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It was in early Victorian times that women
began to wear what were then known as un-
mentionables. Indeed, they wore a great many
clothes, and it was probably for practical reasons
that black stockings first came into use. Black
drawers came a little later. in the Edwardian period.

In those davs many men never saw a naked
woman, but the Victorian man’s dream of his ideal
included those garments which clung closely to the
erotic zones of her body.

It must be remembered, too. that a pure white
skin was highly prized, and men soon discovered
the sexual attraction of a partly dressed girl with

black corset., drawers and stockings highlighting
the white skin of her thighs and bosom. It is, of
course, the old story of what is not seen being more
stimulating than what is! The male’s imagination
in these circumstances is his most successful stimu-
lant, and with memories of chorus girls, can-can
dancers and other reputedly sexually free women
he rushes out to buy his wife or mistress whatever
garments he feels will improve his sex life.

However, respectable ladies are often a little
doubtful about such items of dress., knowing full
well the source of their dubious reputation! They
seldom buy black undies for themselves and if they



are given them often exchange them for something
in a “nicer’ colour at a later date.

From this one can see that even in underwear,
tradition plays its part. It must also be remembered
that in earlier days, and probably even now, a
man’s first sight of women’s underwear 1s the
schoolgirl’s knickers and black stockings. Thus at
an early age the contrast of black material on white
flesh 1s established in the male mind as the most
erotic of sights. Strange that garments such as that,
supposedly ugly, should produce such an effect.

A definite eye-catcher was not just the woman’s
legs, but also the stockings that adorned them.
Very often these were black, which made a sensual
contrast to the creamy skin of her thighs above
their tops. Visually the area was decorative. Now it
1s frequently as plain and drab as an architect’s
drawing.

There was, and still is. something exotic about
black stockings. Two things, in fact, although the
second 1s common to all stockings. The first is the
colour contrast and the way black silk or nylon
enhances every curve or line from mid-thigh to
ankle. The other piece of sensual delight is the
sense of touch.

Many magazines of the 30°s and 40’s consisted
simply of short stories illustrated with very appeal-
ing line drawings in which every girl was a Dors or
Andress and thighs were for touching. Breasts were
often half-concealed beneath brief filmy bras. These
stories did not use four-letter words since at that
time, as in the 50’s even, they were considered
obscene.

The absence of these four-letter words, however,
made those stories more erotic. The writers had to
work a lot harder to build up an erotic atmosphere
and, as every writer knows, what is left out will
be filled in very imaginatively by the reader.
Obviously a reader’s imagination has a far greater
store of sensual and erotic imagery than a writer
could put in print.

Think about it a little and you will realise that
modern erotica offers the reader very little indeed.
Basically there is kissing, an exchange of rather
crude dialogue, stripping oftf the clothes, and then
the inevitable.

Writers of the 30's and 40’s did a great deal of
descriptive writing. They lingered over stockings
and thighs: they dwelt longer over those moments
when a lover’s trembling fingers began — in the
middle of impassioned lovemaking — to lift the
hem of the girl’s skirt. The journey wasn’t as short
as it 1s today, but that made the explorations all
the more memorable. The heroes of those almost
forgotten tales did not simply ““thrust their hand
up’ to use today’s crude expression.

Every part of the movement from Kknee to
stoc.kmg tops was tenderly described. Few writers
missed describing the male palm and fingers ex-
ploring those areas of silk or nylon clad legb. And

then there was the rich transition from taut stocking
tops (stopping to savour the feel of suspenders or
garters) to the creamy columns of warm, waiting
thigh flesh. Those were truly the days, for by this
stage the reader was dry-lipped with expectation,
waiting desperately for those sly fingers to begin a
new exploration of lacy-edged panties.

By the time this stage was reached, the writer
had to turn elsewhere, for from this moment on
you imagined the rest of her thighs and climbed
the staircase of erotic bliss In your imagination.
You imagined the plumpness of her bottom beneath
the veil of well-stretched panties. You imagined . . .
in fact, that word is the clue to the whole black
stocking thing. It brings sexuality and sensuality to
the girl who is wearing black stockings, and we
have seen the reasons for that. It indicates, too,
that she knows they are naughty and wants them
to be so: it suggests that she wants to display,
rather in the way girls displayed when they wore
mini-skirts.

The real purpose of drawers would be a matter
of debate. They fulfill many purposes. but it is
their erotic values rather than any others with
which we must deal. Drawers have figured in all
erotic literature, and often in literature that 1is
erotic only as a secondary feature. Any man who

says he has no interest in drawers would seem to

be a candidate for a personality investigation . . .
any normal man, that i1s!

Drawers form a last barrier, though often a very
formidable one, between a man and his desires.
These desires can be focussed on the front of the
drawers or the buttocks. Most men find both areas
equally attractive at some time in their sexual
lives.

All this 1s an example of a well-proven fact —
that which conceals, enhances. To slide a woman’s
drawers off her hips does many things for a man,
not least being a demonstration of his virility as
he lowers the final barrier between himself and
fulfilment. So, when all is said and done, drawers
dropped or taken down don’t reveal anything novel
or very different. What is demonstrated is that a
sequence of events has begun, a ritual commenced.

A woman’s drawers sliding down smooth thighs
1Is many things. It’'s submission for one thing . . .
and submission improves a man’s sense of mastery
and mastery i1s more a part of sex than is usually
realised. It means that the woman whose drawers
are slipping off to reveal her sex and make it
available to the drawer-remover has chosen that
male to master her sexually and ‘spiritually for as
long as it lasts.

All this is the result of the look and feel of
drawers, the feel of something extremely special:
As a man’s fingers delve into the wall of fabric
that is the only barrier between him and his girl’s
sex, he i1s a very special person, the only man at
that moment for that girl.



For many men the removal of a girl’s drawers
dwells longer in his memory than his actual entry
into her. Therefore, the challenge i1s met and
fulfilled in that lovely moment when his fingers
hook into the waist of a woman’s drawers and
slowly and neatly begin to lower them down her
hips.

Drawers have always played a considerable part
in the intimacy between the sexes. It would seem
that this day and age is unusual for the bold
manner in which women, with skirts very brief,
display the drawers beneath their pantie-hose. Yet
what about the directoire drawers of the 19th
century. The principle was precisely the same. The
drawers of the past could be just as provocatively
flashed by a discreet manipulation of the crinoline
as can the skimpy pants of today by a sudden
breeze or the careless fling of a girl mounting a
bus or staircase.

There i1s still a wish among some men for a
return to the more voluminous drawers of yester-
day . . . and all it can mean is that the more
elaborate the drawers the more deeply intriguing
is the prospect of the soft, delicious chasm beneath
them, and thus the more delightfully delayed is its
revelation as the crackling, rustling linen of legged
drawers is pulled down quivering thighs . . . a
slower opening to the drama to be performed than
the whisking down of the wisps of nylon that
scarcely mask what lies beneath.

Always, always in the delicious story of drawers
is the pleasure imagined in their removal! Drawers
represent reticence, rectitude and purity . . . to
both men and women. The literature of abnormal
behaviour is full of stories of men for whom
drawers in themselves are sufficient as an erotic
object.

In a similar way the corset 1s to most men an
equally erotic symbol of female sexuality. The
corset’s great attraction is the way it restricts. The
same, of course, goes for stays. The name of the
original material used to give the corset its rigidity,
its inflexibility, its restriction, is a delight in itself
whalebone! One has had to cheat for many years
now to call the stiffeners whalebone with any
accuracy.

Whalebone is made from the jaw of certain
whales; and the Oxford English Dictionary, so often
full of lovely surprises and morsels of saucy iIn-
formation, makes a note of “a riding whip of
whalebone, 1842.” One can imagine girls who
wouldn’t want a leather whip across their bottoms
making an exception if it was made of whalebone!

The Dictionary explains that whalebone is used
as stiffening in women’s stays and dresses, and
gives a quotation from Addison: “A female who
is thus invested in whalebone is sufficiently secured
against the Approaches of an ill-bred Fellow.” In
those days this was looked upon as the main
function of whalebone, to make access to the lady’s

body difficult, to delay for a time eager hands
grappling to get to grips with the object of desire.

The function of corsets or stays is to restrict, to
hold in and confine — and the excuse for the
subjection of the lady’s waist and bust, hips and
bottom to this nipping in, is appearance, the
achieving of the hour-glass figure. To the modern
connoisseur the modern corset isn’t restrictive
enough, doesn’t bite into the waist and bosom
enough, doesn’t exaggerate enough. Most men like
corsets to be tight because they see in this restric-
tion a well-earned punishment for the wearer; a
punishment with a hint of sterner measures if
discipline isn’t restored.

Corsets also restore womanliness to the female.
It’s the bulges, the curves a tight corset produces
that attracts men. making them aware it’'s a woman
they are dealing with . . . have at their disposal.
It also reassures them that women are the centre-
piece of their sexual demands, dismissing any
doubts they could have about the direction. of
their sexuality. For them, a woman i1s a woman
because of her curves, just as a man is essentially
a thing of angles, bumps and callouses.

Men like to accentuate the things about a woman
that make her a woman. They like to see her bosom
forced up and outward by a tight corset-top so
that the flesh spills over. They like to see her waist
go in — if only for the pleasure of seeing how it
flares out again at her hips, or how the line behind
the corset or stays pulls her in and thus accentuates
the curve of her buttocks.

Admittedly this dissertation has wandered a little
from the original title but such is the diversity of
man’s sexual appetite that all three articles of
feminine apparel, stockings, drawers and corset,
hold something for the connoisseur. Combined to-
gether on one woman, spaced with areas of flesh,
they are quite sufficient to drive the strongest of
men to distraction.

It would appear that the relation of nudity to
the wearing of underwear creates in itself an erotic
symbolism. Traditionally, what are considered to
be the erotic parts of the body are well covered
by underwear, once again endorsing the view that
what is seen has no mystery and so becomes de-
sexed. Women’s underclothes have always held
such mystery for men, symbolising as they do the
last barrier before the final nakedness.

Of course, over the years, more and more of a
woman has been exposed, legs being the most
obvious example. A foot or ankle in the last century
could rouse the male to ecstasy. This would account
for a good deal of the intensity of Victorian
sex-life!

To reduce the whole subject to its basic form:
an interest in underwear is totally bound up with
an interest and delight in sex. The woman enjoys
her boldness: the man enjoys the woman — a
combination much to be desired!






We move away from the young ladies’ seminary
scene in this month’s instalment of these absorbing
memoirs. Instead we enter the elegant but at the
same time quite ruthless world of high Victorian
politics.

During the second half of the last century the
fate of Ministries often turned upon issues now
long since forgotten except by close students of the
history of the period. But the influence of certain
great families with their fashionable balls and
intimate dinner parties has been extensively ack-
nowledged in the fortunes of the political groupings
of the time. It 1s with the circumstances surround-
ing one of these politically charged events that
Dolly Mason now deals.

At the same time she sheds a flood of light upon
an aspect of voluntary thrashing to which reference
is seldom made: namely the stimulating intellectual
effect it can have for some.

Nobody who has read the magnificent twelve
volume novel by Marcel Proust, Remembrance of
Things Past, paying particular attention to the
chapters dealing with the affairs of Baron Charlus,
can be in the slightest doubt about that.

Spanking as an aid to maximum joy in sexual
activity is, by contrast, becoming better known.
Thrashing as a factor leading to conversational
brilliance may now begin to get the discussion it
deserves following the publication of the following
chapter of Dolly Mason’s memoirs.

An i1mportant difference between the erotic
effects of spanking and the mental consequences
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for some of having a sound but carefully planned
session of corporal stimulation will, of course, be
immediately grasped by many regular readers of
Janus.

The difference is that whereas the erotic effects
of spanking make themselves almost instantly felt;
in the case of thrashing, those susceptible to this
form of stimulation do not experience the full
benefit until some time has passed; when, that is,
the painful effect of the treatment has undergone
considerable fading.

It 1s upon this delayed action phenomenon that
Dolly Mason most usefully concentrates.

This intriguing episode of the thrashing of a
powerful political hostess to achieve a matchless
intellectual performance had important conse-
quences for Dolly because it earned for her an
entirely secret but nonetheless influential reputation
In aristocratic and governing circles as a most
skilled and, at the same time, perfectly discreet
correctionist.

Next month, however, the Dolly Mason story
goes back to the high-class seminary for young
ladies to resume the account of her intense cam-
paign against the wearing of drawers by the pupils.

The bottom, prone and expectant before me, was
the largest I had seen in my short but well-packed
experience as a corporal punishment administrator.

The owner, a proud member of our aristocracy
and politically of great consequence, was a woman
of mature years who could well afford the best.
Which was why I counted it both an honour as



well as a quite magnificent opportunity to be called
upon to thrash her.

Not, however, in the spirit of punishment but in
the cause of intellectual stimulation.

I was determined to do well and had studied to
that end. I raised the birch above my head to bring
it down in a generous arc upon the glorious
expanse below. The sharp engagement of slender
twigs with a bottom of satin smoothness was
marked by a gasping exclamation from her lady-
ship. I lifted up my firmly controlled right arm
again and shifted the area of impact so that a quite
different zone of the passive but now slightly
agitated rear received the next visitation.

Another gasp, accompanied by an involuntary
opening of the majestic thighs resulting in a still
further expansion of the bottom area. I went
thoughtfully to work, never for a split second
withdrawing the concentration of my mind from
the delicate task it was mine to perform. In rather
less than thirty-five minutes it had been completed.
I was confident I had succeeded; and, indeed, I
had!

But how had I come to be there, in that luxurious
boudoir, with one of London’s most famed
hostesses stretched out, several pillows beneath her
loins to provide her bottom with an easier thrash-
ing elevation?

A combination of most happy accidents co-
operating with my rising prestige as a theorist and

practitioner of punishment and invigoration had

been responsible. I must now convey you away
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from the energetic action taking place in her
ladyship’s bedroom to explain the circumstances.

I shall have, though, to return to the painful
scene in a short while in order effectively to detail
the progress and successful outcome of my most
precise assignment. The most exacting one, I may
say, of my as yet not extensive experience. But it
was to prove extraordinarily productive in terms
of professional advancement and mental enrich-
ment.

The origin lay in one of my dear guardian’s
monthly dinners given for an always carefully
chosen group of his most intimate friends. On this
occasion there were seven present plus myself, the
only representative of what they all agreed upon
describing as the fair sex.

These regular dinners, with varying guests, were
not merely feasts of fine food and wines, but also
of reason. The conversation was brilliant and, due
to the careful choice of guests, infinitely varied. My
dear friend’s prestige in the world of literary
scholarship, together with his insistence upon keep-
ing up with all that was new, exciting and valuable
in the arts, sciences, politics, the Services and
theology, had caused his name to become a byword
among the enlightened of all levels of society. His
invitations to dine were therefore eagerly awaited
and quickly accepted.

But why, you may ask, dear reader, should a
young girl not yet nineteen and of a birth so low
that it was virtually impossible to conceive of its
being humbler — a brat from the vilest slums of
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the capital, no less — why on earth should she be
present at so distinguished a table?

The answer lay 1n the wholly exceptional
character of my dear guardian. At a very early age
he had taken me from my awful environment, given
me a wonderful home, surrounded me with most
tender and at times extremely thrilling affection,
and, above all else, had provided me with so liberal
an education that I believed it could not have been
improved though Socrates, Plato and Herbert
Spencer themselves had specified the syllabus.

The consequence was that I was rarely -entirely
out of my depth as the wide-ranging learning,
deliciously spiced with elevating wit, passed between
the diners. Indeed, my dear guardian always main-
tained that nothing discussed on these occasions
was made anything but more entertaining than by
an opinion from “my own dear Dolly.”

So it was that on the auspicious occasion to
which my subsequent birching of her ladyship
relates, the complex topic of physical energy came
up in connection with the Boat Race which was
to be contested in a few days’ time. The table, I
well recall, was evenly divided in loyalties, myself
favouring (as ever) the Oxford University men,
since my passion for dark blue has always been
overwhelming.

A distinguished physician maintained that for
the comparatively short duration of the race, or at
least until one crew had wrested an unbeatable
lead over the other, those powerful men would
expend more physical energy per second than at
any other similar period of their lives, even though
part might be spent in hand-to-hand combat in
war. Further, that the terrible effort would un-
doubtedly cut short their lives.

“Why do they do it?” 1 recall a famous poet
who was present asked. He went on to make the
highly contentious statement that mental effort was
always superior to physical.

Amid the good-natured but fiercely fought
argument which ensued, my beloved guardian
happened to hear the quiet claim from his old
friend, a celebrated philosopher who specialized in
human behaviour, that the efforts of the rowing
men were ofter born of a wish for self-punishment
and that in any case if intensity of physical effort
was the criterion, then sexual intercourse carried
out in certain positions and following some kinds
of mutual pre-stimulations, could be appreciably
more intense and taxing.

My guardian, acting as always in the capacity of
chairman, at once called for order and allowed the
philosopher to develop his thesis, particularising
not upon the sexual activity aspect (which was
elaborated upon later to everybody’s immense
interest) but upon that of self-punishment.

“Some men,” he said, “and, though this may
sound astonishing, some women too, from time to
time feel the need to undergo torments in order to

rid themselves of strange convictions of guilt. This
can take the form of fasting, going to live in the
sordid environment of the poor here in Britain, or
travelling to distant foreign lands to administer
medicine and religious enlightenment to barbarous
savages. And it can also find expression in the
undertaking of agonising tests of physical en-
durance. The Boat Race stands as an example.
These exertions over, the deep feelings of sinful
guilt which a young man has for no definable
reason may pass away. But after a while they un-
doubtedly recur.”

A well-known divine who happened to be my
neighbour on the right of me praised the phil-
osopher for this contribution, fervently adding that
he could affirm the truth of every word:

“The particulars of the confessional are, of
course, sacred. But what I have heard many times
from the lips of ardent young men has left me in
no doubt that what we have just heard is true. It
leads some young men to the confessional and
some to the clubs expressly established to ad-
minister physical correction. In certain cases it
leads some men and women to both.

“To the confessional for the easement of the
mind, to the flogging apartment for the easement
of muscular tension and expiation through physical
suffering. But, as our friend has stated, some find
alternatives in extreme athletics. The Boat Race
which we will shortly watch and enjoy is one such.
Our gracious young hostess here beside me may
well be able to agree with what 1 have just main-
tained because of her own admirably deep studies
into the methods and appreciations of corporal
punishment.”

[ have never liked to thrust myself forward in
these absorbing post-prandial conversations, pre-
ferring to restrict myself to observations of a minor
but agreeable nature. But on this occasion 1 could
hardly avoid serious participation especially as the
entire table joined in persuading me to make a
contribution.

“There is sc much uninformed nonsense spoken,”
I began, “about corporal punishment, and it nearly
always originates in the speaker’s being quite un-
aware of, or maliciously misleading about, the wide
variety of purposes to which it can and is put.
Before any sensible discussion of the subject —
which, my dear friends, you must all be well aware
Is occupying a larger and larger amount of my
time — can begin, we must define its purpose.

I then listed them as:

1. Correction.

2. Assuagement of a sense of guilt.

3. Visible proof of courage.

4. Physical and intellectual stimulation.

“It is possible,” I continued, “‘that 1 shall have
to alter this catalogue of thrashing motivations. For
instance, I may decide that many who come under
the rod at our finest seats of learning” — at this
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there was a ripple of merriment at my quite de-
liberate choice of metaphor — ‘“are inspired into
wrong acts by the wish to prove their courage on
the block before their fellows. Such pupils would
set out with the deliberate intention of being
punished.”

I developed the subject for quite some time and,
when 1 finished, modestly apologised for dominat-
ing the conversation so blatantly.

“None of us, I am sure,” said a civil engineer of
national eminence, “would in the least mind being
dominated in all sorts of ways by our own. dear
Dolly.” Both my guardian and I took this as a very
happy compliment.

Eventually our guests departed and, the whole
evening having been such a convivial success, the
matchless gentleman who had been my saviour
from a life of abject poverty and possible moral
depravity was especially attentive as we sought
delight in each other’s arms.

Do not, dear reader, fall into the error of sup-
posing that this digression, pleasant for me and I
hope not uninteresting for you, has led me too far
from my meticulous thrashing of her ladyship.
There i1s, in fact, a direct connection I will now
plainly reveal.

The afternoon following the dinner party and
while I was at work upon the household accounts
and the management of some section of my
guardian’s industrial investment, I was called upon
by one of the guests, an influential figure in Her
Majesty’s Opposition. He had been quietly atten-
tive to all that had taken place and from time to
time made valuable and witty contributions; but for
all that he had been anything but a prominent
participant.

Such, I was to learn, was his main role in life.
Discreet in everything, he was profoundly wise in
all the ways of men and politics and greatly valued
as an adviser on domestic politics by no less a
person than Her Majesty herself.

His mission to me, as he put it when he was
settled in a comfortable chair in the study, was of
extreme delicacy. It amounted to this: Her lady-
ship, whom I was destined to meet in such strange
circumstances, was of 1ncalculable value to the
political life of the nation since her opulent balls
and intimate dinners provided unique meeting
places for those who happened at any given time to
be ministerially “in” and those who by the
capricious turn of Fortune’s wheel were ministeri-
ally “out”.

And on very important occasions, her ladyship
wished to be at her intellectually vibrant best in
order to foster a creative atmosphere for the dis-
creet sounding out of opinions by the devotees of
the two political parties. Great changes of foreign
policy and crucial measures of economic and
social reform could thus be initiated.

This was, | said, fascinating information and
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could it be in his mind to suggest 1 might in some
way be of service?

“Indeed, I am sure you might be,” he replied,
“and I realised the feasibility of it while you were
elaborating with such manifest authority on the
subject of generating intellectual stimulation
through the administration of thrashings upon the
bottom. I have to tell you, but in the very deepest
secrecy, that her ladyship has been in the habit of
seeking just that form of stimulation during the
afternoon preceding her most important parties.
However, the administrator she has been in the
habit of engaging for such services had for the last
two occasions been quite unable to produce the
desired results. Instead of her ladyship becoming
adorably vivacious and able to take a leading part
in the cut and thrust of political persiflage between
the eminent Cabinet Ministers and foreign am-
bassadors, she had simply been given smarting
pain leading to acute discomfort when sitting
down.” ,

Now with a most important dinner taking place
in three days’ time, and for which her ladyship
absolutely had to be on her most irresistible form,
she was at her wits’ end to know what to do.
Perfectly aware of this predicament, the gentlemen
present at our little function the previous evening
had formed the opinion that I might be able to help
discover a solution. In short, would I take in hand
the thrashing of her ladyship’s bottom with a view
to achieving the highest possible degree of mental
alertness and general physical refreshment?

