs to mount the 

four flights of stairs and make her way up to the 
landing. Her footsteps are getting louder as she 
makes her final approach. 

Over the years I have spent more time than I 
wish to recall outside the library waiting to be caned. 
No matter how whop-hardened you become it is 
impossible not to begin to get nervous as the 
unpleasant conclusion to your wait approaches.   

 
Debs is smartly dressed in her Elite clobber and 

even her collar and tie are neatly fastened. It is a far 
cry from the old Debs who often used to resemble an 
unmade bed. 

“Have you asked them whether they wish to 
appeal?” she asks me. 

“They have declined to appeal and do not wish 
to talk about the incident,” I tell Debs, “they say it is 
private business and they just want to be whopped as 
soon as possible so that they can get on with their 
day.” 

“Very well,” she says. “Thank you Nix, I’ll take 
it from here,” and then addressing the twins she tells 
them to lower their arms and to proceed to the 
punishment room. 

 
I must confess that I admire the brisk and 

unemotional way that Deborah conducts her business 
in these situations. 
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In her daily life Debs can be mercurial which of 
course makes her erratic and unpredictable and she 
can sometimes be downright grating on the nerves. 
However when she is on duty as the Elite 
Disciplinarian she is level-headed and courteous, she 
puts her game face on and gets on with business. I 
suppose she learned that from her years as a 
professional sportswoman, but it is certainly an 
admirable quality. 

I feel a pang of sympathy for the twins as they 
trudge through the heavy doorway to the library and 
the austere room at the back that is used exclusively 
for the business of whops. Of course as we are both 
members of the Elite I have never been caned by 
Deborah. She gets astonishing ratings on the GalGab 
web-site for technical merit, artistic quality and for 
the all-important heat factor. I have tried to coerce 
her to come down to the stables so that I can sample 
her wares but she always turns the suggestion into a 
joke and changes the subject. However, I am 
relentless in such matters and do not care for being 
refused. I shall eventually prevail. 

The door closes with a dull thud so my duty is 
done. I decide to go back to the cafeteria. 

 
The cafeteria is surprisingly quiet, everybody 

has stopped chattering and I immediately discover 
why. The sounds emanating from behind the plastic 
curtains of the kitchen are unmistakable. Some poor 
soul is over Dotty Hammell’s knee getting a damn 
good spanking. The gals in the main room are 
exchanging knowing glances but keep silent out of 
respect. 
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Within minutes Rosemary totters out from the 
kitchen area. Her pretty moon-face is flushed and she 
looks slightly shell-shocked. She is dressed in an 
electric pink chef’s blouson, black cargo baggies and a 
matching beanie. 

“I hate that fucking spatula,” she mutters. 
“Let me guess, you were late for kitchen duty 

because you were on-line gabbing with the Foxy-
one,” I observe. 

She just nods and wriggles over to a tray full 
of used beakers that need to be put in the dish-
washer. 

 
Dotty Hammell is the Dame in Charge of 

Gastronomic Affairs. She is an absolute dote and very 
minx-friendly. However the one thing that she will not 
tolerate is tardy-timekeeping. 

Rosemary is one of the most disorganized gals 
that I have ever met and her inability to maintain 
schedules has played merry hell with her bumbags in 
the past. Her natural inclination for leaving things to 
the last minute has not been improved by the added 
distraction of her on-line affair with her cyber-lothario 
who operates under the nickname of the Silver Fox. 

Rosemary wriggles back towards the kitchen 
carrying her load. I have no doubt that she is in 
considerable discomfort. The wooden spatula was 
first introduced during Wooden Saturday during the 
Great Spank-off and proved to be the Achilles heel of 
some of the Unit’s most whop-hardened veterans. 
The broad flat head packs an incredible amount of 
smart and sting.  
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I had the misfortune of going over Dotty’s 
knee last year and I can assure you that the spatula 
is a lethal weapon in the punishment arena, but that 
is not to say it should excluded from consideration for 
recreational purposes. 



 

 

16 

 
She Whops Very Hard 

 
I grab an apple and decide to go over and visit 

Pen. As I said earlier being Duty Monitor can be quite 
tedious and involves a lot of mooching about. 

When the Old Gal program was introduced Mr 
Humphries took two tithe barns and renovated them 
into small but quite sumptuous apartments. Pen’s is 
on the ground floor and I punch the pass code onto 
the number pad and go inside. 

Pen is showered and dressed. She is wearing a 
black turtle neck sweater, cream jodhpurs and knee-
length riding boots. She comes over and gives me a 
hug and a kiss. 

“How’s it going?” she asks. 
“Well, Ginger, Melons, Claire and the Bond 

Twins have all been caned and Rosie just got spanked 
by Dotty and it’s not even midday,” I sigh. 

She chuckles. “Well Saturdays were always 
busy. I can’t tell you how many Saturday nights I was 
hauled up to Patty’s office to have my face chewed 
off for allowing the unit to fall into disrepute. Stupid 
fawkin’ be-yotch.” 
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Penny Ann had the misfortune of being elected 
Red-shirt during a dark period in Woody history 
known as Operation Scorched Arse. Poor Pen, she 
was the last person who wanted the job but the 
prevailing politics of the time left her with no 
alternative other than to accept the commission. She 
had a dreadful time of it trying to curb the heinous 
activities of Patty’s sponsored goons from the Secret 
Sorority of Serial Spankers, aka, the SS. 

 
Pen picks up a riding hat, leather gloves and 

her crop. I envy her. There is nothing more 
invigorating than a long hard ride across the Downs 
after a week in the lecture rooms. 

As we are leaving the apartment we happen 
upon Claire coming down the stairs. She is also 
dressed for the ride. 

“So you’re going to risk putting you bum in the 
saddle,” I giggle. 

She grimaces a little. “I am still absolutely 
sizzling,” she groans, “but if I let a sore arse get in 
my way I’d never get anything done.” 

Spoken like a true Woody gal. 
 
I watch Pen and Claire’s retreating backs as 

they head towards the stables and return to my 
rounds. 

Across the quad I see Ronnie and Reggie 
coming out the main building. Surprisingly they are 
arm in arm. 

I amble over to meet them. 
“How was it?” I ask. 
“She whops …” started Ronnie. 
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“Very hard,” finished Reggie. 
I am fond of the Twins. They used to play in a 

fairly successful retro-mod band. Ronnie was the front 
woman and Reggie played drums. Ronnie had a huge 
following, despite being quite petite she has a huge 
pair of lungs and an incredible vocal range. She used 
to dress in these beautiful tailored tonic mohair suits 
with tab collared shirts and skinny ties, and wear her 
hair in a bee-hive. The music pundits had them 
destined for glory but they had a minor problem. 
Their fans were extremely enthusiastic and were 
much given to trashing the joints that they played in. 
The Dark Agents smelled some easy prey and shortly 
the Twins were exchanging mohair suits for Woody 
clobber. 

“The closer was,” said Ronnie. 
“A real killer,” finished Reggie. 
It can be quite bewildering conversing with the 

twins. The only way to tell them apart is by the ‘R’ 
and ‘V’ on the bibs of their gymslips, and even that 
can be misleading. They like to fuck with the heads of 
the Brass by swapping clothes so half the time 
nobody is quite sure who they are actually scolding or 
thrashing. It is quite bizarre. 

“We’re going to,” said Ronnie. 
“Try to walk them off,” said Reggie. 
“Good luck with that I tell them,” and leave 

them to go about their business. 
 
It is turning into a pretty day and the quad and 

recreation areas are beginning to fill up with groups 
playing bridge, poker and backgammon. I go back up 
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the flight of steps to the balcony that will give me the 
best vantage point. 

Debs comes up and joins me, she has changed 
into her tennis gear and is carrying several racquets. 

“I’m going to knock up for an hour with 
Rachel,” she tells me. “Hopefully you won’t be 
needing my services.” 

“Ronnie and Reggie said you did a good job,” I 
tell her. 

She flushes slightly. Despite being very good at 
her job I think she is still getting used to being at the 
end of the cane that she is not quite as familiar with. 
When I first met her she was always talking about 
how many times that she got caned at school. Of 
course, I thought she was blowing smoke as Deborah 
is not averse to embellishment on a grand scale. 
However when her shocking record as the most 
caned pupil in the nation’s history was made public at 
the Tribunal, I was forced to concede that her 
bumbags have seen some very serious action.  

“I didn’t give them anything special,” she says 
a tad defensively. 

“Why don’t you come to the stables tonight 
and give me something special,” I tease her. 

She rolls her eyes. “You really are barking 
aren’t you Nix,” she laughs and starts off down the 
stairs. 

“Why not?” I call after her. “You cane Spanky 
and Christy. Why not me?” 

She stops momentarily and looks back at me. 
“That’s different,” she says and hurries on her way. 

 



 

 

17 

 
Spanky, Christy and Cedric 

 
Speak of the devil. A flame red Ferrari is 

approaching along the tree-lined driveway. The car 
belongs to Miss Spanky Botts and she will doubtless 
be accompanied by Christy Cranfield. Now I have 
occasionally been accused of being barking but I can 
assure you that I’ve got nothing on these two, they 
are both completely certifiable. 

Before he sadly passed away Spanky was the 
muse and lover of the artist William Graham. She 
gained considerable notoriety for her habit of bending 
over the balustrade of their Venetian palazzo so she 
could be publicly caned by her lover. She even got 
honorable mentions as a tourist attraction in several 
alternative guide-books. I am personally quite partial 
to a little risqué exhibitionism but even by my 
standards that seems a little extreme. 

Christy Cranfield was a successful banker 
before she chucked the towel in and became a full-
time Woodette.  

They are two of my favorite people. 
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I go down the steps and walk across the quad 
to greet them. They both avail of the services of my 
clobber consultant and are immaculately attired in 
Woody Clobber, Spanky is small and elfin and even if 
you didn’t know her you would suspect that she is a 
real minx. By contrast Christy is tall and elegant and 
could doubtless make a career as a super-model if 
she was so inclined. 

We exchange hugs and the Spanky reaches 
back into the car and extracts an animal transporter. 

“We’re flying directly to Zurich when we leave 
here on Monday. Christy has been invited as guest 
disciplinarian at a gala dinner of the Swiss Woodettes 
League. Unfortunately Cathy is hosting a spanking 
happening in Finland, and Karen is looking after the 
Café,” she says by way of explanation, “Jojo and the 
Grand Master said that they will look after Cedric 
while I’m away.” 

Cedric is an African Grey parrot and he talks a 
lot. However, Cedric is not much given to making the 
normal ‘pretty Polly’ type comments. His vocabulary is 
strictly limited to making astute observations about 
spanking. I suppose that is hardly surprising 
considering that he has been hand-reared by a die-
hard spankette like Spanky. 

 
Spanky Botts is a remarkable character and is 

responsible for promoting what has become widely 
known as the Whops and Clobber zeitgeist. After the 
tribunal she established the www.woodettes.com 
web-site and later opened Café Woodys, a watering-
hole designed specifically to satisfy the needs of the 
international spankette set. Christy Cranfield is her 

http://www.woodettes.com/�


73 
 

 

 

partner and the resident ‘Mistress of Discipline’. 
Christy is ideally suited for this line of work. 

She was the President of Posh, the equivalent 
of Headgal, at the notoriously strict Queensgate 
Academy boarding school. Apparently she had 
frequent reason to cane Debs who was a pupil at the 
school and Deborah says that she always caned very 
hard. 

On several occasions Christy has been kind 
enough to join Penny Ann and I in the stables so that 
we could sample her wares and I can assure you that 
for once Deborah was not exaggerating. Christy 
Cranfield is the mistress of the rod. Penny Ann is not 
quite as partial to having her bum whapped as I am 
and after an initial experimental six of the best she 
has declined to allow her bum within six feet of 
Christy’s cane. 

I, on the other hand, found the experience 
divinely delicious and might well feel inclined to avail 
of Christy’s skills sometime over the weekend. 

 
I help Christy with their bags while Spanky 

takes Cedric over to the Grand Master’s quarters 
where they have installed a cage. 

Spanky and Christy pay serious quantities of 
wedge for the privilege of staying at the unit. 
Ostensibly they are employed as IT consultants but in 
actuality they come here to get their kicks and to 
savor the full Woody experience. I tell you, they are 
both certifiably barking. 

  
As we cross the quad wheeling the cases the 

conversation turns to whops and I inform her that 
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half a dozen gals had already been whopped and it 
was only just lunch-time. 

She chuckled, “Weekend madness. It’s the 
same everywhere. Back at Queensgate Monday was 
always my busy day as the gals weren’t whopped at 
weekends. One Monday evening I had to pop a dozen 
gals,” she recalled. 

“I bet Debs was one of them,” I comment. 
She shook her head. “No during my term Debs 

was always thrashed last thing on Friday nights, but 
the Bounder was amongst them and if I recall 
correctly I had to give her the max. Poor love.”   

“How did she take it?” I ask. 
Christy chuckled again. “You know the Bounder 

she curled her lip at me contemptuously and made 
out it didn’t hurt. But in private she would always tell 
me when I had got her good.” 

“Were you chums?” I ask. 
“Well not really chums, she wasn’t with us for 

more than a few months before she was called upon 
to appear at her father’s trial and after that she was 
sent to reform school,” she replied. “I didn’t see her 
again until she was in the stand at the tribunal.” 

We go into the Old Gals quarters and drag the 
suitcases up to the top floor.  

