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THE

HIDALGO'S
DAUGHTER

Don Miguel Isidoro Pascual Maria Carlos y
Gaspado de Cuenca walked slowly round the plaza.
Beside him, her white hand on his arm, walked his
daughter Doiia Isabella Maria Concepcion Dolores
Vittoria y Gaspado de Cuenca.

She was nineteen, unusually tall for’a Spanish
girl, and, unusually also, with golden hair.

Greeted by smiles, bows, hats doffed with a
flourish and little bobbed curtseys from some of
the older women and the children, they walked
among their friends, acquaintances, tenants and
work people.

The little town in Northern Spain was en fiesta.
The wedding three days ago of their young King,
marred though it had been by the dreadful attempt
on his life, was still, by his decree, being celebrated
throughout the land.

Beautiful Moorish carpets and tapestries hung
from every balcony, religious banners were dis-
played and everywhere one saw the National flag
and red and yellow bunting.

Tonight there was to be dancing in the plaza

and the townsfolk, many in the colourful traditional
costumes of the district, were already happily anti-
cipating the gaiety to be added to the traditional
evening stroll there.

As, composed and dignified, Don Miguel and
Dona Isabella wended their way through the cheer-
ful crowd, returning smiles and salutations, stopping
to exchange compliments or to chat with friends,
there was yet a hint of restraint, not so much in
their manner, which was easy and pleasant as
always, but in their bearing. A little more erect, a
little stiffer, a little more the look of being ‘on
parade’. :

In spite of this, and of her rank and position,
there was no lack of admiring glances at the tall,
blonde girl.

The voung men removed their hats or caps re-
spectfully to her father but their eyes were on
Dona Isabella, wondering what she would be like
if they could ever really get to know her.

Even bolder thoughts were in the minds of a
group of gay young caballeros who followed not
many paces behind.



“Magnificent, our Dofia Isabella looks in her
white gown and mantilla,” said Carlos.

“Even more magnificent without them,” chuckled
Fepe.

“Sh!” exclaimed Juan in alarm. “They’ll hear
you. Don Miguel would have the skin off your back
with his riding whip if he heard that.”

“He can’t hear,” said Pepe, but lowered his voice
a little, just in case.

“Tell you what, boys. We’ll never get the chance
to see her without her clothes, but it would be fun
if we could see through them!”

“Just as much chance of one as the other,” jeered
Carlos, “but there’s no harm in imagining it.”

“I wish I had so good an imagination,” said Juan.

If their disrespectful wishes could have been
granted, what a shock they would all have got to
see that the lovely round bottom under the gown,
petticoats, drawers and chemise; the soft, smooth,
white curves upon which they were focussing their
youthful, lascivious imaginations, were burning red,
criss-crossed with angry weals over the whole of
their surface, and that the beautiful young Love-
Goddess of their erotic fancies had been soundly
birched an hour or two previously.

What would have been their reactions? Sym-
pathy for her plight, or an inflaming of their
amatory desires? One wonders. But they did not
know, and neither shall we.

It was to be another twenty years before the
splendid bass voice of Paul Robeson, in ‘O’ Man
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River’, would use the phrase ‘Body all aching and
racked with pain’, but that would have described
Doiia Isabella’s state as she walked that evening in
the plaza.

And the reasons? For those we must go back
to the Royal Wedding day when Isabella had been
staying in Madrid with her uncle, General Don
Pedro, for the great occasion. And to an unguarded
exclamation uttered as the bomb fell, overheard by
her aunt and reported to her uncle.

The General made searching enquiries, discovered
that she had actually associated with the murderer,
and sent her home in disgrace, having written a
long letter of explanation to her father.

Dofa Isabella stood before her father in his
morning room. As usual, when at home in the
country, Don Migual wore the grey trousers, black
riding boots, white shirt with red string tie, red
cummerbund and short grey jacket in which he was
accustomed to ride around his estates and in his
strict but paternal manner to supervise his peones.

The time was four o’clock in the afternoon.
Isabella still wore the dark coat and long skirt in
which she had travelled all day from Madrid.

She stood with head proudly erect, in silence
while her father glanced again through the long
letter from her uncle on his desk before him. When
he spoke there was a steely note in his voice which
she had seldom heard before.

“Have you anything to add to what your uncle
says in this letter?” he demanded.

“I am sure Don Pedro has told you the facts as
he knows them.”

“You knew this — assassin — this anarchist —
this Mateo Morral?”

Now she bowed her head, but still she spoke
clearly and firmly:

“I knew him. I met him through Don José
Nakens who is the editor of a Liberal paper. He
seemed to be a gentle man, a scholar. You, father,
are a Liberal. You have taught me to be a
Enberal . .o

“But not a Republican. Not an anarchist. Not —,
he paused and then almost spat the words, “not a
murderer — and a regicide.”

Dona Isabella raised her head and looked at him
steadily.

“No, father. Nobody could be more horrified
at what happened. I thought that these were good
men, working in their way to make all men free
and equal. I was wrong. They were wicked men
and their way was wicked. [ am to blame for letting
them believe that the daughter of a Castilian
gentleman and the niece of a Duke and Grandee
of Spain could have any sympathy with their plans.”

Don Miguel sighed, almost as if to mutter Mea
Culpa, but he resumed his questioning in as stern
a manner as he had started.

Gradually the whole miserable story came out.
Isabella tried to conceal nothing and answered



bravely and truthfully. Finally Don Miguel pro-
nounced judgement.

“You have been criminally foolish. You knew
these men were anarchists, though I acquit you of
any knowledge of their murderous designs. You
have been allowed a great deal of freedom here at
my request; and, I am bound to say, against his
better judgement, my brother, your Uncle Pedro,
allowed you much more freedom in Madrid than
any young lady of noble birth is usually allowed.

“You have abused that freedom and, what is
more, you have deceived those who trusted you.
Luckily the only people who know of this are
members of our own family, so there will be no
public disgrace.

“Your punishment will be a private matter, but
to emphasize that there is no breach in our family
you will walk with me in the Plaza this evening.

“His Majesty, Don Alphonso, has decreed that
the festivities marking his wedding are to continue
despite the dastardly attempt on the lives of himself
and his bride and the deaths and injuries which it
caused.

“You will, therefore wear your finest regional
attire and we shall take wine with my friends and
the local dignitaries and watch the dancing in the
public square from the balcony of the Town Hall.

“I shall expect you to comport yourself with the
dignity to which you are born, in spite of all that
has happened. You will be ready at six o’clock
when the carriage will take us into the town. Go now
and make your preparations.” ;

“At six o’clock, father? The festivities will not
commence before nine — or even later.”

“We have a call to pay first. Do as I say. Go.”

In spite of her severe travelling costume Isabella
achieved a graceful curtsey to her father and left
the room.

At six o’clock Isabella descended the stairs to
join her father in the hall. She was magnificently
dressed in white. The close white satin bodice
accentuated her splendid breasts. High at the neck
and long in the sleeves, sumptuously decorated with
gold and pearls, it spread from her slender waist
into the deep flounces of the ample skirt just
revealing the toes of her white buckskin shoes in
front, and with the merest hint of a train to touch
the ground behind her heels.

Her golden hair was swept back from her fore-
head and dressed high on top to hold the magni-
ficent comb of mother-of-pearl over which was
draped the white lace mantilla which had belonged
to her grandmother and which now hung in soft
and beautiful folds down to her waist.

A chain of gold links around her neck supported
a plain gold cross and from her ears hung golden
coins left by the Moorish invaders of six hundred
years ago.

Don Miguel advanced to offer his arm. By con-
trast he was much more soberly dressed in the
semi-formal evening clothes of the locality: short

black jacket and trousers of fine cloth, black boots
of patent leather, pleated white shirt and black tie
and broad-brimmed black silk sombrero. A servant
held his evening cloak of black, lined with red silk.

The open carriage with two handsome bay horses
stood at the door and Don Miguel handed his
daughter in. Her maid passed a sunshade and a
white lambswool shawl to her.

Don Miguel took his seat beside her, his cloak
folded on the seat. The groom at the horses’ heads
stood aside and the coachman set them to a lively
trot towards the little town four miles away. At its
outskirts the carriage stopped before a great wooden
door set in a high wall. Don Miguel alighted
immediately.

“Come, daughter!” He offered his hand. “We
are come to visit your wise and holy preceptor.”

Isabella’s eyes sparkled with delight.

“Dear Reverend Mother,” she exclaimed. “Thank
you father, I shall be so glad to see her.”

The sister-portress opened the wicket as they
approached and, as they passed into the tree-shaded
courtyard of the convent, another nun, with a slight
obeisance to Don Miguel said :

“The Reverend Mother is expecting you Sefior.
Please follow me.”

Reverend Mother Maria Felipe was a little woman
with twinkling eyes and a ready smile. She was one
of those rare people to whom wisdom, learning,
piety and compassion give an appearance of age-
lessness, though not of unworldliness.

A distant cousin of Don Miguel, she had brought
considerable wealth to the convent when she
entered it with every intention of becoming its head
and running it according to her own ideas.

This she had quickly done, and soon attracted
many devoted women who wished to work and
study under her direction in an age when little true
learning was available to women.

They ran a free school for the children of the
town and gave private lessons to the oldest
daughters of the gentry and bourgeoisie of the
district who wished to avail themselves of the ex-
cellent education provided : and whose parents were
willing to pay for it.

Isabella had been a pupil for two years from the
age of fifteen. The rule was strict but administered
with love and care.

Don Miguel went on one knee before the
Reverend Mother and kissed one of her outstretched
hands as to a Bishop. In her turn, Isabella sank
to both knees and did the same. The Reverend
Mother’s status in the Church did not entitle her to
these salutes but they were a measure of the love
and reverence in which she was held.

She raised Isabella with a hand on each arm
and gently kissed her on both cheeks.

Sherry was brought by a maidservant and Don
Miguel was given permission to light a cigar.

In this comfortable and peaceful atmosphere the
Reverend Mother, quietly and gently, gave Isabella



the most devastating lecture about her behaviour
in Madrid and on her mis-use of both the education
she had had and of the freedom she had been
granted.

Seated with her hands folded in her lap and head
bowed, the girl listened with humility as the gentle
tones brought home to her, even more than the
horror of destruction and death she had witnessed,
the enormity of her offences.

“It may even be” concluded the Reverend
Mother “that this unhappy man, who has now gone,
with all his sins upon him, to face the Great Judge
of us all, was encouraged by the approval of a
lady of birth and education — your approval, my
child — to carry out his shameful deed. You must —
as we all must — pray for his soul in Purgatory.”

She rose and rang a silver bell which stood upon
the table. Two nuns — lay sisters as shown by their
habits — answered the summons and stood silently
at the door. One was an enormous woman, Over
six feet high with the broad red face of a peasant,
the other shorter, but equally sturdy, the coarse grey
habit concealing a solid, powerful frame.

“You will go with the Sisters, my child.” said
the Reverend Mother.

Isabella rose, made an obeisance, and without a
word followed the Sisters from the room. She knew
them both and knew the duty they had to perform.

From the Reverend Mother’s charming house
they went through a narrow door into austere
surroundings of the convent proper. Whitewashed
walls and flagged floors along the passages led them
to a large, bare room with meagre furnishings: a
prie-Dieu under a large crucifix on the wall, a
small bed or couch in one corner, a tall cupboard
and a long wooden chest, and, in the centre of the
floor, a long padded bench with a kneeling stool at
one end.

Twice before, in her student days, Isabella had
visited this room in the company of these two same
Sisters, and it was no surprise to her to see the
two birch rods which lay, their twigs still glistening
from the water in which they had been immersed
to make them supple, on the whipping bench. They
were, however, longer and bushier than the rods
with which she had been punished earlier for
neglecting her studies.

The procedure then, she remembered ruefully,
had been swift and simple. Kneel on the stool, lay
forward along the padded top of the bench where
her hands had been firmly held by Sister Ana,
kneeling to face her, her dress and petticoats turned
up over her back and her drawers lowered to her
knees, and a dozen swift and smarting strokes
firmly delivered by the muscular Sister Ignacia.

This was followed by a hasty pulling up and
re-fastening of her drawers, adjustment of her dress,
thanks given to the two Sisters for her well-
deserved punishment, and an immediate return to
her lessons; which she pursued all the more dili-
gently, reminded at every shift on her chair by her

smarting bottom.

But this was different. Those long, thick rods
were not for lazy or disobedient children. They
must be what were used to inflict penance on the
nuns themselves when the Reverend Mother so
ordained.

And she herself was no longer a naughty school-
girl but a grown-up young lady who merited the
severest punishment!

Each Sister, in turn, took Dofa Isabella’s hands,
kissed her on both cheeks and spoke of their love
for her and the benefit she must gain from the
punishment they must inflict.

They knew nothing of the reasons for it. It was
sufficient that the Reverend Mother had decided
that it was necessary, and they were only the humble
instruments of her will.

Dutifully, Isabella assured them that she under-
stood and would submit.

When they had undone the long row of tiny
buttons down the back of her gown and eased her
out of the long, tight sleeves as skillfully as any of
her maids, she stepped obediently out of it for one
of them to lay it carefully along the whipping
bench.

“What,” she wondered, “will they do with it when
they want to lay me in that position?”

Tapes were loosed and her three flounced and
embroidered petticoats were removed and placed
on top of the dress. In spite of her apprehension of
the punishment to come, Isabella’s curiosity grew.

The long tight corset which held her figure from
below the breasts to her hips was carefully un-
fastened from the metal clips down the front, her
drawers were pulled down just far enough to enable
Sister Ana to reach the bottom clips and then
immediately replaced, then the corset pulled out
and placed carefully across the foot of the whipping
bench so as not to crush the fine materials of her
dress-and petticoats.

The bodice which restrained her splendid breasts
was slipped from her shoulders and she stood, still
in virginal white, clad in her chemise, knee-length
drawers, white silk stockings and buckskin shoes,
and her mantilla.

The Sisters, throughout the lengthy process of
undressing her had taken pains not to disarrange
her careful hairdressing or the beautiful folds of
the mantilla.

“What now?” Isabella wondered, but was not
left in doubt for long. Tall, massive Sister Ana
dropped on one knee in front of her, but facing
away.

“Give me your wrists, child,” she said.

Then Isabella knew how she was to receive her
birching. Obediently she put her hands forward
over the giant Sister’s shoulders, felt her wrists
clasped in a grip of iron and, as Ana rose, felt
herself lifted from the ground and held helpless
over the broad, bent back.

Immediately Sister Ignacia‘s hands were at the
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buttons of her drawers and she felt them being
slowly pulled down, held at first in front by the
rough material of Ana’s habit, until they reached
the tight bands above her knees, where Sister
Ignacia left them.

Finally her chemise was pulled up and she was
naked from waist to knees.

The two big birches had been put on the kneeling
stool when her clothes had been disposed on the
bench, and now the short, powerfully-built Sister
took up one of them and swished: it menacingly.

“Pray for forgiveness, my child,” said Sister
Ignacia softly but clearly, and the birch swished
and struck.

A single blow covered nearly the whole of the
area of Isabella’s bare bottom, the slender twigs of
the great bushy birch spreading as they struck her
naked flesh.

The supple ends curled around her hip and, as
the birch was raised for the next stroke, the delicate
-white buttocks flamed into a crimson pattern of
irregular tracery with tiny red spots down the side
of the right cheek where the finest ends of the
twigs had wreathed around the soft curve.

Isabella’s whole body jerked convulsively agamst
the broad back supporting her, and she cried aloud
at the searing pain. This was very far from her
schoolgirl whippings. A single stroke was nearly as
bad as the whole dozen Sister Ignacia had given her
before.

She clenched her teeth and shut her eyes fast,
vowing not to make another sound however awful
the pain. She was a child no longer and must suffer
the punishment she had so richly merited, like the
true daughter of a Spanish Hidalgo.

Down swept the birch and again her body jerked.
A gasp of pain forced itself between her lips but
she made no cry. Nor did she during the whole of
the flogging which followed.

Gasps came as the descending swish ended
abruptly in the Thwick! of the rod striking naked
flesh and, as the punishment progressed, soft moans
as it was raised for the next piercing cut.

Three or four strokes of that wide spreading
bundle of birch twigs sufficed to redden and in-
flame every inch of the soft bare bottom upon
which is fell and soon the thin red traceries merged
into a fiery glow and weals of a brighter red stood
out from the burning skin.

After six strokes Sister Ignacia moved to the
other side and delivered her lashes backhand so as
to reach the side of the left cheek with the whippy
ends of the twigs, marking it first with the little dots
of the thin ends, and then merging these into a
complete red patch, so that Isabella’s once white
curves were blazing red as far as could be seen
from side to side and from the base of her spine
to the tops of her thighs.
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After her third change of position the Sister ex-
changed her birch, the ends of which were breaking
away at every stroke and scattering needle-like bits
about the floor.

Six more strokes from either side, the last with
as much vigour as the first, completed Isabella’s
punishment; and the moaning, twitching girl was
gently lowered to her feet.

One on each hand, the Sisters half carried her to
the bed in the corner where they laid her on her
face, her drawers still about her knees and the
lovely white lace of the ancient mantilla draped
over her back almost down to the fiery red weals of
her soundly whipped bottom.

“Rest, my child,” said one of them, and the
Sisters silently left the room.

Only then did Isabella give way to the relief of
tears. After the first great paroxysm of sobs, she
gradually quietened, a strange peace came over her,
and she slipped into a merciful doze.

They let her rest undisturbed for over an hour
before the Sisters gently aroused her.

“Come my child. Your father awaits you.”

Deftly and unhurriedly they re-dressed her, laving
her tear-stained face with cool, damp cloths and
giving her slices of lemon and cucumber for her
inflamed eyes.

A large glass of the local strong red wine restored
her strength a little, and when the last button and
hook were fastened and her mantilla re-arranged
over her back, there was little outward sign of her
ordeal.

Again the Sisters kissed her cheeks before they
led her back along the cool stone corridors to the
Reverend Mother’s drawing room.

Painfully she knelt before the Superior.

“I have prayed for forgiveness,
Mother.”

“Be sure it will be granted to you, my child,”
and the frail little nun helped her to her feet. Don
Miguel offered his arm

“Come Isabella.”

Stiffly and painfully, leaning on her father, she
walked across the courtyard, the Reverend Mother
accompanying them to the gate, where Isabella
bent her head to receive her parting kiss and a
murmured blessing.

Moments later the carriage was bearing them
towards the town.

At ten o’clock that night Dofia Isabella, still
painfully but rigidly straight-backed, stood beside
her father on the balcony of the Town Hall watch-
ing the whirling Jota danced below in the Square.

Nimble feet, slippers cross-tied around white
stockings, darted and flashed to the gay music,
coloured short skirts swirled high as the red-capped
young men turned their partners, and dancers and
audience clapped their hands to the rhythm.

Isabella turned to smile lovingly at her father.
Her ordeal was over. She was still a true Hidalgo’s
daughter.

Reverend



the village of Jules en Provence.

Its ancient church, cottages and little shops
are surrounded by well-kept vineyards. Visitors
delight in its old world French charm.

It has mercifully escaped many of the advan-
tages of civilization and the villagers have
preserved their way of life.

A passable wine and delicate lace are still
produced in the traditional manner.

Together with tourism, these ancient indus-
tries yield a reasonable income to the village,
and the people are content.

It is with one of the old French customs that
we are concerned. An indication of its preval-
ence can be seen in the little village schoolroom.

Doctor Gaspard has taught the village child-
ren here for over fifty years. In due course they
go to the Lycee in the nearby town.

In pride of place behind the Doctor’s desk
hangs his famous strap. It is long and jet black,
worn smooth from years of contact with the
trousered and knickered bottoms of the Doctor’s
pupils.

There is hardly a single woman or girl in
Jules who has not felt the leather across her
bottom at some time or another; and the good
Doctor is often called upon outside school hours
to discipline an obstreperous son or daughter
(and even a young wife).

He considers it his duty to be always avail-
able for this purpose like a doctor with a
universal remedy.

It may be this early childhood experience and
its excellent results that account for the
villagers’ pre-occupation with chastisement —
for make no mistake, as many thrashings per
fread (or bottom) of population are administered
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in Jules en Provence as in any town in France.

Take, for instance, the Marquis de Jules. He
is the young holder of that ancient title, and
his aristrocratic family once controlled thou-
sands of acres.

He still has a modest chateau and a large
vineyard to manage, but the-great wealth has
gone forever.

In the village, however, his family is as re-
spected as if the revolution had never occurred.

The young Marquis has many problems. One
of them is standing in front of him in the sunlit
drawing room of his chateau. This is Yvette.
She is twenty years old and burning with revo-
lutionary fervour from her student days in Paris.

This is the third time in a month his em-
ployees have found the beautiful Yvette tres-
passing on the estate. She claims his land for
the people and proposes the most gruesome
fate for the mild-mannered Marquis.

He has tried to reason with this dark-eyed
beauty and received only insolence and defiance.
His course is now clear. He knows what is
expected of him by his family, by the villagers,
and by his ancestors whose portraits stare down
at him from the walls.

He removes his large family ring and places
it on the desk. Yvette tosses her curls in
defiance as the young Marquis seizes her wrists
and pulls her across his lap.

Yvette resists. She twists and bites and kicks
with all her might. The Marquis is astounded
at the fury contained in this shapely young
body.

Yvette wears the simple cotton dress much
favoured by French girls for the summer. As
the Maquis fights to control her his hands clasp
her slim waist, sun-tanned arms, and pert young
breasts without any restraining bra.
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He slaps her bottom whenever it presents
itself to try to calm her. My goodness, thinks
the young aristocrat, how lovely she is!

Eventually the Marquis’ superior strength
prevails and the delightful rebel is hauled across
his knees with both hands held firmly behind
her back; legs thrashing the air and screaming
every oath she has ever heard.

When Yvette's skirt was pulled up there was
revealed a sight that would make any French-
man'’s heart beat faster. Bare sun-tanned thighs
followed by the softest, firmest, most perfect
white bottom ever seen; and then a slim nut-
brown waist and expanse of bare back.

Trying vainly to conceal that lovely behind
were a pair of white silk knickers, the legs cut
at an angle so that the folds were bottom meets
thighs were quite bare.

As the girl kicked and twisted so her bottom
contorted and the white silk wrinkled and
strained between the jostling cheeks.

Now another decision for the Marquis.
Should the knickers come down? His eyes
wandered for inspiration to the portraits of his
ancestors and he recalled an old print in the
library which depicted the twelfth Marquis who
lived in theeighteenth century.