“Could this not be carried out by the noble
husband?” was my first reaction.

Apparently not, although until some five years
before he had been able to bring about a dazzling
performance by his wife among the guests by earlier
administering a sound spanking and the promise of
even better when the party was over. However, as
time went by he grew more frail and so unable to
cope properly with his spouse’s needs.

So a highly qualified professional correctionist
had been called in.

Of course, I was honoured, indeed flattered, to
think so humble a person as myself could be ap-
proached to serve in this intimate personal capacity.
[ was, it must be said, left in no doubt about the
crucial nature of the evening function. Unless it was
subsequently acknowledged a brilliant success, one
of the season’s most scintillating political gather-
ings, in fact, the fate of the nation’s government,
could easily be put in jeopardy.

“I cannot, my dear Dolly,” cried the distinguish-
ed politician seated before me, “in any way ex-
aggerate the gravity of the crisis likely to arise
unless we can quickly establish a degree of national
harmony. And for this the finest deployment of
her ladyship’s most radiant presence, spiced with
her widely acclaimed wit and ingenious tact, is
absolutely necessary.”
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After some thought I replied I would have to
give careful consideration to the matter before
arriving at an answer one way or the other.

“The subject of physical stimulation through
corporal treatment has hardly begun to be re-
searched,” 1 said; “that is deplorable but true and
as far as I know, dear friend, I am alone in trying
to establish a scientific basis for even the most
elementary physiological inquiry.”

“That i1s why I am here,” he interrupted; “I
realised last evening that if there was one person
to whom we might appeal with some hope of suc-
cess, it had to be you.”

“We?” I queried. “How many are privy to this
proposition?”

“Only her ladyship, his lordship and myself, who
am a lifelong friend of the family: that I can
guarantee.”

I promised a reply by handwritten note as soon
as I had discussed the matter with my beloved
guardian and given further consideration to the
very specialised thrashing techniques which, I felt
sure, would have to be practised if success was to
attend my efforts.

Thanking me with almost embarrassing effusion
he took his departure. Putting aside the administra-
tive work, I delved into my physiology volumes
and the mass of notes compiled from my experi-
ences as corporal punishment administrator of the
seminary and from discussion with other thrashing
professionals, punishment theorists and correction
clients.

Put in simple terms the problem was this: how
does one get from a simple thrashing session the
physical and mental response required by the
recipient?

[f it is a matter of punishing to deter, then a
certain minimum quota of pain must be produced;
the level to be determined by the degree of wrong-
doing which has been perpetrated. If, by complete
contrast, 1t is to prepare the mind and body for
an energetic bout of sexual intercourse, then an
altogether different approach to the posteriors
would have to be taken, possibly not involving
cane or birch but merely a hairbrush, flat ruler or
light riding crop. Even a skilfully cupped right
hand might suffice.

One can never generalise on these matters and
that, quite frankly, is the trouble with all these
busy reformers who go about clamouring for the
total abolition of corporal punishment. One has to
fit the form of thrashing to the needs of society in
the case of crime prevention and deterrence and
also to the personal needs of the subject: those
needs can quite often include the acquisition of
sexual excitement and mental invigoration.

Her ladyship required the latter. How was I to
give it to her?

A long discussion with my dear guardian result-
ing in my dispatching a manservant during the late
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evening with a note consenting to perform the
service.

The manservant returned with an assurance that
whatever I wanted would be provided.

At the designated day, therefore, correct to the
second, I rang the bell at her Ladyship’s Mayfair
mansion and was swiftly admitted to her boudoir.
With me I had a slender case containing a brand
new birch, two canes and a right hand pigskin
glove. This was all the apparatus I would need;
and the items had been decided upon as a result
of the invaluable discussion I had had with my
guardian.

I had never seen her ladyship before, and she was
indeed awesomely statuesque, with a face of un-
forgettable loveliness. Her hair was a crowning
glory, matchless for its raven colour and piled very
high.

“But, your ladyship,” I whispered as I paid heed
to her quiet welcome, “those glorious tresses will be
in wild disarray about your bottom before many
more minutes have passed. You are about to under-
go one of the most turbulent periods of your inter-
esting life.”

She was difficult: mainly because she had always
had the ordering about of others socially beneath
her. For instance, it had been she who had told
the previous administrator what to do and how to
do it, rather than place herself completely under
the domination of the administrator. This became
clear when, the formalities being over, 1 asked her
to undress.

She refused, saying that she had previously had
the birch on her bottom through two petticoats
and a pair of thick silk drawers.

“With what result?” 1 asked, and followed this
up by reminding her of the unqualified promise I
had received that 1 would be obeyed in everything.

In the end she gave way and slowly her clothes
came off.

Such was the prevailing mode among ruling-class
women that one could get no proper estimate of
the bottom’s size until the enlarging rear frame
over which the underclothes were draped had been
removed. Because of advance intimations I was
ready to accept a bottom of ample dimensions, but
I was nonetheless delighted at the actual funda-
mental immensity presented to my gaze.

Dimpled in several places when in repose upon
the bed, this immense rear was inevitably exaggera-
ted by the displacement of the frontal thighs and
lower belly when kneeling and bending forward
upon a hassock.

How marvellously accurate had been the sus-
picion which my dear guardian and I had enter-
tained about the reason for the failure of earlier
thrashings. To be certain of intellectual stimula-
tion once the physical pain has ceased the bottom
should first be given a forceful manual massage.
This could not have been done before.



I laid out the contents of my case, picked up the
birch, and turned towards her ladyship. She saw
the remaining items of my equipment: the two
canes and the pigskin glove.

“Are you going to cane me as well?” she cried.

“Indeed I am, and thoroughly, too. Between the
birching and the caning you are also going to be
spanked and manipulated in the most boisterous
manner as well as being extensively pig-skinned.”

With a foolish cry of alarm she backed away,
her right hand going in a protective gesture towards
her bottom while her left stretched towards me as
if to keep me at a distance. 1 smiled placatingly.

“Do not take on so, your ladyship,” I said in a
half whisper. “You will feel the full benefit of my
treatment this evening, that 1 promise. The party
will be a great success and the notices in the news-
papers and political reviews will be eloquent in
your favour. Be assured I know what I am doing.
You have been in the hands of a semi-amateur
until now. But all that is changed. So get down on
the bed!”

The last words were angry, and harshly uttered.
The effect on her ladyship was immediate: in a
flash she was on the bed and near its edge.

So began the processing with which this chapter
opened. The fully thought out phasing 1 shall now
recount.

First I gave her ladyship’s bottom ten strokes
with the birch at about half the power of which I
am capable. For, dear reader, you must remember
this was not a punishment session. The sole aim
was the creation of mental brilliance lasting for
several hours. starting about five hours from the
end of the treatment.

By the time the tenth stroke came, her ladyship
was beginning to feel the birth of sexual impulses.
I could tell this by the gradual alteration in the
sounds she made. from pain-inspired gasps and cries
to slow, deep sighs.

I stopped this unwanted development by bringing
down an eleventh stroke with my fullest force. Her
ladyship screamed piercingly and 1 feared the
servants would be alarmed. I learned later they
had been warned they might hear cries but they
were to take no notice as her ladyship was receiv-
ing physical tuition.

Having stopped the growth of sexual develop-
ment, | seized as much of her ladyship’s vast bottom
in my two hands as | could and moved them
violently from side to side and up and down,
every now and then changing the contents of the
handfulls. 1 worked across the whole area, bringing
up quantities of superb thigh from both sides and
paying special attention to the sub-bottom which,
with large women, always forms just below the
principal zone and is so often one of the most
favoured love-bite places with men of educated
sexual tastes.

Her ladyship winced and squealed continually
under this vigorous manipulation; and when I had
finished I told her to get up, which she did, very
slowly and painfully.

By the time she was off the bed I had dragged
across a huge and richly brocaded hassock. I told
her ladyship to kneel on this and rest her great
breasts and her arms over the edge of the bed.
She did so, and by the time she was in position I
had donned the pigskin glove. With my left hand
and arm holding her right posterior in a closely
packed condition, I dealt out a brisk spanking
over every voluptuous inch.

There was a fresh outbreak of agonized cries
from her ladyship but I paid no attention to them
and gave her left posterior a similar treatment. In
this manner | prepared the entire bottom for the
use of the first cane.

Once again the force used was much less than
maximum but for all that it was far from pleasur-
able for her. When 1 judged the bottom had been
sufficiently inflamed by the handled cane I used
the pigskin glove to give a brisk spanking, this
time in the prone position.

By this time her ladyship’s bottom was churning
under the influence of my treatment and resembled
a setting sun in colour. At that point I judged she
had received enough stimulation to carry her
through in sparkling mental condition from about
seven-thirty in the evening until ten o’clock.

However, carriages had been called for one in
the morning, so there were three more hours to be
accounted for, and these I understood to be the
most important. During them it was hoped that
compromises of the greatest consequence to the life
of the government could be concluded. So the treat-
ment of her ladyship’s bottom had to continue, and
this called for the heavier cane.

“Off the bed: onto the hassock!™ I commanded.

When she was correctly positioned 1 took the
heavy cane and gave her seven smart strokes of
three-quarter force. This time she did not cry out:
by now she was just a helpless mass of woman-
hood. By the time I administered the final cut her
ladyship was almost insensible, and I, too, was
very much out of breath.

I helped her back to the bed, packed my pigskin
case and quietly returned to my carriage.

The next morning, while 1 was enjoying a
leisurely breakfast with my guardian, our friend
burst in.

“Last night her ladyship was in indescribably
scintillating form,” he said enthusiastically. “The
party was, by general consent among the newspaper
reviewers, of unrivalled brilliance. The Govern-
ment seems safe for several more weeks. Dolly, how
did you pull it off?”

“I didn't,” I replied, with a rather naughty laugh.
Her ladyship did the pulling off. I merely did the
laying on!”
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GEOFFEY CLARKE DESCRIBES HIS EXPERIENCES AS A VOYEUR

AND DISCUSSES HOW HIS FASCINATION FOR VOYEURISM HAS
DEVELOPED OVER THE YEARS INTO A REAL OBSESSION.

To my friends, my family, the people | work with, and evervone who
knows me, I am a happilyv married man who is cheerful, easy to cet on with,
and have the prospects of developine a successful career. The voune women
I know would be shocked to discover that when I see them or talk to them
I am thinking how nice it would be to see right up their lees to their knickers.
My interest in this visual sexual stimulation has developed over the vears
into an absolute obsession. My desire to look up skirts is known only to the
models I have photographed (using a false name). and the few women who
have caught me looking up their skirts. In this article I have outlined the
way in which my perversion has developed, and I hope this will interest

Janus readers.

The first sexual incident in my life occurred
when I was eight. In the back of the Sunday
School one of the girls, at her suggestion, pulled
her knickers down and let me see her bottom. She
refused to let me see what she was like at the front.
At the age of nine at school, I deliberately dropped
a pencil on the floor so that in retrieving it I would
be able to see between the teacher’s stocking-clad
thighs which were wide apart under her desk. She
realised where I was looking, closed her thighs, but
did not say anything to me. It was about this time
that I started masturbating. My efforts were re-
stricted to the evenings when 1 would lie in bed on
my stomach with my palms pressed between my
thighs, simulating sexual intercourse, of which at
that time I had no knowledge whatsoever.

——— S i

At the age of eleven, in my first term at
Grammar School I collected pin-up playing cards
from packets of chewing gum. Unfortunately my
parents found and destroyed them and gave me a
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good telling off. From then on I made sure never
to be so careless again.

I looked at nude magazines bought by other
boys such as Kamera, Solo, and Health & Effi-
ciency, and occasionally I would buy copies of these
magazines or Spick, Span, Beautiful Britons, and
Blighty (the old version of Parade). 1 did not show
these to anybody else, but kept them hidden until
I had cut out the pictures I wanted. I saved those
of girls with really attractive faces and/or nice
legs, and stuck them in an exercise book. My
collection included fully dressed girls showing
their stocking tops and suspenders, girls just In
underwear, girls in bikinis, and nudes.

Even in my early teens 1 was most interested in
stockings and suspenders, and I frequently drew in
stockings on the nudes. When I was alone in the
house I would masturbate on the bed looking at
the pin-ups.

The father of one of my school friends worked
for an airline office which was in Piccadilly. We
often went up to London on Saturdays, and after
visiting a few Soho bookshops we went to the air-



line office.

In the basement we could look through old air-
line timetables, but we were more interested In
looking through an opening in the thick glass sky-
light set in the pavement over the basement. We
were able to see right up the skirts of women
looking in the jeweller’s window next to the airline
office.

| kept a record of the different coloured knickers
we saw, and the best view was of a girl about
twenty who stood with her legs apart over the
skylight. Her stiletto heels were directly over my
face, and I could see right up her legs, past her
stocking tops to the crotch of her white knickers.
Since then I have done all my thigh-gazing alone.

When 1 was sixteen I took a summer holiday
job, working as an office boy for a firm dealing
with fabric prints and designs. The office was close
to Soho and during my lunch hour I wandered
round the stores and squares looking at girls™ legs,
or spent my time in the book-shops.

One afternoon near Bond Street 1 saw a very
smartly dressed attractive girl being followed by

two men. I walked behind them and soon saw why
she was being followed. Her skirt reached to her
knees but it was slit up to the waist at the back,
and she had no underskirt. A narrow strip of
material attached to the waist covered the shit if
she stood still, but as she walked the breeze
caught at the skirt and the backs of her legs were
completely exposed to show dark stocking tops
and white thighs.

I followed her for quite some way, but eventually
I had to return to the office.

In the three summers I worked there, my most
exciting experience involved the lovely red-haired,
freckle-faced secretary called Valerie. She was In
her late twenties, very attractive, and always well
dressed.

One morning she came into the store room for
some samples of material which were kept in
pigeon holes along one wall. The ones she wanted
were on the top row, and as I was busy she got
the steps and climbed up. I quickly got down by
the bottom row, positioning myself directly below
her. Without looking down she stretched to get the
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samples, with one foot on the top step and the
other stuck out behind her for balance.

She wore a flared white dress with blue spots,
and looking up I could see right up her legs from
her white stiletto heels, over the entire length of
her tan coloured stockings, past her freckled upper
thighs to the crotch of her white knickers. I thought
about this lovely sight for days, and one afternoon
when I was safely alone in the store room 1 cut a
piece of soft material, unzipped my flies and
masturbated into it while thinking of the view up
Valerie’s dress. :

I was still collecting my pin-up pictures and also
enjoyed drawing pictures of girls with their skirts
up, showing their stocking tops and suspenders. 1
used line drawings of faces in miagazine adverts,
and photographs in pin-up magazines for the over-
all pose. My favourite was an advert for stockings
with coloured tops: a colour picture of a girl with
a pony-tail wearing a pink mini-slip flicked up to
reveal pink suspenders, pink stocking tops, tan
stockings and white stilettos. 1 drew her many
times, fully dressed, but with her skirt swinging to
reveal her stocking tops.

In 1962 1 went to a Northern university, and the
opportunities for looking up girls’ skirts were un-
limited. With skirts getting shorter and tights un-
heard of, it was paradise for an eighteen-year-old.

Many of the staircases in the union building
were open-sided, affording a perfect view; girls sat
carelessly in the coffee bars and restaurant, and the
very low armless chairs in the common room
meant that a girl left nothing to the imagination
when she sat down and crossed her legs.

I made numerous bus journeys to and from the
university, and I always tried to get behind a girl
in the queue with a short skirt. If she went upstairs
I would climb slowly behind her to see her stock-
ing tops, and if she went inside I would try and
sit on the long seat next to the door and look at
the legs of other girls climbing up the stairs.

My most enjoyable experience occurred one
morning when 1 was sitting on the long seat. An
attractive girl who worked as receptionist at the
University Medical Centre had to run to catch the
bus. She was really out of breath and just flopped
onto the long seat opposite me. For the entire
journey she sat with her legs well apart and the
hem of her dress halfway up her thighs. I slouched
low in the seat, and enjoyed an unobstructed view
of her nylon-clad legs, stocking tops, bare upper
thighs, and the crotch of her white knickers.

Throughout my university career, I continued to
collect pin-up pictures, but 1 became dissatisfied
with them. The girls were not dressed or posed
quite right, so I decided to take my own pictures.
During the summer vacation before my final year
as a post-graduate I went up to London and ex-
posed a full roll of film of girls unwittingly showing
their stocking tops. |

Only one girl realised what I was doing: she was
sitting on the wall at the side of Trafalgar Square.
Her thighs were quite wide apart and I could see
her stocking tops. I crouched down on the pave-
ment as if I was photographing Nelson’s Column,
then turned the camera towards her thighs. Just as
I released the shutter she turned her head and saw
me. She was most put out, but I disappeared into
the crowd before she could do anything.

Although 1 found this candid photography
exciting the poses were still not right. I even phoned
the call-girls whose cards are displayed in Queens-
way, but at the first mention of photography they
were not interested in me.

After phoning several without success I even
approached an ordinary girl in the street. I saw her
come out of a dry cleaner in Queensway; she had
nice legs and wore a black mini dress which re-
vealed her dark stocking tops as she walked.
[ followed her for some way, but when I tried to
speak to her she was obviously frightened and ran
off into a block of flats.

During my final year as a post-graduate I noticed
an advert in a photographic magazine describing
a studio for private hire, which was a few miles
from the university on the outskirts of the city. |
arranged to visit the studio one Saturday afternoon,
gave a false name and no indication of the type of
photographs I wanted to take.



I expected to find a smart studio dealing mainly
with portraits, but instead found & shabby first
floor room over a children’s clothes shop, the
adjacent room being a ladies” hairdresser run by
the photographer’s wife.

She let me into the studio while I waited for her
husband. I 1magined that nobody else used the
studio for photographing girls showing their stock-
Ing tops, but a rummage through some discarded
negatives in the waist bin soon changed my mind!

When the photographer arrived 1 selected one of
the girls in the model registry and booked a session
at the studio. As i1t turned out the model I had
chosen refused to pose in stockings and when I
arrived at the studio one Thursday evening I found
another girl there called Elaine. I was so excited
at the prospect of photographing her that I could
not hold the camera steady and | had to use a
tripod. Elaine was nineteen, with an attractive face,
long black hair, and good legs. She wore a white
crocheted dress for the first session, and a short
sleeved mini-dress for the second. She wore stock-
ings for both sessions and on all the photographs
| took she displayed her stocking tops.

| used this studio three times, twice with Elaine,
and once with a long-haired eighteen-year-old
blonde called Pam, the first girl 1 ever saw (or
photographed) completely nude.

With Pam I settled on a standard sequence of
poses which 1 have used ever since. | began with
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her fully dressed, then a strip sequence, and finally
nude or just wearing stockings.

When | had printed these pictures I would prop
them up on my pillow at night, lie on my
stomach and slowly masturbate into a handkerchief,
looking at Elaine and Pam showing their stocking
tops, suspenders and knickers.

At the end of my final year I left the North and
started my career in London. Soon after returning
south 1 photographed a girl called Jane at one of
the London studios. She had a very nice face and
dark brown hair, and although she did not mind
wearing stockings she objected to posing with her
thighs apart. However 1 did succeed in getting
some photographs of her displaying the front of
her knickers and these give me tremendous pleasure.

A few weeks later 1 got married and my studio
visits stopped for a few years. I have included
some of my photographs of Elaine and Pam and
Jane in this article, and hope they give as much
pleasure to Janus readers as they have given me.

* * * *

Getting married has in no way lessened my
desire to look up girls™ skirts. Since stockings had
virtually disappeared from girls” legs by the late
60's I transferred my attention a little higher than
the stocking top level and became greatly interested
in seeing a girl’s knickers.

Although being married restricted my solo ex-
cursions I soon realised that shopping with my
wife opened up a completely new field for leg and
knicker watching. I take great pleasure in calmly
sitting next to my wife in a ladies’ shoe shop
gazing between the thighs of girl customers sitting
opposite or assistants squatting down helping my
wife with her shoes, and looking up the skirts of
assistants climbing up to get shoes out of their
boxes. I also find it easy to crouch down In super-
markets, looking at different items, so that 1 can
see up the skirts of girls bending over the displays.

I soon began to exploit every opportunity to
look at girls” knickers when I was on my own In
London. Underground stations are very good, my
own favourites being Charing Cross and Leicester
Square. At Charing Cross I like to stand on the
Westbound District and Circle line platform by the
kiosk. This position gives a clear view through the
railings of the exit stairs, and by innocently
“reading” a newspaper | can easily cast my eye
over suitable girls leaving the trains, and judge
when to transfer my gaze to the stairs, to see the
colour of their knickers.

At Leicester Square I get the best views on the
stairs to the street. On one occasion I was follow-
ing a tall girl with lovely long legs and wearing a
white micro-mini-dress. She climbed the stairs with
her boyfriend, and I had a nice view of the cheeks
bulging in her tights and her tight brief white
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knickers which cut right into her bottom.

At the top of the flight of stairs I turned round
and walked back down, looking right up the girl’s
legs as she climbed the final steps to the street. I
had a perfect view of her knickers, and although
her boyfriend looked down and realised what I was
doing, 1 was away down the stairs before he could
react.

[ also enjoy travelling on the Southern Region
electric trains since they are excellent for knicker
watching. Before boarding a train in London |
look 1n all the carriages for a suitable girl to sit
opposite. I leave this until a few minutes before
departure so that it looks as if I have got into the
girl’s compartment by chance. On some occasions
when | have got on and sat opposite a girl ten
minutes before departure she has realised what 1
am up to, and has moved to another part of the
train.

My most pleasurable experience on a train
occurred one night when I was returning home
from London. I did my usual survey and found a
really attractive girl, but unfortunately a man was
already sitting opposite her, and to my annoyance
he had spread his raincoat and paper over the seat
so that nobody else could enjoy the potential view.

[ sat in the far corner of the compartment and
looked at the girl. She had long black hair and
wore a red mini-dress. Her feet were tucked under-
neath her and she looked sleepy. The man was
watching every movement she made, but his
frustrated expression confirmed that she was not
showing her knickers.
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Halfway through the journey he left the train
and 1 then realised that the girl was not feeling
well. Her head lolled from side to side and her
eyes kept closing.

A few minutes after the man had left, she said
she felt 1ll.

[ suggested she needed some air, so she got up,
partly opened the window, and stood by it. She said
she felt better. but was soon clutching her stomach,
so | told her to pull the window right down and
lean out. She did this and bent right over, the hem
of her dress riding up almost to her waist.