“So guest disciplinarian huh?” I grin. “Well if 
you need some target practice I’m always available.” 

Christy giggles. “I’m sure that I could 
accommodate you,” she tells me. “When’s a good 
time.” 

“Any time is a good time but it’s probably best 
to wait until tomorrow, I’m too busy today playing 
Duty Monitor for having any fun before the feast.” 
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18 

 
Divinely Bonkers 

 
I take another quick spin around the campus 

to check for signs of mischief or malfeasance. The 
recreation area is quite crowded with groups of gals 
playing, poker, whist, gin rummy and backgammon. 
Bernadette and Lisa are mingling. Every now and 
again Bernadette would reach under her skirt and 
extract a sheaf of bank-notes and make her pay-outs. 
Lisa religiously recorded each transaction on her 
smart-phone. 

 
I decide to go upstairs and change my blouse. 

As I enter the Elite landing I can hear Lady Derby 
berating Yvonne and Janet for sub-standard grubbing. 
I can also hear Yvonne arguing petulantly. Finally 
Derby runs out of patience. 

“If you would prefer I can write you up for 
slacking and Miss Morton will take you up to the 
library for six when she comes back from training,” 
she snaps. 

“Noooooooooooo!!!” I hear Mitch the Bitch 
wail. What a muff. 
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Janet Mitchell is an odious and spineless 

creature. For years she was Yvonne’s lieutenant in the 
Confederacy of Yoofs and when they were inmates 
she was in charge of dirty ops. She generally made 
sure she was in the company of her enforcers Ivan 
the Terrible and Spanker Spage when she got up to 
her nefarious activities. 

One time a few years ago I caught her out and 
about on her own trying to strong-arm protection 
money out of one of the grubbies. I intervened and 
Janet tried to get haughty with me so I biffed her on 
the snooter, which took her by surprise as she is quite 
a lot taller than me. She boo-hooed like a baby. 

As a result of this little altercation we were 
both sentenced to be publicly flogged. Now I have to 
tell you a public flogging is tough duty but we are 
Woody gals and we are expected to accept our fate 
with a certain degree of stoic pride. Clearly Janet 
never got the email. In Ms Lawton’s office she made a 
complete ass of herself weeping and pleading and 
putting all the blame on me. 

Now Ms Lawton was a wily bird and she was 
having none of it. She knew that I only went into the 
hooter bopping business with good reason. She told 
Janet to quit with the waterworks and when Mitch the 
Bitch continued to blub the Grand Dame put her over 
her knee and gave her something to blub about. 

It was even worse in the hall. We were 
sentenced to nine strokes each. I went first. Ms 
Lawton was an expert with a cane and she whopped 
the piss out of me. Now this might have been rather 
pleasant under different circumstances, a damned 
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good flogging mixed up with a little exhibitionism, 
what more could a gal ask for? But as I have 
emphasized earlier Nixdown does not like having my 
bum whapped under such circumstances so I was 
feeling extremely grumpy. My disposition was not 
greatly helped by Mitch the Bitch standing there 
sobbing and muttering pleas and generally distracting 
me from getting into the zone. It was all most fucking 
disagreeable. 

Ms Lawton really did a number on me and by 
the time I unfolded myself from over the vaulting 
horse steam was coming off my whopping bags and I 
was even grumpier than before. 

Nonetheless I could not help grinning when 
Janet was finally persuaded over the horse. Ms 
Lawton had to threaten her with the ultimate indignity 
of being held down by several members of the Elite 
before she could get Janet into position and then the 
fun started. The brouhaha was unbelievable. For a gal 
who would later show such enormous elation at 
setting off fire-crackers inside the inmate’s bumbags 
she sure didn’t care much for being on the receiving 
end. 

 
I can’t resist poking my head around the door.  
“Is everything okay?” I ask idly. 
Derby snorts. “I can’t believe these two fools, 

they can’t do anything without me peering over their 
shoulder.” 

Yvonne glowers at her hatefully. Janet 
pretends to be busy dusting a counter-top. 
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I grin. “Looks like you have them under 
control,” I tell her. “I just stopped by to freshen up 
and change my blouse.” 

“Would you like some assistance Ma’am?” she 
asks keenly. “Why don’t you touch up your make-up 
while I lay out a new blouse for you and then I can 
brush your hair?” 

I do my best to suppress a smile. Lady Derby 
Huntington is a very queer fish and has more than a 
few bats loose in the belfry. I have never seen 
anybody so committed to the fine art of grubbing. 
When she arrived at Woodys nobody knew what to 
expect. She was the ‘It’ gal of the Ladette party scene 
and has been in the news since her mother gave birth 
just minutes after her father had just won the Derby. 
Her chaps are incredibly wealthy and they boast the 
largest staff of butlers, footmen and maids in the 
nation. 

I suppose we expected a spoiled brat but 
nothing could be further from the truth. She is just 
simply divinely bonkers. And by the way this is a 
young lady who really enjoys whops, and I mean 
REALLY enjoys them. 

 
 



 

 

19 

 
The Best Grubby in the Universe 

 
I go next door and go to the bathroom to fix 

my make-up. There is no way of persuading Lady 
Derby that I am perfectly capable of taking a blouse 
off a hanger and putting it on. She follows me into my 
study and I can hear her rummaging about in my 
closet. 

Momentarily I hear Rosemary’s voice enquiring 
whether I am around. I touch up my mascara and go 
back to the living room. Rosemary is holding a fag in 
her right hand and a pot of mystical balm in her left. 

“I’m on a short smoke break,” she says tightly. 
“And you’d like me to dampen down the smoke 

billowing out of your baggies?” I laugh. 
She thrusts the pot in my direction. “Hurry up, 

I don’t have long and I don’t fancy another trip across 
Dotty’s knee,” she says tightly. 

I take the pot and go and sit down on a bean-
bag. She pushes her baggies down around her knees 
and plonks herself face down across my lap. 

I gently ease down her navy blue bumbags 
and dig into the pot. Over the years I have tended to 
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Rosemary’s bum on numerous occasions but it is still 
always a thrill to witness the Eighth Wonder of the 
World up close and personal.  

I did not know Rosemary before she was sent 
to Woodys, she was never a part of the Ladette scene 
but I knew of her. She was a favorite on the chat 
show circuit rambling on about alternative medicine 
and obscure cult philosophies. I doubt anybody could 
really understand her theories on life in general but 
they tuned in to cop an eyeful of her famous bum. 
She had a sponsorship deal with a jeans 
manufacturer and would bend over for the cameras 
and display her shapely rear end encased in 
distressed denim with ‘Booker’s Bum’ embroidered 
across the seat. She was an instant millionairess, but 
she fell foul of the System when she told a radio 
interviewer that she thought that the Anti-Ladette 
laws were ‘just plain daft’. The Dark Agents do not 
take criticism well and she was soon being kitted out 
for clobber. Later, she would learn that Malicious 
Forsham-Smythe had engineered her arrest in order 
to steal her company at private auction for a few 
pennies on the squid. 

Rosemary’s bum is still throbbing; being 
spanked with a wooden spatula will do that for a gal. 
I work fast, rubbing the soothing balm into the 
swollen mounds. 

Lady Derby peers down at the red bottom. 
“Wow that must have really smarted,” she gushes 
enthusiastically, “Way kewl.” 

I suspect that Rosemary does not share this 
opinion and thrusts her buttocks up to encourage me 
to get on with the job at hand. 
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“Should I fix you a martini, Ma’am?” she asks 
Rosemary. 

“I’d die for one,” grunts Rosemary, “but I’d 
better not. If I’m late Dotty will roast me.” 

She pushed herself up from my lap and pulled 
up her bumbags and chef’s baggies. “Thanks Nix,” 
she mutters and wriggles hurriedly out of the room. 

 
I take off my tie and unbutton my blouse. 

Derby automatically picks up the fresh garment and 
holds it out for me. 

“Ms Hammell has never spanked me,” she says 
thoughtfully. 

I chuckle. “Of course she hasn’t, you’re the 
best grubby in the universe and I’m sure that you’re 
just as diligent when you’re on kitchen duty.” 

Derby scowls. “Maybe I’m too diligent for my 
own good,” she says darkly. “Miss Morton never dusts 
me. Three months I’ve been in her service and she 
hasn’t dusted me once since my training spankings.” 

“Well that’s not completely true Derby,” I tell 
her. “I’m sure she’ll cane you tonight after the feast.” 

“I know, that’s a lot of fun and very wonderful 
of course but it’s still not the same as a full-on 
dusting for being naughty,” she says earnestly. 
“Perhaps you could have a word in her and Dotty’s 
shell-likes.” 

“I’ll see what I can do,” I promised. 
Derby ceased scowling and smiled. “Would you 

like a fresh neck-tie Ma’am,” she asked, “and maybe 
you would like a martini?” 

I must confess that I am generally rather 
partial to a Saturday lunch-time martini but I 
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shouldn’t really when I’m on duty so I decline Derby’s 
kind offer. There will be plenty of time to have a few 
scoops later this evening at the feast in the Great 
Hall. 

Derby busies herself knotting my tie with her 
nimble fingers, she really is quite astonishing and it 
doesn’t surprise me that Deborah never finds any 
reason to put her over her knee.  

Of course life for the grubbies has radically 
changed since the dark ages when we were nothing 
better than unpaid serfs and sporting spanking was 
all the rage. Even the more liberal red-shirts turned a 
blind eye to grubbies taking a trip over their Draper’s 
knee just for shits and giggles. 

Penny Ann tried to bring in some reforms but 
she was faced with the twin problems of Operation 
Scorched Arse being in full swing and having to try to 
control Yvonne Godfrey and her heinous Secret 
Sorority of Serial Spankers. 

Then along came Lady Victoria, the patron 
saint of grubbies, who outlawed sporting spanking, 
collaring and sweating and was willing to enforce her 
will by putting wayward members of the Elite over her 
knee and walloping them with her trusty hairbrush. 
Deborah has promised that if she is officially made 
Red-shirt that she will continue Victoria’s legacy. All in 
all life for the new generation of grubbies ain’t too 
shabby. 

Derby finishes fussing over me and starts to go 
back next door to monitor Yvonne and Bitchypoo’s 
progress. She turns at the door. 
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“You will remember to have a word with Miss 
Morton, won’t you?” she says earnestly. As I say she 
has a few bats loose in the belfry. 

 



 

 

20 

 
I Suppose I’m on for a Bender? 

 
The recreation area is buzzing with activity but 

thankfully everything seems relatively peaceful. I 
happen upon Melons in the cloisters. She has her 
hands stuffed deep into the pockets of her blazer; I 
ask her how the recovery is coming along. 

“I’m still fucking sizzling,” she groans. “I 
haven’t been whopped for quite some time so I guess 
my bum is out of condition. Funny how that works, 
but I guess you wouldn’t know about that would you 
Miss Nixdown,” she giggles. 

Me and Melons used to scene together back 
before I started to go steady with Pen. She doesn’t 
usually swing but she couldn’t resist my wily charms. 
We had a lot of fun. If Rosemary’s bum is the eighth 
wonder of the world then Melanie’s breasts are the 
ninth and she is considered to be a tourist attraction 
for the local lothario’s. She also has an extraordinary 
right arm and gave me some of the most exquisite 
canings I have ever had the pleasure of enjoying. 

Melons was Cat Cassidy’s running mate back in 
the glory days of the Extreme Ladettes and was 
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always in the gossip pages of the skank-rags. She is a 
natural born minx and helped Cat found the Cult of 
Mega-minxdom. I have witnessed her being publicly 
flogged on several occasions and she is as tough as 
nails, so if she is having difficulty getting over the 
after-effects it must have been a damn fine thrashing. 

“It’s a shame that you don’t play away from 
home any more Nixxy or else I’d invite you up to the 
Punishment Room and cut your bumbags to tatters to 
take my mind off my own poor beleaguered bum,” 
she smiles. 

I feel my spine tingle momentarily. The idea is 
absolutely delicious but I might have some difficulty 
explaining to Penny Ann how I had come by six hot 
stripes on my sitmedown so I err on the side of 
caution and gently choose to decline this very 
generous offer. 

Melanie wrinkles her pretty nose. “Spoilsport,” 
she grins. “You used to be so much fun.” But I know 
she is only teasing. 

Out of the corner of my eye I spot trouble 
brewing. Ali Stone is striding purposefully across the 
rec area and she is loaded for bear. She is carrying a 
high-powered water squirter, and we are not talking 
about a puny little pistol, she has a frigging cannon in 
her hands. 

I dash out of the cloisters blowing my whistle 
and waving my arms. Lisa Sutton turns to see what 
the commotion is about and she immediately spots Ali 
barreling down on her. There is no time for evasive 
action and Ali ignores my whistling and waving. She 
puts a bead on Lisa and very calmly unleashes gallons 
of water, soaking poor Lisa from head to toe. Lisa 
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squeals as she is doused in what I can only assume is 
ice-cold water. 

I reach for my red card. 
Ali finishes emptying her weapon and then 

turns and looks at me. “I suppose I’m on for a 
bender?” she says somewhat unnecessarily. 

“Damn right you’re on for a bender,” I tell her. 
“Now get upstairs to the library and I’ll try and round 
someone up to beat you.” 

She just shrugs and hands me the water 
cannon. There is clearly a back-story to this incident. 
Ali Stone is a well-known prankster but I can only 
assume that this seemingly unprovoked public 
soaking is retaliation in some ongoing battle. 