There was the village market place with a
young girl tied high up on a wooden trestle.
Her dress and petticoats were ripped away to
reveal all her back and bottom and the twelfth
Marquis was lashing her all over with a riding
whip.

He must be firm? Yvette had done nothing
to merit leniency. She should be treated like a
naughty little girl.

The thought was the act and in a moment he
had inserted his fingers into the knickers on
each side of their gusset and drawn them down
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Yvette's legs.

Now the smacking started. Yvette fought and
struggled like a little tigress, but all to no avail
as the Marquis’ hand slapped down onto her
soft bottom cheeks.

As she fought her lovely behind contorted
into dozens of exciting positions and attitudes,
and the young aristocrat smacked it all over in
every one of those positions.

Yvette's shrieks and the sound of hand meet-
ing bare bottom echoed round the chateau.
Young housemaids smiled knowingly at each
other. The cook and butler nodded approvingly.
The young master was worthy of his noble birth.

Finally, when Yvette's bottom was glowing
like a sunset, the Marquis released her and
stood her on her feet.

“Reactionary pig!"”" she screamed through
tears of rage and humiliation.

In a moment she was back across the Marquis’
knees and his palm smacked full across her
upthrust bum. Five . . . ten . . . fifteen more
slaps were applied to the young rebel’s
anatomy.

When Yvette again found herself on her feet
she stared”defiantly at the young master, but
this time her burning rear stilled her tongue.
Tears of anger and pain ran down her cheeks.
Picking up her knickers she ran to the french
windows and paused. When she saw that an
escape route lay across the garden she turned
to the Marquis.

“Vive la revolution!”” she sobbed waving her
knickers in the absence of a flag.

The Marquis tried to catch her, but Yvette
was across the garden and over the wall like
a gazelle. The Marquis smiled. It would not be
long before she was brought before him again
for discipline. Such are the heavy burdens of the



aristocracy.

Another respected resident of Jules en
Provence is M. Bertrand, proprietor of the
general store, town councillor and member of
the school board. Now in his fifties and
reputedly very rich, M. Bertrand is in every way
a leading citizen.

Imagine the surprise when, a year ago, the
benign M. Mertrand married the most desirable
young female in Jules en Provence. For it can
be said that Simone Bertrand is France and
France is Simone Bertrand. ;

Those flashing dark eyes, cascading auburn
hair, full breasts, slim waist, swaying hips and
gorgeous legs have haunted the erotic dreams of
every male in Jules.

But, above all, Simone has that air of flirta-
tious sauciness, that hip-swinging insolence that
has given French women that certain reputation
throughout the world.

Of course, everybody said that she married
the old bachelor for his money. After all, they
said, what else could he give the passionate
Simone? In fact he had proved very demanding
right from the word go on their wedding night.

Now M. Bertrand was a shrewd businessman.
He knew how to exploit an asset.

It was no accident that all the goods usually
bought by men were kept on the highest shelves.
Simone had to fetch them by climbing a little
ladder.

Officially the mirrors placed about the floor
were for inspecting new shoes. But, as the
lovely Simone ascended the steps, what sights
were seen in those mirrors. What calves and
thighs encased in charcoal grey nylon stockings;
what lacy black suspenders; what creamy white
flesh above dark stocking tops, and glimpses of
curved bottom and saucy knickers!

No wonder M. Bertrand allowed his wife the
latest in lingerie. Had not the takings nearly
doubled since Simone had taken the first step
up that ladder? :

The good merchant expected strict obedience
and respect from his pert young wife. This was
his right and he brooked no nonsense. Of course,
with every man in Jules lusting after Simone
discipline was essential. Simone had to pay the
price for flirtations and other misbehaviour once
a week.

We call upon M. Bertrand as he is proparing
for this task. The shop is closed, the blinds are
drawn. He flexes a long thin cane almost bend-
ing it in two. in his expert hand it describes
whistling arcs through the air.

In a moment he will enter the little parlour
at the rear of his shop. He will find his beautiful
young wife stripped and submissive. He will
then cane her on the naked bottom.

To M. Bertrand this is quite natural. Is it not
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one of the rewards of a successful business
career? Is it not a pleasure to be savoured in
the security of his home, like his best cigars
and the rarest vintages of his wine cellar?

I am ready, Monsieur."”

Simone’s voice comes seductively from the
parlour. :

Even after a year of marriage and dozens of
canings M. Bertrand is still stunned as he enters
the room.

He knows that his wife bends over with legs
apart and hands on knees like that just to dis-
tract him from his painful task.

Another ploy is the girlish innocence in the
pale blue lacy knickers deliberately spread out
on the table.

But those white and pastel petticoats heaped
up on her back and framing those perfect dark-
stockinged legs; and there in the centre the
sexiest, most caneable bottom imaginable!

The two creamy cheeks are slightly parted
with just a glimpse of dark hairs at the crotch —
enough surely to drive any man to distraction.
; But Bertrand is not any man! No, first things

irst.

It is no use Simone looking pleadingly over
her shoulder, no use her clenching those satin-
soft bottom cheeks.

The storekeeper’s cane flashes in the little



parlour and cracks very deliberately across
Simone’s helpless bottom. The strokes are laid
parallel all down the buttocks and never cross
each other.

All Simone’'s entreaties and tears are of no
avail. The thin rod delivers its burning message
of husbandly disapproval twelve times.

Simone spends the next ten painful minutes
standing in the corner and reflecting on her
misdeeds. ‘

“Bed,” says M. Bertrand.

The full implications of that one little word
are obvious from the tone of his voice and the
playful slap across Simone’s red-striped
bottom.

The reader must not gain the impression that
only the aristocracy and the business class of
Jules en Provence chastise the ladies of that
fair village.

To take just one example we can call at a
cottage on the outskirts at about seven in the
evening. The tenant, Jacques, has just arrived
home from the railway station where he is the
porter, station-master and clerk.

Babette, his wife, is in an awkward mood.
Requests for his meal are greeted with an un-
concerned pout. As Jacques insists on his food
he is invited to cook it himself. The loving
husband sees that his wife needs encourage-
ment.

In time-honoured fashion a dress is removed,
a white slip is raised and tucked up, and finally
a husband draws voluminous pink cotton
knickers down to slim ankles and his wife steps
out of them.

Now, Babette has a lovely buxom figure with
broad hips and a bottom of two perfect hemi-
spheres, but Jacques is small in stature.

When his wife's half-naked body is ‘draped
across his lap, the lush curves of her bottom
thrust almost into his face. Posed in this way
she seems so bare and compliant.

The offering of a bared bottom for thrashing
is the most delightful test of female obedience.

Jacques unbuckles his official French Rail-
ways issue leather belt; draws it through the

waist loops of his uniform trousers; and doubles

it over with one end wrapped around his hand.

A double thickness of well worn leather some
eighteen inches long is raised above his head.
The belt descends and wraps itself around the
firm curves of Babette’s bottom. She screams
and kicks. As the belt flashes up and down the
red patches on her bum combine until the
whole area is a throbbing angry crimson.

It is too late to plead and beg for mercy
although she does so all the same. Jacques
works hard. He expects his wife to do the same.
Laziness earns the humiliation of a bottom
bared by her husband and a dose of the strap.
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How she would love to burn that belt of
Jacques’! How many times has it left its burning
message on her twisting bouncing bottom!

“Now, Madame, you may get up,” anounces
Jacques.

Babette raises herself from her spouse’s lap
and gingerly massages her behind. She stands
in front of him, tearful, with her long dark hair
flowing around her bare shoulders, and quite
naked from the waist down.

“Now, we shall begin again, ma cherie, and
unless you want some more,”’ {here he waves
the belt still wrapped about his hand) “you'll
watch your tongue. Where is my dinner?’”

Domestic discipline of this kind occurs so
regularly among the villagers that it hardly
attracts any attention.

We could visit M. Remy waiting with a cane
for his daughter to come home.

We could linger with eighteen year old
Theresa as she sits, bare-bottomed, in her
bedroom waiting for Mama with the hairbrush.

The three teenaged daughters of the village
constable will shortly bend over, stark naked,
in a line while their strict father. applies his
slipper to the virginal bottoms.

But let us leave this for a future visit. We
can be sure that there will always be something
of interest happening in Jules en Provence.
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My current boy friend, who is an avid reader
of your magazine, has suggested to me that
your readers might be interested in a feature by
me on my sexual tastes, opinions and interests.

| am taking up his suggestion, somewhat
hesitantly, since in my view | am a perfectly
normal woman, with nothing unusual to relate.

However, as my boy friend pointed out, there
is one respect in which | am unusual: the fact
that | still wear stockings and suspenders.

| do so, moreover, not only because | find
that men find them much sexier than tights, but
also because | genuinely prefer wearing them.

While plenty of women of middle-age or over
still wear stockings, it is unusual — | think you
will agree — for a young woman in her mid-
twenties to do so.

| am conscious of being isolated, ‘special’,
and it may interest you to hear the reflections of
a woman in this position.

My first pair of sheer nylon stockings and a
white, pink-flowered suspender belt are
associated in my mind with the first sweet rush
of juice to my newly-bushed genitals and
budding breasts. This was more than ten years
ago — three or four years before the mini-skirt
and the arrival of tights.

| was aware, from the first, of how erotic men
found them.

| can remember my mother, who had helped
me choose them, sending me to my bedroom
to put them on; and after | had fumbled with the
unfamiliar hooks and eyes and suspender-
buttons, | came downstairs, and my father and
older brother coaxed me into pulling up my
dress to the waist to show off my new
possessions.

To me, they were just pretty new clothes, and
I can remember my surprise when | saw the
expressions on my father’s and brother’s faces.

| remember my brother laughed at me
because, in my ignorance, | had my new pink
briefs on under my suspenders: | blushed with
shame and embarrassment at my stupidity.

He insisted on helping me unfasten the
suspenders and thread them under my knickers
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and then re-fasten them; and | felt a little thrill -
of pleasure as his hands passed lightly over my
thighs — the first premonition of dozens of
wandering hands since!

| noticed that both my brother and my father
were much more affectionate towards me after
this; and both of them got into the habit of
wandering into my bedroom while | was
dressing or undressing for an affectionate,
innocent family-cuddle.

It didn‘t take a genius to know that my
stockings and suspenders were a strong bait to
men, as well as my plumping breasts!

| attended a fairly rough, mixed school where
it was impossible to be shy. Being day in and
day out with uncouth boys, one could not keep
many secrets about one’s clothes: not that |
altogether wanted to, as | was proud of my
stockings and suspenders — they were a sign of
my being grown up, so | thought.

I recall many a quick fumble up my skirt in
the playground while | pretended to be
annoyed; and once, in a game, | was made to
pay a forfeit — to stand on my head!

Surrounded by a dozen grinning boys and
girls, | did so, and felt my loins tingle with
exhibitionistic excitement as my white frilly
petticoat and my gym slip fell around my face
and fresh air blew against my exposed thighs,
black school stockings and navy blue knickers.

There were whoops of delight, and then | was
grabbed by many hands.

I was helpless, when grubby hands roamed
over my thighs, plucked at my suspenders, and
up under my pants.

Though | was a bit frightened and angry,
there was no malice in it and there was no
point in taking offence. It confirmed in my mind
that stockings and suspenders were not simply
clothes: they were sexually arousing; and |
loved the sexual power of the feeling of my
nyloned thighs swishing against each other as |
walked.

Soon there were special boy friends,
accorded the privilege of wandering up my skirt
in the back row of the pictures; and one whom



| even allowed to get his lips down there; but ¢
| kept my virginity for a long time.

Anyway, this isn’t a history of my life, so |
won’t bore you with too many details. Sufficient
that in the three or four years before tights, |
grew to enjoy the idea of wearing stockings
and suspenders, and knew when to show them
and when not to.

Mini-skirts made it essential to go over to
tights; and for a couple of years | abandoned
stockings. | felt regretful, but it seemed the
only thing to do.

| was re-converted to them by a lover — an
older, married man. He was a tutor of mine at
commercial college, and somewhat foolishly |
became involved with him.

He was very sexy-looking; but when we came
to sleep together he was disappointing. My
kisses excited him tremendously, but when it
came to me taking off my tights | could see him
flinch with distaste.

He had told me he suffered greatly from the
appearance of tights; as he really loved
suspenders and stockings.

He begged me to wear them; but | felt
annoyed that he did not — it seemed — love me
enough to disregard what | wore.

However, on my twenty-first birthday, after
receiving a beutiful present and flowers from
him, | decided to give it a go and see if
stockings would make a difference to his
performance.

| can picture to this day his look of astonished
pleasure as he casually dropped his hand on
my evening-skirted thigh and felt the hard
nugget of a suspender. He was one immediate
throbbing erection!

When we danced his hands could not stop
themselves feeling for my suspenders under
the material of my skirt; and when we got to his
car he didn't wait to drive back to my lodgings
— it was up with my skirt, off with my pants,
and straight in.

He was crammed into me, miles it seems,
filling me-up; and as we jerked and moaned
in ecstatic lust he kept running his hands down
my stocking-tops, plucking at the straps of my
scarlet belt which |I’d hunted for all over London
for that day.

| too felt much more sexy and exciting in
wearing them again, and from that moment |
have worn stockings almost all the time.

Occasionally | wear tights — if I'm likely to
be exposing a lot of limb in public and have a
very short skirt on. But six days out of seven,
it’s stockings for me. I’d wear them absolutely
all the time if more women did the same: I'm
not at all prudish about showing a bit of
stocking-top; it’s just that if I'm climbing steep
steps, say, on a blowy day, and I'm the only
woman showing bare thighs above stockings, |
feel a bit embarrassed at being different. |
wonder if some people might think me a bit
kinky!

The supreme advantage of stockings, in my
view, is that they make you feel deliciously
vulnerable. It's lovely knowing that if somebody
wants to knock you off all they have to do is
reach up under your skirt and there’s only a
wisp of knickers in their way. Or if they want to
put their fingers up you!

Don’t get the idea that I'm an easy lay —I'm
not. I'm selective. But it’s lovely if you're a
bit merry and you feel it is a possibility. | enjoy
seeing men’s eyes pop as they get a quick flash
as | cross my legs.

Like the other day, this chap of about thirty
in a pub had been giving my legs the eye, and
| could see he was wishing that his bird was
wearing black stockings like me and not pale
wishy-washy tights.

And when | had to step across his legs to get
to the toilet, | knew he knew that a few inches
from his hand were straining suspenders and
bulging thigh flesh and thinly-covered sex; and
all he had to do was reach up and he’d be there.

| was all tingly with excitement at his excite-
ment; and though nothing happened — and I'd
have slapped his face if it had! — it was a
moment of lovely sexual pleasure that women in
tights don’t have.

Perhaps the majority of women don't like
to be so aware of their sexuality; don’t like to
feel all naked and exposed under their skirt.
Tights are a means of escaping from their own
sexuality, covering up their flesh from toes to
waist; and their sex with a double barrier,



including often a thick panty girdle.

True, there’s a lot of nudity about; but a
woman who is totally nude, or in a bikini, is
really much less exposed than one who wears
stockings: nudity clothes a woman, but
stockings leave her open at the crucial place.

| can think of no other convincing reason
why women should wear tights, especially now
that skirts are less short.

I've heard other women say tights are more
comfortable, but when you press them on this
it appears that what they mean by comfort is
that they don't have the embarrassment of
showing stocking-tops.

As far as genuine comfort is concerned,
stockings win the day every time. Women say
they don’t like being strapped up in a suspender
belt; but in my experience a suspender belt is
only uncomfortable if you have bought one that
is too tight; and even then | would rather have a
tight suspender belt on than tights which are
too small; and it is extremely difficult to find a
pair of tights that really fit. Either they are
bagging all over the place — and especially
round the ankles — or their crotch is somewhere
down around knee levell

In any case, one’s bra is fairly tight, even
more so than a panty girdle; so the argument
about being strapped in and too restrained
doesn’t hold water unless the woman is
prepared to ditch her bra and every other form
of control.

Tights have other disadvantages, besides
the problems of fit. They get smelly, and they
are very hot and muffling, especially in summer.
If you hole one leg, you've got to buy a new
pair; but if you've got a couple of pairs of
stockings of the same colour, you can still use
the unholed stocking.

Stockings are easier to wash and dry. They're
also easy to pull up discreetly, if they have
sagged slightly at the back after sitting;
whereas with tights you can’t pull them up
discreetly — you have to take hold of great
handfulls.

Above all, they look awful when one is
undressing: the ugly seam, the saggy crotch,
the impression of a woman being divided in
two.

Undressing for a lover, | always — in my
short time of wearing tights — took them off
first, or went into the loo to take them off, | was
so afraid of putting him off by seeing me in
them. Tights, of course, are also less sheer.

All in all, I really do think that unconsciously
women wear tights because they are a kind of
trousers; liberating them from being aware of
what they’ve got between their legs. They
don’t want to be aware. _

You can tell this by the fact that, in tights,
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women don't sit carefully, they are not aware of
the need to compose their legs carefully and yet
provocatively. Women in tights don’t sit sexily.

For example, they don’t often tug their skirts
down: which is sexy in stockings because a
woman is drawing attention to what she’s
showing.

Hemline-awareness is inbred in me, as a
suspender wearer. | know just how much to
show.

If, for example, I'm being interviewed for a
job and there are women on the interview
panel, I'll make damn sure | don’t show
anything. If I’'m being interviewed by a man, |
don’t show anything till I've summed him up as
to whether he’s got a sparkle or not — this
takes me all of thirty seconds! If he has, I’ll
give him the odd flash of stocking-top.

In a pub or when drinking with a crowd in a
private house, I'll flash my stocking-tops now
and then.

If I'm with a lover in private, even if we're
not cuddling or anything but just watching the
telly, | tend to show a lot; I'm very careless
then, | show my thighs and pants most of the
time.

With a lover, I'm up to all the tricks of
showing off my thighs quite ‘innocently’.

For instance, before going out I'll hoist up
my skirt to straighten my blouse or sweater,
giving him a splendid view of black stockings,
black shiny-metalled suspenders; red stretch
pants; another little swell of white flesh, and
then the suspender-belt panel — to mention one
of my typical ‘sets’. Or I'll bend over to pick
something up, exposing bulging flesh and sleek
pantied buttocks.

Stockings are delightful in the petting ritual
before intercourse. I've noticed that men tend



to linger more on the thighs when one is
wearing stockings — and | like prolonging the
exquisite period of moving up towards bed.
They're lovely when you're playing around with
each other.

Some men like playing around with the
straps a bit, or running their hands down under
the stocking-tops. Others will concentrate
entirely on the flesh. But I've never met a man
who doesn’t like the framework of elastic,
metal and nylon as his hand or his lips get to
work on you.

Loveliest of all is when they're feeling you up
for the first time — | enjoy the little excited
tingle in their fingers as they touch the
suspender button and the strap and flesh; and
they re waiting to see if you're going to let
them go on; and theyre kissing you and not
looking you in the eyes because they‘re almost
afraid to. That's a marvellous moment.

Probably because |I've always had lovers
who have enjoyed my underwear, I'm always
conscious of having a suspender belt on.

As | sit at a desk now I'm very aware of a
panel pressing on my groin, and | would know
—even if | had been half asleep when | dressed
this morning — that I've got my purple one on,
because its panel is much deeper than my other
ones; and also the straps are longer.

Undressing for a lover, | can vary it according
to his tastes and our mood. Some men like
clothes to fly through the air, as it were — they
are eager to get down to it and no messing
about.

But other times | will tease and prolong,
removing my skirt and then smoking a cigarette,
my plump thigh-rolls above black stocking-tops
just visible deneath my short waist-slip, the top
of my suspender belt visible about the slip . . .
dragging out each stage of undressing.

When they undress me, |'ve noticed it’s
always in the same order of garments: bra,
waist-slip, pants, stockings, suspender belt.
But some linger a long time over the last
stages.

My present boy friend often likes to take
my bra off — first pulling the cups down and
tonguing my nipples — then he’ll lie with me for
ages with me semi-nude, alternately tonguing
my nipples and nuzzling his tongue under the
crotch of my pants — his eyes still open, so he
can glimpse my suspendered legs threshing
about on the bed.

He likes me to keep my stockings on in bed,
sometimes. | enjoy his pleasure at this, even
though it slightly reduces my flesh feeling. A
man can feel your stockings all smooth and
slippery, which unfortunately | can’t.

I'm sure even very young men enjoy
stockings. After all, they see magazines and
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they're bound to associate stockings and
suspenders with sexiness. | certainly know that
my seventeen year old cousin enjoys my
stockings.

He and | have always been very close — he
regards me as something between an aunt and
a friend.

He hitch-hiked to visit me a short while back;
arrived late at might just as | was saying
goodnight to my boy friend.

My cousin and | stayed up late talking. He
was very confused and unhappy, mixed up in
drugs and quarrelling with his parents. He
started to cry, and | went across to his chair
to put my hand on his shoulderand comfort
him. As his crying lessened, he put his hands
round my hips and — | don’t quote know how it
happened — soon his arms were actually round
my thighs under my skirt.

| felt full of tenderness for him and also my
boy friend had made me feel very sexy and
not quite drained of energy. So | cradled my
cousin’s head against me , and talked
soothingly to him, as his hands wandered up
under my skirt, all round my pants and
suspenders.

| didn’t even stop him when his fingers
slipped beneath my knickers and rested against
my pubic hair. His unhappiness had turned by
magic into sexual excitement and | knew it was
doing him good.

Eventually | let him put it inside me. Well,
why not? It wasn't as if he was an innocent
virgin; he’d had plenty of girls. | must admit |
enjoyed his fresh young lust, for a change.

When | was last with my cousin, | heard him
say on the phone to his girl friend, “"Put your
black stockings on’’. So obviously I've made a
convert!

| went out for a drink with him and his girl,
and later we shared a taxi home. He sat
between us, and we had a rug over us as it was
cold. He was feeling up my leg, and I've no
doubt that he was also feeling up his girl’s on
the other side. He looked as if he had come into
a fortune!

| cannot understand why more men don't
insist on their wives or girl friends wearing
stockings. Most women deep down love to be
commanded.

| know that my loins melt when my boy
friend, annoyed at my flirting with somebody
else, says to me.

‘I'm going to take you home and - - - - you!”

| don’t argue; and | think most women, if
they were told to throw away their useless
tights would respond. | would like to think
that this article will persuade some men to
make the attempt.
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STRIP DOWN

Nine male students,
aged seventeen to twenty-
one, were each given twen-
ty strokes in public with
a rod 3' long, 24" wide
and over #" thick on the
12th September 19753.