I leant forward getting my head as low as
possible, and although I could hear her coughing
and being sick, my only concern was to get the best
possible view of her knickers. | gazed at the
delightful view before me: nice legs clad in brown
tights exposed from her white shoes to her bottom:;
her white knickers were decorated with narrow
bands of white lace. My heart pounded and | had
an erection in no time, but eventually the show
came to an end and she sat down just before the
train reached my station. I am sure she had no
idea of how much she had revealed to me.

During these first few years of marriage I had
one other experience worthy of description. This
occurred one Saturday afternoon when 1 visited
the library in one of the London Museums. It was
deserted apart from the girl on library duty who
was about twenty-two, with long light brown hair
and wore a white minidress.

The first set of books I wanted were in the base-
ment so I went down with her. On the way up she
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climbed the stairs in front of me, and her dress was
short enough for me to see her white knickers by
slightly bending down behind her. I managed to
get a brief glimpse from the back on three oc-
casions, but I worked out a way of getting a better
View.

While she sat at her desk I surveyed the shelves,
making a note of book titles on the top shelves,
so that she would need the step ladder to reach
them.

Being helpful, 1 stood by the steps while she
climbed up for each book. To reach the top shelf
she climbed high enough for the hem of her dress
to be level with my face. and by leaning forward
I had a perfect view of the back and crotch of her
white knickers. After getting several books from
the top shelf she realised what 1 was doing and
suggested that I should look for the books as she
had other work to do. When I left the library I
thanked her for being so helpful but inwardly I
was thanking her for such a generous display of
her knickers.

So far I have not described my activities at work.
With my increasing desire to see girls’ knickers, I
realised I could get into serious trouble if 1 was
caught at work so | had to be discreet.

Most of my views have been glimpses from
behind, following girls up the stairs, girls sitting
indiscreetly in their offices or girls leaning over the
tables in the canteen.

Even with discretion I have seen the knickers of
most of the girls I find attractive at work:; how-
ever I have had the greatest pleasure from trying
to see the knickers of a lovely girl who worked in
my section of the firm for several years. Barbara
was tall, slim, with very long legs and long blonde
hair. She always dressed smartly and usually wore
mini-skirts. All her movements were discreet in an
attempt to keep her knickers concealed, sliding her
legs over each other when she crossed them, and
bending at the knee rather than the waist to pick
things up.

By keeping alert I managed to see her knickers
several times but I don’t think she ever knew!
During the summer she wore a colourful dress
which buttoned down the front, and with her legs
crossed, the section from the lowest button to the
hem would gape revealing the tight triangle of the
front of her knickers. After she wore this dress a
few times I noticed she had sewn on an extra
button at the hem to prevent it gaping.

Occasionally she would bend forward from the
waist, if she was standing, to answer the phone on
her low desk. Seeing her do this I would sit at my
desk behind her, bend down to rummage in the
lowest drawer and then turn my head for a perfect
view up the back of her skirt.

Her most indiscreet pose was one she could
never have suspected. Barbara had a habit of
sitting sideways on the edge of office chairs and

resting her arm on the back. After crossing her legs
she tended to lean towards the chair back so that
her knickers were nicely displayed. Since her
bottom was mainly off the chair she did not realise
that her skirt was not concealing her knickers. and
I had many enjoyable conversations with her 1n
this position. My heart would pound with excite-
ment as my eyes took in this delightful view.

I kept a detailed record of Barbara’s knickers
and apart from the usual plain white ones I also
saw her wearing white with a lacy patterning, white
with coloured flowers, dark blue with white edging,
and a deep pink with white edging. 1 certainly
regret her leaving my firm.

When I got married I disposed of my pin-up
collection, keeping only the prints and negatives
I had taken of Elaine, Pam and Jane, but after a
couple of years I felt the desire to photograph
some more girls.

Over the last few years I have photographed two
or three girls each year, sticking .to the same over-
all sequence of poses I had used with Pam.

Sometimes the model would not have any stock-
ings so I bought several pairs of different sizes and
shades, together with two suspender belts. I can
now provide any model with just the things I want
her to wear, especially in years to come if stockings
disappear completely.

I probably would have gone on like this for
years if it had not been for an incident one evening
in 1971. 1 was travelling home by train from
London when I noticed that the man sitting on my
side of the compartment was reading a small
magazine inside his folded newspaper.

I kept glancing in his direction and eventually
saw that on one page there were photographs of
girls wearing only bra, knickers, suspenders and
stockings, and they were gagged and bound up.
Their state of undress interested me immediately,
and as the man closed the magazine before leaving
the train I saw that it was a copy of Search. 1
eventually managed to obtain a copy. and a little
later I read copies of Janus as well. 1 was amazed
to find accounts by voyeurs like myself whose
attitude towards the sight of stocking tops. sus-
penders and knickers was identical to mine, and
when I read that they masturbated while thinking
of the view between a girl’s thoughs or looking at
pictures of this sort of view 1 was honestly relieved
that I was not alone in the world.

Reading other people’s accounts of voyeuristic
experiences not only increased my own endeavours
but also led me to keep accurate details of the
clothing worn by the girls and the circumstances in
which I had seen their knickers. I also became
interested in how my voyeuristic approach to sex
had originated and also the reasons for its persist-
ence right through into married life. My observa-
tions on this are described in the following para-
graphs.
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I am convinced that my interest in pin-ups and
my initiation into masturbation before my teens
would not have affected my attitude to sex if I had
had a normal sexual development in my teens.
Instead, as I have mentioned, I received a severe
telling off for collecting pin-up playing cards and
was told it was very wrong to look at such things;
I was also severely reprimanded by my parents
when they discovered the evidence of my mastur-
bating in the dried semen stains on my vest.

Although I do not remember thinking much
about the incident involving my school teacher, the
fact that she had closed her thighs when she caught
me looking between them almost certainly sug-
gested to my young mind that it was very wrong
to look between a girl’s thighs.

Thus, by my early teens, the two visual aspects
of sexual interest had been condemned as wrong,
as well as the only physical means of releasing my
fast developing sexual desires.

At such an age it is hardly surprising that rather
than suppressing these activities, I pursued them
with greater vigour; but, because of the sense of
guilt I had, I became even more secretive about
my activities, a state of mind that has persisted ever
since.

[ came to believe that having anything to do
with girls was wrong; and I felt embarrassed and
self-conscious in their company. The more attrac-
tive the girl, the worse I felt. This embarrassment
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has continued even though I am married. If I am

with people I know, particularly my friends at

work, I am absolutely terrified of having an attrac-
tive girl sit next to, or opposite, me.

I know that the eyes of the other men will be
on the girl. They will obviously see me with her
and will probably grin and wink at me while she
is there. The average man would be delighted to
have a lovely girl sit next to him, but during the
time she is close to me 1 absolutely hate her.

Returning to my teens: I had no physical contact
with girls until I was seventeen, and at eighteen 1
met the girl I eventually married. Now in my late
twenties the sum total of my sexual involvement
with girls consists of kissing a girl [ met on holiday
when seventeen, kissing girls at parties when
eighteen, and then kissing, heavy petting, and, when
I married my wife, intercourse.

With such a limited amount of sexual experience
it 1s hardly surprising that my voyeuristic tendencies
and my fascination for pin-ups dominated my late
teens and twenties. Since masturbation was my
only means of sexual fulfilment from before my
teens through to about the age of nineteen, it is
quite understandable that I have persisted in this
activity even in marriage.

Many writers would describe me as being
sexually immature, and 1 think this 1s true. Al-
though discussion of average sexual behaviour and
sexual normality usually leads to argument and
debate, I think it is reasonable to say that the vast
majority of couples, excluding those who indulge
in the use of rubber and plastic year or other
fetishes, prefer to have intercourse in private and
in a state of total nudity.

Stimulation of the man by the woman prior to
intercourse is obviously both visual and physical,
and 1t 1s visual stimulation that I am concerned
with here.

There are four main stages leading eventuvally to
actual intercourse: —

1. The woman is fully dressed but displays her
stocking tops, suspenders, bare upper thighs
and knickers, or in these days of tights, just
displays her knickers.

2. Her outer clothing is removed but the woman
is still dressed in her underwear.

3. Removal of her bra to expose her breasts.

4. Removal of her knickers to expose her genitals.

The majority of men attain sexual fulfil-
ment after seeing all four stages and then having
intercourse. In my case 1 would be perfectly satis-
fied to see a woman displaying herself as in stage
one; and for her to bring me by hand to climax. I
would add that the conscious display by the woman
is not really necessary; andu I get even greater
pleasure in obtaining a view of a woman in the
state of stage one without her knowing, and then
masturbating while enjoying the view, or mastur-
bating at a later date with the picture of the



woman in my mind.

Some girls, indulging in heavy petting with no
intention of allowing complete intercourse, are
quite prepared to reveal themselves as in stage one.
This is clearly the lowest level of sexual stimula-
tion by normal standards. The fact that this sort
of view of a woman can be obtained in everyday
life with hardly any effort confirms that to obtain
sexual satisfaction with such a low level of stimula-
tion definitely indicates acute sexual immaturity.

Apart from the fact that 1 find the view up a
woman’s skirt sexually pleasing, I-also obtain in-
tense pleasure from the knowledge that, excluding
female exhibitionists, the average girl has no desire
to allow a stranger to see up her skirt, and that if
I do achieve such a view she would be annoyed if
she realised.

Even in these days of the permissive society it is
still considered to be not very nice for a girl to sit
with her thighs apart or to bend over and reveal
her knickers to everybody.

To illustrate this point, consider the situation of
a girl kissing and petting on the settee with her
boyfriend. She will probably be totally unconcerned
if the hem of her dress rides up to her waist; but if
she is lounging on the settee reading a book on her
own, and a male visitor enters the room, she will
almost certainly adjust her position and her dress
so as to conceal her knickers.

The pleasure 1 get from taking advantage of
nice girls who momentarily forget themselves and
bend forward from the waist or carelessly cross or
uncross their legs indicates a certain sadistic streak
in my nature.

The incident in which I was delighted to look
up a girl’s skirt while she was being sick out of a
train window only serves to confirm this sadistic
state of mind.

In obtaining pleasure in this way I am getting
back at girls in general for the self-consciousness
and sense of sexual inferiority I feel in the com-
pany of the most attractive ones, and for the acute
embarrassment I have suffered as a result of a few
girls’ actions.

The first occurred when I was doing my summer
holiday office job in London. A young girl, about
seventeen, was working there as a temporary secre-
tary. She was quite open about her relationship
with her boyfriend and indicated that they had
regular romps in the lounge when her parents were
out. One of the men said that she was in danger
of losing her virginity. She laughed and said she
lost it a long time before she met her boyfriend.

She turned to me and said: “I bet you’re still a
virgin though.”

Everybody’s eyes were on me. I blushed, began
to sweat and could think of nothing to say. I could
see she had enjoyed making me feel uncomfortable
and I hated her for it.
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The second incident occurred while I was at
university and 1 was travefling back to my digs
one Saturday night. I was sitting opposite a girl
who was displaying a lot of very nice thigh. She
soon realised where 1 was looking and stared at
me with a slight smirk on her face. I looked at her,
thinking she would look away, but she carried on
staring, and as my sense of sexual inferiority
loomed before me I coloured up and had to com-
plete my journey holding a newspaper in front of
my face to hide my embarrassment.

The third incident was actually in the university.
I was twenty-four and was helping the lecturer
during a practical class. There were three very
attractive girls about eighteen sitting together and
one of them asked for assistance. Everything went
well until all three girls fixed their eyes on me as I
tried to sort out their problem. Then I became
aware that the other post-graduate assistants were
looking at me dealing with this attractive trio. My
voice began to tremble, I began to sweat profusely
and my face must have been pillar-box red.

I left them and stood at the side of the class
with the lecturer between me and the girls. I could
see they were whispering and giggling together and
glancing in my direction. 1 had to leave the room
as the humiliation 1 felt was more than I could
stand.

Although I helped out in that practical class in
subsequent weeks, it was some time before I had
the courage to go to their part of the room again.
My inner hatred for the trio was ‘intense and my
desire to avenge myself on girls in general by
looking up as many of their skirts as possible
probably reached an all-time high.
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Readers of this article may feel that I am look-
ing for excuses to account for the way my mind
works, and that I regret my obsession with voyeur-
ism. On the contrary: I have used this article to
describe the way my obsession has developed and
the factors that have affected it.

I am perfectly content to be a voyeur; I exploit
every opportunity to indulge in my obsession; and,
although married, voyeurism together with mastur-
bation forms the main line of my sexual activity.
My wife has no conception of how my mind works;
when we got married she was as sexually iIn-
experienced as myself.

There is no sexual deviation in our relationship;
and on the one occasion I hinted that 1 would like
her to go back to wearing stockings and suspenders,
she either did not understand my hint or chose to
ignore it.

Although I love her very much I get no pleasure
from looking up her skirt; it is only when I look
up other women’s skirts that I am sexually stimu-
lated. For this reason my normal sexual relation-
ship with my wife constitutes only a subsidiary part
of my sexual activity.

With many years of voyeurism behind me I
have become quite particular about a girl’s appear-
ance if I am going to look up her skirt. I hasten to
add that I never pass up the opportunity if her
appearance does not tally with my ideal!

She should be facially attractive with long hair;
a nice figure: and, most important of all, she should
have beautiful legs. I prefer a dress to a skirt and

blouse and if she is wearing stockings the dress
should be long enough just to conceal her stocking
tops if she stands still, but reveal glimpses of
stocking top as she walks.

I like to see girls in dresses which fit close at
the neck and are long sleeved since these display
only the girl’s face and hands, and emphasise the
legs. I like the stockings to be as fine as possible,
seamless, and with a darkish-brown or black sheen.
I prefer them to be as long as possible and the
stocking top should consist of two narrow bands
of darker colour than the actual stocking. The
nicest ones I have seen are those worn by Pam in
my photographs of her.

I favour stiletto or at least slender heeled shoes
with pointed toes, and [ like black suspenders. If
the girl 1s wearing tights I prefer the darker shades
as with the stockings. I also like the tights to be
even darker from the waist to the top of the thigh
and the long-sleeved, high-necked mini-dress should
just conceal this dark band at the top of the leg if
the girl is standing still, but give glimpses of it as
she walks. To me this band is comparable in tights
to the stocking top.

I prefer the girl’s knickers to be worn over her
tights, and be light coloured so as to contrast
strongly with the dark upper part of her tights. I
get little stimulation from seeing a girl’s knickers
if she is not wearing stockings or tights. I think my
fetish is for the fine texture of stockings and tights
which contrast with the smooth texture of the skin.
For the overall view of a girl’s skirt my preference
1s for looking from behind. This makes it less likely
for the girl to know anything about it, and I prefer
the sight of a girl’s bottom to a view of her genitals.

During the last few years with the increase in
publications such as Janus, the composition of my
collection of visual aids for stimulation while
masturbating has changed considerably.

The only black and white photographs are those
I have taken. Published photographs of girls wear-
ing stockings must be in colour, and I also keep
the colour pin-ups of the most attractive girls in
magazines like Mavfair. These include a few total
nudes, but mainly girls wearing only a suspender
belt and stockings.

As | have mentioned before 1 also keep the
letters and articles from Janus and related maga-
zines which describe voyeurism, masturbation and
girls stroking men to ejaculation.

When I am alone in the house I get out my
collection and lie on the bed looking at the pictures,
reading the letters and masturbating. I bring myself
close to coming as many times as possible before
rolling onto my stomach and ejaculating on to
tissue paper or a handkerchief.

[ hope this article and my photographs have
stimulated and been of interest to the readers of
Janus and they may be persuaded to describe how
their interest in voyeurism has developed.
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An authoritative account of sexuality. Despite
what law and custom say, there is a whole
spectrum of sexuality between the poles of male
and female.

The road to Casablanca is now a well-trodden
one and it is no longer surprising to read that
a well-known actor, artist, writer or public
figure has ‘changed sex’. But for every man
who takes the extreme and irrevocable step of
changing sex by medical and surgical treatment,
there are hundreds of men and women who are
aware that they possess traits of the opposite
sex, others who are in some ways dissatisfied
with the sex they wree born with and prefer,
all or part of the time, to live out a role that is
the opposite of their legal sex, and even those
who entertain doubt about their own sexuality.
When such traits or doubts are discovered by
wives, husbands or friends, previously satis-
factory marital or other relationships are fre-
quently endangered or terminated through
ignorance or misunderstanding.

We may live in a freer society than formerly,
but there is still widespread confusion about
the nature of sexuality and social taboos against
deviations from sexual normality. Men should
be men and seen to be men; women should be
women and seen to be women. “"Dressing in
drag’ is a popular form of entertainment, good
for a snigger, but a man who openly dressed as
a woman in suburbia would be the object of
scorn, and hostility if not of downright ostra-
cism. A well-known journalist and writer like
John Morris can appear on television after a
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sex transformation, but a lesser man would
have to be positively heroic to appear in his
local after changing his sex.

Even less dramatic behaviour that betrays
— or appears to betray — a desire to identify
In one way or another with the opposite sex can
lead to misunderstanding, distaste and hostility.
A letter recently received by this magazine
came from a young housewife who was horri-
fied to discover that her husband liked to dress
in a bra and panties. She assumed at once that
he had become ““queer’ and then went on to
taunt him with such questions as “"Why don't
you dress as a woman?’’ and "Why not have a
sex operation?”’’

A proper understanding of the nature of
sexuality, and the reasons for deviations from
the polarity of strict male and female, would
do much to create a more sympathetic attitude
to behaviour that appears so strange to the man
in the street.

In what follows we shall try to throw light on
the nature and origin of sexual differentiation
and on the deviations from maleness and
femaleness whether they be of genetic, hor-
monal or psychological origin.

Genetic Sex

We have to begin with the genetics of sex
to obtain a complete picture of the nature of
our sexual inheritance, even though anomalies
directly cauvsed by our genetic make-up affect
very few people indeed, and are the province of
the pathologist rather than the sexologist.



There are two ways Iin which cells and
organisms reproduce themselves. The more
common process is by simple division, a parent
cell dividing and giving rise to two daughter
cells, the latter inheriting the same character-
istics as the parent. This is clearly a non-sexual
or asexual form of reproduction.

Sexual reproduction involves the coming to-
gether and fusion of two cells, one from each
parent. Mammals, including man, reproduce
their species in this way. The specialized cells
which fuse together from each of the parents
are called gametes, and the cell thus formed is
the zygote which is destined to develop into
another individual.

Now when these specialized cells — in the
case of the man, the spermatozoon, in that of
a woman, the ovum — fuse together, how Iis
the sex of the new individual determined?

Inherited characteristics are handed on by
the genes (hence genetics) which comprise part
of the chromosomes, thread-like bodies found
in the nuclei of living cells. The sex-determin-
iIng chromosomes are the X and Y chromo-
somes, the male having an X and a Y chromo-
some (heterogametic) and the female two X
chromosomes (homogametic). When cell fusion
takes place the resulting embryonic cell will
receive an X chromosome from the mother and
either an X or Y chromosome from the father.
An XX complement produces a female, and an
XY complement a male.

If all fusions of human reproductive cells
took place without anything going wrong, then
every human being would, as far as their genetic
sex is concerned, be strictly male or female.
But this is not the case for there are sex
chromosome errors due to duplication or even
the absence of the X or Y chromosome, with
the result that sexual differentiation is by no
means so clear in people with these aberrant
genetic constitutions.

Now here we enter the realm of the patho-
logical and it should be made clear at once
that no one reading this article is at all likely
to be a victim (for that is the word) of the
grave disorders of sexual function that arise
from genetic anomalies.

Whatever view we take of voluntary forms
of deviation from maleness and femaleness,
we have to recognize that proper sexual differ-
entiation on the biological level is an essential
part of man’s evolutionary nature, fundamental
to the survival of the species, and that inter-
sexual states are the accidental result of
chromosomal anomalies which are fortunately
rare.

Nevertheless we shall look briefly at the
sexual anomalies that lead to intersexual states
so that we shall not confuse them with other

kinds of transsexuality.

The essential basis of sexual differentiation
is in the gonads, a generic term referring to
both the male sex glands or testes, and the
female sex glands or ovaries. If an individual
possesses both testicular and ovarian tissue, if
differentiation is incomplete, or if there is differ-
entiation but no development of the gonads,
then the individual will suffer from one of the
disorders of gonadal differentiation or function,
sometimes with related congenital defects. Such
abnormal conditions of genetic origin include
Turner’s syndrome, caused by the absence in a
female of a second X chromosome, resulting in
the failure of the ovaries to develop; Kline-
felter's syndrome, in which the chromosome
complement is XXY or even XXYY, with atrophy
of the testes and possible mental deficiency;
and hermaphroditism (from Hermaphroditos,
son of Hermes and Aphrodite, who was man
and woman combined), where both ovarian
and testicular tissie or organs are present in
the same individual and where the bodily
appearance can range from male to female.

Hermaphroditism, sometimes referred to as
ambisexuality, has, of course, nothing to do
with bisexuality which is of psychological origin
and refers to a person who can enjoy full erotic
satisfaction with persons of either sex.

Other Sexual Anomalies

Even where gonadal differentiation is com-
plete and a person possesses the sex glands of
one sex (with possible rudimentary glands of
the other sex), there can be inherited sexual
anomalies that result in that person having the
secondary sexual characteristics and external
genitalia of the opposite sex. Although of con-
genital origin, these conditions do not arise
from duplication or absence of one or other of
the sex chromosomes for these Individuals
have normal male (XY) or female (XX) chromo-
some complements. Such disorders are usually
associated with malfunctioning of the genital
ducts or their incomplete differentiation. These
ducts are the Mullerian ducts, the embryonic
tubes from which the oviducts, uterus and
vagina develop in the female, or the Wolffian
ducts (man is a Wolff!) from which develop
the epididymis, the vas deferens, the seminal
vesicles and the ejaculatory duct.

Persons in this group are pseudoherma-
phrodites. Male pseudohermaphrodites possess
male testes but exhibit varying degrees of
femininization, the most extreme cases being
those with the testicular feminization syndrome.
Such males (inheriting the XY chromosome
complement) possess external genitalia of the
female type, often with well-developed breasts,
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but with intra-abdominal testes. It is thought
that the factor responsible for this condition is
an inherited tissue insensitivity to the hormone
testosterone which is essential for the normal
development of the male genitalia and accom-
panying secondary sex characteristics.