Lisa looks like a drowned rat and is seething.  
“Anything you’d like to share with me?” I ask 

her. 
“I’ll kill that be-yotch,” Lisa rants, “I’ll hang her 

up by the elastic of her bumbags.” 
“I’m afraid that will have to wait,” I tell her, 

“her bumbags are going to be otherwise engaged in 
the foreseeable future.” 

Lisa scowls and hurries towards the main 
building to change out of her wet clobber 

 
I look at my watch. Victoria is still off campus 

at an interview with a local solicitor she is planning to 
intern with. Hopefully Debs has nearly finished her 
training session and can take care of the Ali business. 
I don’t like to leave gals waiting to be caned for too 
long, fifteen to twenty minutes is considered the ideal 
period for private rumination before a licking, but I 



A Life in the Day of Nixdown Nixon 
 

 

fancy that Miss Stone will have to wait a little longer 
this afternoon before she gets to touch her toes. 

I am fond of Ali, she is a fun-loving cove who 
once worked with a troupe of circus clowns and 
magicians and she knows some amazing sleight of 
hand tricks. However, her water attack on Lisa had 
made no attempt at subtlety or deception and clearly 
she knew that the ambush was going to result in 
whops. I can only assume that she feels that the 
small matter of a hot bottom was a price worth 
paying for reaping her revenge in whatever running 
feud she was involved in with Lisa.  

When you are an inmate at Woodys it is not 
uncommon to have to consider such trades off’s. Ms 
Lawton used say that she ran a facility of no-surprises 
and that we should always be aware of the 
consequences of our actions. Considering that the 
only punishment used at the facility is of the corporal 
variety we know that when we engage in larking, 
goofing or pranking we run the risk of ending up 
bending over. Ali Stone knew the risks and knew the 
consequences so even though I feel like a heel for 
red-carding her I know that there won’t be any hard 
feelings. 

I locate a grubby and dispatch her to the 
tennis courts to inform Deborah that Miss Stone is 
outside the library, waiting to be caned.  

 



 

 

21 

 
An Outbreak of Extreme Minxing 

 
Unfortunately Ali Stone’s shenanigans had a 

ripple effect and inspired an outbreak of extreme 
minxing. In the space of the next two hours I am 
forced to dish out three more red cards. Poor 
Deborah has spent the afternoon scurrying hither and 
thither between her study and the library. It seems 
like she hardly has time to return from dealing with 
one set of reprobate bumbags before she has to 
turnaround and return to the library to deal with the 
next pair.  

Debs is as fit as a butcher’s dog so there is no 
danger of her right arm becoming tired but by the 
time she returns from the library for the fourth time in 
the space of two hours I can tell that is all becoming 
a tad tiresome for her. 

She throws her cane on the desk in her study 
and unfastens the buttons down the front of her 
blazer and tosses it to one side. She rips open the 
collar of her blouse, loosens her tie, kicks off her 
shoes and slumps down in an armchair. 
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“Give me a fag,” she mutters, “Sometimes I 
hate this fucking job.” 

I give her a fag and light it for her; of course 
she doesn’t really smoke much due to her fitness 
regime; just when she is royally pissed off. 

“I’ll just leave the paperwork with Derby”, I 
suggest. “We can file it later.” 

Deborah just grunts. 
Lady Derby Huntington is as usual the epitome 

of discretion, she has shooed Yvonne and Janet out of 
the study and dispatched them on some fool’s errand 
that she has magically dreamed up. She manages to 
seem unobtrusive in the very small room as she waits 
to see what she can do to help. 

Debs blows smoke out of her nostrils like a 
dragon and stubs the barely smoked fag out. “I’m not 
blaming you, Nix,” she grunts. 

“Good job too, it was a righteous red-card,” I 
tell her.  

“I know, I know,” she mutters, “but poor 
Jennifer. Not two hours ago she was running about 
the tennis court picking up tennis balls for me and 
Rachel and the next thing I know we’re in the library 
with her touching her toes and I’m whopping the piss 
out of her. Still she didn’t complain or appeal and I’m 
sure it is all kosher.” 

This is one of the downsides of being a 
member of Lady Victoria’s Elite. We all support her 
policies of no favorites and no enemies unequivocally 
but that means zero tolerance for cutting slack for our 
chums. 

“I need to go back on duty,” I tell Debs. “I’ll 
see you at Callover unless I need your services 
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before,” and back out of the door leaving her 
glowering darkly. 

 
I close the door behind me and nearly run 

down Jojo.  
“How’s it going?” she asks. 
“Don’t ask,” I half chuckle. “The natives are 

restless and Debs is in a snit because she’s having to 
run backwards and forwards to the library. We’ve had 
an outbreak of Extreme Minxing.” 

Jojo giggles. “Oh those were the days.” She 
grins from ear-to-ear. 

“And you were generally the agent 
provocateur,” I remind her. 

She just winks and goes into her study. 
 
Jojo was the first of the new generation of 

mega-minxes. I had known her for years on the riding 
circuit and as I mentioned earlier we went into 
business together. Jojo had attended a very liberal 
arts school which unlike the hell-holes I attended did 
not practice corporal punishment. As far as I know 
Chez Heyworth was a spank-free zone. She entered 
Woodys sporting a virgin arse. That did not last long. 

Of course she had gone through her induction 
training spankings with her mentor but I don’t think 
that quite prepared her for being upended and 
spanked by Ms Wharton in front of eleven relative 
strangers. Well, ten if you exclude me. 

In the aftermath she seemed a little 
bewildered. “Well that fucking sucked,” was all she 
would say on the subject. However, it proved to be 
an ice-breaker and one of those great bonding 
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moments. Twelve women suddenly stuck in a 
Government Institution and forced to sleep together 
in open-space dormitories and dress in uniforms. We 
had kept our distance from each other, eyeing each 
other furtively and I know it sounds disgusting but 
sniffing around each other like suspicious feral cats. 
The System had not designed Woodys as a holiday 
camp and many of the new inmates seemed to find 
the place downright scary. 

That night in the dorm we started to gab. 
Some of the gals had been to boarding schools and 
several admitted that they had been caned but the 
vast majority had not. The only person who didn’t join 
in the gab was Debs, who just listened attentively. At 
that time I treated her with great suspicion and, 
wrongly as it turned out, thought that she expected 
preferential treatment due to her huge celebrity. 

Debs did not open up until a week later after 
she had been unceremoniously yanked out of her 
chair by Madame Diderot, dragged up to the front of 
the room by her neck-tie, dumped over the French 
Dame’s lap and treated to an explosive dusting. 

Later that evening she would confide that she 
had occasionally been caned at school. It was one of 
those rare moments of Debs making an 
understatement. 

Somewhere along the way Cat risked her 
bumbags by sneaking us a copy of her manifesto of 
mega-minxdom. Jojo thought it was hilarious. She has 
always had a wicked sense of humor, her shows 
always had some comedic undertones and even her 
sculptures contained small barely discernable jokes. 



93 
 

 

 

She announced that she was joining the cult and 
Hurricane Jojo was born. The rest is basically history. 

 



 

 

22 

 
With One Bound a Gal was Free 

 
There is still an hour remaining before Callover 

but the gals have mainly gone up to their studies or 
dorms to freshen up. The lucky ones who are on the 
guest list for the Saturday Night feast will probably be 
bathing or showering and laying out freshly pressed 
clobber.  

I mooch about keeping a weather eye out for 
any further outbreaks of extreme minxing. I check the 
logs. There are still a few gals off-campus with passes 
to go to town. I hope that they all have the good 
sense to catch the last bus. I know from experience 
that it can really ruin a pleasant afternoon in town 
when you have to bend over to be caned by the Duty 
Dame for being late back from curfew. 

I see Victoria climbing out of a cab. She is 
dressed in semi-clobber. She is wearing her black silk 
hacking jacket over her red shirt and black tie, with 
black and white striped gaucho pants tucked into a 
pair of beautifully hand-stitched bright red cowboy 
boots.   
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She is a creature of great beauty, with lush 
black hair that she always has pulled back under a 
red hair-band or tied with a bow. She has a bee-stung 
mouth which she paints bright red and long black 
eyelashes. Back in the day I would have seduced her 
but my relationship with Pen put her off-limits. The 
closest I got was to persuade her to dangle me in the 
dungeons of Brompton Castle.  

I amble over to greet her and enquire how her 
interview had gone.  

“Fawkin’ awesome,” she told me. “The practice 
only has volunteers and they take on cases of punters 
with no money. I’m going to intern with them at the 
weekends.” 

Despite her aristocratic breeding Victoria is 
acutely socially sensitive and plans to set up a legal 
practice to defend the unfortunate and down-trodden. 
She is formidably wealthy so will be able to afford to 
work for free. I think her social liberalism comes from 
her father, the delightful Lord Brompton, who owns 
many newspapers, TV and radio stations and is 
considered to be the country’s leading patrician 
liberal. 

“Debs will be pleased to see you,” I tell her, 
“she’s had to cane half a dozen gals already today 
and I think she’s hoping for a breather.” 

Victoria rolls her eyes. “You’d think with all the 
programs the Grand Master has put in place the gals 
would be to occupied to waste their time getting up 
to mischief,” she drawls. 

I suppress a grin. This is kind of rich coming 
from Victoria who was one of the all-time great Über-
minxes before she hung up her bumbags and became 
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the Red-shirt. She is number three on the all-time Big 
BUTT just behind Jojo and Debs. 

“Let Debs know that I’m back on campus.” She 
drawls. “I’ll take over until Callover.” 

I nod and call Debs on her smart-phone. Debs 
sounds greatly relieved at the news and told me she 
was going to switch off her phone and take a shower. 
I am quite envious. 

Vix slips my arm in mine and she gives me all 
the guff about her new job we cross the quad. As 
usual she is hilarious as she eff’s and blind’s about the 
terrible iniquities of the social system in her totally 
aristocratic drawl. She exudes such total self-
confidence and power. I find myself wondering 
whether I could somehow persuade her to spank me 
tonight. 

 
Thankfully the final hour before Callover is 

uneventful and all the gals with town-passes arrive 
back before lockdown. 

I amble over to the assembly hall where 
Callover will take place. The rules regarding Callover 
are considerably less onerous than those related to 
behavior during morning assembly. A reasonable 
amount of gabbing is allowed but of course a no 
prodding, pinching, poking or tripping protocol is 
imposed. 

It is quite rare for gals to be red-carded out of 
Callover so I am hopeful that the last few minutes on 
duty will go off smoothly. 

Victoria has changed into her short black skirt 
and she strides up the steps of the stage. Callover is 
basically a formality. Mr Humphries explained to me 
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that it is a requirement of the weekly paperwork that 
has to be filed with the Dark Agents of the System. 

Vix briskly calls the names of every inmate and 
they respond, “Here, Ma’am,” in bored voices. Once 
Victoria is finished and the gals have filed out of the 
hall my duty assignment is completed. 

In one bound the gal was free.  
 
I hurry up to my study, keen to get showered 

and changed in preparation for the Saturday Night 
feast in the Great Hall. 

Frankie is waiting for me and has a much 
needed martini already shaken and ready for pouring. 
I notice that she has laid out a complete new set of 
clobber for me. She is a dote. 

I hang my cane up on the rack and gratefully 
take the icy drink from Frankie. I kick off my shoes 
and hand her my blazer then slump back in an easy 
chair.  

“What’s Cassie cooking tonight?” I ask her. 
Frankie just grins. “I’m sorry Nix but you know 

she’d kill me if I told you that in advance, but I can 
tell you it looks pretty scrummy.” 

I chuckle. Cassie Cassy keeps the menu’s for 
the Saturday Night feasts more secret than the vaults 
of the Pentagon.  

“I could spank it out of you,” I tease her. 
“That is always your prerogative Ma’am,” she 

says with a twinkle in her eye. She knows that I do 
not mean it.  

She has been my grubby for just over three 
months and I have found the slightest reason to send 
her Debs study to be draped. 
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I sip my drink and lean back. I will take a ten 
minute power nap before preparing for the feast. 



 

 

23 

 
Mr Humphries 

 
A brief nap can revitalize a gal and I awoke to 

the sounds of giggling and chattering coming from 
along the landing. It’s always like this on Saturday 
night’s. At least, it has been for the past year, since 
Mr Humphries astonished us with the first of the 
feasts. 

 During Ms Lawton’s era weekends were not 
much fun. We were left with a lot of free time on our 
hands and nothing to do with it. There were a few 
TV’s littered around the recreation areas but a very 
limited selection of channels, the internet was 
restricted to the library and we were only allowed 
access to specific research areas, drinking and 
smoking were strictly prohibited. We were bored and 
likely to get up to mischief, which of course we did in 
spades. 

It was not that Ms Lawton is this radically 
austere woman, or a cruel be-yotch like Patty Hodge. 
Since the Tribunal we have got to know her much 
better. She is actually very charming, funny and quite 
wild in her own way. It was just that she felt that she 
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was policing a unit that was on the constant brink of 
anarchy, which is not an unfair assessment, and 
somehow she had to maintain the upper hand. She 
has told us quite frankly, and she admitted it quite 
publicly at the Tribunal, that Operation Scorched Arse 
was a terrible error of judgment on her part and she 
has apologized for the savage regime that we were 
forced to endure. Actually, in hindsight Operation 
Scorched Arse was a lot of fun. We had no choice but 
to openly confront the Radical Right and the SS head-
on and some of the confrontations were quite 
thrilling. 