The floggings resul-
ted in open wounds on the
buttocks, requiring hos-

pital treatment.

Four young women were
also publicly whipped on
the bare buttocks during

the same session. They in-

cluded three young nurses

and a fifteen year old stu-

dent nurse.

They were held down by

four men -- one to each leg

and arm -- and given six

strokes apiece having been

made to raise their dresses,

which were their only item

of clothing.

to watch.

150 people of

the township were encouraged
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10 YOURVEST?

Are spankings impossible in to-day’s world? If you have seen — as | have —
a red-faced girl escorted towards the interior of a public building, her arm
firmly grasped by a uniformed official, then you may doubt it.

Curiosity prompts you to linger, awaiting her return. Ten minutes pass —
fifteen. Then at length she reappears, this time alone.

Observe her carefully as she walks. Her hair is slightly awry — her face is
no longer red, but her make-up is streaked with tears.

If you have a quick eye for details, glance at her open-toed shoes. When
she went in, she wore panty-stockings. Now her legs are bare and her short
skirt, which fastens up the front, is unbuttoned almost to the waist.

It swings open as she passes, revealing a shocking expanse of white thigh,
but no quick flash of the white briefs you expected.

She hurries out and vanishes into the crowd. What happened to her behind

that closed door?

I was highly intrigued by a reader’s letter in
Spanking Special No. 4, in which the question
was asked: why should spankings be considered
a thing of the past? and mentioning that
Rhodesian girl students had recently been caned
in public, after taking part in a demonstration.

If such an incident occurred, there should
surely be interesting eye-witness reports avail-
able and even, perhaps, photographs?

At the same time, the news tended to con-
firm a suspicion | have long entertained — that,
guite apart from what may go on (or come off)

in schools and colleges, those in authority often
resort to time-honoured methods, even though
they are rarely so frank about it as the
Rhodesians.

This is not a phenomenon limited to any one
race or creed. During fairly extensive travels
over the past fifteen years, | have come across
some strange stories. Some may well have been
sheer fantasy, but not necessarily all.

| have been assured that there is at least
one region in which summary arrest and caning
on the bare bottom is the fate of any girl foolish
enough to let herself be seen in a mini-skirt.

| have encountered two air hostesses who
said they were formally “buttocked’ in their
hotel room for smoking in the street.

There was a suburban railway line where, it
was rumoured, girls caught using outdated
season tickets were regularly strapped as an
alternative to prosecution, and the average office
girl preferred to accept — for legal penalties
were severe, and even if she had honestly for-
gotten to buy a new ticket, how could she prove
it?

So, with her smart black skirt and nylon slip
hiked up, knickers off, and feet planted firmly
apart, she put her hands on her knees, and the
strap rang across her buttocks.

| do not intend to say where or when these
episodes were alleged to take place, for the
simple reason that it would only produce hot
denials and recriminations.

For somewhat similar reasons, if such things
happen, they do not usually come to the public
notice. The victim has, as a rule, no option
but to go through with it at the time, and nothing
to gain by making a fuss afterwards.

The Rhodesian affair brings to my mind a
usefully detailed account of the treatment said



to have been given to students elsewhere. My
informant was a pretty but somewhat earnest-
looking girl whom | will call Andrea.

Andrea had been involved in a typically noisy
and violent demonstration, as the result of which
some thirty or forty girls were taken into
custody. They were aged, roughly, from eighteen
to twenty-two. All were held for the night at
a detention centre and released the following
morning — after receiving corporal punishment.

Andrea was, by the way, an overseas student
— not that it mattered. No one asked her name
or nationality, and she had the feeling that, even
if they had, it wouldn't have made any difference.

On arrival at the detention centre, Andrea was
promptly escorted downstairs and locked up in
a cell. She never found out what happened to
the boys — nor, frankly speaking, was | parti-
cularly interested to know.

The cell was the usual affair, with a shelf-
type bed and a single blanket. As she had it to
herself, there was presumably plenty of accom-
modation. It was closed by a barred gate, so
that she could see outside; but the cells were
arranged in a staggered system. She could see
the gates of those directly opposite, left and
right, but could not see into them.

For some hours, nothing more happened.
When the overhead light went out, Andrea made
the best of a bad job and went to bed. She didn't
expect to sleep much, but her exertions during
the day had tired her, and she did sleep.

She woke at about 5 a.m., when the light
came on again and things started to become
interesting. A detail of three officers began their
rounds, visiting each cell in turn. None of the
girls was brought out. Punishment was admini-
stered on the spot.

Andrea had a good idea of what was going
on, although she had been told nothing. She lay
still, her heart thumping madly and an ache in
her throat. One after another, she heard the
steel gates open and close — then a short silence,
followed by the sound of ten strokes, loud and
sharp as a whipcrack, and ten screams. Waiting
her turn, she lay with the rough blanket drawn
up to her chin, half paralysed with apprehension.

She did not have long to wait. She was the
sixth or seventh. The gate opened and the three
men came in. Two of them lugged in a small,
but heavy-lookirg block of wood, dumped it
beside the bed, and went out again. The third
man stayed. He was in shirt sleeves — a biggish
man with a blank expression, of whom she after-
wards remembered nothing.

For the moment her gaze remained drawn to
the block. It was, Andrea said, “‘something like
a bootblack’s stand”” — a wedge-shaped thing,
about a foot high, with a narrow, padded top
and handles at the sides for carrying. Except
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that it was clearly to be employed for her pun-
ishment, she had no idea how it was used.

The man told her to get up. Andrea hesitated
a moment. Having nothing else to sleep in, she
was in her vest and panties, and as she smilingly
admitted: ‘At that time, | was rather a square.”

But there was clearly no choice in the matter,
so eventually she threw off the blarket and sat
on the edge of the bed.

The man said: “Ten on your naked buttocks.
Take off your drawers!”’

Andrea scarcely heard him. She was staring,
wide-eyed, at the object in his hand. She had
vaguely imagined that she would be caned —
and, probably, on her panties. Now, in addition
to the order to strip, she saw that the man held
a short, plaited leather thong, knotted at six
intervals.

The order was curtly repeated, and she reali-
sed that it was useless to refuse. If he couldn't
handle her himself, his two helpers were just
outside.

Raising herself a little, she slid her panties
down over her knees, dropped them around her
ankles, and stayed seated, looking down at the
floor and, to her own annoyance, blushing.

This display of feminine modesty drew a
stream of coarse remarks from the officer sent
to deal with her. Seemingly, he considered it
a mere affectation on the part of a riotous
student.

Andrea was told to stand straight upright
with her back to the gate and her vest pulled
up to the waist.

When, unwillingly, she did so, crude com-
ments followed on the length of her pubic hair,
the white bikini marks on her thighs, and the
plain visibility of her nipples through the thin
material of her vest.

Andrea endured this silently. She said that
she saw no point in a resistance which would
only result in her being hurt more than neces-
sary. That is logical, but | nevertheless wonder.
Along with it, | think, was the wish to show her
readiness to “‘suffer for her beliefs,”” and the
old urge ‘‘not to let the side down.” Had she
been alone in her martyrdom, she might have
reacted otherwise.

The man said: ""All right — now kneel on the
block and stuck out your arse!”

The padded top of the block was just big
enough for Andrea to bring her knees and hands
together.

Leaning forward, and braced on her arms, she
was frankly and repeatedly told to thrust back
on her hips and spread out her buttocks to
the widest possible extent, exposing both sex
and anus.

Finally satisfied that she was in the required
position, the man stood beside her, placed his






left hand firmly on the small of her back, and
brought the thong smartly across her bottom.

She screamed, naturally. The pain was in-
tense, and by the fourth stroke she was crying.
Between each, she was ordered to re-adjust her
position for the next.

Later, she estimated that she was on the
block for five to ten minutes.

All ten strokes were placed laterally, extend-
ing from just above the division of her buttocks
to the top of her thighs.

When the punishment was over, she remained
lying face down on the bed, still crying; and
not even thinking of putting her panties on again,
till her release some hours later. She had the
bruises for weeks after.

During the next few days, Andrea was able
to compare notes with her companions. In every
case, the strokes were delivered so forcefully
and accurately that the marks of the six knots
plainly appeared: three to each side — “like
leopard spots.”

| asked if all the girls had been punished in
the same way.

““Oh, yes!” Andrea said. ""Of course, they
didn’t all wear the same. Some of them still had
dresses or slips on, and they just had everything
pulled up round their necks. Skirts came off
altogether. But they all took it quite bare, and
some of them wet themselves . .. "

Did it actually happen? | am not really sure.
It is a well-contrived account, but an authority
which applies such methods en masse must feel

itself in a strong enough position to ignore
public opinion. Such authoritative régimes do,
of course, exist.

The more usual case is that of the isolated
victim who is given the option of spanking when
she becomes liable to a more serious, long-
term punishment. And she generally takes it.

In this event, the spanking is "’by agreement,”’
and she is unlikely to complain afterwards, since
complaint could only re-open a matter which
she urgently desires to have closed.

It is said, and sounds likely enough, that this
is a common way of dealing with teenage shop-
lifters.

Less commonly, a girl may find herself offered
no choice. Subsequent protests will avail her
nothing, since everyone concerned will deny
everything, and although a doctor could certify
that she had been spanked, he could not certify
by whom.

In conclusion — | find it hard to believe,
though | wish | could! — one particular girl told
me that when she and her sister were picked up
for speeding on a Continental highway, they
were both simply told to go around to the local
police post the following morning with no
drawers on — and did.

The man at the desk checked their names, and
asked them to raise their skirt, to assure him-
self that instructions had been duly obeyed . . .

At all events, there is one point on which we
are all agreed, I'm sure. Wherever we live, it
couldn’t happen here.

Have you noted for your
readers the reports from the
Daily Telegraph correspondent
in South Africa which appeared
recently?

These reports describe the
hundreds of floggings of men
and women in the region of
Owambo who were suspected
of having anti-apartheid feel-
ings.

Men have been sentenced by
the magistrates to fifteen or
twenty-one strokes; and five
women student teachers of St.
Mary’s College were sentenced
to six strokes each on their
bare buttocks. Their crime was
using the name Namimba in-
stead of South-West Africa!

They were made to bend
over before a crowd of two
hundred men, women and
children. A flogging block was

used and they were beaten
with a prickly rod made from a
Makaline palm. Blood was

drawn from their buttocks after
one stroke.

After the flogging the men
were taken to hospital; the
women were cared for by their
families and friends.

Any second offenders among
the women were sentenced to
a flogging in a prison compound
before the assembled prison-
ers. For this it is believed they
were stripped, fastened to a
whipping triangle and given
twelve or fifteen strokes with a
sjambok made of hide.

These strokes were also ap-
plied to the bare back when the
buttocks could support no fur-
ther punishment.

All these floggings were
given by men.
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The South African govern-
ment, in answering critics,
says tha flogging is in accord-
ance with local custom and
that minor offences, which
formerly carried a mandatory
whipping as a punishment, are
now at the discretion of local
magistrates’ courts.

However, these courts still
normally award lashes for both
adult and juvenile offenders of
both sexes. The public nature
of these floggings is usually
worth the remission of about
six strokes.

Boys and girls in mixed
classes are still caned on the
bare bottom in front of each
other in the district mentioned
above — which is, | should men-
tion, the size of Ireland!

A.R.
South Africa



MORAL
STAND

Albert Fitzgerald Browning was not a man to
dwell upon the uncertainties of life. His philosophy
was always practical.

Experience had taught him regard for the solid,
stable, unchanging things of this world: hard work,
respect for authority, patriotism, pride in his home,
his family; these were the values that governed his
life.

He tried to spend a little time every day thinking
of these things. His practical mind established clear
principles so that they could be applied during the
day. He found there was no better time for such
reflection than during the half-mile walk to his
business establishment each morning.

On one bright Spring morning his thoughts had
produced an unusually buoyant Albert Browning.
For, he reasoned, was he not privileged to live in
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the year of grace 1893, when her Majesty the
Queen reigned over the great British Empire, in a
country where people knew their station.

As he passed along the busy suburban streets his
fellow citizens were going about their daily work.
He raised his hat to customers in their carriages. In
turn he received the respectful acknowldgements of
the lower tradespeople.

When he reached the premises of Browning and
Trosset, retail drapers and haberdashers, he paused
and surveyed the bright shop window. This was
his own little empire.

He had done very well to build such a business
from the little shop inherited from his father. He
now employed five assistants and two storemen.

He supplied some of the leading citizens of the
town and his business was noted for quality,



courtesy and discretion.

The tinkling shop bell announced his arrival.

“Good morning, sir,” chorused the shop assistants,
the two young ladies adding a curtsey to their
greeting.

Casting his eyes over the shop to ascertain that
everything that required attention was receiving it,
he passed through the departments into his office
at the rear.

The morning proceeded smoothly. Mr. Browning
spent some time dealing with paper work. He
toured the shop speaking to customers and staff,
and keeping an experienced eye on everything.

He had just imbibed his morning cup of China
tea when there was a quiet knock on the office
door.

“Enter,” said Mr. Browning and his manager,
Mr. Sagforth, came in and closed the door.

“Good chap Sagforth,” thought Mr. Browning.
“First class manager, very reliable.”

“I’m sorry to disturb you, sir, but there is a
problem in the shop,” said Sagforth.

Mr. Browning knew from the tone of his
manager’s voice that the matter was serious and he
gave his full attention.

“It’s Mrs. de Quincy, sir.”

Mr. Browning stiffened at the name.

“What has she done so far?”” he asked.

“The lady has made a few purchases and charged
them. She is now examining the various displays
and . . . I regret that the unpleasantness has
recurred.”

Albert Browning stood up and walked towards
the door.

“You will accompany me into the shop, Sagforth.
The assistant manager and yourself will observe
Mrs. de Quincy and note with the utmost care
everything that is done and said. Do you under-
stand?”

“Perfectly, sir,” replied Mr. Sagforth, “I have
alerted Mr. Cummings and he is observing the
situation at this moment.”

“Good. Let us proceed then and above all do
not alarm the other staff or customers.”

So saying Mr. Browning strode into the shop.
There were only a few customers being attended
to.

He saw Mrs. de Quincy at once. Indeed, she
would have stood out in any company that Mr.
Browning could imagine.

He guessed she was twenty-eight; a beautiful,
tall, dignified lady of fashion.

Her long dark hair was swept up in the bouffant
style and crowned with a bonnet of pink silk roses.
Her long satin gown hugged her slim figure at the
bust and waist, and swept over her hips down to
the floor.

Without question she was one of the handsomest
women Mr. Browning had seen.

Mr. Browning strolled slowly after the lady keep-

30

ing her fully in view at all times.

Mrs. de Quincy appeared to be browsing amongst
the displays. She lifted a pair of satin gloves from
a stand and felt the quality. Her hand seemed about
to replace them on the counter when a deft move-
ment swept the gloves into her little handbag and
she passed on.

Mr. Browning, his manager and the assistant
manager followed the lady’s progress. A length of
lace, a small jewel box, two carved hair combs and
some satin ribbon were secreted in her bag.

Mr. de Quincy then picked up her purchases from
the assistant who had been wrapping them, walked
to the door which was opened by the same assistant
and she stepped into the street.

Sagforth and Cummings watched carefully
through the window as their employer followed the
lady into the street. They watched the brief con-
versation as he invited Mrs. de Quincy to return to
the shop. They noted the slight colour rising in the
lady’s cheeks, the air of irritation in the raised chin.

“Please be seated Mrs. de Quincy.” said Mr.
Browning.

He and the lady were now in his private office
with Mr. Sagforth and Mr. Cummings standing
near the door.

This was a most disagreeable task for the pro-
prietor. The lady was asked whether she had paid
for everything she had purchased. She replied that
of course she had, all purchases had been charged
to her husband’s account as usual.

Mr. Browning had to ask her to empty her hand-
bag. Despite her resentment Mr. Browning insisted
and the various articles were removed and set out
on his desk.

He asked to see the receipts for the lace, jewel box
and other items produced. She pretended to rum-
mage in her gown and handbag with no result.

After some protest Mrs. de Quincy finally agreed
that she had not paid for or charged the articles
she had removed from her bag.

“Obviously you realise, Mr. Browning, that this
was merely an oversight. A moment of absent-
mindedness. Remember I am a valued customer
here and I shall tolerate no insolence from a
tradesman.”

Mrs. de Quincy looked at him with proud,
smouldering brown eyes.

Mr. Browning remained perfectly calm and
returned her glance. The lady’s long lashes closed
over her eyes and her head dropped slightly before
that gaze. He unlocked a small drawer in his desk
and removed some papers. '

“Madam, I have here a list of articles that you
have been seen to remove from these premises
without permission or payment in the course of the
past two months. The date and time of each in-
cident and the value of the items taken are stated.
I took no action until today in the hope that your
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actions had some innocent explanation. The list is
supported by signed statements from myself and
members of the staff. Please examine the list.”

Mr. Browning watched her lovely face as her
eyes travelled over the writing and figures. He saw
her little hands nervously twist the paper. Finally
she looked up at him, eyes still wide and proud,
but now with a trace of fear.

“You will note that the total value of the goods
on that list is £59. 17. 2. If we include today’s
incident you, Madam, have stolen or attempted to
steal goods to the value of £75. 14. 0. from this
establishment. Do you agree?”

Mrs. de Quincy sank into her chair with. shame
at these words: “I . . . I'll pay for them now, its all
g mistake . .

“Silence!” snapped the tradesman. Mr. Sagforth
and Mr. Cummings, please wait outside until I
call you.”

Mrs. de Qincy had lost her self-possession. Under
questioning she admitted that she did it solely for
excitement; she lived such a dull life with her
husband.

On hearing such things Mr. Browning clenched
his fists in suppressed anger.

He watched as Mrs. de Qincy wrote out a full
statement confessing to the thefts.

Mr. Sagforth and Mr. Cummings were then ad-
mitted to the office.

They listened as Mrs. de Quincy, blushing madly,
read her statement; they watched as she signed it,
and then they and Mr. Browning each signed as
witnesses.

They were then warned by her employer not to
mention one word about this matter to anyone
without his permission.

The employees then returned to the shop.

Mrs. de Qincy sat silent and wide-eyed as Mr.
Browning paced slowly up and down behind his
desk. At last he spoke:

“There now remains nothing to do but to call
the police and have you committed into custody.”

Mrs. de Qincy’s face went red, then white, her
jaw dropped and those large eyes brimmed with
tears. She pleaded with the draper. Her entreaties
would have melted many a stoney heart. She begged
Mr. Browning to consider her family, her husband.
She would do anything to atone for her misdeeds.

Mr. Browning listened to her pleas in silence.
If he was moved by them his face certainly gave
no indication.

“I shall be perfectly frank with you, Madam,”
he said calmly, “there is only one condition under
which I shall refrain from reporting you to the
police. That condition is that you submit here and
now to a sound thrashing administered by myself.”

Mrs. de Quincy listened intently to every word
out of desire for an escape from her predicament.
At first she could not give any meaning to what
she heard.
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“You mean . to beat me?”
she said.

“I do,” replied the tradesman, “most thoroughly.”

The tirade that followed indicated that the lady
would never agree to such a thing and that he was
an impudent rogue for even suggesting it.

Mr. Browning noted every insult, but made no
reply. He unhooked the shop speaking tube and
blew down it. When the manager answered he said:

“Sagforth, please summon a constable and say
that we have caught a thief ...”

“No! Please no,” gasped Mrs. de Quincy.

“Disregard that instruction Sagforth, but stand
by for further orders.”

Mr. Browning replaced the tube. He placed his
hands on the desk and leaned heavily across looking
directly at Mrs. de Quincy.

“Will you submit to a sound thrashing, Madam?”
he said.

“Yes, yes. . . Fwill,” came the reply.

. . . you propose . .

“This is our stockroom, Mrs. de Quincy. It is at
the back of the premises. We shall not be disturbed.”

Mr. Browning ushered the lady into the room,
locked the door and put the key in his waistcoat
pocket. The room was large and all the walls were
lined with shelves filled with goods of every kind.
Packing cases and larger stock were arranged in
orderly piles about the floor. Two large fanlights
in the roof shed a subdued light on the scene.

“Can one of your sales ladies help me to . . .
undress. I really need my maid . . . > she said shyly.

“No, I'm sorry,” said Mr. Browning, “I can
assist you or you must manage alone. You no doubt
realise that I am going to birch you. The birch is
always applied on the bare bottom. You will
arrange your clothing accordingly.”

Mrs. de Quincy stood in a large clear space in the
centre of the room. A chair was provided. Her
bonnet was unpinned and removed.

Self-consciously the lady swept a hand over the
back of her hair as Mr. Browning released the row
of little fastenings at the back of her gown.

She pulled her arms out of the sleeves and pushed
the rustling material over her hips and down to
the ground.

Several fine petticoats were lowered and placed
with her gown.

Mr. Browning approached once more and deftly
untied the laces that encircled her waist and kept
the whalebone corset in place. With a little struggle
the garment pulled apart and released its lovely
burden.

Mrs. de Quincy now stood stoically to attention
in white bodice, while linen drawers down to her
knees, black elastic stockings and ankle boots. Mr.
Browning spoke.

“Being a gentleman I shall leave you while you
adjust your more intimate garments. When I return
T shall expect your drawers to be removed and
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your posterior o be quite naked. Though I do not
insist, I consider that the removal of vour bodice
and the baring of breasis to be o sign of contrition
for a4 woman in your position.”

Mr. Browning then walked 1o the far end of the
stockroom and started w0 rummage among some
boxes,

He soon appeared with an armful of birching
rocls. There was a stieady demand for them in the
district and he always kept o good stock.

He examined each rod in turn. Finally he Srtii:'{.‘ll‘i]
a model some three feet in lenglh, slender and
solid.

The draper returned to the cenire of the room
bearimg the rod. The sun gleamed through the
fanlight. The rays gently high-lighted the contours
of Mrs. de Quincy's body.

She stood with head bowed and feet 1ogether, Her
drawers were draped over the chair anc her hands
were madestly erossed in front so that Mr, Brownin
saw the slim waist swell into broad hips, t'n]lml.'cs
by the undulating curves of black -stockinged legs.

Mr. Browning walked slowly round the still figure.
He paused to study the back view. There was the
flash of while bodice and the dazzle of shadowy
black stockings on shapely legs.