Female pseudohermaphrodites have the
normal complement of XX chromosomes and
possess ovaries, but show varying degrees of
masculinity. Such females, often reared as
males, frequently have an enlarged clitoris and
partial fusion of the labia. In recent years-a
number of female athletes have been found on
examination to have a rudimentary penis and
may well have been female pseudoherma-
phrodites.

Hormonal Sex

There is no hard and fast line between
pseudohermaphroditism, though of congenital
origin, and disorders of the secondary sexual
characteristics of hormonal origin, for in the
case of female pseudohermaphrodites treat-
ment with steroids can result in demasculiniza-
tion. Among such disorders are the conditions
known as virilism, with the presence or develop-
ment of male secondary characteristics In
women, Iincluding the growth of body hair,
enlargement of the clitoris and the loss of head
hair. This condition is considered to be due to
overfunctioning of the adrenal gland which may
upset the secretion (manufacture) of oestrogen,
the female sex hormone.

We have referred to disturbances of hormon-
al function. In normal individuals the secondary
sexual characteristics are induced in men by
compounds known as androgens secreted (pro-
duced) by the testes. The principal androgen
Is testosterone. In women the secondary sexual
characteristics are brought about by ovarian
secretion of oestrogens, though there is a small
ovarian output of testosterone. Any disturbance
of the glands controlling can upset androgen
or oestrogen secretion with consequent effects
on the secondary sexual characteristics, some
of which we have mentioned above. The ad-
ministration of androgens can induce viriliza-
tion in women, while oestrogen therapy can
bring about breast development and other
female characteristics in men.

Now it seems that, apart from the more
serious forms of hormonal disturbance
through whatever cause — many men may have
tendencies to femininization with loss of libido
as a result of inadequate testosterone secretion
and even oestrogen production by the testes,
while some women have a more masculine ap-
pearance and build through inadequate oestro-
gen secretion.

It is possible, by no means certain, that men
who wish to change their sex are partly
feminized through some disturbance of the
hormonal “‘balance’ and, becoming aware of
this as adults, are drawn to the idea of becom-
ing a “"true” female. After long-term oestrogen
therapy with softening of the skin and breast
development, such men may submit to amputa-
tion of the penis and castration. It is then
possible for such a transsexual to have inter-
course with a man if an artificial vagina is
created by surgery.

Similarly it has been suggested that inade-
quate testosterone secretion at a critical period
in early life may lead, after puberty, to a male
having a female libido, and that this may be a
causative factor in homosexuality. But studies
of male homosexuals do not lend much support
to this hypothesis for there is no evidence of
disturbance in hormone secretion among homo-
sexuals. While such hormonal factors cannot
be ruled out as a causative agent in homo-
sexuality, it is the view of the present writer
that the homosexual is made and not born, and
that his sexual preference as an adult is largely
determined by emotional influences in child-
hood.

Psychological Sex

It is suggested, then, that psychological, as
well as hormonal factors, play - a not unim-
portant part in the question of sexual identifica-
tion. A large number of men and women,
normal in genetic endowment and endocrine
function, display behavioural traits of the op-
posite sex, consciously or unconsciously, and
adopt the role of the opposite sex.

Early environmental influences play a large
part in development of sexual identification. A
boy brought up as a girl will assume the sex
assigned to him and may well grow up to prefer
that role. There are also substantial grounds for
the view that the emotional pattern that leads to
homosexuality is one in which the father plays
an insignificant role or no role at all in relation
to the scn, or one in which the mother is the
dominant individual in the home. As a result

_the developing child has no model with whom
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to identify when trying to discover his own
masculinity. The resulting disorientation in
sexuality may well lead to a search for
emotional fulfilment through homosexuality, but
without any desire for identification with the
opposite sex.

There is now very little doubt that person-
ality traits, good or bad, are largely determined
in the first few years of a child’s life. Passive
as opposed to aggressive attitudes developed in
childhood may crystallize as masochism in



adult life. In its sexual connotation masochism
is associated with a submissive sexual role.
Such submissiveness may find fulfilment in a
passive role in heterosexual relations, but ulti-
mately domination by another man may be
sought. This may be seen as a possible route
to passive homosexuality.

How are we, then, to interpret the homo-
sexual who habitually prefers active sodomy?
Returning to what we said earlier about the
incapacity of the child to identify with his
father (or a father-figure), it seems that as an
adult he cannot assume a masculine role in
relation to women, even feeling aversion for
physical contact with those of the opposite
sex. But such a distaste for women in a sexual
sense does not necessarily mean any lessening
of the male libido and other male character
traits. Other men therefore provide the only
opportunity for the expression of deflected
sexuality.

Peculiarities in parent-child relations and
other early environmental factors probably ex-
plain female sexual deviation (lesbianism),
though glandular factors may lead a few
women, rejected as unfeminine by men, to seek
satisfaction with their own sex. But there is no
support for the view that women with large
clitorises or who are incapable of vaginal
orgasms are likely to be lesbians.

There is little doubt that a girl’s relationship
with her mother is of supreme importance. A
girl is much more likely to be mother-dependent
than a boy is father-dependent, and she fre-
quently has difficulty, through guilt feelings, of
developing a satisfactory relationship with her
father. She is often disappointed at this critical
stage of what Freud termed Oedipal develop-
ment and later falls back on her mother and
other feminine attachments. It has also been
suggested that, fearing hostility from the father
if she should desert him for another man, some
women find a refuge in lesbianism.

We can now return to the young wife whose
letter we mentioned earlier for, having con-
sidered the nature of homosexuality, we come
to the question of cross-dressing or trans-
vestism.

There is a fairly general view that wearing
the clothes of the opposite sex is a symptom of
homosexuality, but there is little evidence that,
in general, homosexuals dress up in this way.
In the view of the present writer there is a wide
spectrum of reasons for transvestism, and it
would seem that few transvestites wish to
change their sex, or even identify completely
with the opposite sex.

It seems more than likely that the husband
of the young wife referred to was really a
fetishist. His wife learnt that it was his practice

to masturbate while wearing her bra and
panties and that he got a great deal of satis-
faction from doing so, though nevertheless con-
tinuing to enjoy sexual relations with his wife.
Masochistically inclined men may carry this a
further stage and seek to be dominated by their
female partner while wearing feminine under-
clothes. At a further stage men will dress in
clothes of the opposite sex to seek complete
identification with womanhood, and it may be
that from among this group there will be some
who will ultimately seek to change their sex.

We have no easy explanation of the phen-
omenon of transvestism though it seems to be
distinct from homosexuality and may be more
closely related to forms of fetishism, maso-
chism and even narcissim.

We have not so far dealt with bisexuality
which appears to be more widespread than in
the past. A man or woman would have been
chary of openly admitting to bisexual leanings
a few years ago, but only recently the singer
Joan Baez spoke out openly about her bisexual
leanings, while well-known writers such as
Gore Vidal and Colin Macinnes freely admit to
their bisexuality.

There is a great deal of confusion about bi-
sexuality, and it is frequently confused with
homosexuality. It is frequently assumed that a
bisexual man is simply a homosexual who has
not the courage to go the whole way. But In
the view of the writer this is wholly to mis-
understand the nature of bisexuality. A true
bisexual is, first of all, genuinely oriented
sexually towards the opposite sex, which is
certainly not the case with the homosexual. At
the same time the bisexual can obtain erotic
satisfaction from sexual relationships with his
(or her) own sex. It may well be that bisexual-
ity arises from a desire to break the taboos
imposed by a heterosexual culture; from the
desire of an aggressive male to dominate one
of his own sex, or of a masochistic male similar-
ly to submit to one of his own sex. We certainly
dismiss the view put forward by certain
psychiatrists that bisexuality is a form of im-
maturtiy, seeing it rather as an act of emanci-
pated choice than of response to psychological
conditioning.

We have seen then that there is a whole
spectrum of sexuality: that in various ways,
through genetic, hormonal and psychological
factors, or even a combination of these, men
and women deviate from the strict polarities
of “maleness’” and "“"femaleness’’. With a more
permissive attitude to sex, it has become
possible for more and more people to overcome
inhibitions, oppose sexual taboos and admit
freely to hidden urges and desires to experience
the role of the opposite sex.
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Human beings always like to think of them-
selves as completely separate and distinct from
the animal creation. But in one important re-
spect the customs of humans and animals
coincide.

In the case of both humans and animals the
male is always left to make the sexual ap-
proaches. The male peacock spreads his tail in
front of the female peacock. The male dog
chases the female bitch. And so on and so on.

And as it is in the jungle, so it is in East
Cheam. The social taboo is absolute. Boys ask
girls out; boys ring girls up — never vice versa.

So absolute is this rule that a girl | once
knew was in grave doubt whether she should
ring up a boy with whom she had been out to
tell him he had left some of his belongings In
her room. Since these included some pills he
had to take regularly, and which were vital to
his sanity, she did ring him in the end; but
only after some urging!

There is only one exception to this iron rule.
By ancient custom, girls can take the initiative
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on Leap Year’s Day, 29 February, and ask the
man to marry them. Whether they can make
any ruder propositions is a question left open.
Some versions of the legend extend this licence
to the whole of Leap Year.

A friend of mine was once lured round to the
flat of a lady who intended to make use of this
ancient privilege. He had dated her several
times, but had found her somewhat cold and
stand-offish.

However, on this occasion she received him
with great warmth. This took him completely
by surprise, because he had thought he was
merely calling to pick up a typewriter to be
repaired.

He came round about six o’clock one even-
ing. She put her head round the door, smiled
mischievously, and said:

“Come in.””

He came in, and sat down in the living room.
She retreated into her bedroom, saying that she
would get the typewriter out in a few minutes.
First, however, she had to change.



After a minute or two, she said to him,
through the bedroom door:

“It's Leap Year’'s Day, you know."

He did not know, and said so.

“Well, it is,”” she said. And came out of the
bedroom, wearing only a fluffy pullover which
reached down just below her hips.

She sat down on his lap, and the pullover
rode up to reveal a charming little patch of
moss between lean, brown thighs. Almost
absent-mindedly, he put his hand on one, and
the soft flesh yielded to his touch. -

“I'm making use of my privilege,”” she said.
“1I"'m going to ask you to marry me."”

Frankly, there were too many things happen-
ing all at once for my poor friend. He opened
his mouth, but no sound came out.

She kissed him.

He pulled her pullover off.

They fell back on the couch — and got
married about three months later. They also
got divorced some three years later — but that
was not the fault of the Leap Year.

Another gambit (albeit a somewhat rare one)
for the lady who must get her man in defiance
of convention, while seeming never to stir so
much as a muscle, is the ““rape me’ gambit.

This is more or less summed up in the old
story about the dirty old man (who was never-
theless quite attractive, had nice greying hair,
all his own teeth, a Rolls and an income to
match) who cornered a sweet young thing in a
quiet lane.

“Will you scream if | kiss you?"" he leered.

She looked him up and down. She looked
his Rolls up and down.

“1'll scream if you don’t,”” she said judicious-
ly.
This situation is unusual, but not, be it
emphasized, completely unknown. And it is one
to which the handsome teacher is very prone
indeed.

A friend of mine, teacher at a modern com-
prehensive, fell victim to a pretty nymphet. It
happened this way:

He was responsible for the school library —
not a very burdensome responsibility, and one
which the other teachers rather envied him.

He had an orderly mind, and enjoyed reading
himself, and his post meant that he could
retreat to the library when other, more disagree-
able, responsibilities loomed, and say that he
was ‘‘cataloguing’” or ‘‘checking the non-
fiction,”” or some such.

Unfortunately, however, the Ilibrary was
rather dark. And my friend, though young, was
rather absent-minded, and tended to get com-
pletely absorbed in what he was doing.

One of the standing jokes about him in the
school was that he would walk about (rather

slowly) and read at the same time.

It was one evening, after supper. The library
lights were not all on — only those by the big
desk which my friend had for his own.

He wandered down to the far end, now
wrapped in darkness, to look up a word in the
big dictionary. As was his custom, he took his
book with him, reading busily all the while.

Arriving at the far end, he put out his hand
in the dark, not looking, for the light switch. A
piece of cloth brushed his hand. “'Probably the
curtain,”” he thought, “'| must be too far to the
right.”

That was certainly correct. But the cloth was
not the curtain — it was the hem of a skirt,
and the next second his exploring hand grabbed
the crotch of a very surprised teen-age young
lady who had been standing on a chair reaching
for her handbag, which she had left on top of
the bookcase just before going for tennis.

The light went on, and my friend’s face went
very red indeed. He was so paralysed with
embarrassment that he could not even move his
hand.

It stayed where it was, massaging the thin
panties and the mound of Venus underneath.

“Sir,”” said Cynthia Maddox (well, that
name’ll do) in faint protest. My friend took his
hand away, his fingers brushing a soft thigh in
passing.

He mumbled his apologies, and escaped, but
not before he saw a certain light in the eyes of
the young lady.

He was worried that she might say something
to her housemistress—the school was a board-
ing school, incidentally. However, he need not
have worried: Cynthia had not the faintest in-
tention of letting her latest interest come into
contact with the authorities.

She planned to keep him for herself. She laid
her plans to such excellent effect that my friend
knew nothing until he came in late one evening,
having been to the cinema, went to his room,
turned on the light, and . ..

“"Hello, sir.”

There was something in his bed. A pair of
bright eyes, a smiling mouth, a flood of brown
hair. Cynthia Maddox.

““Cynthia, what are you doing here?"”

“Waiting for you, sir.”

“"Waiting? What on earth do you mean? Go
on, hop it, and quick. What are you doing out
of bed at this time?"’

"l thought I'd sleep here, sir.”

““Sleep here? You must be out of your mind."”
He strode up to the bed, pulled back the sheets.
Two little breasts stared up at him — two very
pretty little breasts, he could not help noticing.

Cynthia slowly pulled back the bedclothes
over her.
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““Oh, come on, sir, dont play the innocent.
Not after what you did in the library.”

Enlightenment broke through the clouds.

“That was a complete accident,”” said my
friend angrily. “'| was feeling for the light.”

“"Feeling for my vagina,’’ said Cynthia. ""Well,
lucky old sir, and now it's all yours.” She
threw the bedclothes right back, and the organ
in question was revealed, between two very
nice, slim legs.

“You have got to leave right away,”” said my
friend, fumbling for his tottering sanity, and
experiencing a slight erection.

““Shan’t,”” said Cynthia.

He caught her arm.

| shouldn't.”

He paused.

“If | yell, who'll be believed? You got me to
come here — then, when you’'d seduced me,

you began to hurt me, make me do all sorts of
unnatural things . . .”

My friend paused in horror.

“Yes. Well, come on, be a good sir and
climb in. | want to see what you can do. Don’t
worry, my father put me on the pill six months
ago,’’ said this astonishing girl.

“What are we going to do?’" asked my
friend, rather stupidly.

“*All sorts of things, of course,” said Cynthia,
giggling. "Do come on."”

And seeing no real alternative, my friend
came on. He took off his clothes, got into bed,
and put his arms gingerly round Cynthia. How-
ever, she was so warm, and snuggly, and
affectionate, that very soon he was hugging her
rather more warmly.

““That bird was really fantastic,”” he told me
later. “"What she did not know just was not
worth knowing.”

But let us face it, if Cynthia had not done
the work, they would have missed out on a lot
of fun.

Of course, matters do not have to be worked
as crudely as Cynthia manipulated them. There
are many courses a female seduction can take.

Instead of threatening to scream, she can
just avoid screaming.

A perfect example of this approach is con-
tained in ““'Oh, Calcutta”. A lady of the Edward-
ian era is lured by a rake to his apartment, tied
up by him, undressed by him, till she stands,
arms tied, legs ready to be opened to his wicked
assault . . .

Then he, being a born bungler, falls into a
trick chair of his own making, and they are both
trapped.

The lady shocks him by cursing and telling
him what a fool he is. She has been raped by
experts, she tells him in a voice tingling with
scorn.

She has been raped again and again; her
innocence taken advantage of again and again.
But she has never complained. She has turned
the other cheek, she has lain back and enjoyed
it.

But now . . . trapped together for the night,
they will have to get married. There is nothing
else for it.

This amusing tale points out that the re-
pressed female of Victorian and Edwardian
times, denied any proper outlet for her feelings,
had a morbid obsession with rape, which was
feared and desired, dreaded and anticipated.
Sometimes this is still true.

A lady writing to an American magazine tells
of an experience in the garden of her own
home:

‘| had just been playing tennis. My husband
had gone in, and | was alone in the garden. |
went down to the paddock to look at my
daughter’s pony. ' -

| heard a noise behind me, and turned. It
was a man, an elderly man, a little shabby, in
rather down at heel clothes.

“"He was staring at me intently. | felt rather
uncomfortable, and asked him what he wanted.

“"He replied that he had lost his way, and
that he did not have any money.

| realised he was going to try and con some
money off me, and felt relieved. | told him if
he liked to come up to the house | would give
him something. | had my tennis things on, and
had nothing with me.

““He muttered, and moved closer. As | in-
stinctively recoiled, he grabbed me. He said
he was crazy for a woman, he had not had sex
for years and he had to have me.

| struggled, but realised this was only pro-
voking him to more violence, so | stopped and
reasoned with him.

“This would only make trouble for him, |
pointed out. Why not forget it, and | would
still give him some money?

“"He shook his head, and said that money
was not really his problem. He had some
money; he pulled out his wallet and showed it
to me.

““He just wanted a woman, he told me. He
had gone so long without it, and was afraid
that he would die and never have sex again.

""He began to open his trousers; then he
pulled them half down, and exposed himself.

“"He did not have an erection, and | smiled.
We were both quite relaxed now. | said:

" “You're not very ready for action, are you?’

“"He replied that if | felt him up a bit he soon
would be.

““Suddenly | realised that if | wished, | could
escape right then and there. His trousers were
half down; he could not run after me. All | had
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to do was pull away, and run.

“But | did not. | wanted to have sex with
this man. My sex life with my husband, though
pleasant, was rather unexciting, and | wanted
a change, an adventure.

| was almost horrified with myself when |
- realised this, but there it was. | put my hand out
and began to rub his penis. It sprang up in my
hand; | let his unfasten my tennis shorts and
pull them down.

“| was glad that underneath | was wearing
one of my most glamorous pairs of panties,
orange see-through nylon, very brief.

“Impatiently, he pulled his trousers right
down and stepped out of them. Then he tugged
down those little panties, his fingers caressing
me everywhere, between my legs, round my
buttocks.

“By now | was thoroughly aroused, and |
pulled off my blouse and bra. We lay down by
the fence, just where we were, in the long
grass. | spread my legs, for | was already wet,
and he mounted me.

"By the way he pumped it in and out of me,
he might have been in need of sex all his life.
He growled and squeezed me, and rubbed my
face with his rough, bristly face, and | really
gloried in it.

| lost all count of time. He did it again, and
again, and again. | think he must have come
three times into me, maybe more.

““At last | came to. He was kneeling beside
me, pulling on his clothes.

| did not speak to him. | dressed too, and
left without a backward glance. | never men-
tioned it to my husband, and | never informed
the police. Sometimes | wonder what happened
to that man. | hope he found a woman — he
certainly deserved one.

"l had never thought of myself as frustrated
— indeed | suppose | am not. But | was caught
at the right (or wrong) time, and was swept
along by the tide. | am sure that many women
could say the same, if they wished.”

No doubt she is right. But then, her surprise
at her own ready sexuality is only a particular
instance of the great lie which society tells
itself: that woman is submissive, is meant only
to be acted upon, and must never act herself.

George Bernard Shaw said that this idea was
an invention of society — and in saying so he
only preceded Women's Lib by about fifty years.

Society, however, has not changed woman's
nature. It has only made her more careful —
about revealing it.

Next time you are at a party, just look
around. You will see the clever woman, cutting
out a man for herself as easily as the skilled
sheepdog can cut one sheep out from a flock
and bring it back to his master.
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The piratical woman will cast an eye over
the party, and isolate her choice. Then she will
sit next to him, empty her glass so that next
time he goes to the drinks table he auto-
matically, out of politeness, fills it for her.

This means that he hands it to her on return.
She looks at him, and he at her. They exchange
a smile, a word or two, and a conversation
starts.

Perhaps it is broken later, and they get split
up in the ebb and flow of people.

But you can be sure that, later on, she will
drift up to his elbow. Perhaps he has a car.
What more likely than that he will offer her a
lift home.

Perhaps she will invite him in for a coffee.
He makes a pass at her. A few minutes later,
she is murmuring in his arms, her knickers are
coming down, his penis is erect and knocking
against her thighs . . .

And he, poor idiot, thinks it is all his doing.
How wrong can you be?

Another circumstance in which the woman
often takes charge more openly is when the
woman is older, the man younger.

| saw this recently when | had just such an
experienced lady as a neighbour. She was about
forty-five, very much in the prime of life, long
legged, deep breasted, fiery eyes, a mane of
long black hair.

Everyone knew her round the neighbourhood,
and she knew everyone, too. She was pleasant
to anycne she came in contact with, but kept
herself to herself.

| think that only | knew her secret. She really
adored younger men. | first noticed it when a
much younger friend of a friend of mine came
to stay for the night.

We happened to meet her in the street on our
way to the cinema, and she made herself very
agreeable indeed to my acquaintance, who
could not have been more than eighteen.

| noticed that she even went so far as to
brush against him, as if by accident. He went a
bit red, and | asked him (when she had gone)
what had happened.

““She touched me up,”” he said. Apparently
she had just tapped his penis where it bulged
against the material of his trousers, with her
long fingernails, and to judge by his embarrass-
ment, he found this distinctly erotic.

After this episode, | kept a close eye on her,
and soon noticed that she was after the
butcher’s boy.

To be strictly accurate, he was not only the
butcher’s bay, but also the grocer’'s boy, for
the two shopkeepers had a combined delivery
round.

This meant that he generally had a pretty
heavy parcel for each house he called at, and |



noticed that my.neighbour, whom we shall call
Freda, was always at the gate to accept her
parcel from the boy.

At this juncture, in the interests of science,
| used my binoculars, and sure enough, the next
time the boy called, | saw Freda, in the process
of taking the parcel from him, giving an erotic
little tap on the front of his trousers.

The boy jumped a little, but obviously had
had come to accept this as part of the job where
Freda was concerned.

| wondered what she would do next — how
would she come in, so to speak, for the kill?

This must have been a key question in her
mind, too. However, she quickly got an answer.
The very next time the boy called, | was on
watch, but Freda was not at the gate.

The boy looked about, obviously wondering
why the usual routine had been interrupted.

He did not have to wonder long. Freda called
him from an upstairs window.