Despite the many sore arses that we suffered 
we took on the bullies and we won. 

 
Since the arrival of Mr Humphries the whole 

atmosphere of the community has changed. Although 
he has maintained the strict disciplinary regime where 
corporal punishment is the only form of punishment 
exercised he immediately closed down Operation 
Scorched Arse. He empowered Lady Victoria to crush 
the last remnants of the SS, which she did with the 
back of hairbrush. She outlawed collaring, sweating, 
sporting spanking and stamped out the widely abused 
rubbishing protocols. 

Most importantly the Grand Master usurped the 
power and authority wielded by Patty Hodge 
throughout the Lawton era. Patty is basically a cold-
blooded manipulator and puppeteer. She is 
extraordinarily beautiful and charismatic and she 
ruthlessly seduces her marionettes into participating 
in her malicious obsessions. 



101 
 

 

 

I know all about her obsessions as I have been 
one of her targets. I think that she has always 
hankered for a bit of Nixdown action but I wouldn’t 
succumb to her overtures even if my life depended 
upon it. As a result I have spent many hot and sweaty 
minutes sprawled out over the huge desk in her office 
having my arse branded with her lethal wye-tipped 
canes. She is a class-A be-yotch and unfortunately 
she has also targeted poor Penny Ann which makes 
my blood boil. 

Mr Humphries saw straight through Patty and 
was immediately all over her and her cronies like 
badly cut clobber. Apparently he doesn’t have any 
compunction about meting out the same rough justice 
on them as they are so fond of subjecting the inmates 
too. We saw a joyful demonstration of this when he 
hauled Katie Beck up on the stage and gave her a 
damn good spanking in front of the assembled 
community for what he perceived as an over-zealous 
interpretation of the Politics of Clobber. 

Rumors have abounded that he has taken his 
cane to the arses of both Patty and the Wart but they 
are unsubstantiated. 

But it was not only his overt contempt of Patty 
that earned him our admiration and respect. When he 
first arrived he interviewed every member of the 
community a great length. We expected him to grill 
us about our disciplinary records which in general 
were appalling, however, he never even mentioned 
the subject. He seemed genuinely interested in our 
likes and dislikes and listened to our suggestions as to 
how life at the unit might be improved. Despite my 
natural born cynicism I was astonished when within 
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days he announced that he had hired all third-party 
contractors and that the facility would become self-
sufficient. Shrewdly he started with the kitchen and 
appointed Dotty and Cassie Cassy to take over 
providing a healthy, well balanced diet. After years of 
being forced to eat the most unsavory gruel 
imaginable he won our hearts over by shooting 
straight at our tummies. Smart move I always 
thought.  

He encouraged us to set up special projects 
and programs, installed a mega-wifi system and 
handed out laptops and smart-phones and allowed us 
pretty unrestricted access to the net. 

He also managed to persuade all kinds of 
artists, poets, film directors, writers and musicians to 
come and speak at the unit. I have no idea how he 
found these people or the budget to fund this New 
Woody initiative but somehow he did. 

He also repealed the tobacco and alcohol 
prohibition as long as it did not interfere with the 
System’s requirement that we graduate each Phase of 
our sentence with a minimum ‘C’ grade which 
requires a better than seventy grade point average 
across the myriad of subjects we study in the 
curriculum. 

And, finally, he introduced the Saturday Night 
feasts in the Great Hall. 

 



 

 

24 

 
Let the Entertainment Begin 

 
I take a shower and sit down in front of the 

mirror to brush out my hair. Frankie comes into the 
bathroom and set down a champagne flute beside the 
basin. 

“Courtesy of Jojo,” she says cheerily. “It’s 
Veuve de Clicquot, your favorite.” 

“Tell her thanks and that I’ll cut along to her 
study when I’m dressed.” 

“I’ll do that Nix, and then if you don’t require 
anything else I’ll go downstairs and help Cassie.” 

“Cut along,” I grin and sip my drink. 
Cassie Cassy may be hare-brained and quite 

possibly certifiably barking but she’s no mug. Once 
she saw Frankie, Derby and Michelle Morgan 
performing as grubbies she immediately requisitioned 
them to work as her assistants on Saturday nights. 

 
I dry my hair and then go into the bedroom to 

dress. Frankie has been selective about the clobber 
she has laid out. Some of my best stuff. She has 
picked one of the new blouses from Ho Chi Minh City, 
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and a silk and mohair skirt and blazer. The tie and 
sash are made from special silks that my Clobber 
Consultant tracked down in some Indian town called 
Kanchipuran. The factory she employs only uses wild-
crafted silks from hand-spun Tussal yarns. They are 
exquisite. If you are going to be forced to wear 
clobber you may as well wear the best clobber 
available. I fasten the sash around my waist and then 
knot my tie in a half-Windsor. I shrug on my blazer 
and set off to track down Jojo. 

As usual her study is like Grand Central. Debs 
and Rosemary are lolling about in easy chairs drinking 
bubbly. Cat, Christy and Spanky are hatching about 
mixing cocktails and the Bounder is holding court 
regarding the loss of her blouse, her blazer and her 
bumbags during the past weeks betting. 

I shared a study with Jojo during Phase 5 and 
6 of our sentences. It was always the social pulse of 
the unit and played host to more plotting and 
scheming than your average Whitehall drinking den. 
Wonderful, wonderful days. 

 
At seven-thirty we repair to the Great Hall, 

slightly buzzed and full of excitement and speculation 
over what the next few hours hold in store. 

When we were first invited to the Great Hall 
over a year ago by the Grand Master we had no idea 
what to expect. A year later we are really none the 
wiser. We know the basic format of the evening but 
the details are closely guarded secrets known only to 
the inmates entrusted with the organization and 
preparation. That is what makes Saturday night’s so 
thrilling. 
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The guest list to the feasts is fairly limited and 
surprisingly it is restricted to the unit’s foremost 
mega-minxes past and present.  

When the other inmates first learned of the 
feasts they were quite miffed at being excluded but 
when they learned the potential consequences of 
attendance they were almost universally relieved not 
to have been invited. 

The feasts are not for the faint-hearted. 
 
Before we enter the Great Hall we are each 

handed a small envelope that has been firmly licked 
closed. We know the form and place them in the 
breast pockets of our blazers, where they will remain 
until the appointed time. 

We push open the doors and enter the hall and 
are instantly awed. Cassie and her team have 
excelled themselves. 

They have surrounded low, beautifully inlaid 
tables with stuffed floor pillows. Floral bouquets have 
been arranged around the hall. The scents of 
coriander, cumin, saffron, marjoram and onion 
mingled with the pungency of olive oil and the 
sweetness of sandalwood, mint and roses, are 
intoxicating.  

In the background trance music, which Frankie 
informs me, is performed by the brotherhood of 
Gnawa Halwa on gumbris, kerkabs and tbels playing 
gently through the sound system. 

Cassie may have a reputation for being as daft 
as a brush but she certainly knows how to throw a 
theme party. It probably helps that she is best chums 
with the Bounder, who in turn is the god-daughter of 
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Stacks Monroe, the Smokes top fence, and a man 
with a knack for providing anything required for any 
occasion. 

 
Frankie and Michelle showed us to our 

cushions and then circulated with silver ewers, 
pouring perfumed water over our fingers, catching 
the drips in small basins and then drying them with 
Turkish hand towels. Lady Derby followed behind 
them offering Bstilla, a crisp pastry rolled as thin as 
tissue paper and filled with a chicken mixture the 
Marrakech locals describe as sweet and peppery, 
soft and violent. She poured a deliciously spicy red 
wine from the Guerrouane region of Morocco into 
ceramic goblets. It seemed like we were in for an 
exotic evening. 

For the entrée Cassie had prepared brochettes 
of chicken rubbed in ras el hanout, an aromatic 
combination of twelve spices, accompanied by 
couscous, batinjaan zalad and slices of watermelon 
served with sprigs of fresh mint. 

She would have made a traditional Moroccan 
Dada proud. 

 
We ate and gabbed, smoked and drank, having 

a high old time in the wonderful atmosphere Cassie 
and her team had created. 

At nine o’clock exactly Mr Humphries tapped 
his spoon against his goblet and called for silence. 

“Thirty minutes, ladies and then let the 
entertainment begin,” he said genially. 

We all knew what that meant. 
 



 

 

25 

 
Red Arse, Black Heart 

 
We go off to the bathrooms to freshen up and 

straighten our clobber. The light-hearted ambiance 
changes slightly, it is almost indiscernible but you 
can’t help noticing some of the gals are smoking a 
little more than usual or chattering rather less 
coherently than they had been when we were laying 
on the cushions around the low tables.  

I smile to myself, I can understand their 
building sense of apprehension, but this is my favorite 
part of the evening. 

I brush my hair and check my clobber and the 
return to my cushion placed to the left of the Grand 
Master. He appears quite unconcerned to be the only 
male in a hall filled with over twenty young women. 
He pours me a glass of the surprisingly delicious wine 
and offers me a Camel Turkish Royal from a silver 
case. 

“How was your day, NJ?” he asks. 
“Busy, Sir,” I tell him. “The natives were 

restless.” 
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Mr Humphries is kind enough to invite Pen and 
I to join him and Jojo for dinner at Monets several 
times a month. He is always polite, affable and 
informal but it would never occur to me to address 
him in any way other than simply as Sir. 

He nods. “I noticed. Well we didn’t have any 
complaints or appeals, so it was a job well done,” he 
says in a kindly term. 

Jojo returns to the table and slumps back into 
her cushion to the right of her fiancé. 

“So what’s on the menu tonight card-sharp?” 
she giggles. 

“It’s a random process,” he smiles. 
“Random my arse,” she snorts. 
Mr Humphries expression doesn’t change but 

he turns his head slightly and winks at her. I love to 
watch their dynamic.  

 
Slowly as the witching hour approaches the 

gals return to the tables and seat themselves on their 
cushions. I can see their eyes occasionally looking 
anxiously at the clock, not that they would make it 
obvious, they all have their game faces on, but I am 
observant about such things. 

It occurs to me that half a dozen of the gals in 
the room have already experienced an arse warming 
today so the idea of engaging in gratuitous whops for 
entertainment purposes might not be high on the 
agenda. I grin to myself and sip my wine. Let the 
cards do the talking. 

 
At nine-thirty precisely Mr Humphries instructs 

us to remove the envelopes from our breast pockets 
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and inspect the contents. We know what to expect. 
The envelopes each contain three playing cards. The 
question is what do they each represent. All around 
the table the gals slit the envelopes and palm the 
cards secretly. I hear the click of many lighters and 
the chink of bottles as they touch the rim of glasses 
as they pour more wine. 

The Grand Master waits a few minutes and 
then produces a sealed envelope from his jacket 
pocket. 

“Here’s what we are playing tonight, Red Arse 
and Black Heart,” he drawls. “Diamonds match clubs, 
hearts match spades. Any questions?” 

We communally shake our heads. 
He nods. “Then we shall proceed.” He picks up 

a silver letter opener and opens the envelope in his 
hand. He extracts a card. 

“The stakes are high ladies,” he says coolly. “A 
twelve spank dangling with the wood-backed 
hairbrush, to be delivered with bumbags lowered.” 

There is a gasp around the table. 
Entertainment spankings are generally delivered with 
a modicum of restraint but a twelve spank dangling is 
still very tough duty. 

The Grand Master extracts a second card. He 
turns it forward on the table-top. It is the Queen of 
Hearts. 

There is a momentary silence in the room and 
then a scraping of chair-legs on the wooden floor. We 
watch as Lindsey Butcher rises to her feet. She does 
not look pleased. 

Mr Humphries extracts his last card from the 
envelope. It is the Queen of Spades. 
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Momentarily identical Lindsey’s twin sister, 
Patsy, stands up. They stare across the table at each 
other.  

“Lady Huntington, would you prepare the 
stage?” says Mr Humphries calmly. 

Derby grinned. “Pleased to, Sir.” 
She stood up and strode towards the stage. 

Despite her penchant for submission and grubbing 
she is a confident cove, presumably from being born 
into the manor born. She climbs the steps to the 
stage and she pulls on the sash cord and releases the 
heavy velvet curtains. 

The stage is mostly in darkness with the 
exception of a single spotlight beaming down on a 
spanking stool. I grin. I designed this particular set 
for the Great Spank-off and we have been using it 
ever since when the right dramatic effect is required. 

 
“Ladies, if you would be so kind,” says Mr 

Humphries cheerfully. 
Lindsey glares across the table at her sister 

and then turns on her heel and strides towards the 
stage. Patsy follows a slight grin on her face. 

 
Pen, who is draped in the cushion beside me, 

leans over and whispers in my ear. “This could get 
interesting,” she snickers. 

“You think?” I giggle. 
A few weeks ago the cards dictated that the 

roles were reversed and Lindsey had given Patsy a 
bum warming that was rather more severe than 
usually practiced at the feasts. Patsy had been 
severely pissed off and had warned her sister that if 
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she ever got the chance she would blister her bum 
until she couldn’t sit down for a week. 

Perhaps Jojo is right. Maybe the Grand Master 
really is a card-sharp. 