Yet his eves were drawn o the prominent and
perfect form of this woman's bottom: two perfect
creamy cheeks swelling from the shim winst. As he
wiatched the bottom cheeks pressed (ogether as
though they were aware of intruding eyes and sought
10 hide their intimale seerets,

Mr. Browning faced his customer holding the
hirch in_hix rioht band_snd_oent)v_ tsipnige it geains
his owisiretehed left palm,

“What is your full name?"” he dsked.

“Mary Abigail Rosamund Yictoria de Quiney,”
she replied.

“You are the wife of the Hon. William James
de Qumey, Justice of the Peace, town councillor
and direcior of many important compantes?”

“1 am,” she replied,

“Do you realise. Madam, what you have done?
In order to gratily some devil-sent impulse you have
become a common thief. But for my regard for your
husband, your family amd the social class w:rlnﬁu:
standards 1 strive at all times w uphold you would
now be i custody. You would be tried in open
court, The publicity would ruiu vour husband and
disgrace vour family forever.”

Mrs. de Quincy's head sank lower and a tear of
shame rolled down her lovely cheek.

“One would expect women of the lower clisses
o be tempted into crime. But for you there is no
excuse. Your high status makes your erime a Lhou-
sand times worse, What punishment s adequate
for a wicked woman like you? I can only hope that
mortification of the fesh will bring you to your
senses.”

Mr. Browning was now walking slowly up and
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down in lronl of the trembling, bare-bottomed
female, swinging the birch behind his back. He
continued :

1 cannot regard you as a lady of high station.
You stand before me o sell-confessed sneak thief,
Very well, madam. ] shall do everything in my
power (0 save what s left of your morals, T give
vou my word, this :1..];.-' You shall huve o thrashing
you will never mrgﬂl"

The large roll ut stair carpet four feet wide was
idesl for Mr. Bruwmng s purpose. It was sofi but
firm. Mre. de Quincy’s body curved gently over
its surfuce with her knees HLL[‘IF&IF'I:L-L]. on a small
bench.

Mr. Browning had followed a well established
procedure. He had reproved the beautiful culprit at
length while she stood bare-bottomed in front of
him. Then the bottom had o be warmed in pre-
paration for the birch,

The modestly erossed hands in front of her had
Em_m slapped away revealing a triangle of dark
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The draper had taken her round the waist and
bent her warm body lorward, His hand then slappexd
her soft bottom cheeks until they shuddered with
movement and blushed pink.,

A few minutes of this treatment and Mrs, de
Quiney's bottom was ready for the birch,

Mr. Browning bent her further over and examined
her behind closely,

His hand was placed on the middle of each thigh
and slowly drawn upwards along the corresponding

bt aek

He lifted and squeezed cach bottom cheek noting
its texture and firmness at each point. He now knew
exactly how o assault his target for the maximum
effect.

In time-honoured fashion she had walked before
him (o the improvised birching bench. She looked
like a queen on her way (o the scaffold. apart from
her bare behind.

Mr. Browning could not help contrasting this
lovely thiel with the last female he had thrashed
uw.l,r the carpet (for he was a great believer in the
rod)

That was Elizabeth Morton. She wus quite use
less as o shop assistant and he had to dismiss her.
He had placed her in service with one of his
customers,

To abtain the reference Miss Morton had 1o agree
to have the birch put across her bottom in order, in
Mr. Browning's words, (0 improve her demeanour.

He recalled the girl’s long golden hair flowing
down her buare back. And thar plump little bottom.
When the time came 0 mount the carpel for her
birching she had burst into tears and buried her
face in her hands, Mr, Browning had taken her by
the gar and led her across 1w the roll of carpet.

His hand still felt the tingle as it slapped en-
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couragement at every faltering step into the girl's
Jiggling botiom.

“Your thrashing will now commence. You may
make as much noise as you wish. Nobody will
hear you.”

So saying Mr. Browning placed the last twelve
inches on the top of the ladsy's bottom.

Keeping his eyes fixed on the selected spot his
arm was drawn back. The birch hissed through the
air in a flashing semi-circle until it collided at full
speed with the target.

Mrs. de Quincy's scream seemed to rattle every
tin and box in the room. She slid to the floor with
hands clutching the long red patch on her bottom.

The second stroke sent the lady rolling over on
the carpet with legs kicking and hands rubbing
furiously a1 her scalding rear.

“This will not do,” said Mr. Browning. “We
have hardly started and you seem incapable of
self-control, 1 regret I shall have to tie you down,”

In a few minutes Mr. Brown had passed a length
of thick silk cord under the roll of carpet, looping
it around her knees and tied her hands with the two
ends. She was now secured quite helplessly across
the carpet.

With slow precision Mr, Browning proceeded to
birch the lady's boltom. For twenly minutes the
stock room reverberated with the swishing of the
twigs, screams ol anguish and strangled sobs.

For the young Mrs. de Quincy those twenty
minutes were 10 chunge everything.

Her husband had always been indulgent with her,
She longed for excitement. This was why she started
shop-lifting. The feeling of secrecy and wickedness
if gave her was intoxicating. Even being caught
wis theilling in a way.,

Mr. Browning's leciure had given her a strange
feeling of devilment — what an abandoned ereature
she was! How dangerously she was living!

Even undressing in that strange stockroom in
front of the fatherly Mr. Browning seemed part of
the adventure.

When the birch lashed across her bottom for the
first time all these dayvdreams vanished., Her whole
body was concentrated in a band of burning heat
across her bottom. She never dreamed anything
could hurt so much.

She had felt her hands pulled away and her body
pushed back across the roll of carpet. She was aware
of the soft deep pile pushing into her flesh,

Then lights burst before her eves and her body
erupted In pain as sharp twigs again found their
mark. She felt herselfl rolling about trying 1o esenpe
that pain.

Then she could not move her arms and legs.
They were secured with cords. Her sobbing screams
and kicking lower legs did not ease the throbbing
pain round her hips.

Mrs. de Quincy lost all sense of time Deays
weeks, months were meaningless. Theie was anly

the jarring, searing pains that flashed through her
body and the periods in between.

She could hear the silence retreat as the swelling
birch started its journey, Her body quivered as that
sound grew to a roar.

She heard distinctly the indescribable sound as
the twigs landed and spread out over her bare flesh,
Then the fery pain spread through her and tor-
mented her very soul,

She only lived for the intervals between those
strokes.

Her world congisted of an awsortment of minutely
observed tins and packets around the floor and
within her field of vision. She had time to read the
labels, She knew each packet and bottle intimately.

Then these images would dissolve in a flashing
red glare of pain, Tears flowed over her little
world and waghed it away.

Gradually the boxes and tins would come back
into focus as the throbbing heat in her behind
chbed slightly. There seemed an eternity to observe
it all again.

Then came the next stroke.

She forgot everylhing else in the world. This
torment was the only reality, Would it go on forever?

Mr. Browning stepped back and lad aside the
birch. Several of the twigs had broken off and lay
about the floor. His forchead gleamed with little
beads of perspiration.

Mrs. de Qincy lay before him. Her wild kicking
had loosened her bonds and she now lay with her
legs wide apart,

The combs holding her long dark hair had fallen
out and [he silken (resses cascaded over her
shoulders and tear-streaked face.

The thin bodice covering her upper body had
been partly pulled away and a bare pink-nippled
breast was exposed.

From the slim waist to the top of her satin-
gartered, thigh=high stockings her body was a bright
ainful red with bloiches of dark scarlet on the
uttocks and thighs. The botom still twitched and
wriggled, but otherwise the lady lay quietly
as though beyond pain and tears.

Mr. Browning untied her bonds and gently lifred
the little thief off her bed of torment. She could
not stand upright, but seemed 1o fold up at every
movement of her tormented body,

The bodice fell away completely and revealed
her two beautiful young breasts each with an erect
shining nipple.

Mr. Browning said he would leave her to dress
and 1o compose herself. He would return in thirty
minules,

When the draper again emiered the stockroom
his naughty customer was reasonably uattired in her
pown and bonnet,

He noted that the corset and drawers were carried
n paper bag.



The bonnet concealed the hastily arranged hair,
but the red-rimmed eyes and tear-streaked cheeks
were evidence of what had taken place.

“A carriage awaits you at the side door and will
convey you to your home,” said Mr. Browning.
“But there is one other matter before you leave.”

Mr. Browning handed her a long thin package
wrapped discreetly in brown paper.

“I have charged this item to your account and
the receipt is inside.”

Mrs. de Quincy silently accepted the package
and looked pleadingly at the stern draper.

“The parcel contains one of our best quality
birch rods and a short tract dealing with its care
and use.”

Mrs. de Quincy’s lovely mouth dropped open with
dismay and tears again started in her eyes.

“From this date forth you will call here on the
first and the third Thursday in each month. You
will ask for me personally and we shall retire to
this room. You, Madam, will then stand in a good
light. You will remove your gown, and other gar-
ments, bend over and pull down your unmention-

ables to your knees. I shall then examine your bare
bottom. I expect on every occasion to see the un-
mistakable signs of a sound birching having been
applied to your person by your husband. If for
any reason he has failed in this duty I personally
shall remedy the omission.”

Mr. Browning indicated the roll of carpet and
Mrs. de Quincy shivered. He continued:

“Any failure on your part to comply with these
instructions will oblige me to deliver your signed
confession to the police and to lay formal charges
against you. It is my hope that this procedure will
in the course of time cure you of your nefarious
inclinations. I shall expect your first visit two weeks
from today. And now, good morning, Madam.”

Mr. Browning was thoughful as he locked the
lady’s confession in the office safe. How much
society depended upon the strong moral standards
of men like himself.

He stroke confidently into his shop to continue
the good work.




Two of the most evocative
phrases of the“Spanker”are:-
‘A GOOD SOUND SPANKING”




&“SIX OF THE BEST”










SPEAKING OF

YORDS...

Actions speak louder than words. Chastisement seems an obvious example
of the truth of this statement. Yet how fascinating and emotive is the vocabu-
lary which has grown up around the everyday act of warming a bottom.

Do we realise how dependent we are on the time-honoured phrases, the
vocal inflexions and coy innuendos that accompany the application of hfand
to bottom? The reader is invited to spend a little time exploring this subject.

Let us take two typical examples of dialogue. In both cases a young lady
is informed of a man’s intention to cane or spank her. The exchanges during
punishment are also given. Relax and read these passages. Let the words
flow and allow the mind to develop its images quite naturally.

Example One
A headmaster is about to deal with a senior
girl pupil who has been sent to his study for
serious misbehaviour.

Head: “This is the last straw, young lady. |
have been far too lenient with you. You have
had every chance, but you continue to defy
me. You are letting down the whole school.
Well, what have you to say?”’

Girl: “*Nothing, sir. I'm sorry, sir.

Head: “I'm sorry too. Well, I'm obliged to give
you a taste of what we call the ‘final deterr-
ent.” Do you know what this is? "’

Girl: “Oh no . . . not the cane!”’

Head: “Yes the cane. It's only used as a last
resort. | shall cane you here and now. You
know what to do."’

Girl: * What . Sir?*

Head: “'Skirt up and bend over my desk. Now
I'm going to give you six of the very best.

Onel”” (Thwack!)
Girl: *Ahhhh!"
Head: “"Two."" (Thwack!)
Girl: ""Ow!"”
Head: “"Three."” ( Thwack!)
Girl: “Owww!"’
Head: “Four.” (Thwack!)
Girl: ""Ow! Please sir . . . | promise I'll never

never do it again. Ow!"”
Head: “’‘Bend over and stay there. Five."”
(Thwack! ]
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Girl: “Ahhhh! No, please . . . please sir.”
Head =S (Thwack!)

“That will do. Stand up. | hope that will be a
lesson you won't forget. If you cause any more
trouble you’ll get the stick again. But next
time a mistress will give it to you on the bare
behind. Do you understand?

Girl:"*Yes": 1 .isip’
Head: “Now compose yourself and return to
your class.
Example Two
George confronts his wife, Sharon, in the
kitchen.
George: "'Er, darling, | think you have behaved
very badly for some time and that | should do
something about it.”"

Shgro?m “And what exactly are you going to
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George: “l think you should be . . . punished."”

Sharon: "'Punished!”’

George: "Yes. | thought I'd give youa good .
spanklng . on your bottom.’

Sharon: 'On my bott ... 'l Yeul™
(Sharon points at George and laughs uncon-
troHab!y)

Sharon: “*Well, husband dear, you'll want to do
this properly Sit down there. That's right, in
the blg chair.

“Now, let's see . . . you'll want this skirt
off, won’t you. There we are, I'll put it on the
chair.



“Now, I'll pull up my sweater. My knickers
are thin and tight, but of course they must
come down. You want to smack my bum and
nothing but my bum. Right! Here they come

. all the way down to my knees.

“Now I'll unclip my suspenders and push
my stockings down a bit. There we are
George, your wife's bare bottom, nothing
hidden from waist to knees, back and front
You can see everything.

“Look, I'll bend over and push out my bum
for you, so you can see. There now, | dare
you to smack me, | just dare vou to lay one
little finger on me. Go on, | dare you. | dare
you!"’
(George slaps the nude bottom as hard as he
can. Sharon is knocked off balance and
plunges forward. She is caught by George and
hauled across his knees. His speech now
keeps time with his hand as it slaps Sharon’s
seat.)

George: “So . ..taunt ... me...would ...
you. Well . .. I'll .. .show ...you...ll
Jgive . . S YOU L oA e s hiding s e You

- wontt forget . . . Il . .'smack . ...

your: bettem; . .. . until . . . you . : . can't
..sit...down...for...a...week

. You naughty . . . naughty . . . naughty . ..

girl!"”

We can now leave George and Sharon as
we have sufficient material for our enquiry.

Consider the first of the above passages.
What pictures were produced in the mind by
this short dialogue?

We might have seen a nubile eighteen year
old blonde in gym slip and white blouse.

Certainly there was a broad girlish bottom
with dark blue knickers stretched tight across
the cheeks; or perhaps the knickers were bottle
green or even white.

Did the light from a window pick out the two
curves of the buttocks and the shallow depres-
sion where knickers bridge the hidden valley
between?

Did you notice that when the girl bent over
her spreading hips caused the waistband of her
knickers to form a broad downward curve at the
back which plunged to reveal the top of her
bottom cleft?

Did the behind jump as flashing bamboo
cracked down and bounced off? How did the
girl look as she listened to the headmaster with
her hands clasped against a stinging bottom?

Now consider Example Two:

Do you see George as a quiet, modest sort
of chap, not easily galvanised into action?

Was Sharon a striking brunette with a lovely
buxom figure; and did your eyes travel over her
large breasts pushing out a pale blue sweater,
her slim waist, broad hips and long black-
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stockinged legs?

Are you with George as he sits in his kitchen?

Do you see Sharon’s skirt disappear and
come face to face with a broad warm behind,
every detail of which is outlined by wide-legged,
floral patterned nylon knickers?

Are you watching as the waistband of her
pants descends horizontally down the bottom
cheeks and the shadowy cleft comes inch by
inch into view?

And as this saucy young wife defies her
husband is your field of vision completely filled
by pinky-white bottom cheeks thrust up into
your face?

Are you now looking down on the bottom that
fills George’s lap? Is your hand beginning to
sting as it slaps glowing colour into the soft
warm flesh. Are you smacking the cheeks
alternately or just laying into her for all you
are worth? Are there beads of perspiration on
your brow?

Study the effect of reading these passages
aloud. How do you sound as the headmaster?

A tape recorder can be very useful for such
research; ard if you are lucky you may be able
to act out the scenes with an accommodating
female.

Having given some practical examples of the
imaginative power of words, let us proceed to
an analysis in depth.

Human beings are unique in their capacity
to communicate with words.

We can wonder at our ability to produce the
vast range of sounds that make up language.
Just as remarkable is the ability to represent
such sounds with the written word.

Of course, a word can only refer to a more
fundamental experience, particularly to vision.
But we can only see things as part of our total
living experience.

For instance, a man may love or hate the
colour red. If he hates it, the sight of a red
object is both a visual and an emotional (hate-
ful) experience. If he loves the colour its
observation gives rise to pleasurable emotion.

We can all give examples of the emotive
power of words. This feature of language is
fully exploited by actors and politicians.

With this in mind we ask the reader for his
reactions to the word "bottom’.

A quite ordinary word that occurs frequently
in everyday language. Yet to the reader there
is surely a universe of meaning in that arrange-
ment of six letters.

Each individual’s subconscious will be stirred.
Childhood experiences may be recalled. Thou-
sands of photographs, hundreds of books,
millions of lines of prose will be brought to
mind.

The exact reaction of each person will be



unique and entirely personal. His experiences
and memories constitute his very own meaning
for this word.

In one sense we all know the definition of
the word, and yet its meaning is different for
every single one of us.

For some ‘bottom’ may have little erotic
significance. Say it a thousand times and they
will remain unmoved.

But you ‘may be sure they all have words that
set the pulse racing and electrify the memory
cells.

A sensitive chord may be touched by bum,

rear, arse, derriere, behind, botty, seat, end,
BTM, sitting cushions, buttocks, or even (for
the medical men) gluteus maximus.

The effect of single words may be startling,
but when they are grouped into phrases and
sentences their power is multiplied. Just as we
develop personal attachments to certain words,
so all of us have phrases which seem to be our
very own.

If a strict mother always said, “I'm going to
smack your bottom,”” the sentence may be
fondly remembered by the recipient of the pun-
ishment throughout his life. This early connec-
tion of a phrase with an experience is the key
to the power of words.

The reader may be moved by one of the
following:

“l shall give you a smacked bottom.’"

“You're going to have your bottom smacked."’

“I'm going to give you a good smacking on
the bare bottom."’

“I'm going to take down your pants and
smack your bottom."’

““I shall spank your bare bottom."”

“You'll be spanked on the bare."

“I'll tan your bare behind."”

“1'll pay you!””

Every reader could probably recall such
phrases used by a mother, aunt, or teacher and,
in due course, spoken by him to a wife, girl-
friend or secretary.

In such recollections the exact wording is
essential as the smallest variation detracts from
the full flavour of remembered incidents. :

What a range of language we have inherited.

““Take your knickers off.""

“Lower your pants and bent over.”’

‘‘Bare your bottom.”’

American are said to threaten their women-
folk with a ‘blistered butt’.

For the lovers of cliches there is:

“This is going to hurt me more than it hurts
you.'"’

If that is the case he is not doing it properly!

Even the poets have contributed with gems.
such as: ;

“It can’t be helped,

It must be done,

So down with your pants,

And up with your bum.”’

Not worthy of the Immortal Bard perhaps,
but it has a certain atmosphere.

It seems a pity that this great wealth of
material has not attracted the professional
talkers. How would the actresses of our day
speak the above phrases? Which well known
female would you like to hear speak the words:

“l shall take down your pants and smack
your bare bottom until you can’t sit down for a
week. "’

What depths of feeling would be conveyed
by a leading actor to the dialogue that accom-
panies the pulling down of silky knickers and
the smacking of a satin smooth girlish bottom.

Dare we, in these permissive times, look
forward to dramatic interpretations of bottom
smackings? Who will write, perform and record
the first spanking play?

Regrettably we come to the end of this very
brief survey.

The great power of words is that they refer
direct to our most private and personally unique
experiences.

They act as labels in the vast filing system
of the brain. To know this helps us to understand
our own emotions and reactions.



Thanks a million for your
magazine and especially for the
Spanking Specials. Next to the
real thing, | love to read about
spanking and your pictures and
photos are marvellous.

My interest in spanking goes
way back and | remember that
even before | was old enough
to go to school | used to play
‘schools” and ‘mothers and
fathers’ with Rose, the girl next
door, who was a few vyears
older than | — | seem to have
spent most of the time across
her lap getting my bottom
smacked.

When | started masturbating
| used to strip and lie across
my bed and smack my bottom
with my hand, a strap or a
switch while | masturbated.

| was sixteen when | got my
first taste of a spanking by the
opposite sex. Being of Scottish
descent, | sometimes wore the
kilt, and one evening a young

THE SWISH OF THE KILT

woman in her twenties who was
visiting us made a few ribald
comments about what was
worn beneath a kilt and then
said that if she caught me on
my own wearing one she would
pull it up and give my bare
bottom a good spanking.

Although she was laughing
when she said this, | felt that
she might possibly mean it and
the thought of being spanked
by her gave me an erection.

Joan — which was the young
girl’s name — ran a hairdressing
salon locally and | knew that
on Thursday afternoons, early
closing day, she was usually
alone in the salon doing the
books.

The following Thursday after
school | changed into my kilt
and went to see her. She let
me into her salon, laughed
when she saw what | was wear-
ing and asked whether | had
thought she was joking when
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she said she would spank me
on my bare bottom. | replied
that that was just what | had
come to find out.

She seemed to make up her
mind then, and took me into
an inner cubicle well away
from the window. She sat
down; drew me unresisting
across her lap and pulled my
kilt up over my back. Of course,
| was not wearing any under-
pants.

That was the beginning of
my first real spanking. Her
palm smacked resoundingly on
my upturned bottom cheeks
and the sound was very loud
within the confines of the
cubicle.

She soon had me squirming
and gasping as my bottom
smarted and before she was
done tears came to my eyes
and | pleaded with her to stop.
When at last she let me up |
rubbed my burning buttocks
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and she took me in her arms
and cuddled me.

Finding me aroused, she
caressed me until | forgot my
smarting bottom, kissed her
and felt her big breasts while
she expertly manipulated me
to complete satisfaction.

She asked if | would like to

come back the following Thurs-.

day; and when | eagerly agreed,
she laughed and said | need
not bother wearing the kilt.
Every Thursday after that |
went to the salon immediately
after school. Once in the
cubicle | would strip naked and
receive a spanking. This was
followed by a petting session;
and after the third Thursday,
at my request, Joan herself
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stripped to spank me.

Just after my seventeenth
birthday Joan let me make love
to her; but a few months later
she became engaged to be
married and our Thursday ses-
sions stopped.

Since then | have been
spanked by several women and
have spanked quite a few my-
self, but | only do so if my
partner agrees. When | am
without a partner for a long
period | spank myself. | find
that a plastic carpet-beater
makes a good instrument.

Fortunately, for the last few
years | have had an accom-
modating secretary, a buxom
young girl with a firm plump
bottom who not only thorough-
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ly enjoys spanking me but
having aroused herself by
blistering my bottom allows me
to spank her and usually
achieves orgasm herself before
giving me oral relief.

Some years ago | had a de-
lightful interlude with a young
woman who owned two real
birch rods; and having tasted
the extra special delights of
birching | wonder that more of
your correspondents do not try
this in preference to the cane,
which is a far more painful
instrument.