“I'm sick,”” she called. “"You'll have to bring
itin.*

The boy took the parcel up the path and
disappeared into the house. Curiosity became
too strong for me, and | whipped across the
road and hid myself in the little clump of bushes
outside Freda’s window.

| heard her call down to him:

""Thanks for bringing it in. Now, can you do
me a favour? Come upstairs, | need something
moved."’

Quickly | ran back home and went to a small
attic window from which | could look straight
into Freda’s bedroom. It was the only window
that overlooked her, and she would not worry
about it, for it was small and overgrown, right
up under the eaves.

The boy appeared in the bedroom. Obviously
Freda asked him to move a wardrobe, for | saw
him struggling with it.

He took off his coat, whilst Freda sat on the
bed in her nightie and watched him. She was
certainly a splendid sight; | wondered if the boy
had noticed yet how splendid. Her nightie had
been allowed to fall open, showing a good deal
of her lovely and ample bosom. Below, it was
too short to conceal much, and she had really
fantastic legs.

The boy was rubbing the sweat from his
forehead — and was looking at those legs. She
lay back, disclosing a tiny pair of panties, con-
cealing an erotically bulging crotch. She half
turned over, revealing a beautifully curved
buttock, hardly hidden by those tiny panties.

She was patting the bed, indicating that he
should sit down.

He sat down.

Now she was holding his hand. | wonder
what she was saying to him? Probably some-

thing about how he was very handsome, and
did he have a girlfriend?

Well, he did not. We all knew each other’s
business round those parts, and | knew for a
fact he did not.

He was lying back on the pillow . . . she
was fumbling with his buttons. An erect prick
was visible, was in her hands, her mouth.

She was tearing down her little panties . . .
those finely muscled thighs were bestriding the
boy, clutching him. His hands were caressing
her under her nightie . . . now her shapely
bottom was beginning to pump up and down . ..

Really, he never had a chance . ..

An excellent (and very funny) filmed pick-up,
can be found in a recent film on the subject of
prostitution. Split into four cameos, the fourth,
and the best, stars Raquel Welch as a Parisian
prostitute at the turn of the century.

Exquisitely gowned, she encounters a rich
old gentleman. She allows him to escort her
home. The preliminaries take but a short time.
The lovely Welch legs are quickly on display,
she is tumbled into bed, the old gentleman
enjoys himself.

In the morning, she is up and about before
him. She looks in his wallet, no doubt wonder-
ing what her fee is likely to be.

She finds, however, that he is much wealthier
than she imagined, a famous banker. Quickly a
plan evolves. She puts back the wallet. When
he wakes, she makes no mention of money.

When he offers her some, she bursts into
tears. She did not do it for money, she declares,
she did it because she liked him.

Overwhelmed, the old gentleman apologises,
but Raquel fends him off, declares she is
mortally insulted. After she has been friendly
and loving, he has injured her so.

She flees through Paris. Where she goes, he
follows, declaring his devotion, apologising
again and again.

In the end she allows herself to relent. They
marry. By refusing a little, she has gained all.

Recently, the long tradition of the male ap-
proach has been broken somewhat by the New
York singles bars, where women may proposi-
tion men without fear of a snub. The same idea
was tried out in England, but unfortunately fell
flat on its face.

Ah well . . . we island race. Slow to learn,
but sure. There may be hope for us yet.

If contemporary films are any guide, the
twentieth century may catch up with us yet.
Sexually aggressive girls (with or without
kung-fu, karate and guns) are everywhere on
the screen.

Personally, | wish they would get off the
screen, and into the streets. How about you,
gentle reader?
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twentieth century has

The
changes, changes often produced by techno-
logical innovation. There could be no quarrels
between husband and wife over high phone bills
until there was a telephone to gossip on.

seen many

The car, however, may claim to have changed
society more than many other inventions. It
abolished distance, crammed miles into minutes
— and it gave a mobile bedroom for amorous
teenagers to seduce each other in.

It also gave rise to a much more extraordinary
social custom — hitch-hiking.

It is, of course, possible that hitch-hiking
existed in former times. Perhaps the Roman
patrician, driving his new chariot along the Via
Appia, may have been accosted by a footsore
pleb or two, begging for a lift into the mighty
urbs, where (it was said) the pavements were
lined with gold and Christian martyrs.

But it is not very likely. The lower classes
in those days were fearfully aware of their
place. Neither they, nor the English peasantry
of the Middle Ages and the Eighteenth or Nine-
teenth centuries, would have dared to ask for
a ride in a conveyance where their betters rode.

Nor, in all probability, would they have
wanted to go anywhere. It was the car and the
plane which created the immense mobility
which sent hundreds of thousands of people
shifting casually about the world.

In pre-car days, most people stayed where
they were. Journays were difficult, expensive.
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and dangerous. The train, while it began to
change this situation, did not wholly do so.

It was the car — capable of private owner-
ship; independent of the expensive and ex-
clusive network of rails demanded by the train
— which put us all on wheels.

And along with the car came social changes
which began to level everyone towards some
sort of equality.

Equality has not yet been attained, of course.
But rich and poor are far more similar than at
most times during our history, especially among
the young.

Young people listen to the same music, wear
the same cheap and colourful clothing, use the
same slang, watch the same films, and inhabit
the same cultural atmosphere.

They also hitch rides on the same roads. The
car, although universal, i1s also expensive. And
it Is, of course, very easy to go to the side of
a road which leads in the direction you wish
to go, and stick your thumb out . ..

Hitchhiking has come to have its own con-
ventions and its own folklore. If you are hitch-
ing from a particular corner, and someone is
already there when you arrive, you must let him
make his hitch before you start hitching. The
polite hitcher will also carry cigarettes (even
If he does not smoke) to give to the driver.

Certain corners and junctions are favourite
and well known jumping off places for certain
destinations. Staples Corner, in London, is, for
instance, a well known hitching place for places



in the North.

Corners and traffic lights are favourite places
for thumbing your lift because cars will not be
going at full speed. Hitch on the straight, and
cars will zoom past, disinclined to stop.

Hitching is now such an accepted way of
getting about the place that many people in
their teens and twenties never dream of buying
a train ticket.

However, hitching does have its dangers,
especially for girls. Only a few years ago, police
In London carried out an unprecedented exercise
— a policewoman, wearing carefully chosen
clothing, followed a well publicised route
through London, ending up by hitching from a
certain corner on a main road.

She was re-enacting the course of events
which had taken place a few weeks before,
when a young schoolteacher had set out from
her home in South London, hitched a lift from
a North London corner — and had been found
murdered in a field beside a road several
hundred miles North.

It was the nightmare of every mother with a
hitch-hiking daughter. It is an odd fact that
most mothers worry most over the dangers their
offspring are least likely to face.

They do not remember the wise words of
G. K. Chesterton, who said: “"The number of
dogs who will bite you under any circum-
stances is rather less than the number of men
who will murder you in a railway carriage.”’

One never worries about the one — why

worry about the other?

In this case, however, this rare danger, so
much less likely than cancer, measles or preg-
nancy, had struck home.

What happened, of course, will never be
known. But the most likely course of events is
that the unlucky girl was picked up by an
amorous driver, who then tried to seduce her.
She got scared, threatened to report him for
rape — and he killed her out of panic.

This seems the set pattern for such happen-
ings. Naturally, a girl alone on the road, or even
two girls alone on the road, are natural targets
for the male driver, bored and alone.

However, in most cases the worst that can
happen is a slap or two, and a young lady set
down Iin the middle of the countryside to hitch
all over again.

Enquiries in any student hostel or in any
disco could probably turn up something like the
two following stories, told to me in recent
months:

The first person interviewed is Sandra,
young, ash-blonde, distinctly pretty, and twenty-
two.

"l often hitch around the country. Let’s face
it, who can afford anything else?

“Trouble? Well, yes, it does happen. You
have to look out for yourself.

“"One thing | learnt right on my first hitch —
never wear a skirt.

“l was living with my parents in Guildford
at the time, and | had been up in London for
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the evening. Well, | just spent a bit more than
| should, and | found that | did not have enough
to get home.

“”So — hitch it had to be. My boyfriend had
left me on the station before | realised my
financial plight, so | was quite alone.

““Hitching in the centre of London isn’t easy,
but it can be done. Getting a suitable lift took
me nearly two hours. The only way was to wait
near a likely traffic light, and hold a little
placard reading “"GUILDFORD" where the
drivers could see it. :

“It took me about a quarter of an hour, fish-
ing about in dustbins, to find a piece of card-

board that would suit, then | took up my
position.
“Well, | just thought | was never going to

get away. Cars just streamed past me, and the
drivers didn’t even seem to look at me.

At last one did stop, and | scrambled in
without even bothering to look at the guy driv-
ing it at all.

“"When | had settled myself, and the car
pulled away, | had a look at him, and got a bit
of a shock.

“"He was a real freak — thick-set, bullet-
head, heavy features, virtually no hair at all. |
suppose he was about forty-five, though he
looked a lot older.

"l was sitting in the front seat, next to him
— and | was wearing quite a short denim
skirt.

"l was a bit petrified by him, especially when
he smiled at me, and even more so by the fact
that he did not speak to me at all.

“If | had had a bit more hitching experience,
| would have realised at once that there was
something a bit odd in that, because most
people who pick you up just want someone to
talk to.

“"Anyway, we just drove on a bit in silence,
me just staring at the road ahead. My leg felt
a bit cold, and | hitched my skirt down.

“To my horror, | touched his hand. | looked
down, and, petrified, watched as his big hairy
hand carefully pushed back my skirt from my
lap, to reveal my crotch, covered by a tiny V of
black pantie.

“"He carefully rubbed this with his index
finger — not violently, almost thoughtfully,
still keeping one hand on the wheel, though |
noticed he had slowed down.

“"He smiled at me — well, | say smile, but
it was more a grimace. | smiled nervously back.

“Looking back, with the hindsight of experi-
ence, | think that if | had frowned, or said:
‘Stop that,” in a sharp voice, he would have left
me alone. Most guys are really quite timid —
more frightened of you than you are of them,
to tell the truth.

“"However, as it was, | thought he might
strangle me if | said a word, so | just gulped
and sat still.

“That finger of his just kept on rubbing and
rubbing. You would think that | could not have
possibly felt any pleasure from this In the
circumstances, and you would have been right.

“"At least, you would have been right at first,
but after a few minutes | did feel a faint tickling
down there, and | suppose it made me relax a
little.

““He spoke to me again, and asked me to
open his trousers. | did so, leaning over his
lap. His horn sprang out — quite a big one, and
already half erect.

“Under the touch of my fingers, it got hard
very quickly, and shortly after that, he ejacu-
lated all over my hand.

""He gave me a handkerchief, and | mopped
up, then sat back. He took his hand away from
my skirt, and | yanked it down very firmly.

““After that, we just drove on in silence. |
still expected to be murdered, but in fact he
drew up in the centre of Guildford, asked if
this would be all right for me, and let me out.

““And we said goodnight, and that was that.
Looking back, | really believed he did not have
the slightest idea that | was not willing.”

Of course, when sexual episodes occur in the
course of a hitchhike, they are not necessarily
forced on the girl concerned. Far from it.
Another of my informants told me this story:

“I've met a lot of very nice blokes when
hitching about the country — and one or two
of them |'ve continued to see, and made regu-
lar boyfriends of them.

““My casual contacts have been
pleasant, too, on occasions.

"I remember once when | was hitching from
London to York. | went out to Barnet corner,
and stuck out my thumb.

““No luck at first. The only one who stopped
was a slow lorry, and he was only going to
Stevenage, anyway.

“Then things began to look up. | saw a nice
big Bentley slow down, then come into the
verge of the road about fifty yards ahead of me.

| dashed up to it. Inside there was a guy
of about forty-five, nicely dressed, obviously
prosperous.

"My luck was in — he was going right up to
York. | got in, and we started off. He did not
waste time, either. He kept the car tooling
along at about seventy all the time.

“"We chatted as he drove, and he seemed an
interesting sort of man. He was in business for
himself — kept two or three boutiques In
London and the North.

| could see that he was eyeing me up and
down, but | did not mind that — you expect it

rather
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from a man, don’t you?

“Well, we stopped at a pub for lunch. He
had more than | did in the way of drink, but he
was obviously more used to it than | was.

““We drove on, and then, an hour or so later,
‘he said he felt a bit tired, and stopped the car
for a rest.

“"He could not stop on the main road, as
there was nowhere he could pull off the verge,
so he turned off down a little side road, and
ran the car under some trees.

“It was a peaceful place, with plenty of firs
and pine trees crowding right up to the road —
probably belonging to the Forestry Commission.

“"He suggested that we got out and stretched
our legs, and | agreed.

""As we walked into the trees, he put his arm
round my waist — | was a little surprised, but
It seemed quite a harmless gesture. Besides, as
| said, | quite liked him.

““Just as we got out of sight of the road, he
turned me round and kissed me. | protested a
little, but, to tell you the truth, not too much.

“We continued kissing and cuddling for a
while, then he started fiddling with the zip of
my jeans.

“l giggled and pushed his hand away, and
called him a dirty old man. After all, | was only
twenty.

“That did not stop him, though. He pulled
the zip open, and began feeling round inside.
Well, | don’t kid you, | was beginning to feel
really in the mood for mischief.

“"His hand scrabbled in my crotch, felt the
lips of my vagina through my panties.

“I moaned and clung to him, and after that
there did not seem to be much point in resist-
iIng any more.

““He laid me down on a nice little patch of
grass, and pulled off my jeans and pants. He
did not bother to take off his trousers. just
opened his zip.

“"However, | didn’t like that, and asked him
to take off his clothes properly, which he did.

“"He had a really enormous penis — | could
not take my eyes off it. | fondled it as he kissed
me. His scent mingled with the smell of the
grass and the trees around me.

“| was feeling so sexy, he did not have to
play with me very long before he climbed on
top of me.

““"He was certainly an expert. We rocked to
and fro, to and fro, and | had three orgasms
before he came.

““After that, we lay still for a while, and
kissed, and then | bent over him, and tongued
his penis till he was stiff again.

“And then we did it all over again. He was
really fabulous — when he talked me into stay-
ing with him overnight at a friend’s flat, |
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agreed.

“We literally fucked all night — | was quite
exhausted when | tottered out into the early
morning. The destination | should have reached
the night before was only three streets away.
Luckily my friends were quite accustomed to me
arriving late.”

Of course, a pick up on the roads can work
two ways, and this happened to a student of
my acquaintance, hitching back from Cam-
bridge to London.

“l was a little surprised when the car that
stopped for me had a girl driving it. But
actually, Cambridge is one town where this
sometimes happens.

“Normally, women drivers are a bit wary,
for obvious reasons, of picking up men hitchers,
but in Cambridge most of the hitchers are
students, and girls are not as scared of them.

““Also, many of the girl students do have
their own cars, and are generally willing to help
out a fellow student.

“This bird was no student, though, and her
car was not the old banger that students usually
drive.

“It was a beautiful MG, and she was just
the sort of girl James Bond would have wanted
to find driving it. She was brunette, very well
dressed, with yellow blouse and trousers, and
a yellow headscarf round her head.

“Well, we chatted all the way to London. It
turned out that she was married, and that her
husband was in advertising — a bit older than
her, | gathered.

“When we got to London, she asked me
where | wanted to go, and | said | was heading
south of the river. She said she lived in Mayfair,
so | thought she would drop me there.

““However, instead of just dropping me off
by a convenient tube, she suggested that we
had a coffee together, and took me to her pad.

It was a nice little flat in Belgravia, and
while | was sitting in her lounge, admiring the
scenery, she dived into the bedroom to change.

““Out she came wearing a little mini-skirt, a
blouse, open at the neck to show a really in-
credible pair of breasts. No tights, no stockings.
Her thighs were really beautiful, long and
slender, and nearly all on view.

"“She showed no sign of getting that coffee,
just sat down beside me on the couch, and
offered me a cigarette.

““As she did so, she managed to push up her
skirt a little. | could see her white panties, and
little curls of black hair pushing their way
cheekily out.

“I am a bit shy for my age, and | must have
gone a bit red, because when | looked up, she
was smiling, and she playfully tapped my cheek
and said:



‘Don’t worry, have a good look, that's what
it's there for.’

““And then she leaned across and kissed me.
Well, | may be slow, but I'm not that slow, so
| kissed her right back.

“We wrestled on the couch for a minute or
two, while | felt around under her clothes.
Then she took the initiative again, and began
to undress me.

““Soon, we were nude, and that couch was
bouncing fast and furiously. | was not very
experienced at that time, but she helped me and
worked me up to be really randy.

““When | flagged, she reached behind me and
tickled my back passage with her nails, which
| had never had done to me before. | thought it
was very exciting, and really wriggled and
bounded on top of her.

““She wrapped her thighs round me and
banged away at me whenever her orgasm ap-
proached, and she must have come three, four,
five times.

“Time just melted away, and our love-making
just seemed to go on for ever.

““"However, in the end we did come to a
stop, sweating, and lay across each other,
panting.

“In a minute she wormed herself away and
began to dress. She gave me some coffee and
then politely shooed me out of the flat. | often
think of her — and of her husband. | wonder
if he has caught up with her yet!”

Not all encounters on the road are as pleasant
as that, for either party — and it is not neces-
sarily the girl who is outraged.

One man | met said that he had been black-
mailed by a girl he had picked up.

“Young miss, looked as if butter would not
melt in her mouth,”” he said. “"Looked as if she
might be the quieter type of student — longish,
rather old fashioned skirt, cotton blouse, very
prim and proper.

"“She had not been sitting in the car ten
minutes when she said: ‘Can you lend me
twenty quid?’

““Of course | laughed and said: "Not on your
life, I'm not a bank.’

““She sat quiet for a minute, then said: ‘If

you don't, I'll go to the police and say that
you raped me.’
“Well, | was completely stunned. What the

hell was | to do? If l.just let her go, the police

girl always tends to be believed in these circum-
stances.

“Well, | called her all the names under the
sun — but | gave her all the money | had on
me, which was eleven pounds odd.

““She counted it carefully, put it away, then
asked me to stop the car. It was a fairly quiet
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place, just fields, no houses, and she said:

“’If you want something for your money,
you can screw me before you go.’ It was weird
to hear her say it, because she sounded so
prissy and quiet, not brazen and hard at all.

“l was so mad | took her at her word. We
just went into the nearest field, she took off her
skirt and pants, and lay down.

‘| gave her a right poking, | can tell you. She
had nice plump legs, and she co-operated quite
a bit — but she would not let me kiss her.

““Afterwards, | asked her why she did it, and
she shrugged her shoulders and said she was
unemployed, and had just come out of prison.

“Anyway, | left her there by the side of the
road and drove away. | never saw her again.
And it'll be a long time before | give another
lift, you can be sure of that.”

A recent development in the hitch-hiking
field is the long distance hitch-hike, across
frontiers and continents.

The hippy trend of going to India in search
of cut-price salvation and hashish has given
rise to a whole travelling population — who
risk a good deal on the road.

Rosie Swales, in her best selling auto-
biography, tells how she was once dumped off
a car by a driver in the middle of a desert, and
how she and her companions nearly died before
they reached safety.

On another occasion, she and a male friend
were taken a walk up a mountain by four
Pakistanis. Once they reached a convenient
spot, he was tied up, and she was raped. Once
she saw what they were at, she took what was
probably the wisest course. She just relaxed,
went limp, and tried to stick her sharpest bones
into them.

Sometimes the international travellers will
pay their way with their bodies. One student |
know, who was making the journey in his own
Land Rover, was accosted in Greece by two
young ladies in the usual jeans and denim
shirts, who calmly offered to fuck him every
night all the way to Nepal.

| may say that he accepted, and they all slept
together in a vast sleeping bag made of their
three individual bags zipped together (fortun-
ately, they were all of the same popular make)
all the long journey.

He said they fulfilled their part of the bargain
most enthusiastically — and gets quite poetic
about the nights he can remember, out in the
wilds under the stars.

One girl would start off, and when she had
exhausted him, the other, who had been quietly
smoking, would take over, expertly finger him
into erection, and start all over again.

There's no doubt, the Road to Mandalay is
full of surprises!
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A few weeks ago a unique
and quite unexpected experi-
ence happened to me. The only
fictional part of this narrative
are the names given to myself
and the lady concerned.

About two months ago | was
in the local library looking up
some technical information
when suddenly a voice behind
me said:

“Excuse me, it
Brooks, isn't it?"’

| turned around and who
should be standing there but
a woman | had not seen since
| left school twenty-four years
ago. It was Miss Dawson, my
old form mistress. (Incident-
ally, | should point out that |
am a bachelor of forty and live
on my own).

Miss Dawson was a big
well-built woman, much
younger than her forty-seven
years might suggest. She had
filled out a little over the years,
mainly hips and bust, but she
didn't look a great deal older
than when | last saw her.

After we had shaken hands
and got over our initial surprise
at seeing each other again, she
enquired about my marital
status and then told me that
she also had not married.

We had a little more con-
versation, but then she told me

she was in rather a hurry and
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is Sam

we had a good deal still to
talk about she invited me to
her house on the following
Saturday afternoon for tea. |
was delighted to accept and
she took her leave after asking
to be at her house no later than
2 Pk

Promptly at 2 p.m. the fol-
lowing Saturday, | rang her
doorbell. When | was inside
the house she took me by the
shoulders and said:

“"Let me take a good look at
you. You don't know how
pleased | am to see your lovely
face again.”

After saying that she took
my coat and jacket and hung
them up, leaving me dressed
in shirt, slacks, shoes and
socks.

When she turned round to
me again she flung her arms
around me, and planted a big
kiss squarely on my mouth,
then hugged me to her so that
the nipples of her huge breasts
dug into me.

When she finally released
me she put her arm round my
shoulders and escorted me
down the hallway and into her
comfortable lounge. We talked
for about twenty minutes about
where we had been, what we
had done and so on until
finally we got to reminiscing
about my last three years at
school.

At this point a little inform-



ation about my school will put
your readers in the picture, as
it were.

Our Headmaster spent al-
most as much time away from
my school as in it. His attend-
ance at School Board WMeet-
ings, Education Meetings and
such-like duties left him little
time to administer or take part
in any school discipline; this
was left entirely to the Form
Mistress (the Head was the
only male teacher In the
school). They were given a
completely free hand in this
respect.

The Form Mistresses had
their own methods of instilling
discipline into their pupils,
each one employing corporal
punishment in one form or an-
other. Our own Miss Dawson
achieved the desired results by
the application of her flat hand
and a thin, whippy, crook-
handled cane — nothing more.