 

 

26 

 
Sisterly Love 

 
Patsy stood aside and ushered her sister up 

the steps to the stage. The twins are indistinguishable 
although Lindsey claims that she is half an inch taller. 
The twins are magnificent specimens, tall and athletic 
and both knock-down beautiful. Before I hooked up 
with Penny Ann I engaged in the occasional ebony 
and ivory ménage à trios with the twins and I can 
assure you that their sprinter’s bodies are something 
to behold. 

The twins were released from the unit fifteen 
months ago and moved into an apartment in town. 
They are training to be sports therapists. However, 
they never miss a Woody event or a feast. 

 
Patsy peels off her blazer and hands it to Lady 

Derby. Her crisp white blouse seems to have been 
spray-painted over her skin and the muscles of her 
arms ripple beneath the material. She climbs up onto 
the spanking stool. 

Lindsey stands beside her with her arms 
crossed over her chest. She is pouting slightly. She 



113 
 

 

 

does not look in the least bit amused or enthusiastic 
about what is about to transpire. 

Patsy by contrast looks radiant and rather self-
amused. She instructs her sister to hand Derby her 
blazer so it can be hung up and then instructs her 
sister to get over and up. 

Due to the extended height of the stool getting 
oneself over and up is not a particularly dignified 
affair as it involves being assisted and makes you feel 
like you are being hoisted into position. 

Lindsey slithers her upper torso across Patsy’s 
lap and somehow they manage to get her into 
position without too much fuss. 

The twins are five feet ten inches tall but even 
so Lindsey still cannot touch the floor on either side of 
the stool with her hands or her feet, although her 
long, beaded dreadlocks sweep onto the wood of the 
stage. 

 
Patsy carefully turns back the hem of her 

sister’s skirt in neat folds revealing what can only be 
described as a magnificent protuberance. The navy 
blue gossamer material of Lindsey’s bumbags clings 
to the lush, rounded orbs, following the contours 
perfectly. Patsy pulls her sister into the crease of her 
lap and takes a tight hold around her waist with her 
muscular left arm. She places her fingers in the elastic 
waistband of Lindsey’s bumbags and rolls them down.  

Lady Derby steps forward and hands Patsy the 
long handled, oval headed, wood-backed hairbrush. 

Patsy takes her time, slowly rubbing the head 
of the hairbrush over the defenseless nates. Finally 
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she raises the brush in the air and brings it down with 
a crack that echoes around the hall. 

Flashback three weeks and the roles were 
reversed. Lindsey had surprised everybody in the hall 
with the ferocity that she had spanked her sister, not 
the least Patsy. Spankings at the feast are by no 
means paddy whacking’s but they are rarely delivered 
with the severity of a true formal punishment 
spanking. Lindsey did not appear to have read the 
email and proceeded to give her sister a blistering 
spanking. 

What made this all the more unusual is that 
unlike the Bond Twins who are always scrapping and 
seem embroiled in a love-hate relationship, Lindsey 
and Patsy are super-tight. They were always pretty 
well inseparable when they were inmates and rarely 
had cross words except over the outcome of the 
occasional hand of cards. 

Nonetheless, Lindsey laid into her sister with 
considerable gusto and Patsy was kicking and 
pummeling the air in genuine agitation. 

Now I have some experience of having my 
bum whapped by the twins in both a formal and 
recreational theater and I can assure you that they 
are no duffers in the whops delivery department. 
There was no doubt that Patsy’s distress was genuine 
and when they left the stage they uncharacteristically 
ignored each other. 

 
Flash forward to the here and now and Patsy 

appears determined to reap some revenge. The 
wood-backed hairbrush is rebounding off Lindsey’s 
quivering orbs with extreme prejudice. 
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Penny Ann glances over at me and raises an 
eyebrow; she slips her hand into mine. Now nobody 
expects to play pat-a-cake, pat-a-cake when they 
accept an invitation to the feasts but the intensity of 
Patsy’s retribution is quite awesome. 

After six resounding cracks of the brush Patsy 
shows no sign of slowing up, in fact she seems to be 
warming to her work. 

Lindsey’s beaded braids rattle against the 
wooden floor as she shakes her head from side to 
side, and her long, athletic legs are scissoring 
helplessly in the air. Lindsey Butcher is no muff and 
her spastic reactions are a good indication of the 
intense heat building up in her bottom. 

 
Patsy methodically works her way up the right 

side of her sister’s bum and then back down the left. 
She finishes the session with a scalding strike and if 
she hadn’t had a tight grip around her sister’s waist I 
think Lindsey would have taken a tumble. 

Patsy calmly hands the brush to Derby and 
proceeds to reorganize her sister’s clobber before 
helping her to slide back into the vertical position. 

Lindsey’s face is a picture. She glares at her 
twin and she looks quite giddy. Patsy just winks at 
her. Derby retrieves their blazers from the coat-stand 
and hands them to them. 

There is an awed hush in the room until 
Cathryn Cassidy raises her glass and drawls, “Here’s 
to sisterly love.” 

We all giggle and raise our own glasses. 
“Sisterly love,” we chorus. 
 



 

 

27 

 
A Dusting for Derby 

 
Now admittedly in some walks of society this 

form of after dinner entertainment might seem a little 
queer, but then again most walks of society have not 
lived at Woodys. 

After a brief moment of tension the twins 
throw out their arms and envelop each other in a 
bear hug. One can only assume that Lindsey knew 
that she had it coming and will not bear her sister any 
malice for seeking revenge. They leave the stage arm 
in arm and return to their cushions side by side. 

 
Mr Humphries taps his goblet and produces a 

second envelope.  
He announces the next stage of the 

entertainment. The cards dictate that this stage will 
involve an over-the-knee dusting with Lady Derby on 
the receiving end and Debs doing the dusting. 

Derby looks like the cat that got the cream. As 
I have said on several occasions I am of a cynical 
nature and considering my earlier conversation with 
her Ladyship I cannot help but suspect that she has 
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somehow engineered this pairing. I can tell that 
Deborah shares my suspicions and does not look 
particularly happy. 

Derby walks around the table and leans over 
and whispers something in Deborah’s ear. Debs looks 
momentarily quizzical and then mutters quite audibly, 
“Oh good fucking grief!”  

Debs clambers to her feet and then in a 
dizzying display she takes us all by surprise. 

She spins Derby around, grabs her by the wrist 
and pulls it up behind her back then grasps the scruff 
of Derby’s blouse and blazer, then begins to march 
her very quickly towards the stairs. 

We cannot believe our eyes. Deborah has 
secured Derby into what was known, back in the day, 
as the ‘Full Collar’. This heinous form of restraint was 
originally introduced by Katie Beck and was 
universally loathed. 

Katie encouraged her sycophantic followers to 
bellow ‘Collar that Gal’, and the foot-soldiers of the SS 
was swoop down, secure their prey and haul them off 
to the library for the inevitable beating. 

I cannot believe Debs has collared Derby on 
her own volition. After all Deborah was subjected to 
one of the most notorious collarings when she was 
paraded through the landings before being taken 
down to the gymnasium to be publicly beaten in front 
of the assembled members of the house. Debs has 
always been a vocal advocate of the abolition of 
collaring. I can only suspect that when Derby 
whispered in Debs ear she was requesting to be 
collared. 
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To give Deborah her due when she puts her 
mind to it she is ruthlessly efficient. She shuttles 
Derby up the steps and across the stage. In one 
elegant and adroit motion she manages to sit down 
on the straight-backed chair that has magically 
appeared under the spotlight and dumps Derby over 
her knee. 

Without wasting time with the usual 
preliminaries, she flips back Derby’s skirt and pushes 
her blazer back so it envelopes her Ladyship’s head 
and begins to dust. 

Deborah has consistently refused to spank me 
but watching her in action makes me all the more 
determined to change her mind. She gives Derby no 
time to settle in and proceeds with a constant blitz 
attack landing spanks on random cheeks at lightning 
speed and with considerable ferocity. 

The spanking takes barely a minute but I am 
pretty sure that Debs landed at least sixty spanks. 
Derby’s response is positively gymnastic. It is 
commonly understood that the heart of a spanking is 
when it moves into the blitz phase. Poor Derby had 
not even been allowed the traditional warm-up phase, 
she had just been blitzed from start to finish. 

Debs rearranges Derby’s clobber and helps her 
to her feet. Her Ladyship stares at Debs in awed 
amazement. 

“Whoa Ma’am,” she says finally, “that was so 
fawkin’ kewl!” 

As I have mentioned earlier Lady Derby 
Huntington may well have more than a few bats loose 
in the belfry. 
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Debs blows on her hand and shakes it. “Jeez,” 
she giggles, “my poor hands is on fire.” 

“Are you ok Ma’am?” gasps Derby with genuine 
concern in her voice. 

“Oh for gawd’s sake,” laughs Debs. “Come on 
let’s go get you a drink.” 

As I say. Absolutely fucking barking. 
 
We take a brief break from the entertainments 

so we can freshen up and take care of any urgent 
business. When we return we found that the red wine 
had been replaced by ice-buckets filled with bottles of 
vintage 2000 Cristal that we are informed that Spanky 
Botts had generously stumped up for. 

It really came as no surprise to learn that 
Spanky is going to take a spin, bare bummed across 
the back of a chair so that she can be given six 
strokes of the senior cane by Cat Cassidy. 

Over the past six months Spanky and I have 
become pretty tight. After all we are pretty well birds 
of a feather and share many of the same tastes and 
lifestyle choices. 

She is also tight with Cat and when she is in 
residence they often ends the night drinking 
champagne in Cat’s apartment. Spanky often laments 
that although she occasionally manages to persuade 
Cat to put her across her knee and give her a damn 
good spanking when she suggests a little rattan 
action Cat just laughs and changes the subject. 

One can only assume that by lashing out three 
thousand squids on vintage champagne Spanky might 
have upped her chances of being selected in the 
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random process that dictates who will participate in 
the evenings entertainment. 

Spanky stands up with a big grin on her face. 
She looks over at Cathryn. 

“Shall we?” she asks. 



 

 

28 

 
Cool Cat 

 
Spanky Botts and Cat Cassidy are a contrast in 

clobber. Spanky subscribes to the Nixdown School of 
Clobber and uses the services of my clobber 
consultant. Her fabulously cut blazer and gymslip 
literally sashay in synchronization as she mounts the 
steps to the stage. 

Cat by contrast favors her own style of boho 
chic. It is not that Cat buys cheap catalogue crap, far 
from it. She has her blouses tailored by a Jermyn 
Street shirt-maker who was a favorite of Frankie Sin. 
The collars are carefully designed specifically to be 
worn with a loosened tie. Her gymslip is shockingly 
short. Cat is not actually that tall. She is probably only 
five feet six but her legs seem to reach up to her 
armpits and are shapelier than the gams sported by 
your average fashion model. 

I have known Cat for many years. I first met 
her when I was about ten years old. Her dad was 
loaning out some of his stable of jazz musicians to 
work on the soundtrack of my father’s latest movie. 
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Cat’s mum and dad had been invited to a party at the 
beach-house and they had brought Cathryn along. 

I was already a passionate fashionista thanks 
to my step-mother Petron who took me on shopping 
trips all over Europe. I thought I was quite something 
until Cat walked into the room. 

She was twelve years old and already a 
stunning specimen. She had this mane of black curls 
that almost reached her waist. She was wearing an 
electric pink biker jacket over a black polo neck 
sweater, matching pink boots tucked into black jeans 
that appeared to have been sprayed on. She wore the 
coolest shades and even back then she always carried 
a cigarette. 

She was accompanied by her mother who was 
equally stunning. Although she had given up her 
modeling career ten years earlier she was still 
considered to be one of the most beautiful women in 
the world. Caroline Cassidy is a collar and cuffs 
blonde, Cat gets her dark Romany looks from her 
father who is naturally dark-skinned. Caroline had the 
warmest, friendliest smile I have ever seen.  

The film was a huge success and both my 
father and Chris Cassidy won many critics awards and 
also made themselves shed-loads of dosh. The 
Cassidy’s’ became close chums with my father and 
Petron and I got to know the family pretty well. 
Caroline even visited me in Reform School when Dad 
and Petron were out of the country. 

My dad’s pride and joy was his outdoor kitchen 
that he had imported from California. Cat and I went 
and sat in the gazebo at the beach-front and gabbed 
up a storm. 
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She was really cool and didn’t treat me like a 
kid. She was mesmerizing. I think Cat came out of the 
womb as an adult; she was unlike any of the other 
gals I knew. Her conversation encompassed the beat-
writers and poets, obscure jazz musicians, and tales 
of high adventure travelling with her chaps. She 
clearly had little time for Barbie dolls or playing dress-
up. Fortunately, being the daughter of an avant-garde 
auteur, I had met my share of bohemian artistes and 
was able to keep up my end without coming across as 
a complete duffer. 

Henry, dads valet, allowed us several glasses 
of watered down wine. Cat lit numerous cigarettes 
but never really smoked them, a habit she has 
continued to this day. Cat must buy more packets of 
smokes than any woman alive but she uses them as 
props. Kinda weird I have always thought.  

Cat had just finished her first year at boarding 
school. During our conversation she mentioned that 
she had been caned on several occasions; joking that 
she was destined to get caned more than her mother, 
who apparently held the school record. It was also 
the first time I ever heard of Patty Hodge, who was 
the Mistress of Discipline at the school Cat attended. 
As best as I could tell Cat was the subject of one of 
Patty’s malicious obsessions. Things haven’t changed 
much over the years 

Cat and I became tight and saw each other at 
various family parties and dinners. I spent one 
glorious vacation in Ibiza at the estate that the 
Cassidy’s rent each summer. Cat’s best school chum, 
Melanie White was also there. Due to Melanie’s 
magnificent mammarys we were rarely turned away 
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at the door of the many nightclubs on the island. Cat 
was enthralled by the burgeoning rave scene and was 
soon planning her own happenings back in the 
Smoke. 