Long may you flourish and
more Spanking Specials please.

R.J.M.
Middlesborough




STRAPPING GIRLS

| am in my early fifties and
work for three days a week as
a typist in an office in the
centre of Bristol and for the
first time | have just read a
copy of your magazine.

It so happened that the copy
which was circulating in the
office was the Spanking
Special. | read it with great
interest and | am prompted to
tell you of my experiences as
a schoolgirl many years ago.

I am going back now to the
late thirties when | was a teen-
ager at a select girls’ school
on the South Coast. It was a
school which girls attended
between the ages of fourteen
and eighteen. There were about
a hundred of us on the roll and
the school buildings were two
large old houses.

Punishment for minor offen-
ces was always dealt with by
the Housemistress in her study
after evening prep and the girls
concerned reported there at
- 8.30 p.m. All the girls, usually
three or four, were called in to-
gether, their offences detailed
together with the punishment
they were to receive.

The punishment always con-
sisted of a stated number of
strokes with a leather strap on
the culprit’'s knicker-clad bot-
tom. The strap itself was of
pliable leather, about three
inches in width and about nine
inches in length with a rounded
rubber handle of about six
inches.

Each girl in turn placed her-
self over the back of a low arm-
chair, legs together, toes just
touching the floor and hands
clasping the arms of the chair.

The Housemistress then
raised and tucked up the skirt,
exposing the girl’s taut regula-
tion knickers. The number of
strokes varied from four to
twelve, and they were admini-
stered slowly and on each
buttock alternately.

The girls were punished in

the order of the number of
strokes they were to receive —
the smallest number first.

My first experience of this
was after | had been at the
school for about four months.
| was sixteen years of age and
for bad work and sullenness in
the classroom | was to receive
six strokes. This meant that
two girls were to be punished
before me; and one, who was
awarded six strokes, after me.

As | watched the other two
girls receive their punishment
| could feel the flesh of my
bottom creep and by the time
that | placed myself in position
| was trembling.

| felt the Housemistress
raise and tuck in my skirt and
then rest the strap against my
right buttock as she measured
her distance.
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She gave me two light pre-
paratory taps and then the first
stroke landed across the centre
of my right cheek! | remember
| gasped aloud and thrust my
smarting buttock upwards as
the sting gradually spread. |
was determined not to cry out
as each of the girls before me
had, and | gripped the arms of
the chair as tightly as | could.

After what seemed an age |
felt two light taps on my left
buttock and then the second
stroke descended in the centre
of that cheek. Again | gasped
and thrust my buttocks up-
wards.

Now both of my cheeks were
glowing and trembling as |
wriggled and squirmed. The
next two strokes landed a little
higher on each buttock in turn,
and the last two a little lower



so that the whole area of each
had been covered by the six
strokes.

I know that | wriggled and
squirmed in a most undignified
manner throughout my punish-
ment and that my bottom was
still sore a day or two after-
wards, but all the girls accept-
ed this sort of punishment as a
matter of routine.

| suppose that in my two
years at the school | was
spanked on seven or eight oc-
casions. The maximum number
| received was ten strokes. |
always wriggled and squirmed
and tossed and twisted my
stinging bottom about, but I
never wept.

More serious offences were
dealt with by the Headmistress
in her study, where all spank-
ings were delivered in exactly
the same way, but on the bare
bottom. | received only one of
these — six strokes — for smok-
ing in the village on a Saturday
afternoon.

| remember watching my
friend, who also received six
strokes, lower her knickers to
half-way down her thighs
before bending over. The Head
then raised her skirt and ex-
posed the two white buttocks
that were soon to become alive
as they blushed under the
stinging strokes of the strap.

| did not cry out on this oc-
casion but | know my poor
bottom trembled, jumped and
twisted violently throughout
the spanking — | have never
smoked since, but | didn't
resent the punishment and it
did me no harm.

| should like to make one
suggestion for your next issue:
| think it is interesting to read
detailed accounts of the feel-
ings of the victim during the
course of the spanking — the
effect of each stroke and the
suspense between them. Could
you find space for such ac-
counts? :

E.P. (Mrs.)
Bristol

GIRLS’ PRISON PUNISHMENT

Your second Spanking
Special issue is even better
than the first, from its delightful
pinkish-warmed bottom on the
cover to the readers’ letters at
the end. | am not surprised you
have decided to produce a third
spanking number in November.
My magazine supplier informs
me that your first spanking
issue many times outsold the
Knickers and Bondage issues
put together.

Your centre spread is de-
lightful, too; and knicker fans
must be enraptured by the
schoolgirl’s tight white panties.
| was even more pleased to
note ‘teacher’ bending the cane
almost double, as | disapprove
of the more solid, unbending
(and less stingy) canes which
are sometimes believed -
wrongly — to be capable of a
more severe thrashing.

The birch was well featured,
and although | enjoyed Mrs.
J.F.'s contribution, that strap is
not a Scots’ tawse, although |
believe it would suffice nicely
to impart a moderate strap-
ping.

One of your correspondents
wonders why so many articies
on Corporal Punishment dwell
on the past. This is quite true,
but easy to understand as
formerly it was easier to obtain
pictures and drawings from
institutions where thrashings
were accepted as a normal and
everyday procedure and they
were never bothered by activ-
ities like those of our present
day reformers.

In the Observer of Sunday,
the 19th of August, 1973, there
was a picture of a newspaper
correspondent on the Nigerian
Observer displaying his flogged
back after receiving twenty-
four strokes of the whip for
writing an article criticising
education and teachers in his
country.

Some weeks ago the same
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paper carried a paragraph ob-
jecting to a ‘fourteen year old
boy in a British protectorate —
the Adaman Islands — being
punished in prison by being
made to break heavy stones in
the boiling sun.

The official explanation is
that the corporal punishment
advocated had already proved
insufficient and that the boy
had recently undergone three
sessions of C.P.; first receiving

- twelve strokes of the penal

cane, then a further twelve
strokes and, for a third offence,
twenty strokes of the birch.

Another of your correspond-
ents is correct in his belief that
inmates of both sexes are still -
whipped with a leather strap in
some American states and he
may have read of this during
the recent Arkansas prison
scandal.

This mainly concerned the
deaths and unrecorded burials
of prison inmates, so that the
whippings paled into insignifi-
cance by comparison; but
books dealing with the matter
include pictures showing the
paddle — three inches long,
four inches broad and as thick

- as a harness trace — in regular

use; and sometimes the girls
and women were not whipped
in the female section by women
guards but were put over the
trestle used for offending male
prisoners and severely flogged
by men.

America is a vast country
and nothing coming from there
causes very much surprise, but
during the Arkansas revelations
| was regularly visiting the
States and many of the thou-
sands of pulp crime magazines
featured articles by released
prisoners.

Accordingly, | have decided
to write to you the following in
story form, though | assure you
that nothing but authenticated
fact is used throughout. It
should be remembered that
Americans have less patience
with ‘female cons’ and in view



of the wave of seridus crimes
— one murder every three min-
utes — most citizens tend to
advocate even harsher methods
and reformers are not a vocifer-
ous body.

The words of the county
judge were still ringing in her
ears:

“You will serve two to five
years on a State Corrective
Farm,” when the prison bus
entered the barbed-wire com-
pound, miles from the State
Highway.

The officers threw open the
locked compartment and harsh-
ly ordered:

““QOut at the double, girls, and
let's get you enrolled in your
finishing school.”

Aged between fifteen and
nineteen, they had been con-
victed of offences in different
towns of this Southern State
and right now Sue certainly re-
gretted that her hitching rides
had taken her hundreds of
miles south and not, as she had
intended, to the swinging West
coast.

Mostly though, she cursed
being apprehended by the Law
-~ after she had done her last
mugging to obtain a few dollars
for a meal and a bed.

Reception proved a chasten-
ing experience. She was not
allowed to talk to her fellow
‘'new fish’; her clothes were
confiscated; then she was
showered in water which was
too hot, then too cold; fumi-
gated; given a rough medical
examination; closely question-
ed about illnesses, venereal
diseases, her sex life — ‘you'd
better tell the truth here if you
know what’'s good for you’ —
and finally issued with cotton
panties, a plain bra, slip and a
prison dress.

The prisoners were then told
to line up to meet the Chief
Matron.

The lecture given by the

Matron droned on: do your
time according to the rules as
posted or make life tough for
yourself.

Not only were the staff to be
obeyed instantly, but also the
‘trusties’, who were distin-
guished by their wearing nylons
and dresses altered to fit tight-
ly and attractively.

The girls were then assigned
to ‘cottages’; introduced to
their particular hut leader or
trusty; and then ordered to go
on a tour of inspection, mem-
orising the many rules as they
went.

Finally, the small party cros-
sed to a windowless brick
building and entered, passing
through a door marked: Wait-
ing Room.

The girl who had taken
charge, a gum-chewing blonde
with a Jayne Mansfield figure,
said:

"“0.K. girls, now | know what
you are t hinking. Some of you
are going to break out to go
back to the men in your life.
Some of you are damned if you
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intend to obey the rules; and

some of you will be intent on
squealing about some of the
things you see to try to curry
favour with the matrons.

“I'll give you some good
advice now. The trusties run
this reformatory, and don’t ever
doubt that for one moment or
you'll find yourself here to be
punished. How? Well, I'll not
keep you in suspense.

“If you go ‘on report’ you
can go to solitary and one meal
a day; and believe me, every
day seems like a month locked
in the dark without your clothes
and with only one blanket, no
pillow and a board for a bed.

“Or you may think you are
lucky and get a choice: ‘Task
or Leather.” This means you can
try to work it off by doing fifty
per cent more than your work
allocation in the fields, laundry
or kitchen for several days; but
| don’t advise it because it can't
be done, so you still come here
for leather. Know what | mean?
No? Then I'll show you."’

She opened another door and
ushered Sue and the other girls
into what looked like a small

—— e




gymnasium, until they realised
that the vauiting horse and low
benches had buckles strategi-
cally placed which were not un-
related to a rack of paddles and
specially cut straps, switches
and whips on the wall.

“That’s right, girls. Might as
well know now that you’ll be
entertained here from time to
time: just how often depends
on you.

“Any girl who is naughty
will report here and go over
the horse with her bare ass in
the air. Then she’ll learn what
a flogged bum feels like.
Usually twenty to thirty strokes,
nice and slowly, laid on so you
have time to appreciate each
one. Hell, don't look petrified,
girls! It won't kill you, and you
go right back forgiven and
almost as good as new."”

The trusty — ““Call me Mis-
tress Francis’’ — began to take
down a paddle, then replaced
it and instead selected one of
the narrower straps.

“Know what this is? It's a
tawse, specially thonged at the
business end to do justice to
a nice, firm bum.

“You,” she said, pointing at

Sue. “I'll bet you've got a
beauty there. Let's see it."”

“No, never. Leave me
alone,” said Sue, backing
away.

“You've forgotten all you
were told already,” said the
trusty. “0.K. You'll learn, but
good."’

Then she left, locking in the
girls, who could not appreciate
that this was a situation con-
trived to drive home the car-
dinal rule of obeying all orders.

Within five minutes the
trusty returned with two mat-
rons who listened to a pack of
lies about Sue’'s threatening
violence and ordered:

“Right, we’ll teach you
where you are with a few strik-
ing arguments.””

Calling on the assistance of
two of the bigger girls, the
matron had Sue buckled over

a trestle. She was mortified as
first her dress was roughly
pulled up and then her panties
pulled down.

“Because she’s new, we’ll
let her off with a warning pun-
ishment this time,”” said the
matron. ““We’ll use the medium
paddle.”

The other matron, called on
to be the executioner, now
took down a twenty-six inch
length of three inch wide
leather attached to a short
handle and ran it through her
fingers.

“"How many, Chief?"”

“Twelve really hot ones."”

The punishment that follow-
ed was exemplary and certainly
made the ‘new fish’ resolve
without exception to play ball:
which meant, in the case of the
prettier girls, being nice and
loving to the trustees; and in
the case of the not so attrac-
tive, doing all the chores for
their superiors — both day and
night.

As the trusty had said, the
whipping did not kill Sue, and
in some ways she was lucky to
have got over her first dose of
the strap so soon as all the
prisoners were closely watched
until an excuse could be found
or manufactured for punish-
ment: then they would be ‘on
report’, and inevitably a severe
strapping would follow.

Sometimes the beating
would take place privately in
the matron’s office with the girl

bent over a desk, chair or
settee.
Sometimes it would take

place before all the girls in the
hut with the offender held
down naked over the end of
her bed — there was never any
lack of willing helpers — and if
a girl resisted strongly she
might be overcome by force of
numbers and strung up, sus-
pended by her wrists above her
head, and the punishment in-
creased.

This happened to Sue when
she refused a butch lesbian
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trusty’s repugnant advances
and had to endure twelve
strokes with the heavy tawse
on her bare bottom and twenty
with the heavy paddle, evenly
distributed from her shoulder
blades down her back, across
her contracting bottom cheeks
and across the back of her
thighs.

But the human being is a
resilient, adaptable creature:;
and as she was seen to toe the
line and curb her impetuous re-
actions, Sue gradually began to
appreciate the system and the
friendship of many whom she
would formerly have not con-
sidered her type.

After the initial shocks and
hardships of the first six
months, she began to work at
being accepted by authority
and actually courted the praises
of the staff for her part in main-
taining good order.

Then came the day when she
was promoted from doing
physical labour to administra-
tive duties and was responsible
for keeping records, including
the offences of those on report
and the punishments inflicted.
She found herself defending
the procedure to girls who
awaited the dispensation of
justice by the matrons, and she



found herself giving words of
slight consolation:

“Well, it don't kill you to
have ‘the leather lash your bare
behind and, anyway, we've all
had it — and it's your own fault,
{SHELite -

Then one day she felt it in-
cumbent on herself to ask her
chief for an interview at which
she confessed to having slip-
ped into the next bed when she
heard the girl’s masturbatory
groans on the previous evening,
and to have said:

““Relax honey, let me do it
to you.”

Even more surprising was
her insistence that the offence,
which the matron said was
understandable and would be
forgiven, should be punished
in the usual way.

Realising the masochistic
guilt feeling the girl had, the
matron agreed; and Sue quickly
bared her bottom, knelt on the
couch and thrust up the resili-
ent globes for twelve strokes
of the slim hickory switch, after
which she thanked her punish-
er and entered the punishment
on her own record.

Shortly after that she was in-
vited to become a trusty, which
gave her the sensuous pleasure
_ of putting on delightful undies
for the first time in many
months. A few days later she
administered, under the Mat-
ron’s supervision, three whip-
pings to girls ‘on report’.

The first was a slim fifteen
year old who had stabbed
another inmate. She got twenty
strokes of a heavy leather
paddle.

The second was to a nine-
teen year old with a reluctance
to be co-operative with her
trusty — a dozen with a short,
three-tailed whip.

And to the third, a ‘new fish’
who had refused an order,
twelve strokes of a heavy
tawse, followed by six cuts
with a willow switch.

During this last, slowly ad-
ministered, whipping, two

things happened to broaden
Sue’'s experience. First, the
offender, after three strokes of
a two-thonged tawse, released
her bladder; and, secondly,
during the switching, Sue ex-
perienced a most delightful
orgasm.

Sue is now a masseuse in a
first-class establishment cater-
ing for women and among her
clientele are many who stipu-
late that they wish to have Sue
because she understands them
so well.

She also spanks beautifully,
especially when the client
graduates from the hand treat-
ment to one of those solid
leather paddles or split-tailed
straps; to say nothing of the
swishyv and tingly little birch
rod which Sue uses to seek out
those hidden intimate recesses
in the buttocks region.

Occasionally Sue is visited
by her former Chief Matron,
but on these occasions it is
she who receives the scalding
lashes of the pliable leather. A
necessary prelude to the re-
enactment of other pleasures of
an all-female society!

B.G.
Truro

HEADMASTER’'S DAUGHTER
DISCIPLINED

| have read your publication
since its inception and have
found your Spanking Specials
excellent. To help swell the
contents of your next issue |
felt the following true incident
might be of interest.

| attended a well-known Pub-
lic School in the late 40’s
where the cane was in use fre-
quently. The Headmaster had
an attractive, if rather haughty,
daughter, occasionally seen by
the boarding boys.

One summer | was prevented
from going on holiday because
| was recovering from chicken-
pox and was confined to my
dormitory.

The wusual sound of ap-
proaching footsteps between
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my dormitory and the next one
made me look through the
glass door one evening. Un-
seen, | watched the Head-
master open a door and, when
his daughter went in, he follow-
ed her, carrying two canes in
his hand.

The glass in the doors was
frosted except for the top
panes, and as soon as he had
shut the opposite door | slip-
ped across the corridor and
listened.

“l warned you what would
happen the next time | heard
you had lost your temper, didnt
I, Anne?’’ said the Headmaster.

By standing on tiptoe | could
just glimpse what was happen-
ing in the room. Anne nodded
in answer to her father’'s
question.

"I am not paying for a private
tutor during the holidays so
that you can throw ink-wells
at him,” concluded the Head,
““so | hope that this thrashing
will be a good lesson which
does not need to be repeated.
Bend over the end of the bed!”

He pointed at the bed with
its foot facing the door, and
with some hesitation, she
obeyed. The metal frame had
several paralle! bars and she
gripped the second one from
the top.

“That's not low enough,
Anne,”’ her father said sharply,
pointing to the fourth one
down.

She had a bit of a struggle
getting her arms between frame
and mattress, but when she had
her behind was stretched so
that her skirt rode up well over
her thighs.

The Headmaster removed
his jacket and rolled up his
right shirt sleeve. Then, bend-
ing slightly, he lifted her skirt
over her back and grasped the
elastic band of her dark
knickers and lowered them
below her knees.

““Oh, Dad, not bare, please!””

she cried out, starting to rise
as she looked round.



“Keep bent over or you’'ll
only get a more severe can-
ing,”” he answered, pressing
the small of her back in empha-
sis. ’
He turned and picked up
both canes, swishing them ver-
tically once or twice. Her but-
tock cheeks clenched at eac
swish. :

The Headmaster positioned
himself and swung almost
parallel with the ground, not
with any apparent force, but
the whippiness of the canes
and his wrist action had more
effect than a harder stroke de-
livered from above.

The two weals which appear-
ed coupled with the stifled
scream from Anne were clear
evidence of his effectiveness.

Seven times the two canes
were laid across her buttocks,
travellifg systematically across
her bare skin. The first four
from the middle of her behind
to the crease between thighs
and buttocks, the second four
from thighs up to the middle
again so that the last pair of
weals almost exactly coincided
with the first.

| have never witnessed a girl
getting caned before or since,
nor have | heard of the use of
two canes.

LR,
Essex
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BETTER THAN BIRCHING?

Thank you for your Spanking
Special No. 4, which | have
just received. | would like to
add my comments on the
Spanking Specials so far.

The cover of your Spanking
Special No. T must have been
suggested by a psychologist.
The word ‘spanking’ in capital
letters over the picture of the
school-girl type with the
lovely rounded bottom was a
real winner. | am sure she was
mentally spanked, caned, strap-
ped or birched by every girl-
spanking enthusiast who saw
her, and she must have sold
many copies on sight.

Page 34 | liked very much,
probably because | love to see
a girl being birched. Also be-
cause the girl’'s genitals are
showing, which emphasised the
connection between sex and
spanking.

The girl on page 48 looks
very apprehensive. With a
bottom like that, just made for
the birch, | am not surprised.
Also her unusual knickers add
interest to the scene. | think
the type of knickers worn can
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make a picture, such as those
on pages 32 and 77. Those
bloomers make what is really a
quite ordinary set very exciting.

Page 8 featuring Victorian
drawers is probably the best in
the book. No action granted,
but so much suggested. The
girl being made to take the
birch with which she is going
to be punished at the moment
when she knocks on the school
master or mistress’s door is
great (I'm sure you employ a
psychologist) and that other
gorgeous photo of drawers
down and birch marks on her
bottom is wonderful.

On page 71 there is the
blonde school girl. They are
very good caning photos but |
would have preferred to see
her face. The real pleasure, to
me at least, is to see her howl-
ing or shrieking under punish-
ment, as, for example, on pages
47 and 50.

Page 64 is very good. The
young, pretty-looking model
could indeed be a school girl
and the bottom two photos
show how much the cane is



hurting by her expression. The
cartoon pages of pages 54 and
55 are very good, but | would
have’liked them a larger size.”

Spanking Special No. 4, in
my opinion, is not as good as
No. 2. There seem to be too
many beautiful bare bottoms
not being spanked. Just not
enough strap, cane or birch in
sight!

There are, of course, some
very good things. The girl on
the cover, for instance. Her
bottom seems to be inviting a
spanking and her slightly red
cheeks suggest someone has
had that pleasure (probably the
psychologist).

Those Victorian drawers on
page 9 do something for me.
Also the well-striped bottom on
page 15 is a very good photo.
The best is on page No. 4.

| realise it is legally easier
to publish cartoons of more ad-
vanced types of Corporal Pun-
ishment, so | would request
more of them. The one you
show is of a Victorian birching
at its painful best.

The colour photos on page
No. 43 are good and clear, but
I would have liked the cane
marks shown. Pages 56 and 59,
showing canings on navy-blue
knickers, are good photos but,
as usual, | would like to see the
face. The picture on page No.
78 shows a pair of very excit-
ing bloomers.

Page 82 with the reader’s
photos is very good. This is
something you might be able to
expand on. According to your
readers’ letters, plenty of them
spank their wives, girl friends
and daughters. Photos would
be most enjoyable. How about
a competition?

I have one suggestion that |
think is very important. It may
seem a trifle but it annoys me
every time | look at it so it
may have the same effect on
at least some of your other
readers. In No. 2 on pages 54
and 55, and in No. 4 on pages
28 and 29, you have two car-

toon strips obviously drawn by
the same artist — a very good
artist, too. The only trouble is
that he or she is not reproduced
large enough. | think the car-
toons should have been printed
large enough to cover the whole
two pages instead of just the
bottom, as now.
| hope | have not bored you

too much. | would not presume
to tell you what and how you
should present your magazine,
but | know that you like to hear
from readers.

L.A.M.

Battersea

CANADIAN CANING

The enclosed pictures were
taken by the young lady | visit
on an average of once every
three weeks all year long.

Although her real name is
not Betty | will refer to her as
Miss Betty, a form of address
she insists on.

Although | am not truly a
transvestite | do enjoy the feel
of many materials normally
worn by women next to my
skin.