Miss Dawson had twenty
pupils in her class, ten boys
and ten girls, whose ages
ranged from thirteen to sixteen
years. | joined the class when
| was thirteen years old and
remained in it until | left
school at sixteen.

Any pupil whose conduct or
slackness warranted punish-
ment was brought out to the
front of the class, trousers or
knickers taken down, and
either put across Miss
Dawson’s knee for a sound
spanking or laid across her
desk for a minimum of six
strokes and a maximum of
twelve strokes of the cane in
full view of the whole class.
If the punishment took place
so near the end of the lesson
that time did not permit pun-
iIshment to be carried out
before the end of lesson bell
went then the culprit was
ordered to stay behind and be
dealt with when the rest of the
class had dispersed. .

The girls received the same
punishment as the boys both in
length of time and severity,
yet the girls always seemed to

take their spankings and can-
ings far more calmly than the
boys. Perhaps the reason for
this is that a girl’'s bottom is
wider and plumper than a
boy's and this enabled them
to absorb more punishment.

As each Form Mistress
taught a different subject every
class in school spent at least
two periods under each one
and the punishment techniques
them employed differed slight-
ly. For instance one WMistress
favoured the culprit across her
knees and applied a short thick
leather strap. Another Mistress
administered a spanking by
hand or with a leather-soled
slipper. Yet another gave a

spanking in one of three differ-
ent ways: with her hand; with

a thin wooden ruler; or with
the back of a hair_brush. All
these punishments were given
with the culprit across her
knees. -
The most severe Form Mis-

tresses were the History Mis-

tress and the English Mistress.
The methods employed by the
History Mistress were design-
ed to humiliate as much as
punish. For minor offences the
culprit was bared and then

held under the Mistress’s left

arm in a standing position with
legs wide apart astride the
Mistress's left thigh and his
or her rear in full view of the
whole class. A sound spanking
was then administered with a
thick leather strap.

For more serious offences
this particular Mistress would
make the culprit kneel on all
fours on a low wooden bench
with his back to the class and

~administer a sound thrashing

with a riding crop.
The English Mistress would
put a culprit across her knees
and give a normal hand spank-
ing for minor offences; but for
anything more serious the
offender was ‘‘horsed’” on

another pupil’s back — girls

were ‘horsed’ on boys’ backs
and vice-versa — then twelve
strokes of a six-twigged birch
rod were given. This particular
Mistress had her birch rod
specially made and paid for
out of her own pocket.

To return to my conversa-
tion with Miss Dawson in her
lounge: | asked her if she re-
membered the day | put a dead
mouse into her desk drawer.
She said:

“Yes, | so remember; and
do you remember my putting




you across my knee and spank-
ing you every lunchtime for a
whole week for doing it?"”

Miss Dawson then mention-
ed an incident which | don't
think any member of that class
will ever forget. She said:

Do you remember the time
| had occasion to go and see
the Head in his study about the
Sports Day arrangements and
when | returned to the class-
room earlier than expected |
found the whole class on their
feet throwing paper pellets at
one another. You all shot back
to your seats when | entered
the room but you had all been
caught red-handed. Do you re-
member the penalty you all
paid for your unruly conduct?”

| replied that that was one
occasion |, or any of the others,
would never forget.

"I made you all stand up,”
continued Miss Dawson, “‘and
told you to step round and
face the front of your desks;
then | ordered you all to drop
trousers and knickers and tuck
shirts and gymslips up round
your waists and lie across your
desks. When that was done
you all received twelve good
strokes of the cane in turn.

On my final day at school,
the last period of the morning
was a geography lesson under
Miss Dawson. About ten min-
utes before the lunchtime bell,
Miss Dawson announced that
she was going next door to
fetch a new box of chalks and
said there was to be no talking
while she was away. As this
was my last day at school, |
decided to have a bit of fun,
and by the time Miss Dawson
had arrived back with her box
of chalks | had rubbed out a
good deal of the figures and in-
structions she had so pains-
takingly written on the black-
board. She soon realised what
had happened and demanded
to know who the culprit was.
As always in these cases there
was a deathly silence. Miss
Dawson couldn’t call on the
Headmaster’'s assistance be-

cause he was away from the
school for the day so she had
to deal with the matter herself.

It was almost time for the
lunch hour bell to go so she
told us that if no one owned
up within one minute she
would make us all stay in until
she had found out who was re-
sponsible — lunch or no lunch!

| knew the rest of the class
would not tell her but | couldn’t
let them miss their lunch as
some of them went home for
it, and would, no doubt, be in
trouble with their parents, so |
stood up and admitted | was
responsible.

Just then the lunchtime bell
rang and | could plainly see
Miss Dawson was really
furious. She said that as soon
as the class reassembled at one
o'clock she intended to punish
me severely and make an ex-
ample of me.

By the time the one o’clock
assembly bell rang, young Sam
Brooks was nowhere to be
found. | took my last afternoon
off and denied Miss Dawson
her chance of making an ex-
ample of me.

Miss Dawson took up the
story once again:

“When | realised you were
playing truant just to escape
your just punishment, | was
really upset. Not only that you
had got off scot-free and made
me look a fool in front of the
whole class but you had also
wasted a whole lesson for both
me and the class, and | was
very tempted to go and see
your parents about the matter,
but decided against it for two
reasons. | wanted the satisfac-
tion of punishing you myself,
as your actions had been aimed
at ridiculing me, and | also
wanted to punish you in front
of the whole class, hoping it
would act at a deterrent to
them in future.”

| asked Miss Dawson what
my punishment would have
been that afternoon. She
replied:

| was going to remove your

50

trousers completely, put you
across my knee and give you
the soundest spanking you had
ever had from me; then | was
going to make you stand in the
corner of the room with your
hands on your head and your
bared bottom on full display
to the whole class. After a half
hour in the corner, and after
you had cooled off a little, |
intended to march you to my
desk and lay you across it to
receive twelve of the hardest
strokes of the cane | could
possibly administer.”

This was the first time | had
heard what my fate would have
been on that last day of school,
and | said to my old Form
Mistress: _ _

“"Miss Dawson, you may not
believe this, but for several
months after | left school | was
a little upset about it all. |
wished on many occasions |
had gone back that afternoon
and taken the punishment | de-
served. | really felt sorry for
you because you had always
been so fair with me and all
your other pupils. | could never
remember one instance where
you punished a pupil who

didn’t really deserve it. | felt
| had played a dirty trick on




you and it's made me feel
pretty rotten ever since. There
were times when | felt like
coming to your house and ask-
ing you to forgive me, and also
to give you the chance to settle
the score, but somehow | never
made it.”’

Miss Dawson then mumbled
something about its being too
late now, but | cut her short,
saying:

“"Look Miss, you know me,
or should do by now. | have
always hated to be in debt to
anyone and | don’t intend to
start now. As far as | am con-
cerned | still owe you a big
debt and this is as good a time
and place as any to settle it
and clear both our minds, once
and for all. | took advantage
of the fact it was my last day
at school, and for the first time
in my life | failed myself and
failed you also. If you are pre-
pared to turn the clock back
twenty-four years and square
our account, | think we would
both feel better for it.”

Miss Dawson looked at me
for a while, then said:

“Very well, then. Perhaps it
would be better if we settled
this old score here and now
instead of leaving it to stand
between us; but in view of the
fact that the offence was com-
mitted so long ago | will be
lenient with you and dispense
with the caning part and just
give vyou a well-deserved
spanking.”

At this point | interrupted
her and told her that | always
paid my debts in full and would
not accept charity: she had
been denied her rights once
and now she must have com-
pensation in full.

Miss Dawson was still trying
to be lenient and suggested
she administer both forms of
punishment over my trousers.
| declined her offer and intima-
ted that we either clean the
slate completely or not at all.

She said:

“Very well, then, Sam. If
you feel your conscience will

not allow you to accept either
of my two lenient proposals,
then | must warn you | shall be
no less severe than | would
have been on that last after-
noon at school.”™

Miss Dawson then told me
to take my shoes off and while
| was doing this she went over
and opened one of the side-
board drawers and took out a

thin. crook-handled cane
saying:
“Do you remember this,

Sam? You should, you've felt
its sting often enough.”

When | had removed my
shoes she put the cane under
her left arm and led the way
upstairs to her bedroom. As
soon as we arrived she put the
cane on her bed and asked me
if | minded if she removed her
stockings and dress as she
didn’'t want her stockings lad-
dered or her dress dribbled on.

| said she was in charge of
the proceedings so the decision
was entirely up to her. She
raised her dress and undersKirt,
unhooked her suspenders and
rolled her stockings completely
off. She took her dress off and
sat down on an upright bed-
room chair. As | stood at her
right hand side she rolled her
underskirt up until | could see
the V of her pale blue panties
disappearing between the tops
of her thighs.

By the time she had lowered
my trousers and my underpants
| was sporting a pretty fine
erection and to my surprise
she slid her hands from my
hips to my armpits taking both
shirt and undervest with them.
| was fully exposed from arm-
pits to ankles as she pulled me
down across her bare thighs.

She placed her hand in the
small of my back to hold me
down and said:

“Now, young man, as you
refused my offer to spank you
over your trousers | can pro-
mise you before | have finished
you will not want to sit down
for quite some time."’

Then she proceeded to
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spank me until | was almost In
tears. Before she helped me
back to my feet she took my
trousers and underpants off
and tucked the back of my shirt
and undervest around my
waist.

When | was on my feet she
pointed out the reason for re-
moving her stockings and
dress. On top of her left thigh
was a small patch of sperm
which had appeared during the
spanking and was quickly re-
moved with a handkerchief.

Needless to say, the spank-
ing had been so severe that |
had lost my erection by the
time it was over.

Miss Dawson escorted me
across the room, aided by the
application of half a dozen
good hard smacks, and made
me stand with my face in the
corner with my hands on my
head.

She told me | was to remain
there for the next half hour,
exactly as | would have been
made to do on that last after-
noon at school, and in the
meantime she would go down
and prepare our tea. She
warned me that if | moved
before being given permission
to do so the result would be
that | would be back over her



knee again.

The next thirty minutes
seemed like an eternity and |
dared not move across to the
wardrobe mirror to view the
results of her handiwork in
case there were any loose floor
boards about.

When Miss Dawson came
into the bedroom again she led
me across to her dressing
table and, after clearing every-
thing off it, said | was now
going to receive the second
stage of my punishment.

After | had been stretched
out over the dressing table she
picked up the cane from the
bed and proceeded to cane me
with twelve really hard strokes
of the cane. ‘

When it was all over she
helped me on with my under-
pants and trousers and said:

“Now that you have paid
your debt in full the incident is
closed and we will not men-
tion it again. If you can manage
to sit down let us go and enjoy
a good salad tea.”

When we were downstairs
again she placed a couple of
soft cushions on the chair |
was to sit on, and although it
was pretty uncomfortable, |
really did enjoy that tea.

We spent the rest of the
evening chatting and going
back over the years, talking
about old friends and old
faces. We even got through a
bottle of sherry in the process!

When | left Miss Dawson’s
house that night, still feeling
very warm and tender, she in-
vited me to take tea with her
again, which has been arranged
for next Sunday. As yet | don't
know whether our next meeting
will be just an informal get-
together or if she has already
thought of an excuse to put me
across her knee again.

The marks left by that
caning were still visible some
two weeks later, and | am not
looking forward to any repeat
performance.

S.N.B.
Yorks.

IS THIS A RECORD?

| am a comparatively new
reader of Janus, only discover-
ing your exciting journal a few
months ago. | never realised
until then that there was so
much freedom of confidences
available as there is in your
letter section. | find everything
about Janus just fine and my
opinions are shared by my
wife. We have struck a new
level of understanding as a
result of reading about other
people’s sexual escapades.

| have even begun smacking
her bottom, not as hard as
some readers claim they do,
and | only use my hand, but
Molly seems to nejoy this as
much as | do.

We are both twenty-two and
have been married just over a
year. To be honest, | decided
she was the girl | wanted to
marry because of what must
have been a latent fetish desire
| had. | met her at a social
dance run by our firm; she
attended this with her father
who is one of the executive
members of the staff. Like most
of the girls she wore a long
evening dress, but under this,

as | discovered when petting in
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the grounds between dances,
she wore stockings and a garter
belt and not tights which every
other girl | had ever got In-
timate with did.

The feel of her stocking tops
and soft thighs set my blood
on fire. Suddenly those pin-up
photos | had appreciated In
girlie magazines came to life.
Until then they had seemed
artificial, a glimpse of the past
decade. Molly got excited by
my fondling her but she would
not let me have intercourse and
this was a change from most
girls who accepted sex as a
matter of course. She kept In-
sisting we returned to the
dance but we spent most of the
evening together and | was as
jealous as hell when other men
took her from me for casual
dances.

After the dance she told her
father | would drive her home
and we petted again. | told her
| would like to kiss the softness
of her thighs, to put my lips to
that expanse of flesh broken
only by suspenders. She

laughed at my eagerness but
let me do it, stroking the back
of my neck and hair as | ran
my lips over her upper limbs.
She told me | was making her




feel randy; | knew this by her
moisture, but she would not let
me have her and only after a
lot of persuasion would she
fondle me to put an end to my
torment.

We dated several times after
that but she always wore short
dresses and tights. One even-
ing | told her | preferred the
stockings she had worn to the
dance. She said she could only
wear those under longer dress-
es and seemed surprised when
| urged her to put them on for
our dates because | liked them.

After that she did wear them
most times when she came out
with me and as we both felt
deeply attracted we became
engaged. We got up to all
manner of tricks for she was
hot-blooded and passionate,
but | had to wait months before
she finally let me have inter-
course and that was only be-
cause by that time she was
half crazy wanting it. | knew
| was her first'by her behaviour
but was surprised how easy it
was for | had expected a virgin
to be much more tight. | had

clicked with a number of girls

before; some gave in on first
dates, others needed more
coaxing so | had a bit of ex-
perience to go on.

Even after that night she
kept me at bay, and intercourse
was not the natural ending to
heavy petting, but | got it occa-
sionally when she felt really
wild. One night | was knealing
on the car floor kissing her
thighs; she had her legs over
my shoulders and was well
forward on the seat so | could
reach every part of her, and the
tiny nylon panties she had on
were no obstruction for my
tongue. | became so over-
wrought, knowing she would
not let me have her because
she was well satisfied with
what | was doing, that | took
my penis out and began mast-
urbating as | worked on her.

| thought she would be un-
aware of my actions for she
could not see down there, but

when she climaxed after sev-
eral orgasms she murmured:

“Do you want me to finish
or have you done it?"’

| told her | had, feeling
rather guilty, but she seemed
to think it quite natural and
handed me a tissue from her
bag.

Another time when
phoned me to cancel a date at
short notice | expressed my
disappointment by telling her
how badly | needed her. She
gurgled over the line:

“You’'ll have to give him a
little stroke, won’t you, but
think of me because I'm miss-
ing you too.”’ ‘

To my surprise when we met
the next evening she asked me
if | had done that and gave
my hand an affectionate
squeeze and asked if it had
been nice.

We courted eighteen months
because her father promised
to buy us a house if she waited
until she was twenty-one to be

sure she was doing the right

thing. In some ways they were
exciting months because she
rarely let me go home unre-
lieved, but they were also
frustrating times for she limited
proper intercourse until she
felt desperate enough to risk

it. She would not see ner

doctor for the birth pill and
always insisted on fitting the
sheath herself and checking it
afterwards to satisfy herself it
was not faulty.

But on the honeymoon she
proved to be a glutton for it
and during the twenty-one
days, according to her records,
we never did it less than four
times a day, hitting a record
seven times one day it rained
too much to venture out. She
always put on stockings, a
garter belt and sexy tiny

panties for lovemaking, joking

that she had to dress up to go
to bed. The panties never
stayed on long but often she
fell asleep in the stockings and
belt and was ready for me
when we awoke.
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When we settled in the new
house this pattern continued as
it still does. She wears tights
for work and most other occa-
sions but reverts to seamed
nylons for my amusement at
nights. She knows how much
bare thighs and lots of bare
bottom turn me on.

| began selecting the panties
| fancied on her from her
lingerie drawer; she has mass-
es of them, and being mere
fragments of nylon one drawer
hold some fifty pairs. She
wears two or three different
pairs a day, under her tights
when wearing tights, and
claims this vast number is nec-
essary. Her Saturday morning
wash line looks like Nelson's
signal to the fleet.

One night when delving
deeper in the drawer, search-
ing for a pair | may not have
seen on her so much | came
across a plastic vibrator tucked
among the lower garments. |
held it up and she snapped:

““Put that back; you weren't
meant to see it."”’

She appeared a little embar-
rassed so | let the matter rest
until we were making love and
she was writhing and groaning
with pleasure; then | asked her
how long she had had it and
why.

She did not stall me off but
answered my questions rather
reluctantly. She had purchased
it by post before meeting me



and admitted using
when she felt sexy after being
out with boys, including times
with me. This was why | had
suspected she was not a virgin
in the true sense of the word.

Her attitude was: “| bet you
were playing with yourself
more than you ever told me, so
why shouldn’t I, | felt bad, too,
you know."

| did not mind; it seemed to
cement a bond between us
knowing she had suffered equal
physical anguish, but what did
astound me was her frank
reply when | asked why she
had kept it.

“What makes you think |
don’t use it still ?"" she giggled.

“Do you?" | asked.

She fluttered her eyes and
nodded like a naughty child. |
gave her a sharp slap across
her bare bottom and wanted
to know how often and when.

| was never a spanker until
that night but she got a good
smacked bottom as | dragged
the details out of her. It was all
in fun, she liked it, but getting
slapped certainly made her

it .a _lot*

more eager to talk.

So when | saw Janus for the
first time it was the natural
thing for me to take it home to
Molly and | must say we have
had lots of fun from it. Often
she will ask when we begin
to make love: "Am | going to
get my bottom smacked first? ™

Generally this form of play
is reserved for when sex is im-
minent; but there have been a
couple of occasions when |
have taken her panties down to
show my disapproval of some
action but as this has ended
In love one could only describe
them as playful smackings.

Only a few weeks back she
bought a new dress and fibbed
about the price she paid be-
cause she thought | would be
furious. When | did learn the
truth | chased her half round
the house and eventually got
her across my knees, skirt up,
tights and panties down, and
let her feel my views by using
my hand on her bare bottom.

H.T.
Lancs.

RUBBER IN BED

| am fulfilling a long-stand-
ing Iintention of writing to you
to let you know how very much
| appreciate your magazine. |
was a little doubtful when you
altered the format; but it seems
to be working out.

My interest is in rubber and
mackintoshes and from time to
time | am able to enjoy your
articles and correspondence
dealing with these subjects.
Spanking and allied entertain-
ments do nothing for me, yet
| do like to hear other people’s
views and experiences. The
only time | was chastised by
my late husband | was fastened
up in my mackintosh and
hooded, but that Is another
story. Neither of us enjoyed it
and it was never repeated.

The sentiments on the mack-
intosh and rubber theme ex-
pressed by your correspon-
dents are interesting and
varied and some of the photos



are excellent. | trust that the
section may be extended.

| was introduced to the my-
steries of mackintoshing by
my late husband during the
war, when he bought me a
white mackintosh cape, most
useful in the blackout. The
cape was almost ankle-length,
made from smooth unpolished
rubber on a cotton base, with
a detachable hood of double
thickness with draw tapes.

| was not long in discover-
ing that this mackintosh ex-
cited my husband and | teased
him accordingly. One evening
after coming home from a
dance | kept the cape on while
| was getting our late drink
and, still in the mac, sat on his
knee. When we got up to go
to bed | knew he was ready for
me so while he went round the
house locking up | quickly
slipped upstairs, undressed,
and put the cape on again,
doing up the hood. When he
came Into the bedroom | was
already In bed and as he went
to put on his pyjamas | told
him not to bother.

His reaction when he found
| was wearing the cape was out
of this world and so the mack-
intosh in bed became common-
place.

Later, when | got a rubber-
lined satin coat, | found his
reaction to be disappointing
until | realized he needed the
rubber contact with his skin. |
found that having him put the
white cape over the satin coat
did as much for me as it did
for him.

We had been married some
time when | began to interest
myself in a local Guild, attend-
ing their weekly meetings while
my husband stayed at home
doing odd jobs or reading. It
was during a visit to a neigh-
bouring Guild that | saw my
husband with a lady wearing a
shiny black mackintosh.

| was with the rest of my
Guild, so | decided not to
make a scene but to have the
matter out with him when we

were at home.

When | returned he was sit-
ting reading, with the kettle on
and supper prepared. When |
spoke to him he emphatically
denied having been out of the
house and said that the mack-
intoshed lady came out of my
imagination. | did not believe
him. | was in such a temper
| locked the mackintoshes away
and. told him | was withdraw-
ing his privileges. Later |
ordered a number of items
through the post.

| missed my Guild meetings
until my parcel arrived. Then
| announced | was re-starting
attendance there, which seem-
ed to please my husband. On
the evening of the meeting |
sent my husband upstairs to
undress. | followed with the
parcel, which was eyed by him
with some suspicion.

The first thing to come out
of it was a sleeping bag of
heavyweight black rubber. |
told him to climb into this and
zipped it close to his neck so
that it fitted snugly. | then drew
out what was described as a
chin support. This was also of
heavy rubber and fitted closely
under his chin, around the
sides of his face and over his
mouth right up to the lower
edge of his nose. It was
secured tightly with rubber
straps behind and over his
head and made an effective yet
safe gag.

| took out a full face mask,
reinforced at mouth and eyes
and shaped over his nose. It
had two breathing holes at
nostril level. | put this over his
face, making sure the breath-
Ing holes were correctly posi-
tioned, zipped the thick rubber
hood down the back, complete-
ly enclosing his head, and
finally | took out a padded
rubber eye-shield, which | put
round his head over the hood,
pressing the rubber of the hood
tightly to his eyesockets and
so blindfolding him. As a final
precaution | connected the zip
tabs of the sleeping bag and
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the hood with a small padlock
so that it was impossible for
him to escape.

When | freed him the next
morning he was very penitent
although he still proclaimed
his iInnocence.

| maintained this routine for
a few weeks until he got into
the habit of getting into the
bag, pulling on the gag, the
hood and the eyeshield himself
so that all | needed to do was
to zip the sleeping bag up and
lock the two zips.

One evening | had gone to
my Guild, leaving him locked
up, but when | got to my meet-
ing place | saw him again with
the mackintosh lady. This was
too much and | charged across
the road. | was about to accost
them and then the man turned
and | could see that although
he resembled my husband and
dressed similarly he was a
complete stranger. In fact they
were husband and wife.