Cat left school when she was sixteen to work 
in her father’s recording studio. I was banged up in 
Reform School at the time but often read about her 
exploits in the papers. Cat and her chums, Melons, 
April Turner and Lady Victoria Brompton were 
branded as the Extreme Ladettes by the maggot mob 
from the skank rags owned by Melissa Forsham-
Smythe. 

Once I was released and set up shop with Jojo 
we became regulars at the Extreme Ladette raves 
staged by Cat and her chums. They were glorious, 
glorious days. 

Of course, Melissa managed to stir the Great 
Unwashed up into a frenzy and used her wealth and 
political influence to persuade the government to 
enact the Anti-Extreme Ladette laws. Our days were 
numbered, as one-by-one we were methodically and 
ruthlessly picked off and fitted out for clobber. 

 
Lady Derby helps Cat out of her striped blazer 

and hands her a glass of champagne and a long, 
slender senior cane. 

Spanky Botts stands courteously to attention 
with her hands on her head while Cathryn sips her 
drink. 

There is no mistaking that Spanky Botts has a 
smile on her face when Cat finally instructs her to 
remove her blazer and bend over the chair under the 
spotlight. 
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29 

 
Sandra 

 
Apparently Sandra Botts acquired the 

nickname of Spanky while she was still at school after 
a teacher put her over her knee and publicly spanked 
her in the school cafeteria. A more appropriate 
sobriquet was never bestowed upon a gal. If it is 
possible Sandra Botts is even more obsessed with 
spanking than me. 

After an expulsion Sandra found work at a 
well-known theme restaurant called the ‘Tuck Shop’. 
The waitresses dressed in St Trinians uniforms and 
served such delights as offal stew followed by plum 
duff. The wait-staff were free to augment their tips by 
taking a trip across the knees of favored Patron’s in 
sound-proofed salons on the upper storey of the 
building. 

It was while working at the Tuck Shop that 
Spanky, as she was now known, caught the eye of 
the artist William Graham. William was the best 
known artist of his generation and his works sold for 
squillions and hung in galleries around the globe. He 
seduced Spanky and she soon became his muse. 
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Billy-boy no longer had any need for more money and 
had turned his back on the commercial art world. He 
would spend the remainder of his life painting, 
sculpting, creating gravures, and videoing Spanky 
Botts in various splendidly exotic and erotic BSDM 
poses.  

Spanky became famous for her exhibitionist 
habit of bending over the balustrade of the Palazzo 
that William owned in Venice so that he could cane 
her bare bottom for the entertainment of the tourists. 

Unfortunately William had engaged in a life of 
extraordinary hedonism and excess and he fell into ill-
health and despite Spanky’s careful nursing he finally 
passed quietly into the night. 

To Spanky’s amazement he made her the sole 
beneficiary of his huge estate. The sole stipulation of 
the will was that she would use this vast fortune to 
dedicate herself to a life of divine decadence. During 
the last furlough I was fortunate enough to spend an 
intoxicating night at Spanky’s Mayfair mews house 
and got the opportunity to study some of the works 
William created of his muse. They are sensational and 
priceless but Spanky assured me that she would 
never part with a single piece and that the Mayfair 
collection is a mere tip of the iceberg and she has 
invited me to the Palazzo to salivate over what she 
describes as the crown jewels. 

Spanky has told me that she went into a deep 
mourning following the passing of her lover. It took 
the Tribunal to re-inspire her and ever since she has 
dedicated herself to hosting the www.woodettes.com 
web-site, running Café Woodys and operating the 
philanthropic Spanky Botts Foundation. I think her 

http://www.woodettes.com/�
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former lover would agree that she is keeping up her 
end of the bargain. 

She is a delightful, generous and completely 
crazy member of the human race. 

 
Spanky shrugged off her blazer and handed it 

to Lady Derby. She is a slight cove with elfin features. 
She wears her hair in a chignon and emanates a 
minxish aura. 

She smiles cheerfully at Cat and then 
approaches the straight-backed chair, folds herself in 
half at the waist and takes her time getting into 
position. 

 
Once Spanky is in the required pose Cathryn 

steps in and carefully rearranges her clobber. Having 
folded back her skirt and rearranged the tail of her 
blouse Cat puts her fingers in the waistband of 
Spanky’s navy blue bumbags and slowly rolls them 
down. 

Spanky has a small, pert bum and I feel sure 
she has no objection to it being exposed to the 
feaster’s at the tables in the hall. In fact I would 
imagine that it enhances the thrill-factor that she is 
seeking. 

Cat swallows down her drink, goes over to a 
side table and takes a last drag of her fag before 
stubbing it out. Looking serenely calm she returns to 
where Spanky is bent and waiting, flexes the cane 
between her hands, swishes it through the air and 
then taps it down once, twice, thrice before bringing 
her arm back and whipping the stick through the air. 
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It is a perfectly delivered stroke and immediately 
etches a hot red stripe across Spanky’s naked nates. 

It is a spectacular start and I suspect that we 
are in for a treat. 

Despite her laid-back demeanor Cat can be 
strong-willed and purposeful. She has spent almost 
two decades being caned so she understands the 
requirement for complete focus and concentration. 

 She sets her feet firmly with her shoulders 
upright as she prepares to deliver the second stroke. 
After waiting the traditional thirty seconds she pulls 
back the cane, slices it down and at the very last 
second drops her right shoulder slightly and delivers 
the stroke with a sharp snap of her wrist. It is a 
stroke of great beauty. 

 
 



 

 

30 

 
Hot Cat 

 
I have only ever been caned once by Cathryn, 

back in the dark days of Operation Scorched Arse 
when she was a member of the Elite. It was a routine 
affair regarding excessive horseplay in the recreation 
area. As the caning was delivered in a formal theater 
I did not care for it in the least bit. Nonetheless, her 
stellar performance did give me a hankering for 
setting up a tryst in a recreational setting. 
Unfortunately the beating coincided with the 
beginning of my relationship with Pen. Cathryn is very 
fond and protective of Penny Ann and she laughed off 
my overtures.  

There are many wonderful and beautiful things 
about my first foray into a faithful, trusting and loving 
relationship but it can have its downsides. I make a 
mental note to add Cat’s name to my list for 
seduction in the event that Pen and I’s relationship 
should ever go pear-shaped. It is always good to 
have a back-up plan in my experience. 

 
On the stage Cat is certainly giving Spanky a 

damn good thrashing, which is precisely what Miss 
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Botts has doubtless made considerable contributions 
to the Unit’s coffers to experience. 

Spanky Botts is full-on and can spend hours 
waxing eloquent about the wonders of a cane slicing 
across her upturned naked derrière. If she bribed the 
Grand Master to arrange for Cat to cane her then she 
is certainly getting value for her money. 

 
Cathryn moves her set-up slightly as she 

prepares to deliver the closer. Clearly she intends to 
close the thrashing with a five-bar gate. 

‘Gating’ is a specialized technique and takes 
extreme skill. I had never experienced the technique 
until the first time I was caned by Ms Lawton. I had 
assumed that she had invented this cunning and 
highly effective way to end a caning. 

However, Cat has advised me that Patty was 
using the technique back when she was the Mistress 
of Discipline at Dartington Manor. From the 
information that we gleaned at the Tribunal it would 
not be unreasonable to suspect that she might have 
perfected her technique on the backside of the 
subject of one of her earliest malicious obsessions, Ms 
Susan Lawton when they schooled together. 

Although, whether Patty dreamed it up or not, 
the technique does seem to have been quite wide-
spread throughout the education scene. Debs has told 
me that the Presidents of Posh would often tell her, “I 
need you to remain perfectly still, Morton, I intend to 
gate you.” 

Clearly this is a matter for further investigation. 
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The ‘gating’ practice is fairly common practice 
at Woodys, especially amongst the most skilled 
practitioners of the fine art of thrashing. I have no 
doubt that Cat will complete the caning with the 
consummate skill she has delivered the earlier 
strokes. 

 
The Great Hall has fallen quite silent as Cat 

moves in for the closer. Cat swings the cane and 
swipes it down. 

For the first time Spanky Botts stamps her foot 
in agitation. It is not surprising. The individual stroke 
would have been painful enough on its own merits 
but she has to deal with the additional electrifying 
shock of the cane intersecting the existing stripes. 
Even the most whop-hardened of us can find this a 
tad disquieting. 

 
One thing is certain. Cool Cat is very hot stuff 

when it comes to the business of whops. I sip my 
champers and idly wonder what she is doing later. 

 
Penny Ann slips her hands into mine and leans 

in and whispers in my ear. 
“Can Suzy cane me tonight?” she purrs. 
I turn and look at her quizzically. There is a 

twinkle in her eye. 
“I’m sure she would be happy too,” I tell Pen. 
“Good,” she says and kisses me on the neck. 
This is an unusual request. When we first 

started out Pen was strictly the dominatrix (excuse 
the pun) when we played in the stables. She showed 
absolutely no inclination towards having her bum 
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gratuitously beaten with whippy sticks. This suited me 
just fine as, although I switch, I am happiest on the 
receiving end. 

After a few months she decided to surprise me 
for my birthday and pitched up at the stables in a 
gloriously micro-mini gymslip, stockings and 
suspenders and insisted I gave her six of the best 
with the cane. She was a terribly good sport but I got 
the distinct impression that she had not enjoyed this 
reversal of roles and fully expected it to be a one-off 
performance. 

Around that time Suzy Scott arrived at the Unit 
to take over as Dame in Charge of Music after the 
cruel be-yotch Ms Whitton was carted off in chains 
and thrown in chokey. 

During the first lecture we attended with the 
new Dame Debs decided to test her mettle. Now at 
first blush Suzy looks like she weighs eighty pounds 
with two house-bricks in her pockets and she is one 
of the few people who is actually shorter than me. 
Unfortunately looks can be deceiving and Suzy is a 
martial art specialist and when she removed her 
oversized suit jacket it was clear that she has the 
most honed and toned body and imaginable. 

She beat poor Debs absolutely bandy. That 
night I invited her to the stables to play with Pen and 
I. It was an interesting evening. 

 



 

 

31 

 
A Saturday Night Tryst 

 
After the post-dinner spanking entertainment is 

done I amble over and crank up some sounds. 
Courtesy of Bernadette Summers and her pipeline of 
contraband from her godfather we have installed an 
awesome surround system into the Great Hall. I 
pump out some red-hot salsa and predictably the gals 
with the red hot arses are the most enthusiastic 
dancers. 

Pen sidles up and tells me that she is going 
back to her Old Gal apartment to change. I wink at 
her and let Derby pour me a glass of bubbles. 

“So how was it,” I ask her. 
She giggles. “Awesome, Ma’am, Miss Morton 

spanks so hard.” She cocks her head to one side. 
“Ma’am, did you arrange for Miss Morton to spank 
me?” 

Earlier in the day Derby had been lamenting 
that Deborah never dusted her and had asked me to 
see if there was anything I could do to rectify what 
she considered to be an unreasonable situation. 
Actually I can’t claim any credit for helping with the 
arrangements for her to feature on the menu for the 
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nights entertainment but it does make me wonder 
about the Grand Master’s timing. I am a cynic by 
nature and do not believe in coincidences. Perhaps 
the walls have ears. 

“No sweetie, I have not had an opportunity to 
broach the subject with Deborah,” I confess, “but I 
promise I will make overtures on your behalf. I 
wouldn’t hold you breath though, you are the premier 
grubby and Debs is not in the habit of dusting gal’s 
for no good reason.” 

“Then perhaps I had better start giving her 
some reasons,” she chuckles gaily and goes about her 
business carrying her tray filled with refreshments. As 
I have said before, she is totally demented. 

I spot Debs and go over and join her. “Would 
you like to come over to the stables tonight?” I ask. 

She just grins. “Sorry Nix,” she tells me, “You 
know I’m otherwise engaged.” She has a twinkle in 
her eye. 

“So it’s fine to cane Spanky and Christy but not 
me?” I tease her. 

“That’s different,” she tells me. 
“How so?” I ask. 
“It’s complicated,” she responds and winks. 
I spot Cat chatting to some chums and amble 

over. “Fancy coming to stables tonight?” I ask. 
“Love to Nix, darlin’,” she drawls, “but Mark is 

picking me up in a few, so no can do.” 
 
Nix does not care for batting zero for two but 

fortunately the results were predictable and I just 
keep note of Debs and Cat in my little red book as 
potential play-mates for the future, when they come 
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to their senses. I see Suzy Scott standing alone and 
go over for a chat. 

“Pen wants you to cane her,” I tell her. 
She smiles. “Happy to oblige,” she responds. 
“I’ll find the Bounder and score some supplies,” 

I tell Suzy, “We’ll cut along in about thirty minutes so 
Pen can prepare the stables.” 