As soon as | arrive for a visit
with Miss Betty she leads me
to her bedroom where she has
put on her bed anything she
wishes, me to wear. On my
most recent visit she had laid
out a vyellow nylon shortie
nightie and black sheer panty
hose.

Once | had stripped and put
on the required clothing Miss
Betty produced her recent
acquisition of a colour Polaroid
camera with a flash attachment.

I wasn’t at all keen on her
taking pictures of me as | was
afraid they might fall into the
wrong hands; but Miss Betty
assured me that she would
destroy any in which one could
see who the subject might be.

We took many photos during
our session together and | have
selected four to send you which
form part of a sequence.

The first picture was taken
when | had just finished dress-
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ing and Miss Betty had me
assume one of the more com-
mon poses that we used;
especially when she wished to
cane me.

The second picture was
taken after | had received my
first correction, a caning of six
delivered over the panty hose.

Even though the marks made
by the caning were clearly
visible through the panty hose
Miss Betty made me roll them
down so that she could take a
picture of me with my bottom
bare.

Some time later she had
reason to give me another
punishment, and this time she
decided on six more strokes
with the cane to be given on
my bare bottom.

The last picture of the set
was taken after | had received
this second caning.

P.H.
Montreal



BOYS BIRCHED

The week before last in our
local paper was an article
which began:

“A smack in the eye for
caning — if you have strolled
past Dartford Borough Coun-
cil’s eye-catching display win-
dow in the High Street recently
you will have noticed among
the exhibits a birch once used
for punishing school boys. Did
you like what you saw? One
glimpse of that vicious bundle
of rods with which twelve year
olds were flogged at one time
should be enough to convert
even the most ardent advocate
of Corporal Punishment. Just a
glimpse of it as we walk by
gives us the shudders.””

| was very interested so |
went along to see it. It was part
of a small display showing
police equipment of about one
hundred years ago and there
were not one but two birch
rods. One was labelled for use
on boys of ten years of age and
the other for those of sixteen.

| had never seen a birch rod
before, and they consisted of
a bundle of twigs of uniform
length, like those that birch
brooms for sweeping the leaves
off lawns were made of, but
without the wooden handle.

The first foot or so of the
bundle was bound together to
form the handle, and the rest
of the rod was also tied up with
string. | had never thought of
it before but it seems obvious
that the business end has to be
tied up to protect the twigs
and make storage easier. | pre-
sume that this string was re-
moved immediately before use
to allow the twigs to spread
out.

When | looked at the smaller
birch, which was about two
feet long including the handle,
| could not understand the fuss
in the local paper, as it looked
so light that it would hardly
hurt even a ten year old school

boy unduly. | am sure that the
cane that the Headmaster of
my junior school of 1938 kept
for the bottoms of ten and
eleven year old boys in the top
class was a much bigger and
more frightening weapon than
this little birch rod. Most of us
then had a job to keep back a
few tears when we had to bend
over a desk.

The other birch for sixteen
year old boys was a bigger one
about three feet long and | can
imagine that it would really
sting. It gave me a funny feel-
ing in my tummy just looking
at it and wondering what it
would feel like if it was laid
across my own bare bottom.

While | am on the subject |
see that in the Daily Telegraph
dated 28/7/73 that two boys
sentenced in Guernsey for a
rather bestial offence were sen-
tenced to the birch.

One of the boys, aged
eighteen, got twelve strokes,
which were administered in
Guernsey Prison after a medical
examination; and the younger
boy, aged fourteen, was sen-
tenced to four strokes, against
which he is appealing, but |
have not yet seen any report of
the outcome of his appeal.
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| feel, myself, that this boy
should have taken his four cuts
and got it over with as | am
sure that not knowing the out-
come of his appeal must be far
worse than receiving the pun-
ishment.

Changing the subject slightly

| also see in my paper on
the 11/8/73 that in South
Africa ninety-four  African

students were sent to prison
for a year, and a further twenty-
two were each sentenced to
eight cuts with a light cane.

Do any of your correspond-
ents have any first-hand experi-
ences of this type of punish-
ment in South Africa and does
it also mean that heavier canes
are sometimes used?

It would be interesting to
know if the twenty-two sen-
tenced had to line up and touch
their toes in turn, like boys at
school, or if they each had
separate appointments.

| believe | have also read in
the past of young British
sailors being sentenced to the
same punishment while in
South Africa and Singapore.
Has any reader been on the
receiving end?

EK.
Dartford.



TUTORIAL CORRECTION

| was educated at a private
boys’ boarding school in the
North of England.

The cane was the school’s
main form of discipline and the
routine was a fairly standard
one. Teachers reported offen-
ces or poor work in what was
known as the Report Book.
Three appearances in the book
automatically meant a caning,
though you could get one for
just one entry in the book if
the Head thought you deserved
it.

Naturally, a pupil got caned
twice a term on an average,
which | suppose wasn’t too
bad. However, that wasn't the
only way you could get a lick-
ing at my school.

Those who needed extra
tuition were the real unfortun-
ates. | fell into this unhappy
category and | had to report to
my special tutor on two even-
ings each week.

A special tutor was allowed
to administer punishment him-
self without reference to the
Head!

My tutor was the daughter of
the Headmaster who, like her
father, was a staunch believer
in the benefits to be derived
from a sound beating. My
extra coaching took place on
Monday and Thursday, and
each session lasted for one and
a half hours.

Mistakes and punishment
were closely related. Two mis-
takes earned one stroke of the
strap, applied there and then,
with me bending over the desk
and Miss James applying the
thick two and a half foot strap
to my tightly-trousered back-
side.

Once you had had six the
strap was put away. Mistakes
were still totalled up, however,
to determine the number of
strokes of the cane to be ap-
plied after the evening meal. If
the total was uneven it was left
to the tutor's discretion

whether to count up or down.

| was a luckless lad at school
and a keen lack of interest in
schoolwork usually ensured
that my bottom, already sting-
ing from the strap, would be
decorated with a few stripes
from my tutor’s cane.

These whackings were usu-
ally given with little or no fuss,
and 7.30 in the evening was
the standard time to report to
the small flat at the top of one
of the big old Victorian houses
which made up the school. The
routine was almost boringly
repetitive.

On my knock, | would be ad-
mitted by a sharp:

““Come inl”’

Miss James would be seated
at her desk marking books.
Without a word she would get
up. go to the cupboard and take
out a cane.

Without further preamble
she would order me to drop my
trousers and bend over the arm
of the chair. Taking her posi-
tion she would say how many
strokes it was to be. Then,
slowly and very effectively, she
would cane my thinly covered
bottom. When the last stroke
fell, she would tell me to go
and that was that.

| would leave, smarting and
stinging. That was the normal
course of events, but there
were exceptions.

The first time was when my
special tutorial lesson was
changed from Monday to Tues-
day.

The lesson didn‘t go well for
me and six with the strap were
followed by ten additional
marks, five strokes, and |
thought Miss James told me to
report to her room at 7.30 as
usual for my punishment.

| tapped on her door at the
appointed time but, instead of
the usual call to enter, the door
was opened by my tutor, look-
ing even more attractive than
normal because of the bright
casual clothes she was wearing
instead of the conservative and
darker kind she wore in school.
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She seemed puzzled by my
presence for a moment, then
she remembered and opened
the door fully to allow me in.
Two steps in and | froze. There
in the room were three of her
friends, one of whom was even
sitting in the chair which | had
so often to bend over.

““Come on. Don't stand there
all night, boy!"”*

My arms awere grabbed and
| was pulled into the room.

| knew all three girls. They
were regular visitors to the
school and often played tennis
in the summer when we lads
would gather at various van-
tage points to see their pretty
white knickers as they played.

I had never met them face
to face and under these circum-
stances | was totally at a loss.

They looked at me with a
mixture of interest and puzzle-
ment. In explanation my tutor
told them that | was one of the
boys who had earned himself
a little punishment and that’s
what | was going to get.

She had gone to the cup-
board and my stomach was in
knots, my mouth had gone dry
and my head was in a whirl. |
heard the familiar dry rattle as
she selected a cane, one of the
longest.

| could see when she turned
to face the room that all eyes
were on her. The girl who was
sitting in the chair gasped:

“A cane!”’

The girl who was nearest to
me stood up:

“l think we’'d better be on
our way,”” she said.

“Nonsense!”” said my tutor.
“’Sit down, love; this won't take
long. How many strokes have
you earned, boy?"’

“Five, Miss,” | managed to
croak out.

It was very clear that she
meant to go ahead as she was
now rolling up the sleeve of her
blouse.

“I'll deal with you in there,””
she snapped, pointing to the
door of her bedroom with the
tip of the cane.



My relief was enormous
when | realized that at least my
punishment was not to be
carried out in front of the young
ladies present, and | hurried
into the room my tutor indica-
ted.

| left behind an animated
conversation which | could
hear:

“...but my darling | thought

canes and the like went out
with the Dark Ages.””

Miss James explained that
this was not the case at all, and
a good beating was the only
way to discipline boys or girls
as far as she was concerned.

| turned my attention to the
room. |I'd never been in Miss
James’ bedroom before and |
was unprepared for the intimate

atmosphere the soft seat and

lacy furnishings produced.

| looked about and was
further disturbed by a pile of
clothes which lay untidily over
a barrel chair. They were the
clothes my tutor had worn that
day in school. There was a
green pleated skirt and | could
see the sleeve of her grey
blouse. A frilly underskirt was
also visible.

My excitement mounted as |
recognized straps that belong-
ed to a suspender belt, and
others which were part of a bra.
On top was the last garment to
be discarded — a well-worn pair
of white nylon panties. Her
stockings were draped over the
back of the chair.

After what seemed an age,
she came in swishing that
wretched cane.

“Now,”” she said, looking
round; ‘| wonder what we can
use?””

Her eyes lit on the chair and
throwing the cane on the bed
she pulled it into the middle of
the room.

In the dressing table mirror
| saw that the bedroom door
stood wide open; but she
moved in front of me and un-
did my belt.

As her hand pushed down
my zip it touched the erection

of mine which had been build-
ing up. She gripped it and her
lips tightened into a hard line
which | knew meant trouble.

“l could have you expelled
for this,”” she said.

“Please Miss, I'm sorry,”” |
moaned.

“Well, we shall soon see in
a moment! Bend over the back
of that chair!”” and she retriev-
ed the cane from the bed while
| did as | was ordered.

Her clothes were still on the
seat and my position forced my
face right into the middle of the
panties lying there whose pun-
gent odour filled my whole
being.

She was tapping my tensed
bottom:

“You earned five, but | shall
give you six for disturbing my
evening and that of my friends.
Six as hard as | can manage:
Understand!”’

The sweeping swish and the
whack of the cane's impact
merged into an experience of
pure pain. The second had
equally devastating results. As
| got ready for the third she

said:

“’Stick your naughty bottom
further out!”

| thrust it up as hard as |
could for three or four more
strokes, but again she was not
satisfied.

“Look here, boy, don't get
difficult with me. If you don‘t
know how to bend over proper-
ly to be caned, | can soon
teach you. I'll have you here
every night until you do learn!””

| bent my knees and pushed
back with all my might to take
the last two strokes, both of
which had me howling. My
tears were staining those de-
lectable panties!

She was a little out of breath
as she finished: but she panted:

“I hope that hurt as much as
| intended and that the punish-
ment will do you good. If it
doesn't, | shall happily arrange
a repeat performance for you."”

There were other occasions
as well; but perhaps | can tell
you about them another time!

A.D.
Birmingham
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SUSPECTED LESBIAN

PUNISHED

My husband introduced me
to your periodical and thinks
you may be interested in my
school experiences.

Twelve years ago my family
decided to return to this coun-
try from Rhodesia. | was then
nearly seventeen years old and
my parents thought it would be
a good idea for me to spend at
least a year at a boarding
school to polish up my educa-
tion.

Eventually Daddy chose a
school in the West Country.
My first shock came when | at-
tended the interview. | dis-
covered all the girls, including
the seniors, wore very short
gym slips with three-quarter
length socks.

Later, when | went to the out-
fitters for my complete uniform,
the shop assistant used a
twelve inch rule to measure my
gym slip from its top to my
knee cap.

You can imagine what a
freak | looked as | was five feet
ten inches tall, with a thirty-
eight inch bust. Every time |
walked my navy school
knickers were on full display.
Before coming to England | had
practically lived in jeans!

My first few weeks at the
school were pure hell. | rebell-

ed against all the petty restric-
tions imposed on us — such as

a ban on radios (I loved pop
music) and lights out by 9.30
p.m

The Games Mistress was a
freedom-of-body fanatic. This
meant that whenever we did
P.T. or played hockey we were
only allowed to wear a vest and
knickers. Every time | ran
around my boobs would be
bouncing all over the place.

Some of the local lads had
quite an eyeful down at the
playing fields!

My first encounter with the
Head-Mistress came after | had
been at the school for six
weeks.

One of the girls who was my
friend and who shared my
dormitory was very upset one
day when she received a letter
from her boy friend telling her
that their big romance was all
over.

| heard her crying in her bed
and | suggested that she came
into my bed for me to comfort
her. As we snuggled up to-
gether the Duty Mistress unex-
pectedly came in. She nearly
exploded when she saw us and
said she would report us to the
Head-Mistress.

Next morning, after prayers,

-
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we were told to go to the
Head's study. After keeping us
waiting for nearly half-an-hour,
she appeared looking very
stern.

She gave us a lengthy lec-
ture and warned us that if we
were ever found in bed together
again it would mean instant ex-
pulsion. However, on this oc-
casion, she would let us off
with a severe caning.

| had never been caned
before in my life and | had no
idea what to expect. She
ordered us to remove our gym
slips and knickers; then she
went to her cupboard and pro-
duced a long whippy cane.

| was terrified. | shall never
forget standing there, practi-
cally in the nude, praying that
some miracle would happen.

My heart sank even further
when she turned to me and
said:

“Right, you first! Bend over
this chair holding each arm!"”

“My God,” | thought. "“What
a big target my bottom must
make!"”

| stayed in this position for
what seemed ages waiting for
the first stroke to land.

To my surprise | felt her
hand feeling first one cheek
and then the other; and | swear
| felt her fingers trail between
my legs. | confirmed later that
this happened to my friend as
well.

When the first stroke fell
right across the centre of my
bottom, | nearly fainted. The
pain was unbearable. The sec-
ond and third strokes fell in
almost the same spot. The
fourth and fifth strokes were
lower down my bottom.

When the final stroke landed
across the top of my thighs |
let out one almighty yell and
leaped to my feet. The whole
of my rear felt like a red hot
furnace.

Through my tears | could see
my friend waiting. She was
deathly pale and already sob-
bing. Eventually she received
an identical punishment to my-



self.

We were allowed to spend
the rest of the morning in the
gsick bay, bul it was several
days befoie the pain totally
disappeared.

This was the first of several
ancounters | had with our Head
Mistress. | will write and tell
you about these at some later

date.
MW, (Mrs.)
Wattord

PARENT'S PREFERENCE

May | congratulate you on
the centinuing excellence of
your magazine and more parti-
cularly on that of the two
Spanking Specials. My only
criticism is the reduction of the
number of readerz’ latters in
the second one.

As an only child, educated
in 28 public school, 1 had very
little contact with girls until the
outbreak of the War in 18938
when | was sent away to stay
with relatives in a safe area.

It was a pleasant surprise to
find that my cousins, the elder
my own age and her young
sistar, daspite being mere
girls, were very good fun.

It was an excess of high
spirits one afternoon that led to
a large flower vase being shat-
tered. This brought my aunt on
the scene and she said that her
husband would deal with the
matter that evening. As we
tidied the room the girls were
sure they were to be caned, but
that | might be let off as | was
a visitor.

Later that evening my uncle
told us that because of the
closeness of our ages | was to
recaive the same punishment
as Pamela who was sixteen
years old, We had to change
into our pyjamas and wait out-
side his study.

| was not unduly worried
about the punishment as | was
no stranger to the cane and felt
that as my punishment was to
be the same as Pamela's that

it” would be
discipline,

The younger girl went into
the study first while Pamela
and | waited outside. Sudden-
Iy there came an unmistakable
swishl crack! . . . followed quite
rapidly by the sound of three
further strokes and a couple of
agonised yelps,

The door opened and a tear-
ful Jane came scuttling out,
her hands clutched frantically
1o her bottom.

The door closed behind
Pamela. This time there came
the sound of six strokes with a
noticeably longer pause be-
tween them and, towards the
end, just one sharp cry of pain.

As she re-appeared, Pamela
was dry-eyed but grimacing.
walking stiffly and her hands
were tightly clenched at her
sides.

Ey this time my earlier com-
placency had begun to wane. It
was not helped by the sight of
the cane in my uncle's hand as
| entered the room. It bore 3
resermnblance to the very punish-
ing stick favoured by my
Housemaster at school.

I was told to bend over the
back of a leather armchair. The
cane swished down and | felt
its supple length curve round
my bottom; then the sudden

e
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snatching pain that burhed and
mounted as each stroke added
its quota to the fiery whole,

| was given a good six, the
best | ever had, and my illus-
ions regarding the punishment
of girls had been woefully
shattered. :

During my stay with these
relatives | shared another and
more severe punishment with
Parmela. It was fully three
weeks before the marks of our
canings, particularly where the
strokes had over-layed, Tinally
faded and disappeared.

Shortly after returning to my
own school, air-raid shelters
had been built, and | was ap-
pointed a school prefect. In
this capacity | had my first
experience of administering
rather than receiving the cane,
learning, undeér strict super-
vision, 10 ‘temper justice with
mercy , not only with regard to
the number of strokes, but also
the choice f cane, depending
on the misconduct and age of
the culprit.

| lett school at eighteen and
joined the Army. This broaden-
ed my social contacts consider-
ably, and | discovered in
general conversation that our
form of discipline was far from
unigque and was quite frequently
the punishment meted out for
unpunctuality,

After | had been commis-



sioned, | was awaiting a post-
ing to my regiment overseas
and had only supernumary
duties to perform so | spent
most of my spare time in the
company of a young lady of
eighteen whose charm had cap-
tivated me.

We had gone out for a walk
and a quiet drink one evening
when we met some friends. We
were invited to the house of
one of them and an impromptu
party developed.

| noticed the time and asked
Sheila — which was the girl’s
name — whether | should take
her home or telephone her
mother; but she shrugged her
shoulders and said that it
would probably be all right.

It was a little after midnight
when we arrived at her home,
and | was expecting the cus-
tomary cup of coffee, good-
night kiss and cuddle; but, as
she put her key in the lock, her
angry mother opened the door
and ushered us into the hall,
proceeding to berate me for
bringing her daughter home so
late.

Sheila came to my defence,
saying that | had offered to
bring her home, and that her
lateness was entirely her own
fault.

Her mother accepted this
explanation and apologised to
me, but added that as it was so
late and she wished to speak
to her daughter, perhaps |
would excuse her for not offer-
ing me coffee, and so she bade
me goodnight.

Sensing a certain amount of
tension | made my farewell and
asked Sheila to meet me for
morning coffee in the town.
She nodded uncertainly, and
said that she would — if she
could.

When she arrived at our
rendezvous she was carrying a
shopping basket and appeared
a little flustered. After order-
ing, | asked her if she had been
in much trouble with her
mother after | had left.

She blushed and, shifting

uncomfortably, whispered:

“Yes, | had the cane,” and
added, as it was Saturday
morning, ““and I'm not allowed
out again this weekend. I'm
supposed to be shopping now."”

Some friends of ours joined
us then, so Sheila hurriedly
drank her coffee and excused
herself, asking me to telephone
that afternoon.

| called in the afternoon to
learn that she was still confined
to the house, but | was allowed
to come round to keep her com-
pany.

When | arrived she told me
that she had been given eight
strokes and despite her plead-
ings for extra ones in lieu her
mother had remained adamant
regarding her house restriction.
Her mother was much stricter
than her father.

When Sheila and her older
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sister, Christine, were young
they had been spanked by their
mother, either with the hand or
with a light Scottish tawse.
One day they had been par-
ticularly naughty and were sent
to their rooms for a strapping.
Sheila had obediently, albeit
reluctantly, lowered her knick-
ers and gone across her
mother’s lap for the tawse.
However, when it was
Christine’s turn, she refused
and, breaking away, locked
herself in the lavatory. She re-
fused to come out and stayed
there until her father came
home and then she emerged,
saying she was far too old to
have her bare bottom punished.
Her father agreed that she
was far too old for her mother
to struggle with, but thought he
could manage!
Both girls were ordered to



the living room where their
father was waiting with a pun-
ishment cane, and after a few
remarks concerning obedience
and respect, Christine was told
to bend over.

She pleaded tearfully to be
excused, or to be allowed to
have her strapping instead, but
her father forced her to bend
over and gave her six sharp
strokes across her knickered
bottom. Sheila escaped this
time, but it was not long before
she was similarly punished.

Just after Sheila’s fourteenth
birthday they both lied to evade
punishment and when this de-
ception was discovered they
were told they would suffer
severely.

This time they were ordered
to change into pyjamas and
come down to the dining room.
When they entered they saw
that a low-backed chair had
been reversed and placed
against the side of the dining
table.

After a few words concern-
ing the gravity of their offence,
their father produced a new
and considerably longer cane.

Sheila was punished first.
Kneeling on the upholstered
seat of the chair she was made
to bend forward and grasp the
farther edge of the table. Her
pyjama clad bottom was then
treated to six unhurried strokes,
the full effect of the cane being
felt each time.

She ran sobbing from the
room, and a few minutes later
was joined by a similarly pun-
ished and equally tearful sister.

Before this delightful rela-
tionship was broken by my
being posted to my regiment, |
was careful to ensure that
Sheila was not punished again
for lateness, but | did discover
that her bottom was not averse
to a little playful spanking.

There was, however, one
further incident. We had been
to the cinema, with maternal
permission to exceed the ten
o’clock curfew; and as we
entered the house we heard the

end of a telephone conversa-
tion. Sheila’s mother was say-
ing:

“No, Christine, certainly not!
You will come straight home.””

Sheila and | had our usual
cup of coffee and a little
canoodle, and in due course
made our way towards the
front door for the final good-
night kiss.

As we passed the dining
room, Sheila disengaged her-
self and peeped through the
door. She beckoned me over
and, opening the door a little
wider, whispered:
_I”Chrissie's going to catch
it!"”

In the shaft of light from the
hall, lying on the polished sur-
face of the table, was a long,

slim, root-handled nilgherri
cane!
In many homes parental

authority was reinforced by a
similar use of C.P.; and in this
respect it appeared that girls
were punished more frequent-
ly than boys and certainly to a
much later age.