After explarations we be-
came friendly. They were In-

terested in mackintoshing and




it is with them that | can still
enjoy an occasional mackin-
toshing session.

| dashed home to my hus-
band and | couldn’t free him
quickly enough and make the
mackintoshes and myself
available to him with apologies
and promises.

He said he ought to zip me
up in all my mackintoshes to
make up for what | had done
to him. If this would in any
way make it up to him | was
more than willing; and while
| put on the rubber-lined coat
and then the white cape over
it, my husband got out some
straps. With my arms strapped
behind me and my ankles
fastened to the bottom corners
- of the bed we certainly made
up for our period of chastity.

Later my husband often
used to have me lock him up
in the sleeping bag when | was

- going out to my meetings and

as a special favour | would tie
him up in the mackintoshes
first.

| must admit this knowledge
of rubber and particularly
mackintoshes has ensured me
a full and happy married life.
Without it, though, we might
have found something else —

who knows?
JC

Cheshire.

VIEW FROM BELOW

| am a lover of stockings
and suspenders; and | am sure
your readers would like to hear
about an experience of mine
concerning these highly erotic
garments.

For some years | worked for
a painting and decorating firm.
The company secured a con-
tract to re-paint a school in the
area. Quite frankly it was not a
job | was looking forward to —
but what a pleasant time it
turned out to bel!

Some of the girls at the
school — girls of fifteen or six-
teen — were very attractive; and
since -this was not a school
which demanded uniforms,
they wore skirts or dresses
which, | am happy to say, were
beautifully short. A number of
the girls had lovely shapely
legs and since this was before
the days of tights, daily flashes
of stocking tops made the job
worthwhile.

One week, however, stands
out in my mind. | was given
the unenviable task of re-
painting the staircase — three
flights with open sides. Un-
enviable, maybe — but | sud-
denly found myself in a perfect
leg-watching position. Without
drawing too much attention to
myself, | was able to look up
the skirts of the girls as they
went up and down the stairs.

| was dizzy with views of
stocking tops and suspenders.
Although most of the girls took
no notice of me, a few were
aware | was having a look up
their skirts and did nothing to
stop me: in fact two girls were
going out of their way to make
sure | did get an eyefull. These
two both had good legs — and
knew it. :

When | saw them approach-
ing, usually together, | would
lie down on the stairs, pretend-
ing to paint the bottom of a
rall. On several occasions they
climbed the stairs, moving
past me slowly, and then just
stood talking, several stairs
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higher than | was. My face was
close to their ankles and they
knew jolly well | could see
right up their skirts.

One morning they did this
and there was no one else
about. Looking up their nylons
was too much, especially when
they were tempting me to do
just that, and | moved my head
upwards until my face was lit-
erally up the skirt of one of the
girls, with her straining stock-
ing tops and taut pink sus-
penders only inches from my
eyes. | heard the girls giggling
as | ogled their stocking tops,
creamy thighs and tiny pink
panties, my nose almost
touching the bottoms of the
tight suspenders.

| became so ‘excited |
couldn’t resist moving my hand
up and lifting the hem of one
of the girl’s skirts above the
tops of her sheer nylons; but
she let out a squeal and ran
off up the stairs, her friend
close behind.

Plenty more views of de-
licious stocking tops were to
follow, and from having

dreaded starting a job, | was

very reluctant to finish it.
P.H.
Warwickshire.
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THE WALLOPER

After reading vyour com-
ments about the difference be-
tween mild corporal punish-
ment for sexual titillation and
more severe beatings for dis-
ciplinary purposes, | believe |
can Iillustrate the point.

We were four children in
our family: two boys and two
girls with about five years be-
tween us. From the age of nine
our parents introduced us to
what they called ““the wallop-
er’” which had been inherited
from my Dad’s father. It was
a two feet long riding cane,
ivory coloured, made of some-
thing like whalebone. It was
kept permanently on our large
dining-room table, even during
meals, and was used mainly by
my father to exact instant re-
distribution for faults.

If any of us were rude or dis-
obedient, my father would
pick up the walloper and make
the offender bend over to
receive one cut across the
bottom. Even through trousers
or dress this would raise a
livid weal if laid on hard, and
perching on the edge of one’s
chair became a necessary skill.

This arbitrary punishment
was never more. than one cut,
although the force used varied
considerably, as did the target
area. We girls dreaded what
we called ““stocking toppers™.
Our parents knew this was
where the tenderest flesh was
and would lay the stroke there
for the worst offences.

The occasion | remember
best was one day at tea time
when | was fourteen. Mother
had made a gorgeous trifle,
and when | had finished my
portion | saw there was some
left and so | sneaked it into
my dish when | thought no one
was looking. Unfortunately my
brother saw me and he hadn't
had any trifle.

Dad picked up the walloper
and | had to bend over, feeling
very ashamed. | was made to

take my knickers down, lift my
dress and my father slashed
the cane as hard as he could
across my bare thighs. |
squealed and stood up with
the agony, and | remember the
raw red line took weeks to
heal. | can honestly say | have
never been greedy again and
all my family, who are still
very close, are as honest and
straight as anyone you could
meet. We all attribute this to
our parents and their insistence
on high standards, literally
cracking down on any depart-
ures from them.

For little family squabbles,
the offenders would receive a
whack each to make them jump
a bit; while for more serious
things like lying or disobed-
lence there would be a stronger
punishment.

Funnily enough, the one real
thrashing | ever had, the only
time my father lost his temper,
was when | was seventeen. |
had been seeing the local
Romeo, more for appearances
than anything else, and my
fether soon told me | had better
stop. | wasn't worried and on
the next day when the boy met
me from school | told him what
my father had said. He was
very upset and we argued all
the way home until finally my
father met us. | said a thankful
goodbye to the boy but the
implications did not dawn on
me until | saw my father’s face.

Scared, | tried to explain,
but he would not listen, and
when we got in the house he
went straight for the cane. |
bent over for the usual cut, but
he did not stop, hitting me
again and again.

My yells brought my mother
running from the kitchen and
she stopped the thrashing, but
| was In great distress, my
bottom criss-crossed with red
stripes.

My mother bathed them, put
me to bed and then went to
talk to my father after | had

told her all about it. He never
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mentioned the matter again but
that was almost the last time
he hit me.

The last time was when |
was home from University and
immune from the walloper — |
thought! | used the current
“in”" word in debating ""Rub-
bish!”" to one of my father's
arguments. The juicy cut | got
brought me down to earth!

If all this sounds like some-
thing out of Charles Dickens,
please read on because our
family was a very happy one
with a great love and respect
for our parents and we knew
they cared for us and were pre-
paring us for a happy and use-
ful life. They were interested
in all our activities and gave us
limitless amounts of that price-
less thing denied to so many
children — time.

This is where the other side
of corporal punishment comes
in. My father had invented a
number of games to test and
Improve our knowledge and the
loser of each round received a
sharp whack with the walloper
in the usual place. This was
nothing like the cut one had
for a punishment but it still
stung like mad and one didn't
know whether to laugh or cry.

| was a bit superior about
these games because being the
eldest and doing well at
school | was rarely the loser.
One day, however, | had an
uncontrollable fit of the giggles
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and found it hard to concen-
trate, so that | kept losing and
getting well whacked. Even my
father was laughing as he
walloped me and the others,
pleased tc see me getting it
instead of them, cheered every
stroke.

Later | looked in my bed-
room mirror at my bottom. It
was flushed a deep rosy pink
and | could almost warm my
hands on it. The burning sen-
sation was mixed with a
strange new exitement that
half-scared me and | lay face
down on my bed and had a
little weep — | didn't really
know why! The itching was
driving me frantic and | rubbed
and scratched to no avail. |
found myself on the verge of
something outside my experi-
ence and could hear myself
moaning and sighing out loud.
Suddenly the most wonderful
feeling of relief overwhelmed
me and everything else was
forgotten in what | realise later
was my first orgasm. Funnily
enough my bottom began to
hurt properly then and | had
a rotten night!

After this | occasionally

acted dim in the games to earn
myself a warmed bottom, but
| never achieved the same feel-
ing and soon | left for Univer-
sity, where | met my husband.

| was still a virgin when we

married and although enjoying |
loving and being loved | was
not achieving orgasm and we
were both worried about this.
Eventually, | mentioned my
earlier experiences and asked
my husband to smack my bot-
tom before love-making. He
did so with great relish using
a wooden hairbrush, producing
the same laugh/cry conflict as
before and in bed we had a
super mutual orgasm although
too quickly. We have now
learned to control it to great
effect and couldn’t be happier.

We have two darling baby
girls and see all our family
regularly, including proud
Grandad (of seven, so far).
We laugh about the old days
and | really think we all bene-
fitted from our strict upbring-
ing with a healthy respect for
the cane. Maybe you will say
it has given me a kinky outlook
— so what! | couldn’t enjoy sex
more.

The old walloper has been
passed to a third generation —
my brother, who says he will
use it on his children when they
are old enough. Despite my
beliefs | don’t think | will ever
punish mine in this way as |
am too soft-hearted and it
takes great resolution to hurt
those you love.

3.C. (Mrs.)
Derbyshire.

LIKE DAUGHTER LIKE
MOTHER

Your readers’ letter remind
me of an experience | had
recently and which others
might like to read about.

| am a headmaster of a pri-
mary school. One of my pupils,
a girl of quite unusual beauty,
came to my notice because of
her high spirits and sense of
fun.

While she was a pupil in my
school | never had cause to
punish her, except mild repri-
mands when she was too high
spirited.

When she left me she was
a most attractive, well-devel-
oped girl, who came back fre-
quently to see the staff. When
she was about fifteen | had a
phone call from her mother.
She was now divorced and
having trouble with Sandra who
had become very disobedient
and headstrong.

She brought her to see me
and | duly lectured her and
told her she would be heading
for severe punishment if she
didn't mend her ways. Her
mother told Sandra | would
cane her if she made any
more trouble! This surprised
me a little but | had to agree in
front of the girl.

Some months later her
mother phoned in desperation.
Sandra had hit her with an ash
tray when caught in possession
of stolen underwear.

"’She needs that caning you
promised her’’ she sobbed.

| hastened around and found
her with a badly cut eyebrow
and a rather shaken Sandra. |
left sorry for her mother, her-
self a very attractive woman.

““Please don’t cane me. |l

be good | promise, really |
will,”” Sandra pleaded.

“Well vyou've had vyour
chance,”” | said crossly.

“You've hurt your mother and
now | can’t see anything for it
but to punish you.”

“Go to your room, her

| mother said, ‘‘and do as | told



you.”
When Sandra went out she

handed me a cane, a nice
whippy one!
““] told her she's to get

twelve strokes on her bare

backside | was so mad with

her. She respects you and you
won’t have any trouble with
her.” | ;
“Well, Mrs. A - - - "' | said.
“You must be there too. It's
quite a severe caning, but ['ll
do it if that ‘s what you wish.”

We went to her room and
true enough Sandra was sob-
bing quietly.

“‘Please sir, I'm sorry, but
| do deserve to be caned. I'm
sorry Mum,’" and with that she

knelt down and lay across the

bed.

| lifted her tunic to reveal
lovely, white, young buttocks.
Her mother tucked the tunic in
Sandra’s sash and waited. |
hardened my heart and raised
the cane.

Sandra gasped as it landed.
Her hands grabbed the bed
clothes and her buttocks jerked
together in pain. | waited
several seconds. A second
stroke and two bright red lines
appeared across her white flesh
as she jerked again in pain.

Slowly and deliberately |
carried out her punishment.
She screamed and jerked wild-
ly but to her credit she never
attempted to get up.

““Please stop, | can't stand
it.-I'll. never cdo it again! .
punctuated the proceedings.

At last it was over. She lay
trembling and sobbing bitterly
on the bed, her buttocks criss-
crossed by angry red and white
lines.

Had | been too hard? | sug-
gested her mother apply some
cream to ease the worst pain.
| left hastily, partly to control
my own feelings and partly to
leave the mother to deal with
her beaten daughter.

It seemed to have the de-
sired effect. Sandra did mend
her ways.

But it did have one unex-
pected
mother, a very
round one evening. She was
alone, but the cane was on
the table. | -

““Oh dear, more trouble with
Sandra?’® | asked apprehen-
sively. | -

me!”’
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consequence. Her
attractive
woman as | said, invited me

“No, quite the opposite. It's

- Youil
““Yes, you see, today | stole

these gloves from a local shop.

Don’t you think | ought to be
caned?”
And with that she lay across

the settee and slowly began to

raise the skirt of her dress —

but that's another story?

AP
Watford.



SPANKING KNICKERS

In the pages of Janus we
read of many older girls and
married women who are put
into some form of school uni-
form, particularly regulation
schoolgirl gym knickers, for
spanking. Also of many who
are made to stand in a corner,
suitably dressed, before a
spanking; but as yet nobody
has mentioned the benefits of
continuing this after the pun-
ishment.

On several occasions my
present girl friend has been
made to do this, and it has
two basic results. Firstly, the
physical effects of spanking
are prolonged; and, secondly,
the humiliation also adds to
the effect. |

Cotton interlock gym pants
are very soft to the touch but,
the material of which they are
made being fairly thick, they
have two effects in the course
of a spanking. They keep the
bottom warm, which means the
heat generated by a spanking
takes longer to dissipate and
hence the sting takes longer
to go away. The material also
acts as a minor irritant to the
sore flesh of a well spanked
bottom. | have seen my girl
friend wriggling because of
this twenty-four hours after the
original spanking.

These gym knickers should
always be of the elasticated
cuff leg variety, as the grip of
this elastic around the thighs
just below the bottom also
forms a constant reminder to
the culprit that she is wearing
them.

On the last two occasions
recently | have given my girl
friend the last few spanks to
the top of the thighs, and now
the threat of this as an addi-
tional punishment is all that is
necessary, for the leg elastic
gripping and irritating the sore
legs really makes a girl feel
uncomfortable for a prolonged
period.

- Even when only the bottom

has been smacked, the grip of
the elastic is a constant re-
minder to the culprit that she
is still wearing gym pants, and
thus the humiliation which
goes with a little-girl-style
spanking is prolonged.

While most girls made to
wear gym knickers wear navy
blue ones, | insist on bottle-
green school knickers, for one
very simple reason. How many
have seen this colour used for
ladies® underwear while navy,
red, black, white, cream, pink,

beige and even grey lingerie

can be found? | at least have
never seen any dark bottle-
green panties apart from the
proper schoolgirl regulation
knickers. |
When possible | insist that
the gym pants be worn with a
short full skirt or kilt. The cul-
prit has to be careful to avoid
exposure of her knickers, and
this adds to the humiliation.
As an additional punishment
| have made two girls go into
the school uniform section of
a large department store with
me and ask for "‘a pair of

bottle-green cotton school gym
pants to fit me, please.”” When
the knickers are packed | pay
for them; the look on the
assistant’s face is startling, so
you can imagine the humilia-
tion which the girl goes
through.

| expect most readers of
Janus who are on the school-
girl thing will have their own
techniques, usually allied to
some experience while at a
more tender age. My own well-
remembered garment is gym
shorts as worn by boys at most
schools.

At my prep school, woe
betide anybody who tried to
wear anything under his gym
shorts. Once discovered wear-
ing underpants, the culprit had
to take off both his gym shorts
and his underpants and was
given six of the best with a
very well-worn gym shoe kept
especially for the purpose.
Most other offences Iin the
gym lesson were dealt with in
a similar way except that the
shorts were left on. | am sure
many others will be able to
vouch for the fact that these




black cotton gym shorts did
very little or nothing to allay
the effects of a well applied
gym shoe. | know | can!

| was instrumental in getting
these shorts used in the home
of a girlfriend of mine. The
girl’s brother was eight or nine
and during his school holidays
| was a fairly regular visitor to
the house.

One day, little brother was
missing and eventually turned
up very late for lunch. His
mother, speaking to me about
his behaviour, pointed out
that a smack didn't seem to
work any more. Having seen
him get the occasional slap
across his bottom without
removing any clothes, and with
his mother using only her hand
to chastise him, | suggested
he was old enough to progress
to something more effective,
and explained how we had
been dealt with at school, In-
cluding the gym short episodes
mentioned above.

““Take his trousers down
and give him the slipper!” |
suggested.

His mother replied that she
didnt want to undress him to
punish him, so | told her he
could wear cotton shorts on
their own during the summer
at least. She said she would
think about it.

When the lad came home,
not only was he late, but his
jeans were ripped. He was
marched off to his room and
his mother decided to get out
his gym shorts. She made him
put these on without under-
pants as the ones he had had
on were torn and filthy.

A little later she brought him
downstairs, picked up one of
her husband’s slippers, put
him over her lap and gave him
what can only be described as
a good hiding, Iinterspersed
with a lecture on time-keeping
and looking after his clothes.

The result was a transform-
ation — he behaved for a whole
week without even needing a

slap!
Discussing this

later with
his mother, | suggested he
wasn’'t the only one needing
this treatment and that her
daughter could also benefit

from a good slippering occa- |
sionally. The girl was still at

school and her mother decided
that similar techniques were
needed.

The daughter told me one
day she couldnt go out be-
cause she had been naughty
and eventually the story came
out that she couldn’t go out
because her mother had slip-
pered her bottom and put her
into one of her old little-girl
cotton dresses and gym pants
for the punishment. |

| also had this young lady
over my knee a couple of
times, but the details will have
to wait for another letter.

K.B.
Somerset.
62

SOUTH AFRICAN
STEP-FATHER

While holidaying in England
with our aunt and uncle my
sister and | were shown a copy
of your magazine by our
cousin.

| am a girl of nineteen and
my sister is seventeen. We
have three step-sisters aged
twenty, nineteen and eighteen.

The articles that caught our
eyes most were those con-
cerning spankings as we did
not know that there was so
much interest in this topic In
England.

We live in South Africa, and
there girls of our age are not
allowed the freedom that our
counterparts enjoy in England.
In fact it is normal family life
for the discipline to be very
strict and rigid, and it is accep-
ted as quite normal for young
ladies to be spanked at home
and school until they are
twenty-one, and, in exceptional
cases, after this age. Our
family is no different although
until nine months ago my sister
and | had not been disciplined
too strictly. When mother con-
sidered we deserved it she had
spanked us with the back of
a wooden hair brush across
our panties. It stung at the time
but was nothing compared
with what we have suffered
over the last nine months.

It was then that my mother
re-married and my step-father
took over our discipline. Our
step-sister had told us that
they were caned for misbe-
haviour but we did not pay
much attention to this.

The day we moved into my
stepfather’s house he called us
into his study and proceeded
to warn us that in future we
were under his control and if
we misbehaved or disobeyed
him we would be caned as our-
step-sisters were. He then went
to a cupboard and produced a
cane which he informed us
normally hung behind the bath-
room door. It was about as



thick as a pencil, had a
crooked handle at one end and
had two red lines drawn around
it.

He said its qualities were
many; and took a pamphlet
from his desk and handed it
to me. | was told to read it out
aloud so that my sisters could
hear what it said.

It started: ““Our senior
curved handle canes are 36"
in length and are hand-pro-
cessed from selected, porous,
malacca-type rattan. All canes
are taped with two red bands
in order to make them more
conspicuous and no effort is
spared to ensure reliability and
perfection. These canes will
truly sting and are recommend-
ed to those parents with older
children to control. We would
add that these canes ought
only to be applied to children
over the age of fifteen.

“The cane exerts a valuable
preventive effect on most
children in establishing before
the event that the humiliation
and social inconvenience of a
smarting bottom will be the
price of misbehaviour.””

It went on to give hints on
how to administer a caning.

1. The malefactor should
always be made to fetch
the cane from its show
place, and bring it to the
room where the caning is
to be administered.

2. The offender should be
bent over a chair or settee
arm so that better control
and leverage may be
obtained.

3. The only protection per-
mitted should be the
offender’'s pants if the
maximum stinging power
is to be achieved.

4. The offender should be
held in such a way that
the covering of the bottom
with hands during the
caning is impossible.

5. The strokes of the cane
should be applied at inter-
vals of five seconds so
that the full sting of each

girl.

stroke is absorbed by the
buttocks.

General comments followed
this, and the pamphlet filled
five pages.

All the time | was reading,
my step-father was swishing
the cane up and down and
bending it double in his fingers.
When | finished he said he
hoped we understood our posi-
tion, and further announced
that we would perhaps be even
more impressed if we saw a
caning administered, adding
that Jenny was waiting outside
for discipline, which we were
now to witness.

He called Jenny and she
walked slowly into the study.
Step-father beckoned to the
contrite Jenny and ordered her
to bend over the arm of the
settee. He walked over to her,
raised her skirt and slip above
her waist; ordered her to place
her hands behind her back and
took hold of her wrists in his
left hand.

He then raised the cane
above his head and brought it
whistling down across Jenny's
quivering bottom. She gasped
as she felt the cane sting, and
tried to struggle up. The cane
fell again and again; and Jenny
made no effort to hide tears or
screams as she tried desper-
ately to wriggle free. As he
caned her, my step-father
lectured the now hysterical

“Now Jenny,”” the cane fell
again, “'let this be a lesson to
you.”" Every few words the
cane struck again. “"Each time
you are naughty, or disobedi-
ent, you will have to bend over
and have your buttocks sound-
ly caned; like this, and this,
and this. Do you understand?”’

Jenny let out a hideous
scream as she squirmed and
wriggled in a futile effort to
get free; but despite her
screams, tears and pleas the
cane continued to fall across
her swollen bottom until she
had received eighteen strokes

of the cane.
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When my step-father had
finished he ordered Jenny to
stand in the corner; which she
did, crying uncontrollably and
vigorously rubbing her bottom.

Step-father then turned to
Bridget and myself, warning
us that we now knew what to
expect If we misbehaved or
were disobedient. The terrify-
ing scene was had just wit-
nessed left us in no doubt and
we determined to steer clear
of punishment.

The pitiful sight of Jenny
vainly struggling to escape
from the cane, and her agonis-
ing screams, are as clear in my
mind as if they had occurred
yvesterday; just as | can vividly
recall every detail of that fate-
ful day about a month later
when | received my first taste
of the cane.

| came home late from a
dance, and, when mother re-
buked me for it next morning,
| cheeked her. Unfortunately
for me, my step-father over-
heard, and to my horror he said
| was in need of a sharp lesson.
He ordered me to fetch the
cane from the bathroom and
report to him in his study.