 
Suzy Scott is the only member of the Brass 

that is invited to the feasts. Actually her official title 
these days is Head of Operations. It transpired that 
Ms Scott was not overly qualified for lecturing on the 
rudiments and theory of music. Her knowledge of 
crotchets and quavers was somewhat lacking and she 
openly admits that her only musical training was a 
short and gloriously, unsuccessful career as the front-
woman for a punk rock band. As best as I could tell 
she had secured the position at the Unit solely based 
upon her uncanny ability to land six strokes of the 
cane or violin bow precisely on top of each other. 

Despite her lack of teaching skills she was 
instantly wildly popular. She is my age and was 
probably more suited to being an inmate than a 
member of the Brass. She possesses all the qualities 
to have been a truly great mega-minx. 

When Mr Humphries employed Tatyana 
Kerimov to take over the role of Dame in Charge of 
Music he promoted Suzy to her current position as his 
aide de camp. Her speedy promotion caused 
considerable consternation amongst the Radical Right 
as she has special responsibilities for monitoring their 
performance. Patty was apoplectic at Suzy’s elevation 
which I suspect might have been one of the Grand 



137 
 

 

 

Master’s motivations. Patty hates Suzy with a passion 
but Suzy doesn’t care. She treats Patty with the 
utmost contempt, which has only added to the 
respect she enjoys from the community at large. 

“I’ll be right back,” I tell her. 
“I’ll be waiting,” she grins cheerfully.    
 
I find the Bounder and we head over to her 

store room. During the Lawton era Bernadette 
Summers Enterprises was an underground operation 
and the Bounder had to keep her contraband in 
stash-holes all over the grounds. Her bumbags were 
in constant danger and on several occasions she was 
busted by the Brass or Elite and subjected to public 
floggings. Nonetheless the Bounder is a pragmatist 
and figured that the occasional trip across the 
vaulting horse was a small price to pay for the 
considerable fortune she earned from her illicit 
business activities. 

Mr Humphries has a more enlightened view 
and drew up a contract with Bernadette. She can now 
operate with impunity and in return she donates 
fifteen percent of her profits into the Woody coffers. 

Her store room is filled with cases of wine, 
cartons of fags and all kinds of goods that are 
delivered to the Unit every Friday afternoon by her 
boyfriend, Mickey the Purveyor. There are very few 
requests that Bernadette cannot accommodate 
courtesy of her god-father, the notorious gangster, 
Stacks Monroe. 

I secure two bottle of ready chilled Veuve de 
Clicquot and put them on my account. 
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32 

 
Disgrace 

 
I return to the Great Hall with my supplies. The 

guests are boogying and boozing and having a high 
old time. I find Suzy and hand her one of the bottles 
then I slip my arm into hers and we disappear 
discretely into the night. 

 
Penny Ann is waiting for us in the stables. She 

has changed into a shockingly short micro-mini 
gymslip that barely covers her bumbags and displays 
a few inches of tanned bare leg above the tops of her 
stockings. 

I have all Pens’ outfits tailored for her and this 
gymslip is particularly becoming. The bib flows across 
the swell of her breasts and fits like a glove. The brief 
flared skirt shows off her shapely riders legs to great 
effect. I think she looks scrumptious and good 
enough to eat, but that will have to wait until later.  

When we enter the stable Penny Ann 
immediately stands smartly to attention and raises 
her arms and places her hands on top of her head. 
She stares straight ahead into space impassively. In 
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black high-heeled shoes she stands over six feet tall 
and towers over Suzy and I. Nobody says a word. 

 
While she was waiting Penny Ann has 

positioned a handcrafted thirty-seven- inch high 
Maplewood saddle stand into the center of the stable. 
She had placed a walnut stained leather Sheridan 
saddle, with a seventeen-inch seat, over the stand. 
She has surrounded the stand with tall, white, non-
scented candles in tall holders. It rather resembles an 
altar. 
 

I busy myself finding an ice bucket for the 
bubbly and pour a glass each for Suzy and myself. 
Penny Ann will have to wait. I go and perch up on a 
bale of hay and sip my drink, then wait for the play to 
unfold. 

 
Suzy approaches Penny Ann and looks her up 

and down. Despite her diminutive stature Suzy Scott 
has a considerable personal presence and emanates 
an aura of inner strength and authority. As she steps 
in close and begins to inspect Pen’s clobber there is 
no question of who is in control of the situation. 

Suzy starts by unhurriedly inspecting every 
stitch of Penny Ann’s blazer. Once she is satisfied she 
instructs Penny Ann to remove the garment, to fold it 
up neatly, and then to lower the bib of her gymslip 
and place the shaft of her tie over her left shoulder. 

 
I watch Penny Ann closely. So far her 

expression has not changed. She is completely 
emotionless, showing no sign of nerves, resignation 
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or defiance. She just stares straight ahead at the 
candlelit saddle stand. 

I wonder what has provoked or motivated her 
to subject herself to this experience this evening. It 
generally takes a special occasion or a bet or a dare 
for Pen to put her bumbags in the firing line. 

Penelope Ann Evans is a deep and private soul. 
Of course we gab about whops incessantly but, upon 
reflection, I have to confess that it is mostly me doing 
the gabbing. 

 
Suzy is working meticulously, studying every 

square inch of Pen’s clobber with a furrowed brow. 
Every now and again she will stop and pay particular 
attention to a button or seam, tut-tutting and clucking 
her tongue thoughtfully. 

Every now and again, when Suzy moves 
behind her or out of her direct line of vision I notice 
Pen’s eyes darting slightly nervously.  

This simulation of one of Woodys most hated 
rituals takes a full five minutes. I know from bitter 
experience how unnerving a full scale inspection can 
be . Suzy has played her part perfectly. 

Finally she moves back in front of Pen. 
“Alright Evans, you’re clean. You may replace 

your blazer,” she says somewhat gruffly. 
Despite the fact that she knows she will not be 

wearing it for long, Pen does as instructed and 
fastens the top button before returning her hands to 
the top of her head. 

“You are a disgrace Evans,” barks Suzy 
unexpectedly. “What are you?” 
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It is a bizarre scene. Suzy has dressed in full 
clobber for the feast and is wearing flat, low-heeled 
sandals. She is at least a full foot shorter than Pen 
and has to crane her neck upwards to look at Pen. 

“A disgrace Ma’am,” says Penny tightly. 
“And we all know what happens to gals who 

make a disgrace of themselves don’t we,” Suzy 
continues to bark. 

“I suppose so Ma’am,” says Pen in the same 
tight voice.  

“Good,” said Suzy, “then it will come as no 
surprise to you when I tell you that I intend to beat 
you so soundly that you won’t sit down for a week 
will it?” 

I watch Penny Ann closely. She is staring 
fixedly over Suzy’s head. She does not speak for 
several seconds and then she finally says, “No 
Ma’am,” in a rather calm voice. 

Suzy turns and walks across the sawdust floor 
to a store cupboard. She opens the door and unhooks 
a long, slender cane from inside the door. She turns 
around and flexes the cane between her hands. “This 
will do nicely,” she says. 

For the first time I notice a slight twitch at the 
corners of Pen’s mouth and momentarily her eyes 
flicker with apprehension in the candle-light. 

The cane Suzy has produced is one of the new 
generation of canes that are all the rage these days. 
Instead of the crook handles of the canes favored by 
the be-yotch’s that beat me at school they are 
straight run with the shafted nested into leather 
covered nylon handles. The advertising claims that 
they pack twice the bite with half the effort. Having 
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been on the receiving end I can assure you that this 
is one of the rare occasions that the advertising 
industry is not telling porkies. 



 

 

33 

 
Miss Suzy 

 
Pen stretches her long, athletic frame across 

the seat of the saddle. The short pleated skirt of her 
gymslip hardly needs to be turned back as her navy 
blue gossamer bumbags (custom-tailored by the way) 
are already on display.  

She stretches out her legs and takes supports 
her weight on the balls of her feet. She reaches out 
and places the palms of her hands on the floor and 
lowers her head down between her arms.  

Suzy has removed her blazer and loosened her 
collar, tie and cuffs. She steps in and folds Penny 
Ann’s skirt even further up her back. Very slowly she 
puts her fingers in the elastic waistband of Pen’s navy 
blues and rolls them down her legs.  

 
I slide off the bale of hay and fetch another 

glass of bubbles; a gal needs a libation to fully 
appreciate this type of show. Suzy waits until I am 
settled back on my bales of hay. 

She flexes the cane between her hands and 
then sets her feet firmly on the floor. She taps the 
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cane down the ritualistic three times and then swings 
her arm through the air. 

The shaft lands perfectly across the zenith of 
Penny Ann’s patrician rear end. A vivid scarlet stripe 
instantly appears. Penny Ann’s shoulders buck and 
her ankles twitch. I can hear her panting from across 
the room. 

Suzy looks calm and composed as she mentally 
counts down the thirty seconds that she will leave 
before delivering the next devastating swipe. 

 
Suzy’s arm pulls back and the cane whips 

through the air. As usual the cane lands perfectly 
across the original stripe. Pen convulses spastically. 
This is Miss Suzy’s trademark and signature. 

 
Pen’s shoulders are heaving and her fists 

drumming on the floor as she tries desperately to 
gather herself. I wonder again why she has 
voluntarily put herself in this position. I have availed 
of Miss Suzy’s consummate skills on numerous 
occasions and have reveled in the exquisite pain of 
her near perfect technique. However, Pen is not a 
pain junkie like me and it’s hard to imagine that she 
can be enjoying herself.  

Nonetheless, I understand that Penny Ann 
must have her private reasons so I am not about to 
intervene. 

 
The cane cracks down for a third time making 

another perfect landing. Pen grunts emphatically and 
her backside writhes, wriggles and squirms. The red 
weal is pulsating across her naked flesh.  
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Suzy takes her time before slicing the cane 

down for a fourth time. It is another scorcher and Pen 
jerks and grunts and twitches. We operate a safe-
word system and she can stop the proceedings at 
any-time, but she settles down and I notice that she 
pushes her bum up even higher. 

 
Miss Suzy is equally comfortable at either end 

of the cane.  She has a curious and colorful past. 
Aside from her foray into the world of punk rock, she 
has fought in unlicensed kick-boxing bouts, and used 
to fleece wealthy visiting Arabs and Africans out of 
their hard-earneds in dodgy gambling joints. She was 
definitely not to the manor born and comes from the 
wrong side of the tracks. Nonetheless, she is bright, 
witty and quite articulate, especially when it comes to 
her favorite subject of caning. 

Apparently at the school she attended the cane 
was generally limited to the tightly tautened trews of 
the male students. Suzy ran with the fast crowd and 
was frustrated that when the guys were sent up for a 
swift dose of the cane she was dispatched to the 
detention room to spend endless boring hours writing 
lines. 

She was also fascinated by the martial arts and 
as best as I can tell she has black belts in all kinds of 
things that I can’t even pronounce. She has told me 
that she was the only girl that was allowed to attend 
the nightly street brawls down by the docks but she 
was always pissed off because the boys joshed her 
that she only ever got detentions. She became per-
occupied with getting the cane. 
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She tells a funny yarn about how this was 
ultimately achieved. Her boyfriend had been 
subjected to a particularly vicious caning and Suzy 
decided to comfort him by spanking his monkey 
behind the bicycle sheds. They were unfortunately 
caught and for the first time she was sentenced to 
the cane. Her initial excitement was quickly turned 
into disappointment when she was informed that she 
would be caned across the hands. With admirable 
resourcefulness she pointed out that she was 
scheduled to play in a crucial table-tennis match and 
would not be able to compete if her fingers were 
swollen up like a bunch of bananas. She got six 
across the bumbags and earned the respect of her 
hoodlum gang by not howling and blubbing. 

 
The fifth stroke is another corker and the red 

weal is throbbing like a police beacon. Pen is 
convulsing but she stays in position. Suzy bides her 
time and then steps in for the closer. 

I cross my fingers and mutter a silent prayer 
for my lover.  

 
Suzy finishes with a perfect cut. The cane 

whistles through the air and slices across the weal in 
perfect synchronization. Penny Ann snorts and grunts 
and shakes her head in agitation. 

 
I feel a sense of excitement rising. Penny has 

doubtless had her fill of canes rebounding off her 
naked nates but for Nixdown the night is still young 
and my play-time has not even begun. 

 



 

 

34 

 
Pain Junkie 

 
Penny Ann unfolds herself from the saddle-

stand and reaches back and clutches her hands to the 
throbbing weal and begins to rub feverishly. In the 
world of recreational spanking rubbing is allowed so 
Suzy and I do not consider that she is making a muff 
of herself.  

Pen’s face is a picture. Her naturally pale 
cheeks are burning crimson and her eyes are wild. 
Some of her curls have come loose and during the 
caning she has ripped open her collar and her tie is 
hanging halfway down to her navel. She is panting 
with consternation and is bouncing up and down on 
the balls of her feet as she desperately tries to quell 
the flames in her rear end. 

I am still baffled why she had volunteered to 
be thrashed by Suzy. It does not exactly look like she 
has enjoyed the experience. I’m sure that later 
tonight, when we are alone in our bed of hay, that 
she will share her motivations with me. However, this 
is not the time for rumination. I hop down from my 
bale and go over to the ice bucket. I pour drinks all 
round and swallow mine down in one glug. 
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“My turn now,” I tell my chums. “Why don’t 
you go first Suzy while Pen cools down.” 

Suzy shrugs. “Remove your blazer and bend 
over,” she instructs me. I grin cheerfully and do as I 
am told. 