This incidence of parental
and perhaps other forms of
domestic discipline was un-
doubtedly influenced not only
by the prevailing moral codes
but also by the availability of
the instruments of correction.

It was not uncommon in
earlier days to find two or three
supple canes among the dis-
play of walking sticks in a
tobacconist’s shop.

In my home town, in a
leatherware shop behind the
section dealing with saddlery
and riding equipment, there
was an awesome selection of
crook-handled and straight
canes in a variety of lengths
and thicknesses. There were
also three-tailed Scottish
tawses, graded by length and
weight.

| hope that many more of
your readers will write of their

experiences and give their
views on this subject.
H.A.
Surrey
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DUTCH DISCIPLINARIAN

Your articles about spanking
in your last Special were very
interesting and | should like to
add a few comments to them.

Though the education in
Holland is in general not strict
| am a firm believer in Corpor-
al Punishment and the use of
the hand to chastise. | was
brought up very strictly and be-
lieve that this is a good thing.
| should like to tell you some-
thing about my experiences.

When | was a boy | had to
obey immediately. At home
there were very strict rules, and
on the table there was always a
leather strap (in your journal
you call these straps a tawse).

For minor faults this strap
was used on my hands or on
my behind. At dinner | was not
allowed to speak but only to
answer questions directly ad-
dressed to me. If | did not,
then the strap was used im-
mediately.

For really serious punish-
ments | had to go to my father's
room where | would have to un-
dress completely. | would then
take the cane to my father, who
would say:

“Bottom up!””

| had to stand with my feet
wide apart and before a small
table. | then bent over and was
not allowed to move my arms
or legs. If | did so, | got another
spanking.

| received many blows and |
had to count them. The pain
was awful and | remember now
how they used to sting.

I would get the strokes on
the buttocks and | was not
allowed to cry or make any
sound except soft weeping.

Of course the cane left
marks and when it was all over
my father would make me stand
in the corner at attention. Hav-
ing to face the wall and not be
allowed to move or rub my
bottom just after a spanking
was almost as bad as the actual
beating itself.



The whole education was
hard but good. | always had to
sleep in the nude and in the
morning | had to stand before
my bed — nude, of course — to
do my exercises and then take
a cold shower.

When | came home from
school, | changed into gym
shorts and a shirt, without any
underwear. Before dinner |
changed into long trousers and
a white shirt and tie.

The meal was at seven
o'clock precisely; and three
minutes before | had to stand
behind my chair and could only
sit down after my parents were
seated. If | was ever late home
| got a very hard spanking.

Now | know that this is good
for children. My wife was also
very strictly educated. We have
two daughters, aged ten and
seventeen years respectively,
and we punish them in the old
way.

If you like | will send you
another letter to tell of their
discipline.

J. van B.
The Hague

SCHOOLMISTRESS
STRAPS PUPILS

Thank you for your Spanking
Specials Nos. 2 and 4. They
are the best | have ever read
and | look forward to the next
issue.

What memories they brought
back of the 20's and 30’s,
when spanking was part and
parcel of family life; when it
was the accepted thing that the
bare bottoms of school friends,
both boys and girls, were
smacked by hand, strap or slip-
per by mother or father when-
ever it was deserved!

In schools the cane was used
on boys and girls — generally
on the hands. In private
schools, however, there were
exceptions.

At the convent not far from
where | lived the girls in class
were caned on the seat of their
knickers with three to six

strokes; but if they were sent
to the Reverend Mother's
study, it was a case of taking
their knickers down and getting
six with a strap on the bare
bottom.

The convent was a fee pay-
ing school which took girls
from the age of twelve until
they were sixteen. A similar
system existed at an equivalent
boys’ school.

As my father spent a great
deal of time at sea, it was my
mother who used to spank me.
In those days boys wore short,
lined trousers until they left
school at fourteen or sixteen,
and when | misbehaved my
mother unfastened my trousers
— unless it was bed time, when
| just undressed — pulled them
down, put me across her lap,
turned back my shirt and then
soundly smacked my bottom.
Of course, | yelled at the time
but | soon got over the pain.

When | was twelve | went to
a Grammar School where there
were boys’ and girls’ classes
separately. There were, how-
ever, some mixed classes in
that the girls sat in one group
and the boys in another.

When the boys were punish-
ed they were caned on the
hands; while the girls got im-
positions and detentions. It was
known, however, that some of
the girls" were caned by the
female staff after school.

It was about three-quarters
through my second year that |
started dodging the homework
set by one of the lady teachers
who took us in several differ-
ent subjects.

| started in quite a small
way; but it grew and soon, with
various excuses, | was avoiding
a good deal of homework. |
told my mother, who hadn’t
spanked me for several
months, that no homework was
being given.

Then one Friday when | got
home after playing football,
washed, and had eaten my tea,
my mother told me that she had
had a visit from the teacher,
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Miss Lewis. | knew | had been
found out and denied nothing.

My mother gave me a long
lecture and told me that | was
to go to Miss Lewis, who had
a flat nearby, apologise, and
accept her punishment.

| reached Miss Lewis’s flat
at about half-past seven. An-
other talking-to followed, and
then Miss Lewis gave me a
choice: either be reported to
the Headmaster, with the possi-
bility of being expelled, or be
punished by her.

| agreed to accept her pun-
ishment; so she told me she
would give me twelve strokes
of the cane across my bottom,
six then and the remaining six
in a week’'s time.

Accordingly, | took off my
jacket, removed my trousers
and bent over the arm of an
upholstered chair. | took up my
position with my bottom well
up in the air. Miss Lewis turned
back my shirt tail to bare my
bottom and then swish — the
first stroke was a really stinging
one.

I yelled: it was worse than
any hand smacking, which had
been my only previous experi-
ence. | couldn’t move because
she had one hand pressing in
the small of my back as | re-
ceived the six strokes.

| was in tears, my bottom
very sore, and after resting a
while | went home; but not
before Miss Lewis had re-
minded me that | was to come
again the next Friday and
commented that she hoped |
wouldn't make such a fuss
when she caned me next time!

When | got home | had to tell
my mother what had happened
and then | went up to bed.
While | was undressing, my
mother inspected my bottom,
told me it was no more than |
deserved and that she, herself,
would punish me on Sunday.

From Friday to Sunday |
wondered what my mother
would do. | didn’t think she
would give me a hand smack-
ing, and | had never seen a



cane in the house, but | did re-
member she had once showed
me an old leather razor strap
and remarked that it was just
the thing to spank me with.

Finally, Sunday afternoon
came. My mother told me to go
upstairs, take off my shirt and
trousers, and then call her.

Standing in my vest, | called
her, and she came into the bed-
room carrying the razor strap.
A pillow was placed on the
edge of the bed and | had to
bend over it.

My bottom was well exposed
and, remembering Miss Lewis’s
remarks about making a fuss,
I gritted my teeth as the first
strokes of the strap fell across
my bare flesh.

| received twelve strokes and
it was impossible not to cry
out, but | took them better than
those from Miss Lewis’s cane.

That evening my mother re-
marked that she thought it was
a mistake to have stopped

spanking me as it seemed obvi-
ous that at least while | was
still at school a spanking from
time to time was a good thing.

For minor faults, she de-
cided, she would hand smack
my bottom; but for more seri-
ous offences she would use the
strap.

| found out that at least two
other boys and six girls suffer-
ed Miss Lewis’s attentions. In
fact the girls were quite fre-
quent visitors to her flat.

| hope this letter will be of
interest, and may | add that |
welcomed the photos in a
recent issue of your periodical
of a wife spanking her hus-
band. More of these would be
appreciated.

One further thing: is it pos-
sible to obtain films of spank-

ing? I'm sure readers would

be interested.

A.S.J.B.
Herts.
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CORRECTIVE TRAINING
FOR SHARON -

The letters in your magazine
on spanking intrigue me, for |
came across this practice late
in life, judging by the experi-
ences of others; and then only
through my wife's desire to
have her bottom smacked.

We both enjoyed the letters
in No. 12, He Spanks — She
Spanks — You Will Be Caned,
and the prize letter. My wife
expressed similar comments
over a case reported in-recent
newspaper issues about a café
proprietor who caned his six-
teen year old assistants.

My wife became so involved
and affected by this news item
that she wanted twelve strokes
on the spot to relieve her ten-
sions, urging me to bare her
bottom for the treatment.

For me the real pleasure
arises from seeing her enjoy-
ing herself, for | do not enjoy
hurting her.

It was fun easing down her
tight jeans and tugging her tiny
white briefs clear of the curv-
aceous area they covered; but
having got that far, and with
my wife, Sharon, in a very at-
tractive position for love-
making over the arm of the
settee, revealing all that | find
the most exciting features of
any woman between her chub-
by thighs, | would have prefer-
red gratifying my feelings by
giving her my own rod instead
of the cane.

However, one has to keep
one’s wife happy and fulfill her
wishes first.

We had been married two
years before this spanking urge
of hers was revealed. Sharon
was then twenty-two and | was
twenty-four. Both of us had
sexual experience before mar-
riage and wé had sexual rela-
tions while we were engaged,
but this was all perfectly
normal and we enjoyed plenty
of sex.

The only clue to any oddity
in Sharon’s behaviour had been



her frequent desire to lie face
down or kneel over pillows for
the sexual act so that | could
take her from the rear. She
found this position most excit-
ing and liked me to fondle her
breasts and lower belly while
mounted.

Then we went to a holiday

camp and met lvy and Hugh.
They were older than we were,
but they latched on to us during
the two weeks we were there.
Hugh is a steel erector and his
physique appealed to Sharon.
We all clowned about on the
beach in swim suits and she
loved him mauling her about.

Over drinks one evening
Hugh and Ilvy admitted they
went in for swapping and talk-
ed about sex. lvy described
their interest as being Swingers
and suggested their way of life
added zest to marriage.

In bed that night | was mak-
ing love to Sharon when she
joked that Hugh, in his swim
trunks, certainly had a fine pair
of swingers and added that he
had plenty of equipment to im-
press the girls.

| asked her why she was
thinking of him while we were
having sex and wanted to know
if she fancied him. She just
purred and whispered:

“l bet that lot feels good
between your thighs!”

Later, as we lay cuddling, |
asked her if she would like to
try him, for | knew | would en-
joy laying lvy.

Sharon needed a little more
pressure but by the time we
met the other two the next
morning she had agreed to a
swap. | mentioned this to Hugh
over breakfast and he was de-
lighted.

That morning he fawned over
my wife so much it was like a
couple of animals cavorting in
the Zoo, and later vy and Hugh
suggested a swap before lunch.

We split up. | went to Ivy's
chalet and Hugh went to mine.

vy peeled her swim suit off
immediately we were alone
with a professional flourish

which proved she was used to
being nude in front of men and
cuddled up to me, at the same
time pulling my trunks down.

We were hitting the sack in
a few minutes and | admit it
was very exciting having a
different partner. | thought
about Sharon only when Ivy
got her mouth over my organ
after we had finished. She said
| had been too quick for her and
she wanted it again.

The four of us met for lunch,
fully dressed, although Hugh
and | had to return to our own
chalets to get our clothes.

Sharon was in her undies
when | returned and seemed a
little quiet although she said it

had been a wonderful experi- -

ence.

That evening we went to the
dance and had drinks and Hugh
wanted to swap for the night.
| looked at Sharon and she
nodded agreement. Hugh
teased her:

“You know what that means,
poppet . . . | warned you!” but
she only laughed.

| noticed he took one of his
rubber beach shoes when he
went to our chalet for the night
and wondered what he wanted
it for, but nobody told me.

It was not until the next
night when | was in bed with
my own wife and she began
kissing my organ and closing
her mouth over me that |
realised that Hugh had taught
her this refinement in love-
making. When | broached the
subject she said:

“He made me . . . he had me
kneeling over him and he
whacked my bottom with his
beach shoe until | went the
whole way . . . haven't you
noticed the bruises on me?"’

She turned so | could see the
discoloured area on both
cheeks. It was not so notice-
able that it appeared painful,
more like one s behind looks
after sitting on a hard surface
for a long time, but as it had
happened twenty-four hours
before and she had been in the
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sea a lot that day, it must have
hurt when given.

She admitted that he had
wanted the same thing at the
morning session and had put
her over his knee and tanned
her with his hand until she
kissed him down there. He had
warned her then that next time
he would want it properly to
the point of ejaculation but she
had replied:

“Not on your life!”

But after they had parted she
thought a lot about it, and how
masterful he had been, and she
admitted she was curious
before they even got going to
see what a spanking with the
rubber shoe was like; then,
during love-making, he had
made her straddle him so he
could whack her bottom and
had then demanded complete
satisfaction. |

My concern that Hugh had
chastised my wife was over-
shadowed by the joy that she
was now willing to perform
fellatio for me; and as her
passion was at its peak that
night | thought the swapping
game was a good way of
having one’s wife trained in
things she had not done before.

We swapped three more
nights after that, not in suces-
sion, and | heard Hugh ask
Sharon if he needed to bring
the slipper to get obedience:

“Yes, please,” she laughed.

| began wondering what else
he planned teaching her, never
dreaming she was enjoying
being beaten. But when the
holiday was over and they
talked of meeting for dates in
the future, which was agreed
even though they lived in
Durham and we in London,
Hugh joked to Sharon:

“If you visit us I've got a
nice springy cane just made for
a bottom like yours.”

Life returned to normal,
Sharon to her job, | to mine,
and love-making when we felt
like it, which with my wife
means four or five times a
week. Her habit is to get into



bed naked and purr:

“Don‘t put your pyjama
pants on tonight, Pete,”” which
is her way of saying she wants
sex.

Once in a while she mention-
ed Hugh and wished he lived
nearer but she never com-
plained of the pleasure we
gave each other.

Then, one evening as we un-
dressed, she studied her bot-
tom in the mirror, pulling her
briefs tight between the cheeks,
and said:

“I've got a pretty bottom;
don’t you think so? Wouldn't
you like to smack it?"

| put her over my lap, or
rather she crawled over it, and
| pulled her knickers down but
| was loth to give her tender
cheeks more than a light hand-
slapping for she was wriggling
as though it hurt like blazes.

After a bit | eased up and we
made love but she was a bit
peevish and when | asked why,
she told me | was not as
masterful as Hugh and that he
would have tanned her until
she begged him to stop and
then he would have given her
more. | replied that | did not
to hurt her. She answered:

“It isn't hurting me really; |
like it. Hugh used to make me
climax with that slipper and he
once kept at it until | had a
second one. He wouldn't take
no for an answer when | plead-
ed | couldn’'t do it again . . .
and then you can guess what
he wanted in return from me!”’

She got out of bed, handed
me her hairbrush and said:

“Here, use this: it won't hurt
your hand so much.”

That time | kept it up until
she asked me to stop and next
morning as she put her clean
briefs on | saw she was still
red.

After that those hairbrush
spankings were demanded a
couple of times or more a
week before sex.

A little later Hugh sent us
some photos of himself and
Ivy taken at a swap party. My

wife began asking if we could
find a couple to swap with for
some added fun.

It was easy meeting people
through advertisements and we
swapped with about seven
couples up to Christmas.
Sharon even posed nude for
one man so we had prints of
her to send to others who were
interested.

Sharon favoured a particu-
lar couple because the fellow
chastised her with a strap, al-
though by the sounds of her
yelling and the marks she had
after every meeting, | often felt
like leaving my partner to go to
Sharon’s rescue.

vy and Hugh invited us to
spend Christmas with them and
that was when Sharon got three
spankings; for she agreed to it
each time Hugh wanted to
whack her. | witnessed the
second with lvy, who was well
used to her husband’s habits.

The other two occasions
took place in a bedroom with
only Sharon and Hugh present.

On the second evening we
had been drinking and larking
about when Hugh teased
Sharon that he thought she de-
served the cane again. We were
all dressed, for sex was in-
dulged in only when we went
to bed. In fact, apart from the
fact that we exchanged wives
at night, the rest of the time we
behaved normally. Sharon
stuck her tongue out at Hugh's
comment and he went for the
cane.

When he returned, Sharon
laughed that she had not meant
it; but he adopted an authori-
tative attitude and ordered her
to bend over with her hands on
a coffee table.

| know now that part of my
wife’s excitement is achieved
by showing her bottom off — a
form of exhibitionism, in fact —
and that, | suppose, was why
she adopted the position he
ordered because both lvy and |
were looking on.

It is also part of a maso-
chist’'s make-up to prove just
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how much punishment she can
take, especially to an audience;
and when Hugh threw the dress
up over Sharon’s back and
tucked her slip under, she re-
mained passive while he turned
down her knickers and tights.

| gaped at the weals she had
from the night before, but |
did not intervene. Hugh made
her bend lower and lower and
told her to part her feet to the
extent that her tights at her
calves permitted so that her
genitalia were exposed. Then
he said:

“Now keep still, poppet;
twelve of the best if you're a
good girl but more if you try to
get up!”

Then he gave her a sharp
whack and slowly dealt the
others. Sharon remained still
apart from wriggling her bot-
tom from side to side, which |
suspect she did more to tease
him than because it was hurt-
ing too much, and when it was
over she was, smiling and he
said:

“Up to bed!"’ leaving lvy and
me to amuse ourselves.

When we returned home
Sharon wanted to purchase a
cane, finding some magic qual-
ity in this instrument surpass-
ing all others; and when we
inserted our one and only
advertisement in a contact
magazine she wanted the
words: ‘Masterful man sought
by submissive wife,” included
in it.

As | said at the beginning,
my enjoyment comes from
knowing my wife is gaining
stimulation, but it is not pos-
sible to indulge in this be-
haviour without feeling some
erotic compulsions, even when
they only stem from seeing
that part of a girl which is both
sensuous and normally well
concealed and, as a woman is
as much entitled to her sexual
pleasures as a man, | see little
harm in these practices.

BR.
London






RAISED SKIRT MOVIES

| have just read the last issue
of your magazine and would
like to congratulate you on yet
another fine issue. | am not, un-
fortunately, a regular reader as
domestic circumstances pre-
clude this.

The photograph on page fifty-
five is superb. Well worth the
cover price alone in my opinion.
It's a pity that only half a page
was allowed for this exquisite
shot, however.

Turning to page forty-five, |
now quote:

o . as she turns somer-
saults and reveals all she’s got
on with such candour and
freshness and flirtatiousness,’”
(hear, hear, encorel).

The writer was discussing
gym slips but surely the above
quotation applieswhatever
form of everyday apparel is
worn by the performer?

| do not understand why it
seems to be impossible to pur-
chase cine films depicting such
activities as somersaults, hand-
stands, cartwheels, and so on,
when one can purchase films
dealing in graphic detail with
practically every other facet of
life one might wish to observe.

On making enquiries all one
is offered are the ‘British Stan-
dard Striptease’ films which,
frankly, | find rather clinical
and unexciting. How, | envy
our American cousins with their
‘Raised Skirt Movies.’

Why is there this distinct
difference between the U.S.A.
and Great Britain? If such films
are commercially viable there,
then surely they would be a
commercial proposition here as
well? | cannot think there is
such a marked difference in
sexual predeliction as to ac-
count for this difference in
marketing policy.

An excellent article in a pre-
vious issue touched on this
subject and the author seemed
as puzzled as | am about this
anomaly. After all, watching

girls on windy days, or playing
in the playground is surely the
introduction for most people to
the exciting world of love and
sex, albeit at a very tender age.
Consider, if you will for a
moment, the erotic connota-
tions of a girl in everyday
clothes: i.e. pleated skirt,
knickers, stockings, suspender
belt, performing minor gym-
nastic manoeuvres such as |
have mentioned above; or a
slow motion study of a girl on
a trampoline! Surely such a film
would be more appealing to
many people because it is
reminiscent of their early
voyeuristic experiences? Such
a film leaves far more to the
imagination than a B.S.S. film.
Perhaps an investigation into
the non-availability of ‘Raised
Skirt Movies’ in this country
would make an interesting
article.
| am aware that this letter is
on a very tame subject com-
pared to some matters about
which your other correspond-
ents wax lyrical, but | have a
definite interest in this topic
and if this letter is printed |
would be most pleased.
R.D.
Middlesex

CANING CONNOISSEUR

| must write to congratulate
you on the new Spanking
Special issue. It was superb,
wonderful. Words fail mel!
Never have | seen so many
beautiful bare bottoms in one
magazine.

May | suggest for future
editions some illustrated ex-
tracts from other classic novels
and books on Corporal punish-
ment: for example Cult of
Pain, where the naughty young
girls wore drawers split right
down the bottom crease and
were made to hold and pull
apart these immodest garments
for punishment.

There still seems to be some
difference of opinion in which
is the best — or worst! — instru-
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ment of correction: cane or
birch. | don't think the birch
compares with the cane, al-
though the rough twigs will
draw blood from a delicate
boy’s bottom or, of course, a
girl’s. Also there is not the
bruising, biting cut of a well-

delivered stroke of a cane.
When one realises how
beautifully soft and smooth is
the flesh of a woman’s bare
bottom, one can hardly imagine
the effect of a severely applied
cane would create. Remember
that even a finger pressed
against a girl or woman’s bare
flesh will cause a bruise; so
unless one was very angry it
would be unwise to apply the
cane too severely across a wife

or daughter’s bared behind.

I.S.
Bristol

SURPRISED BY FRIEND'S
MOTHER

A recent letter in your maga-
zine was for me a very interest-
ing one because it brought back
memories of a similar nature. It
all took place in 1946 when |
was fifteen. The circumstances
were as follows:

A friend of mine had a sister
who was sixteen years old and
still at High School. Their
house was only a two bed-
roomed one. One was used by
their mother — her husband had
been killed in the war — and
they had to share the other.

Most nights my friend's
sister would undress in the
bathroom; but if he was asleep,
or pretended to be, she would
undress in the bedroom itself.

He would tell me in fine
detail all about this: the noise
the clothes made as she took
them off, what she looked like
in underwear, which was usu-
ally her light blue silk school
knickers.

| used to get very worked up
about this and normally mas-
turbated that very same night
at the thought of it.

One day | was looking out of
my bedroom window. | saw my
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friend’s mother was hanging
washing on the line and, as it
was a little windy, her skirt
was billowing about. Several
times | caught a glimpse of her
knicker legs as her skirt blew
up

There were three pairs of
my friend’s sister’'s school
knickers and four pairs of his
mother’s directoires hanging
on the line. | played with my-
self at the sight of the knickers
blowing in the wind and flap-
ping about.

| often wished | could feel
these knickers, on or off, and
then one day my chance came.