My heart sank and my legs
seemed to give way under me
as | slowly fetched the cane
and knocked on the study door.

Step-father called me in and
told me to hand him the cane.
He lectured me on my unruly
behaviour and said he was
going to give me twelve strokes
of the cane to see if that
would improve my behaviour.

He then ordered me to bend
over the settee. | obeyed but
he was not satisfied.

“Further over than that, |
want your bottom to stick
well up and be as tight as you
can get it. Do as | say Amanda,
or I'll add a few extra strokes."’

| bent further over the arm,
until my step-father was satis-
fied. He then walked around
me and | felt my dress and
slip being rolled up my back.
| was very conscious of how
my bottom stuck out, as step-



father ordered me to place my
hands behind my back as |
had seen Jenny do before. He
took hold of my wrists in his
left hand in a vice-like grip
and yanked them up my back.

As | lay helpless across the
arm of the settee the suspense
was just awful. If | had known
what the cane felt like | would
have been prepared; but as it
was | could feel the backs of
my legs shivering and a cold
sweat was breaking out on my
forehead.

Suddenly there was a sharp
swish and a slash of fire tore
across. my bottom. | yelled and
tried to straighten up, looking
back at my step-father in
alarm. It was the most unex-
pected sensation of my life,
and | was in a state of shock
after just one stroke.

“You have not been caned
before Amanda, have you?"" he
asked.

| muttered no, hoping this
would mean leniency, but it
didn’t.

“Well, you will either have
to behave or get used to it
while you are under my con-
trol,”” he said. .

As he spoke he brought the
second stroke whistling down,
and again | yelled and tried
to struggle up.

“That's two Amanda, and
you have ten more strokes to
come.”’

Again the cane fell and |
screamed as it cut my tender
flesh; the smart was just awful.
The fourth stroke cut the base
of my bottom and | gave a
shrill scream and burst into
tears, begging my step-father
to stop. It didn't feel as though
he was hitting me mard; but
the cuts just seemed to dance
on my bottom. With a flick of
his wrist he caused me this
pain, and the effect is impos-
sible to imagine by those who
have never been caned.

As he continued the caning
| began to plead with him fever-
ishly to spare me. The pain was
so terrible. | shrieked loudly,

regardless of who could hear
me outside the study. All the
time step-father was lecturing
me, as he had Jenny previous-
ly, but | could not make out
what he was saying, as | per-
formed the most ridiculous
gyrations in a futile attempt to
evade the cane. Looking up
with tear-blinded eyes, | im-
plored pity and swore |'d be
good from. then on. | begged
mercy, screaming | could not
stand any more and promised
I'd never misbehave again.

But despite all my scream-
ing, squirming, pleas and
smarting swollen bottom, he
kept on thrashing me, until my
cheeks ran wet with my tears,
my throat was sore with
screaming and my knees ached
from my frantic wriggling and
squirming as | attempted to
escape each new stroke.

At last he stopped, and re-
leased me from his iron grip.
| jumped up and rubbed my
bottom to try and relieve the
pain, but without much suc-
cess. My step-father then
ordered me to stand in the
corner, and as | stood there,
rubbing my throbbing bottom
vigorously and crying my eyes
out, he lectured me on what he
expected from me in the future.

After that he ordered me to
return the cane to the bath-
room, go to my room for the
rest of the day and write out
the whole cane pamphlet three
times.

This | did, stiffly and sob-
bing, my hands still clutching
my smarting bottom. Once in
my room | lay face down on
my bed and had a good cry,
massaging my- bottom all the
time.

About an hour later | felt a
little better, so | decided to
inspect my bottom. | went to
my mirror, raised by slip and
dress and lowered my panties
to my knees. Horrified, | saw
that my bottom and thighs
were criss-crossed with ugly
red welts. | now know that

these welts turn from red to
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dark blue and then yellow and
take over a week to disappear,
during which time it is ex-
tremely uncomfortable to sit
properly. The intense smarting
lasts for about three hours,
after which the bottom throbs
and aches for about twelve
hours and the urge to massage
the bottom is irresistible. After
this the throbbing dies down
slowly, although sitting on a
wooden chair is very painful
for about a week, and massag-
ing is required to keep the
throbbing to a minimum during
this time.

The rest of the afternoon
| spent tending my smarting
bottom and writing out the
caning pamphlet three times,.
which | did standing up be-
tween my bouts of crying.

At 6.00 p.m. | was called
down to the evening meal. |
walked very stiffly and sat
gingerly on my chair keeping
as much weight of my bottom
as possible. .

All the subsequent canings
administered to my sisters and
me have been on the same
lines with the same very pain-
pul end-product.

The cane must be the most
painful spanking device ever
invented, believe me. Those

offspring who are not caned
are very lucky indeed — and
don’t my sister and | know it!
: Amanda
Lincs.




PING-PONG SPANKING

When | was a boy | was
often spanked over my parents’
knees with my trousers and
pants down. For minor offences
| was spanked with the hand;
for more serious offences a
table tennis bat was used. |
was usually given fifteen
whacks. | am now forty-two
years of age and think that it
did me the world of good. It's
just what some of the rude kids
of today need! What is the
opinion of your readers about
this?

| have just read a book about
a girl who played truant from
school and stole £1 from her
father’'s wallet. She was about
thirteen years old. When she
returned home her father asked
her about the theft. At first the
girl denied having anything to
do with it; but later admitted
she had stolen the money.

Her father told her he was
going to thrash her. At the time
she was wearing school uni-
form of white shirt, school tie,
grey mini-skirt, white socks,
black blazer and black school
shoes.

She was taken up to her
bedroom and put over her
father’s knee. Sitting on the
edge of the bed, he pulled her
knickers down to her knees and
lifted her vest above her waist.
He folded his belt in half and
started to hit her with it. All
together she got thirty strokes

on her bare backside and her

loud yells made no difference
at all.

After the last stroke she was
made to stand in the corner
with her face to the wall and
was not allowed to touch her
bottom for fear of getting a
further six of the best.

Five minutes later she was
allowed to dress again; and
her father warned her to be-

have in future or she would
get lots more.
R.1.
Tottenham.

PENAL PUNISHMENT

As a young man | visited my
cousin in the deep South of
the U.S.A. He worked for the
prison service and one day he
invited me along to see the
female prisoners being punish-
ed for minor offences com-

- mitted during the past week —

fighting, Insulting the staff,
andsgoen. =

| did not know what to ex-
pect as | entered the building,
but was soon fascinated by
the procedure.

The women prisoners, who
were coloured, were led into a
large waiting room and order-
ed to strip naked. Their ages

' ranged from seventeen to forty

and most of them were ex-
tremely attractive. As their
names were called they were
brought into a small punish-
ment room, t
where there were two benches
rather like our vaulting horses.

The unfortunate girls were

' bent over, tied by their ankles

and waist with straps with
legs wide apart and their but-
tocks raised high. A handle at

' the side of the apparatus could

bend a girl almost double,

which would force the cheeks

of her bottom apart. Then the
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two at a time,

strapping would begin.

'l never forget the quiet-
ness Iin the waiting room as
those waiting their turn could
hear the screams and the
sound of the strap landing.

| was handed a strap by my
cousin and told to have a go.
Somewhat nervous at first |
brought the strap down softly
on the plump black buttocks of
a teenage girl, but after a few
minutes | was enjoying even
hard strokes.

An older woman, who had
spat in the Governor’'s face,
was gagged before her punish-
ment. | realised why when |
saw that a special stranded
lash was to be used, and the
strands were skilfully landed
between her cheeks at her
most tender parts.

My cousin told me later that
it's the finest method for keep-

ing discipline in any woman’s

prison, or for women In
general.

As a happily married man
of many vyears, | agree. |
brought a strap home from the
U.S.A. as a souvenir and use
it to this day, as the redness
on my wife's buttocks will
testify.

i i)
London.



OVER THE OFFICE DESK

| am a twenty-one year old
secretary, married, and on a
social occasion when my hus-
band and my boss met, what
seemed to be a joke between
them developed into a real
situation.

Apparently my boss quipped
that at times | was so careless
that he felt like spanking me, to
which my husband agreed! The
result was that soon after the
party my boss called me to his
office just after lunch and told
me that my husband accepted
that when necessary my bot-
tom should be smacked and
because of such and such a
mistake he would do it today
after everyone had gone home.

Meanwhile he told me to
pull my clothes up to show
him what | had on!

All afternoon my heart beat
like fury wondering exactly
what to expect. At about 5.45

it happened: my bell rang and

in | went to the boss’s office.

He began by giving me a
lecture about my work; extrac-
ted an admission about my
carelessness; and said that
with my husband’s permission
he would now punish me.

He went to a cupboard, took
out a cane! and suppled it
before my very eyes. Then he
motioned me to bend over his
desk, fumbled at my rear end,
turned my clothes up over my

back and in one fell swoop
pulled down my knickers and
tights.

To the accompaniment of
rather randy grunts he fondled
my bare bottom, told me | was
to have eight strokes of the
cane and warned me that if |
moved he would double the
number. Then it started — he
gave me the first two strokes
on my cheeks, separately: then
one on each rear thigh, re-
peated the dose until eight and
then told me to dress and get
off to my husband.

Of course | was late getting

home and when Terry asked
me where | had been | burst
into tears and rushed into his
arms. He realised what had
happened and immediately
turned my clothes up to see for
himself — and found a very red
bottom indeed.

Almost automatically he
guided me upstairs, virtually
stripped me, got me flat on the
bed and proceeded to make the
most satisfactory love to me.
He began so tenderly, making
me explain in detail what my
boss had done; and then, as
the story ended, worked to a
violent frenzy, poking me as
never before.

This is now a weekly affair
at least. My boss insists that
| appear for my punishment
wearing stockings and sus-
penders rather than those
““other bloody things’® and |
must say that my husband has
taken to them too!

M.W. (Mrs.)
Leeds.




STRICT MOTHER

| enjoyed vyour Spanking
Special No. 2. | would criticize
however the fact that you
dwell rather on the past, rather
than what | can assure you
goes on today.

| am sure lots of husbands
punish their wives, and cer-
tainly a lot of mothers punish
their children and they don't
stop when they are sixteen
either. | have two sisters. One
iIs married and away from
home, and the other and | are
both over forty and our mother
still uses the cane whenever
she thinks it necessary.

You might say that we
should refuse to be caned as
we are too old. As a matter of
fact, although it's a very pain-
ful business it is necessary
and when |'ve been caned | am
grateful that she loves us
enough to punish our indis-
cretions this way. It is much
easier than harbouring resent-
ment.

Mother punishes us for
breaches of the family code
— the procedure is that you are
sent upstairs to fetch the cane
which you take to your bed-

room. Then you undress to
your undies and wait till
Mother comes — usually about
half an hour later.

When she arrives she gives
one a very severe ticking off
and states

offence was particularly bad,

such as disobedience, up to |

twenty strokes.

You are then made to bend
over a chair. Mother takes our
panties slowly down and turns
up petticoat and girdle and
then measures the cane across
our bottoms. The punishment
Is then carried out with each
stroke counted out and on a
regular timing. Any avoiding
movements are punished with
extra strokes.

At the end of the punish-
ment you wait in the ’‘bend
over’ position until given per-
mission to get up. After this
you thank Mother for the pun-
ishment, kiss and its over.

| am sure that this can do
nobody any harm. The import-
ant thing is that the caning
should be severe and hurt —
then you don’t come back for

more too quickly.
a.F.

the sentence — |
usually ten strokes, but if the

| was pleased to see men-
tion of the delights of long
hair on women in one of your
recent issues.

One letter reminded me of

my mistress. She has never had

her hair trimmed and it has
grown to the enormous length
of six feet. | am always de-
lighted to brush and plait it
for her as this always gives
me a huge erection.

Very long hair can be used
in so many ways and one
method which my mistress en-
joys is to plait several long
strips of leather with her hair
and then use it as a whip to
beat me where it hurts most.

Please let us have more
letters and articles on this fas-
cinating subject.
| R.&.
Lancs.



FRIDAY NIGHT IS
SPANKING NIGHT

The first spanking | ever
gave my wife, Margaret, was
during our engagement. We
only saw each other at week-
ends and wrote about three
times a week. Margaret was
in her first year teaching and
| was serving in the RAF.

The event which started us
on corporal punishment was in
1956, just before Christmas,
and was over a misunderstand-
ing about the purchase of pre-
sents. Margaret and | were
giving joint presents and
Margaret thought | was being
over-generous. She wrote a
rather nasty letter to me,

posted it, and immediately re-

gretted doing so. She sent me
another letter straight away
telling me she deserved to be
put across my knee and spank-
ed like a naughty girl. Further,
she said, | had her permission
to punish her on our next
mesting. -~

We met in the bus station
of Margaret's home town and,
after a meal, went to the
cinema. Later, we caught a bus

- to Margaret's home and, as her

parents were out, we decided
to proceed with the punish-
ment. '
Margaret slipped her skirt
off when asked but would not
remove her roll-on and panties.
| took her Iletter from my
pocket and showed her that she

had suggested a bare bottom
spanking and this was what |
was going to give her.

Two minutes later she was
over my knees without her
panties and received twelve
spanks on each side of her
bare bottom.

| watched the red imprint of
my palm and fingers appear on
her smooth skin and knew that
Margaret was mine from then
on. A few spankings followed
until we were married a year
later.

After our marriage | inform-
ed Margaret that corporal
punishment would continue to
be used and now was the
time to agree, by signing the
agreement | had drawn up, or-
state her case against its use.

Rather to my surprise she
put forward a case against it,
so | was forced to administer
a sound caning to ensure my
future domination of Margaret.
We had a long, hard struggle
before she was in the correct
position without the benefit of
clothes to protect her bottom.

Perhaps | should not say so,
but it was a very enjoyable
caning from my point of view.
Margaret remained passive
throughout the dozen strokes
and came like a lamb to bed.
The marks remained for five
days.

At this point | feel | should
say that Margaret was the
middle daughter of a miner.
Corporal punishment was used
by her mother fairly often on
all her daughters and the In-
strument was a thin bamboo
Cane,‘:; |

According to the daughters
this cane was in use on each
girl about once a week at least.
Also, when their father decided
to punish his daughters the
punishment was carried out
upstairs. This happened about
six times a year, and he always
used his leather belt for the
purpose. The girls had to run
upstairs in front of him and be
undressed and over the bed by



the time he had his belt in his
hands.

Margaret admits she was
scared of these punishments
because her father was unrea-
sonable and always leathered
his daughters without counting
the strokes.

Some four years ago we
had our first and only child, a
boy, and just after this | al-
most ceased to spank Mar-
garet. In fact the two canes
were in the garage and the
straps hanging in the wardrobe.

About two weeks ago Mar-
garet suddenly asked me
during love-making one even-
ing if | would punish her again
as | had when we were first
married. | agreed and Friday
is now punishment night. Be-
fore our son was born Mar-
garet usually received a
spanking once a month and the
cane or strap about every five
weeks.

| . am not a doctor
would not try to analyse Mar-
garet’s behaviour though | am

only too happy to please her

desire.

Your readers can be assured
that the cane or strap will soon
be swishing down on Mar-
garet’'s bare bottom — roll on
Friday night!

| shall have to rush an
order off for some canes as
| cannot find the old ones, but
the straps and hairbrush are
still available so she won't be
disappointed this Friday!

H. M.
Doncaster.

and |

CORSETS — WHO

NEEDS 'EM!
| know many of your male
readers like reading about

corsets, so here goes.

If going to live with my aunt
meant anything it meant my
first pair of corsets. | was just
fifteen at the time and to be
honest they were not actually
corsets but roll-ons. My aunt
bought these from a store in

1945 when the idea of a
schoolgirl wearing corsets was
not so strange as it seems now.
In fact there were some select
boarding schools for girls at
which the wearing of regulation
corsets, knickers and bras-
sieres was compulsory.

When | left school in 1946
there was still a strong body of
male fashion designers all
doing their very best to get
girls back into corsets after
many of them had lost the
habit during the war.

At that time women’'s maga-
zines were full of advertise-
ments for corsets and bras-
sieres and the stories told
about the need to support the
growing, and even more the
mature, figure seems now to
be unbelievable.

““So she’s sixteen today, is
she?’’ | remember reading in a
National daily. “Well, see she
gets the type of support she

needs.”” What rubbish | now
think, as | look back.
Well, to cut a long story

short, | and most other girls
of my generation found our-
selves wearing corsets, and
right up to the time | became
of age my aunt would not hear
of my going out without them.

By the time | was twenty |
was wearing what was then
called a medium size little " X",
This was a good quality pull-
on designed especially for the
control of a young woman’'s
figure. “"Indispensible to any
young lady’’ the advertisement
said.

The main feature of this
pull-on was that it had a patent
cross-over panel front to sup-
press all unwanted tummy
expansion. It also had four
nasty little bones at the waist
to stop the high-waisted ver-
sion which | had to wear from
keeling over under the strain.
“Tummy support and a trim
figure — you know it makes
sense!’”” What absolute rub-
bish! ,

Well, after a couple of sea-
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sons being cut about the
thighs by the lower reaches of
the “‘skilfully designed cross-
over panel’’ | began to get just
a little bit niggled about the
whole foundation garment
business, and as | became
aware that girls of my age had
by then seen the light and were
wearing no more than an
apology for a suspender belt,
| too rebelled.

At first | must admit my new
soft-shelled, sloppy condition
did make me feel rather loose,
in more ways than one. All that
crap about back-ache and
drooping this that and the
other — balls! That's what | say.

Well, after that there was
no looking back for me and |
have not worn a girdle since.
| was one of the first to start
wearing tights when they came
in, and when my daughter went
bra-less | tried that too — | love
the feeling of freedom and |
won't give it up.

When | recall all the rubbish
pumped into us about the need
to support the female figure |
practically split my sides. It
seems to me that corsets not
only suppress tummies but
temperaments as well.

My own daughter, who has
never worn corsets, knows
what she wants and has the
strength of will to make sure
she gets it and it isn't going to
take eight years and a dis-
astrous first marriage to find
her feet either. Any man who
takes her on will be kept in his
place, | can tell you, and she
won't need a pair of corsets or
a brassiere, for that matter, to
do it.

| hope you will print my
letter as nothing would give
me greater pleasure than for
my daughter to find my poor
randy hubby reading it, and,
who knows, she might just give
him a few sharp cuts with her
crop and that, | can tell you,
would be a laugh!

M.R.
Bookham.



Janus

Correspondence Special

Packed with interesting and exciting letters from
Janus readers all over the world. ’

Lavishly illustrated with dozens of entirely new
photographs and superb drawings specially
commissioned for this out-standing edition.

A spanking good £1.00’s worth. Essential reading
for all Janus fans.

Order your copy now!

Publication date— November 18th, 1974.
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She’s been a naughty girl
- she forgot to renew her
subscription to JANUS. It only
costs £5.50 for six months,
including postage and packing
and it arrives promptly every
month. :

If yom live in the U.5. A.
the total cost for six months
subscription, including
airmail postage and packing is
$30.00. This will ensure that
your CcCOpy arrives as soon as
possible.

If you don’t mind waiting
a little longer it can come by
surface mail and costs you only
$20.00 for six months sub-
scription including postage
and packing.

Cheques and money orders
are acceptable, but bank
handling charges are so high
that I would much prefer
dollar bills.

All other overseas rates
on application only.

TO: Janus Publications, 187 Victoria Street, S.W.1.

Please send me six monthly copies of Janus, starting from Vol .. .. .. No... .. ..

I enclose a remittanceof .. .. .. .. .. ..

Name

Address
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AN
ANTHOIOGY

SPANKING LITERNTURE

PROFUSELY ILLUSTRATED
A JANUS PUBLICRTION
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An Anthology of Spanking Literature

For the first time!l A really comprehensive
anthology of Books, Magazines and Corres-
pondence devoted to the fascinating subject
of Spanking.

Profusely illustrated with many extracts
from the most Interesting works on this
subject. This book i1s a must for anyone with
an interest in the History, Psychology and
Practice of Spanking.

An exclusive Janus publication. Obtainable
only through Janus Publications. 8" x 53"
Publication price ... £2.00 plus 10p P. & P.
To our American readers the price i1s $10.00
and this includes the cost of first-class airmail
postage. The rates to other overseas readers
will be sent on application.

e —— S — = — g = m— ——— e

TO: Janus Publications, 187 Victoria Street, S.W.1.
Please send me a copy of AN ANTHOLOGY OF SPANKING LITERATURE. [ enclose
a Cheque/P.O. for £2.10 in the U.K. or S10.00 in the U.S.A.

Name

Address
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didiiiii

Or rather the lease on the Janus Bookshop has.
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Our new shop is at{lL, Green's Ct., W.1l.)in the heart of
Soho. The map printed below should help you find it == or

you can ask & policeman.,
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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.
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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.

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 Watched
Girls who like Girls Marquis de Sade: Man & Myth
No. 3 Victorian Sex Secrets No. 4 Photo-feature on Knickers
Justine: Virtue Defeated Juliette: Female Monster of Cruelty
No. 5 Fetish Appeal of Feminine Underwear No. 6 Bizarre Clothing. Female Auto-eroticism
Rubber Fascination No. 8 Exotic Female Exhibitionists
No. 7 Further Revelations of Victorian Vice Survey of Spanking Attitudes
No.9 Fetish View of Knickers, Stockings 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 II
No.1 Tools of Bondage No. 2 Erotic Fantasies and Secret Publications
Victorian Playmates Masochism in Women
No.3 Modern Chastity Belts No.4 Annette Spanked
Lessons for Knicker Watchers Causes of Impotence and its Cure
No.5 The Rod and the Birch No. 6 Shoe Fetishism
Lesbian Adventures 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

No. 4 Petticoat Discipline
Rubber Marriage
All the above at 50p each post free

Christmas Number 80p post free
Women Who Say Treat Me Rough
Spank Me Darling

VOLUME Ill LARGE SIZE £1.00 each

No. 5/6 Knickers and All That No.7 The Inner World of the Sex Act
Rubber and Religion Those Were the Days: Part |l
Wife in a Bind Sorority Spankings

No. 8 Initiation Into Bondage No.9 Memoirs of Dolly Mason: Part |
Spanking Before and After The Ordeal of Nurse Marshall
Extended Letter Section No. 11 Female Domination

No. 10 Girl in Fox Furs Paying for Sex
Russia’s Randy Royalty Caning in Africa

Adventure in ltaly

In addition to these main features each issue contains a liberal selection of photos,
drawings and Readers’ Letters.

All copies will be despatched by return of post, free of all postal and packing
charges, in the U.K. only.
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