 
At Woodys we gab about whops incessantly, 

pretty much twenty-four-seven. Over the years we 
have analyzed literally thousands of canings and all 
the rituals that surround them. 

It is the common consensus that the 
instruction to remove your blazer is the ‘oh shit’ 
moment. Any last bastion of hopes of reprieve 
instantly evaporates and there is no question that it is 
game on. Actually, I’m not sure why anybody would 
hold out such hopes so late in the play as a veteran 
like me is well aware when whops are on the horizon. 

Due to my aversion to being formally beaten 
the instruction to remove my blazer actually piques 
my ill-humor but I do understand what the gals 
mean. The removal of the blazer is the beginning of a 
sequence of physically bending over in whatever pose 
the disciplinarian has chosen, the rearrangement of 
the clothing, the customary sixty second wait before 
the ritualistic three taps of the cane that precede the 
beginning of the fireworks being ignited. 

However, in a recreational theater the removal 
of my blazer sends a thrill up my spine. I hang my 
blazer up on a hanger. My blazers are custom made 
by a bespoke tailor in Hong Kong from an exotic 
weave of silks and mohair. I do not fold them up and 
chuck them on the floor in the saw-dust! 
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I go over to the saddle-horse and bend 
forward at the waist. I have been around stables all 
of my life and I still find the smell of leather in a tack-
room to be intoxicating. 

I slide my tummy over the seat of the saddle. I 
can feel the softness of the silk of my blouse against 
my flesh. I settle in and luxuriate in the rush of pure 
adrenaline that surges through by whole being. 
Bending over the seat of the saddle is one of my 
favorite positions for being thrashed. The height of 
the stand is perfect for me as I can touch the floor on 
both sides if I push myself up on the balls of my feet. 

I have an extraordinary sense of well-being as 
I wait to be whipped. 

 
Suzy is a consummate professional when it 

comes to the business of whops. I can sense her 
behind me, doubtless preparing herself mentally for 
the execution of her next mission. I feel her fingers 
on the hem of my skirt and then the garment slowly 
being folded up my back. She toys with tail of my 
blouse, moving it out of the way and then finally she 
slowly rolls down my bumbags until they are 
concertinaed around my ankles. 

Understandably, many gals admit that they 
find the next sixty seconds quite disconcerting. Finally 
you have been prepared for a beating, prostrated 
over some piece of furniture with your bare bum 
exposed to the elements and nothing to do but wait 
and fret before the show begins. I, by contrast, find 
this element of a thrashing to be quite exhilarating. I 
am not an exhibitionist on the scale of Spanky Botts 
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but I am not averse to showing off my pert little bum 
to my chums. 

Under the right circumstances I do not think 
that there is any greater thrill than being teed up and 
waiting to be caned. 

 
Right on cue I feel the cane tap down as Suzy 

sets her sights. I close my eyes and wait for the 
whistle of rattan slicing through the air. 

Suzy knows my tastes so she starts out with a 
scorcher that sends my nerve endings into a frenzy. It 
is as if miniature fandango dancers have taken a tour 
around my central nervous system. It is an exquisite 
sensation. 

 
There are several schools of thought amongst 

those of us who share a penchant for pain. Many gals 
that I have gabbed with on the net subscribe to the 
Rasmussen Principle. Dagmar Rasmussen, who is a 
learned Danish masochist commented that she likes 
the build up and the aftermath but is not quite so 
fond of the few minutes in the middle. I can 
understand that to some extent but that is so not me. 
I love the few minutes in the middle! I love the 
feeling of dizzying deliriousness as the bit of the cane 
cycles through my senses. I am a pain junkie! 

 



 

 

35 

 
That Thing Called Pain 

 
Suzy warms to her work. I concentrate on 

keeping myself teed up so that she can get a good 
clean swing at me. I have tremendous confidence in 
her but being beaten is a partnership and if I want to 
be safe I need to put it up and keep it up. 

Suzy’s remarkable talent for delivering every 
stroke on exactly the same landing spot means that 
the intensity of heat and pain in that slender area is 
constantly accentuated. I should imagine that if you 
do not care for such sensations this could be quite 
alarming, however by a quirk of fate I find this all 
quite delicious. 

Stroke number five arrives in typical nerve-
jangling, teeth-chattering, eye-watering style. Now, 
just because I enjoy pain does not mean that I don’t 
feel pain. It is just that under these particular 
circumstances my mind processes the pain differently. 
If I sit down on a drawing pin I feel just as much pain 
as the next gal and find the experience equally 
disagreeable. 

Some time back I was reading an account of a 
young lassie’s experiences at her school in the 
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Scottish Highlands where the tawse was in common 
use. It was delivered across the palms of the hands. I 
decided to experiment and had Pen give me three 
whacks across each hand with a traditional George W 
Dick tawse. The pain was excruciating and not in the 
least bit pleasurable. I could barely bring myself to 
keep my hand held out and my poor fingers swelled 
up like a bunch of bananas. It was an entirely 
disagreeable experience and not an experiment I 
would encourage anybody to participate in. 

Nonetheless, when a cane, strap, slipper or 
riding crop cuts across my bum in the recreational 
theater my mind processes the pain as sheer 
unadulterated pleasure. 

 
I wait for the closer. We have agreed to keep 

this opening thrashing to a routine six of the best. 
The night is still young and I have further plans for 
my bum. 

The closer is a critical element of any 
thrashing. Generally the Brass and the Elite keep the 
worst for last. Some nonsense about finishing up with 
something you really won’t forget in a hurry. 

Most experts close with what is known as the 
five bar gate. This technique involves landing the last 
stroke diagonally across the existing stripes. It is a 
highly effective technique and the points of inter-
section can cause considerable grief in the aftermath. 

Of course Suzy does not have five stripes to 
intersect, the first five strokes have created a single 
perfect weal. Nonetheless that does not stop her for 
putting a little extra zip into the sixth stroke and she 
raises my heels clear out of my shoes. 
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I hang upside down panting. Suzy will leave 
me here for a full minute before she rearranges my 
clothing and gives me the release command. This is 
another crucial element of any punishment and I 
must say it is rather unpopular amongst the gals. If it 
isn’t bad enough being forced to bend over for the 
sole purpose of having your arse whapped, being 
forced to remain in position so that anybody who 
happens to be watching the spectacle can spend 
another minute staring at your bum rather rubs in the 
fact that you are in disgrace. 

Actually I think it is quite useful as it gives one 
an opportunity to gather oneself so that when you are 
finally returned to the vertical and faced with 
confronting your disciplinarian you can treat her to a 
scowl or a contemptuous curl of the lip.  

When Suzy allows me to straighten up I treat 
her to neither, I greet her with a grateful smile and a 
wink. She winks back.  

“Do you want a turn?” I ask her as I reach 
under my skirt and straighten my bumbags. 

“Not tonight Nixxy,” she says. “I promised to 
give Ellen six on the silks when she comes off shift. 
She’ll probably want to reciprocate. I’ve been giving 
her some tips and she’s really getting her eye in these 
days, so I’d better wait.” 

I grin at her. Ellen is the Head of Security at 
the Unit and is divine. She used to be a rozzer until 
she started going hot and heavy with Stacks Monroe. 
Apparently fornicating with known gangsters is not a 
career enhancing choice in the staid world of Plod so 
Mr Humphries offered her a position. She fit’s right in 
at the unit and has a keen interest in Whops and 
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Clobber that dates back to her school days when she 
was by all accounts something of a hellion. She and 
Suzy are tight so it does not surprise me that they 
engage in the occasional mutual rump roasting. 

I suppose to the uninformed that it might 
seem rather queer that after spending a week 
dodging the canes, straps and slippers wielded by the 
Brass and the Elite that we should choose to spend 
Saturday nights idling away the time in recreational 
spanking. However, this is Woodys and whops are 
addictive. Suzy, Pen and Ellen and I will not be alone 
in our pursuit of whops. 

Upstairs in the library Debs will be entertaining 
Christy, Spanky and Lady Derby with her cane. In the 
privacy of the Grand Master’s quarters I have no 
doubt Jojo will take a trip over his knee before they 
repair to bed. I also suspect that Rosemary will have 
sent photo’s to her on-line lothario, the Silver Fox, 
displaying the after effects of her lunch-time trip 
across Dotty Hammell’s knee and will spend most of 
the night discussing the details. 

 
Suzy retrieves her blazer and puts it on. She 

goes over to the cupboard and hangs up the cane.  
“I think I’ll cut along,” she tells us, “leave you 

two lovebirds to play.” 
“You don’t have to leave on our account,” I 

assure her. 
Suzy just smiles sweetly. She picks up a bottle 

from the ice-bucket, “Mind if I sequester this?” 
“Of course not,” I tell her, “but I’m sure that 

the Bounder will still be up and about. Stop by and 
get a fresh one and put it on my account.” 
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“I might just do that,” she smiles. “Thank you 
ladies, I had fun.” 

“No, thank you sweetie,” Pen and I chorus and 
go over and hug her.  

“As usual your services are greatly 
appreciated,” I tell her. 

She just winks and heads off into the night. 
 
I pour another drink and glug it down. I amble 

over to where Pen is finally seated on a soft bale of 
hay and flop face down across her lap. 

“Give it your best shot, sweetie,” I tell her.   
  



 

 

36 

 
The Same Old Story 

 
Twenty-four hours ago I was in this very same 

position. Head down, arse up across Penelope Ann’s 
knees. I suppose that is not altogether surprising as 
of all the places in the whole wide world this is 
probably my favorite. 

Despite her appearance and demeanor as the 
quintessential English rose Pen is phenomenally 
strong. Years of mucking out stables, carrying bales 
of hay, humping heavy leather saddles, and breaking 
in headstrong and recalcitrant horses have given her 
muscles like elevator cable.  

She pulls me in tightly into the crease of her 
lap. I prop myself up on my elbows while she turns 
back my skirt and rolls down my bumbags. 

“Did you enjoy yourself?” I ask her. 
We do this, spank and gab.  
“I wouldn’t say that enjoy was one of the 

words that I would choose,” she chuckles. 
“Then why did you volunteer?” I ask her 

curiously, while she finishes baring my bottom. 
She gives me six sharp slaps on each cheek 

before answering. 
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“I don’t know,” she tells me off-handedly. “No 
particular reason. Don’t worry I don’t have some dark, 
guilty secret that I needed to pay penance for.” 

She spanks me some more. 
“I was just watching Cat cane Spanky and they 

seemed to be having so much fun, it seemed like a 
good idea,” she continued. “Probably to much of that 
Moroccan wine. Upon reflection it was not one of my 
better ideas. My bum is sizzling like fire-crackers are 
going of in my bumbags.” 

I giggle. “A session with Miss Suzy will do that 
for you every time.” 

She begins to spank me a little harder. I slump 
down on the bales of hay and stretch out. Gabbing 
can wait until later. 

 
Being spanked by someone you love is a 

wonderful thing. I love being over Penny Ann’s knees, 
I love the way that she pulls me in and holds me 
tightly around the waist with her strong left arm. I 
feel at home, safe and secure. I am in heaven. 

Of course being spanked is not always such a 
delightful experience. Back in the day, when I was 
forced to grub for the queen be-yotch Katie Beck 
being spanked was not in the least bit pleasurable. 
Being hauled over her lap and having my bumbags 
hauled down by that total be-yotch used to make my 
blood boil and regularly provoked me into full shin-
hacking mode. 

 
Pen has quite large hands and in short order 

she has reddened ever centimeter of my bum, the 
spanks that land on the perfect weal are especially 
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sharp and exquisite. I wiggle my bum at her. It has 
the desired effect and she embarks upon a blitz 
attack. 

Every experienced spanker knows the 
importance of the blitz technique. After a period of 
methodical, rhythmical spanks that have worked up 
one side of the buttocks and down the other it is time 
to spice things up. 

Pen spanks hard and fast, slapping her hand 
down randomly on either cheek. I no longer know 
what to expect and the sensation is both wildly erotic 
and disquieting. It is this very combination of agony 
and ecstasy that I crave and desire. 

I have no idea how many spanks rain down 
but the heat in my bum is now raging at fever pitch. 
Even I cannot help writhing and squirming in her lap. 
My nerve-endings are on full alert and every spank 
seems to enliven a different location of my body. 

Momentarily she seems to slow down and I 
think that the blitz is over but she has a surprise in 
store for me. 

I am caught completely unawares as a riding 
crop suddenly slices across my swollen bum. I barely 
have time to adjust to this new attack when it is over. 
She has whipped the leather-braided crop down six 
times in perpetual motion. 

I feel her lean down and begin to kiss my red 
and swollen bum. 

“Whoa Pen, holy shit,” is all I can think of to 
say.  

 
She kisses me gently, covering every millimeter 

that she has reddened and tenderized. I can hear 



A Life in the Day of Nixdown Nixon 
 

 

myself purring. She strokes my hair and then with her 
strong arms she lifts me from my prone position and 
turns me over. She looks down into my eyes and asks 
me, “How was it?” 

I reach up and put my arms around her neck 
and run my tongue across the contours of her 
luscious lips.  

“Let me show you how it was,” I tell her and 
reach for the shoulder buttons of her gymslip, letting 
the bib fall down. I begin to unfasten her tie and 
unbutton her blouse. 

Alas my friends’ that is where we must leave 
Planet Nixdown. Au revoir Mon Cherie’s … Pen and I 
must now pass quietly into the night … thank you for 
stopping by to share a life in my day … Love Nix.    
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