My friend's mother was
going to take him and his sister
to an aunt’s home about
seventy miles away and, as she
was staying the night as well,
she asked me if | would take
the key and feed their cat for
them.

| said | would, all shaky and
trembling inside!

It was at seven o’clock that
evening when | went in to feed
their pet. No sooner had | done
that than | found myself going
up the stairs to the bedroom of
the mother: who, by the way,
was only thirty-seven.

| carefully drew the curtains
and opened the drawer of her
dressing table. There were her
knickers: pink, blue and yellow
and all silky and shiny. | felt
terribly excited and when |
touched them | thought | would
die with agitation.

| had started out just to
touch them but now that | was
there | had an uncontrollable
urge to dress up in her clothes.
| found a suspender belt, stock-
ings, underskirt, knickers, and
a bra which | filled with a pair
of knickers rolled into a ball.
When | had done this | put on
the suspender belt and stock-
ings.

By this time | had an erection
and when the knickers slid up
my legs | nearly had an ejacu-
lation on the spot but managed
to contain myself.

Next | put on the long under-
skirt. | stood and gazed at my-
self in the mirror. The bulge at
the front caused by my erection
looked marvellous.

Having gone so far, |
thought: why not find some of
my friend’s sister’s knickers,
the ones | had so often had
fantasies about? | went into the
next room and in the dresser
there | found some of the silky
treasures. The very feel of them
almost made me ejaculate, but
again | held myself back.

| had taken some of the
knickers with me into the
mother’s bedroom, intent on a
| o n g masturbatory session,
when | heard the front door
slam and footsteps on the
stairs.

As the mother wasn’t sup-
posed to be coming back until
the next day, | was quite
frightened. | was even more
surprised, however, when the
bedroom door opened and in
waliked my friend’s mother. All
| could think of to say was:

“But you're not due back
until tomorrow!””

““Obviously you thought so!”’
she said, staring at my erection
inside her knickers.

“I'm glad | caught you,’’ she
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continued. "My late husband
liked to dress up like that, too:
and we played for long sessions
at a time. It's been four years
since I've had any sex fun and
it looks as if you're a big boy.
Either you agree or | tell your
parents.”’

| agreed. In the circum-
stances, | had no real choice.

“Undress me,”” she ordered
and | obeyed.

Her long dress came off first:
then her long silky underskirt.
The sight of her in her bra,
stockings and beautiful pink
directoire knickers was incred-
ibly stimulating to me.

“Take off my bra and knick-
ers!”

Her breasts were firm and
had large, erect nipples.

“Now take off the knickers
you're wearing,”’ she said, “‘and
fetch me the suitcase from off
the wardrobe.”’

From the case she took two
pairs of knickers. They looked
the same as the ones we’'d
taken off but | soon found out
that they were quite different.
Her pair had an open gusset
and my pair had a hole at the
front for my genitals.

I put these knickers on and
was then told to lie on the bed
with my underskirt raised.
from another drawer was taken
a tube of cream which she said
was a local anaesthetic. This
was rubbed all over my penis
and testicles; and, after about
ten minutes, when the cream
had all soaked in, my friend's
mother mounted me — my very
first time with a woman!

After about eighteen minutes
of working herself off on me
the effects of the cream began
to wear off. | thought | was
going to explode! | have never
had such a satisfying orgasm
since!

We never repeated the act;
but my fascination with knick-
ers has never waned to this
day and | indulge my fantasies
— and sometimes activities —
whenever possible. P.M.

Middlesborough



WET FRENCH KNICKERS

| am, and always have been,
very much a leg and undies
man. It surprises me, therefore,
how little mention is made in
your columns of the delightful
garment known as ‘cami-knick-
ers.” A bra was seldom worn
with these; so no matter where
one attacked, whether it was
under the skirt or down inside
the front of the dress, the
pleasures awaiting one’s wand-
ering hand were delightful.

Cami-knickers were put on
over the head and fastened by
two little buttons under the
crotch. There was also a special
quick-release job with press
studs in place of buttons.

In either case the pleasure
of seeing them undone, or un-
doing them oneself, was de-
licious.

To watch a longish dress
gradually raised past the stock-
ing tops and suspenders, and
finally held on the hips while
the cami-knicks were set free
was out of this world.

Two separate pairs of cami-
knickers, worn by two differ-

ent girls of my acquaintance,
were particularly memorable.

Pat had a skin-tight black
lace pair that took a great deal
of love-play to undo.

The other pair were owned
by Barbara, and were Joose
fitting and made of pink satin
edged with coffee-coloured
lace.

Another type of undies sel-
dom mentioned was the
‘matching set’ consisting of
vest, French knickers and petti-
coat. They were nearly always
made of satin and edged with
lace.

| remember my sister-in-law
wearing such a set. My wife
and | had had a small dinner
party and afterwards with
coffee and drinks a certain
amount of ragging took place.

| picked up several pieces of
ice from the drinks’ tray and
thrust my hand inside the front
of Clare’'s — my sister-in-law —
dress. | ran my hand, still
holding the ice, all over her
breasts. She wriggled and
squirmed but seemed to enjoy
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the experience thoroughly.

In the end the bits of ice
escaped from my hand and
Clare jumped up and raised her
skirts. She held her dress and
petticoat above her waist and
then pulled the vest out from
inside her girdle.

She seemed to take an extra
long time to find each piece of
ice, meanwhile giving us all a
glorious view of pink satin
knickers, lace-trimmed sus-
penders, and — as worn in those
days — silk stockings.

Ice down the front of a girl’s
dress often made her squirm
so much that she gave every-
one present an extensive stock-
ing display in her efforts to
avoid the teasing. However, |
have often found ice to be
greatly enjoyed, both by the
victim and the onlookers.

On another occasion,
Barbara, whom | have mention-
ed earlier, was wearing a
jumper and skirt and sitting on
the arm of my chair during a
drinking session. | started slip-
ping pieces of ice inside her
waistband and she pretended
not to take the slightest notice
so | continued while she chat-
ted with the other people
present.

On the next occasion | was
alone with her, | put ice cubes
in her roll-on and stocking-tops
and had two pieces left over. |
asked her what | should do
with them and she picked them
up and put them into her own
bra.

On the final occasion, | had
gone to great pains to fill her
clothes up with ice — but that
was not enough! She asked me
to put some inside her. She
spread her legs open and |
obeyed her. Even this didn't
wholly satisfy her, and | had
to use two more pieces of ice
before she was content.

It was fascinating to watch
the ice gradually melt and soak
her clothes — especially to feel
her panties getting wetter all
the time!

| have met quite a few



women who liked to feel ice on
their breasts, but they were
never the ones who liked to get
their clothes wet.

Conversely, the ones who
loved a soaking in public never
enjoyed an icing-up in private.
Barbara, however, was such a
one.

The first hint she gave me
was on a lovely sunny day in
February at Brighton. She was
wearing a grey flannel suit, tan
stockings and high-heeled
shoes.

We leaned over the balus-
trade on the promenade, then
she suggested that we went
down to the beach. We stood
by the edge of the surf for a
few minutes watching the sea.

Barbara wondered out loud
how cold the water was and
calmly followed a little wave
down as it receded, squelching
in the water-laden shingle as
she walked. She stooped and
put her hand in the water at the
same time the next wave was
~approaching.

It broke over her shoes and
stockings and splashed up in-
side her skirt. She came run-
ning out and all she said was
that it was lovely and warm.

We both paddled for a
minute before she admitted
that she adored wet clothes so
we made a date to come again
and get thoroughly wet. She
had a jealous husband so care
and thought had to be taken.

Barbara always wore a sus-
pender belt and French knick-
ers when we were out to-
gether. | was, therefore, very
surprised when on the next oc-
casion we started to play in the
sea to find that she was wear-
ing cami-knickers and a roll-on.

When | asked her why the
change of undies, she answer-
ed that she thought they would
stay wet longer! After that she
got a thorough soaking — she
was wearing the same suit and
shoes as before — and quite
calmly walked back to my car
completely drenched. She
seemed to enjoy having

passers-by see her that way.

We then drove out of
Brighton to the Downs where
we hung her suit on some
bushes to dry while | warmed
her up in the car in her undies.

Some walkers later passed
by, saw the suit on the bush,
then the delightful undies that
Barbara wore — and there was
nothing she could do about it
— and they certainly had a good
look.

Do they also have mem-
ories? | wonder!

C.E.M.

London

OPPORTUNITY LOST

Congratulations on your fine
Spanking Special No. 2. | par-
ticularly liked the colour of the
magazine. For the first time |
could clearly observe the fact
that the young lady had actual-
ly been spanked. The buttock
cheeks that had partially escap-
ed the protective cover of her
white panties looked quite sore!

| have seen very few realistic
colour photographs illustrating
young ladies being spanked. In
every instance their bared bot-
toms are exactly the same
colour as the rest of their
bodies although their faces ex-
press pain.

Now and again | have seen
colour shots of ladies with
whip and cane marks across
their buttocks but somehow
these seem unreal.

Nearly every article | have
read on the subject of spanking
soon gets round to describing
buttocks changing colour after
a few spanks have been de-
livered.

On the cover of a magazine
| saw recently is a rather blur-
red colour shot of a lady held
by a man with his hand round
her neck while his other hand
is spanking her bare bottom.

| am sure this shot is from a
sex exploitation film called
Turn Me On, but the interest-
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ing point is that the bare bot-
tom being spanked is showing
signs of changing colour. What
chances have your magazine of
obtaining stills from this film
and if possible publishing a
colour print of this spanking
scene that is not blurred?

| wonder if any other of your
readers were as disappointed
as | was several weeks ago by
a television film about a rail-
way. | have forgotten the title
of the film but it was made in
Czechoslovakia and had sub-
titles.

During this film the guard,
who rather fancies his chances
with the fair sex, has his chair
pulled from under him while
rocking backwards and for-
wards on two legs of the chair.
The culprit was his young lady
secretary who was obviously
feeling rather bored.

The guard picked himself up
and started chasing the young
lady, the sub-title stating that
she was going to be spanked
when he caught her. The film
showed him chasing and event-
ually catching her.

The next shot was of the
guard holding the young lady,
face downwards on the floor.
The guard’s hand was seen to
move up her legs and when it
reached the hem of her dress
he gripped it and raised it up
to her waist. This action caused
viewers to catch sight of her
bottom encased in knickers.

Now for the spanking, |
thought — but no! The next shot
was of the guard pulling down
the knickers, revealing a shape-
ly bottom that was now com-
pletely bare. | thought that this
must be the spanking scene. No
one who had threatened a
spanking could resist the
chance to warm the buttocks
that were now on view.

What a disappointment it
was when the- guard reached
for a rubber stamp off the desk
and stamped the girl’s bottom
with it!

J:B.
Warwickshire



A PRESENT FROM BOGNOR

When my wife and myself
were in Bognor Regis last year,
my wife went into a shop to
buy some souvenirs while |
waited outside. When she
came out she remarked that she
would love to give me a can-
ing! | was astounded and
asked her what on earth had
come over her.

She replied that the shop
she had just been in had a
number of teachers’ canes
hanging up, priced at forty-
five pence, and seeing them
made her feel excited and re-
minded her of her schooldays.

| told her that if she wanted
to buy a cane, she could; but
if 1 was caned she would get
a dose as well.

She went back into the shop
and bought two canes which
the assistant wrapped in brown
paper. It was the middle of the
afternoon and my wife sug-
gested that we returned to our
hotel to try out our new pur-

The moment we were in our
hotel room, my wife undid the
brown paper wrappings and
asked who was going to receive
the first strokes.

| stripped off and touched
my toes and my wife landed a
stinging stroke on my buttocks
and said | was going to get
some more until marks appear-
ed.

| had seven before she fin-
ished; and she could hardly
speak with excitement. | gave
her some strokes myself which
made her squirm.

When we got home after
our holidays | suggested that
any love canings we had would
sound well on the tape re-
corder. My wife agreed en-
thusiastically with this.

When she is due for a can-
ing | swish the cane down near
the tape recorder and the
second stroke lands on her. |
do this while she receives six
strokes and her cries come out
on the tape very clearly.

It is then my turn to be
caned; and my wife insists that
| yell out after every stroke as
this sounds better on the tape
recorder. She also

likes to

know that | can feel the cane
properly.

When we have caned each
other we make love and cuddle
up to each other for at least an
hour. My wife often remarks
that if she had not gone into
that shop our love life would
not be as perfect as it is now!

| once asked her if she had
ever been caned at school. She
told me that she was often
called out for playing about
and given six strokes on her
hands in front of her class.

She found that about five
minutes after receiving her
punishment she became really
excited.

She told me that she tried
once to trip up her mistress and
was taken to the Headmistress
for a lecture and punishment.
She was given three hard
strokes on each hand and after-
wards she had to go to the
toilet to masturbate herself.

| have shown this letter to
my wife and after reading it
she tells me it has made her so
excited that | will have to give
her a few gentle strokes.

Jk
Glastonbury

chases.
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SCHOOLMISTRESS
USES SLIPPER

Oh to be your Editor!

Seriously, the second edition
of your Spanking Special is
even better than the first. That
double-paged colour centre
spread is really something. Per-
haps a little more action and
more blush to the young lady’s
bottom would make it perfect.

By the way, are you the
spanking schoolmistress? My
wife thinks you could be. Any-
way, my wife and I, both in our
sixties, agree that we never had
schoolmistresses like that in
our schooldays. Just old
frumps who tightened the seat
of your knickers or trousers as
the case may be and welted
your backside with a heavy
ruler.

In her last year at school —
you left school at fourteen in
those days — my wife did get
a bare-bottomed slippering
across her Headmistresses’ lap
because she called another girl
a "'bloody little bitch!”" Tut,
tut! Of course, the girl — the
other one, | mean — did get a
clout on the head from my wife
with one of the afore-mention-
ed rulers, to add insult to in-
jury, so to speak.

About the promised next
Spanking Special: my wife sug-
gests you show some school
boys getting their bottoms

warmed. That, she would like
to seel!
R.W.

Surrey

FRENCH SPANKING

| have just purchased Spank-
ing Special No. 4 and, in re-
sponse to your appeal, | have
no hesitation in telling you that
after all the work you have
done, the results were certainly
well worth it.

You have produced a second
real winner for Spanking fans.
To help towards the promised
new edition in November | en-
close an account of the circum-
stances which led to my inter-
est in the subject, and although
many years have elapsed, my
interest is still very great.

If you find the story sufficiently
interesting to include in the
special issue, go right ahead

and use it. L.P.A.
Essex
SCHOOL BEATING

| have read the correspond-
ence columns in your excellent
magazine and | think you may
be interested in an experience
I had at school which for me,
and probably for others, still
remains an erotic' experience —
although it was not meant to
be.

| was sixteen at the time and
| was caught smoking in the
cycle shed; which was particu-
larly serious as the shed was
near inflammable material
about which the whole school
had been warned.
| was sent for discipline to the
Senior Master, and had been
caned on previous occasions,
but on this particular occasion
neither the Senior Master nor
the Headmaster were available
so | was taken to the Head-
mistress, who was a spinsterish
woman of about forty, a bit
stout, fairly tall and very
serious. She always dressed
very soberly and was extremely
career minded.

She informed me she was
going to cane me, which rather
surprised me as | thought she
might be rather more lenient
than that. She was, | discover-
ed, more strict than the male
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staff.

All canings were given over
the underpants of a boy, or the
knickers if the culprit were a
girl. Under the teacher’s com-
mand | took down my trousers
and removed my blazer.

| stood in front of her desk,
legs together, and having done
this | was horrified to feel her
insert her thumbs in the waist-
band of my pants and pull them
down to my knees.

Bottoms were only bared at
this school for the most serious
offences and | was trembling
with fear as to what lay in
store for me.

I was told to bend over and
then my shirt and vest were
pulled right up to bare my
bottom completely.

| was ordered to adjust my
position so that my bottom was
more upturned to her by arch-
ing my back and bending my
torso over her low desk.

She caned me with absolute
precision, giving me eight
strokes as hard as possible on
the lower half of my bottom,
and with two strokes just under
the cheeks almost on my upper
thighs, pausing almost twenty
seconds between each stroke
to let the pain sink in.

Of course, | was aching with
desire as | had had virtually no
sexual experience by that age.
| think that nearly drove me
mad with excitement.

| could not sit down proper-
ly for about two days after-
wards and towards the end of
my school career only received
two more canings from her,
each one filling me with new
sexual feelings.

| found that other boys had
received such canings also, but
were rather too embarrassed to
talk very much about it al-
though | heard the  occasional
snippet of information which
turned me on.

Would other readers be
interested in relating their simi-
lar experiences?

B.M.L.R.
London, W.1



JANUS BOOKSHOP

THE OUTER FRINGE
OF SEX by Maurice North

Here at last is the definitive work for the Rubber
Fetishist. All the problems, desires and fantasies
of the rubber lover are fully explored.

If you want to learn all there is to know about
rubber this is the book for you. The appendix
which comprises the most candid selection of
letters written by rubber fetishists is an extra-
ordinary example of contemporary erotic writing.

Now available in paperback at £1:25

THE ROOM by Hubert Selby Jnr.

The now notorious ‘Last Exit to Brooklyn® established Hubert Selby as the
outstanding author of modern fiction. His latest bizarre novel in which the
central character is tortured by morbid sado-sexual fantasies and his inability
to control his horrendous imagination draws the reader into his nightmarish
existence. The Room is not a book for the squeamish.

THE FLESHLY ERELLDE

£2-70

In English for the first time and in
England for the first time.

In the Fleshly Prelude not a single
erotic experience is left undescribed.
This amazing novel is considered by
all who have read it the most
exciting piece of erotic sexual
fiction ever to leave the pen of an
author since Fanny Hill.

£3-00 post free.




SPECIAL BOOK-LIST
Fully lllustrated Photo Pocket-Books

SPANKED SWEETHEART
ILLUSTRATED SPANKING POSITIONS
SCHOOL GIRL DISCIPLINE
SCHOOLGIRL SPANKING

‘SIX OF THE BEST

GYM-SLIP SPANKING

GOOD OLD SPANKING SCHOOL DAYS
SPANKED RAW

THE WHIP GIRL

WITH HER KNICKERS DOWN
PUNISHMENT CRUISE

MADAM SPANKER
DISCIPLINE MISTRESS
OFFICE DISCIPLINE

YOUNG BOYS PUNISHMENT
PRIESTESS OF PAIN
CANERS AROUND THE WORLD, No. 2
PAINFUL CHEEKS

SWEDISH CANES
SPANKING SCHOOLGIRL
SPANKING GIRL

CONVENT SPANKERS

All the above are priced at £1 each

BIZARRE WORLD OF SPANKY LANE, No. 1
BIZARRE WORLD OF SPANKY LANE, No. 2
LESBIAN CANERS

SPANKING

DISCIPLINE NURSE

SORE SEATS :

CANERS AROUND THE WORLD

TEENAGE CANING

SPANKING SCHOOL BOY, No. 1
SPANKING SCHOOL BOY, No. 2

SPANKING SCHOOLGIRL

TEND-HER BUTTOCKS
SPANKING

- WORLD OF THE SPANKER

CORPORAL THE SUFFERERS

All the above are priced at 75p each

Minimum Order 2 Books. Add 10p postage plus 5p for each extra book ordered.
U.K. ONLY
Overseas postage rates on application.



The Janus Book Shop is now open at No. 10 Irving Street, London WC2.
(Irving Street runs from the bottom of Leicester Square to Charing
Cross Road.) You’'ll be able to buy all the issues of Janus and the Specials,
as well as all the books we advertise in Janus.

NOW IN STOCK—AII Harrison Marks Maximum range of films in 8mm
and Super 8mm, colour and black and white. Send for price list.

Please send me p. & p. free

Six Months Subscription £5-50

Janus Specials

Janus Quarterly No.1 80p

Janus Back Nos.

Enclosed CASH/CHEQUE/POSTAL ORDER

MR/MRS/MISS
FULL ADDRESS

NOTE: Prices apply to U.K. only. Overseas rates and postal charges on
application.



HAVE YOU HAD ALL THE
BACK ISSUES OF JANUS?

Whether you are a regular reader of JANUS, or have only just come across the
magazine, you may not have seen or been able to obtain all the back numbers.
To help you complete your collection we can offer all back issues, and they can
be obtained direct from .us at 50p per copy post free.

Some of the articles of special interest which you may have missed appeared
in previous issues of JANUS as follows :.

VOLUME |

No.1 Discipline in the Bedroom No.2 Voyeurism: the Watchers and the
Girls who like Girls Watched
Marquis de Sade: Man & Myth

No.4 Photo-feature on Knickers
Juliette : Female Monster of Cruelty
No.5 Fetish Appeal of Feminine Underwear pNo 6  Bizarre Clothing

No. 3 Victorian Sex Secrets
Justine : Virtue Defeated

Rubber Fascination Female Auto-eroticism
No. 7 Further Revelations of Victorian Vice No.8 Exotic Female Exhibitionists
4 ) . ) Survey of Spanking Attitudes
R e o on R ke, Slocngs No.10 Spanking Initiation. Rubber and
and. suspenders Leather Fetishism
No. 11 Girls Bound to Please No. 12 Sex and Spanking in the Cinema
The Penis. Does Size Really Matter ? Men in Bondage and Submission
VOLUME I
No.1 Tools of Bondage No. 2 Erotic Fantasies and Secret
Victorian Playmates Publications
No.3 Modern Chastity Belts Masochism in Women
Lessons for Knicker Watchers No.4 Annette Spanked :
No.5 The Rod and the Birch e e
Lesbian Adventures 9 oe Fetishism
The World of the Frotteur
No.7 The Joy of Bottoms No.8 Male Chastity Devices
Enhance your Sexuality Transvestism
No.9 Rubber Fetishism No. 10 More Victorian Playmates
Spanking Interview Three-way Sex
No. 11 Hair Fetishism No. 12 Those Sexy Au Pairs
' Breast Bondage Female Fetishism
VOLUME 1l
No.1 Spanking in the Thirties No. 2 Aphrodisiacs
Solitary Vice Sex-Fun

In addition to these main features each issue contains a liberal selection of
photos, drawings and Readers’ Letters.

Just send 50p for each number you require. All copies will be despatched by
return of post, free of all postal and packing charges, in the U.K. only. Overseas
readers add 25p per copy.

Janus Publications,

164 North Gower Street, London NW1.








