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‘ IEAR a song coming on. .. ' What was the
price of fame? For Melanie Lane it was soon to
prove not merely the cost of the singing
essons she was taking with Rob Scott. Sure,
she looked fantastic; sometimes she even sounded
fantastic. But Rob knew that Melanie needed to
work a good bit harder if she was really going to get
anywhere in the crowded, cut-throat world of pop.

Quite a few of his female students seemed to get
crushes on Rob on account of his musical talents
and positive, forceful character All very flattering
to a man already turned forty, and it certainly made
one of his more unorthodox teaching methods easi
er (and, let’s be honest, a lot more fun) to apply.

But — ah! — Melanie Lane. If only she fancied
him, even a little. Essentially, Rob was a lonely man.
‘I don't care whalt il takes she'd said, eyes shining
in the most innocently provocative way. She knew
her powers all right, did Melanie or did she?
Woman, the eternal mystery. ‘I want to get to the
Ltop, Mister Scott.'

‘Rob. Call me Rob.'

‘Not opera ' (here a sweet smile and arch look)

Rob, I'm not so stupid as to think I have that
good a voice. But pop songs: the new ones, the old
ones. I've been taking drama classes for three years,
and I've had dancing lessons since 1 was a kid. My
great ambition is to make records and sing and act

////y//y

in musicals in theatre and films.

Teach me, teach me toni-i-i-ight.’
Oh, but the girl was exquisite!

She was fresh honey, vintage cham-

f/////z;y

pagne! Her laugh itself was a symphony to him, and
the way she moved filled his mind with sweeping
strings plus a pulsing throb of oboe.

Now the delectable Melanie Lane was with him
in his apartment for the extra tuition in her
singing she'd asked him to provide. Not, as he rue-
fully knew, to attempt to ingratiate herself or make
a move in his direction (as certain nubile students
had occasionally done) Melanie was here simply
because she knew he was one of the best teachers
around. ‘You've got a promising voice with a good
potential range, Rob told her, wishing he didn't
sound quite so formal and starchy. ‘It's warm, it's
rich, it's sexy. But your weakness is the high notes’

‘I know, I know, Melanie sighed. "Please help me'

Seated at the piano, Rob ran his fingers up the
scale again. Melanie's voice climbed with the notes
until, as the top was neared, her voice cracked, los-
ing force, and fell from the heights like a shot bird.
Rob inhaled her perfume. Her trim, light figure in
its clinging black skirt and top was so intensely
desirable to him that he hardly dared look in her
direction.

Dammit, this was no way for a mature man to be
behaving!

“The, er, problem, I think you’ll find, is in your
breathing, Melanie, he said, getting to his feet and
crossing to her. “Your posture needs looking at,” he
added — as if he hadn't been look-
ing at it, and everything else about
her, from the moment she'd come
in. ‘Straighten up. I'm going to put
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“looked round the classroom
with the sinking f(‘(,‘|illg that
this was going lu be yet another

.wasted Tuesday evening. As
usual, half a dozen of the d(‘bkb
used by the kids during the day
had been pushed ln,l_{t'lh('r to make
a communal writing surface
around which the members of the
Peartree Writers® Circle could sit.

Mr. Hardy, the dry, fiftyish tutor
provided h\. the local education
authority, a long suffering minor
author with em:-utrh puhhahetl
work to his credit to justify his
position and a basically good-
natured disposition soured by long
exposure to conceited and talent-
less amateurs. Mrs. Persinger, the
smooth-faced elderly widow with a
startling taste for bloody and vio-
lent erime fictions. Mr and Mrs.
Blunt, a plump, jolly, middle-aged
pair who were planning a _|0ml
attack on Mills and Boon.
Desmond and Neville, the fuzzy-
bearded, left-wing teachers, such
good friends, peeping coyly round
the door of the closet but not quite
ll‘dd\- lO emern gt‘ II«!]F a d()?(‘
others of no particular interest; it
was not easy to remember every-
body’s name even now. And final-
ly. thank God, Nicolette.

Nicolette was originally, she told
us, from Syria. Sh(' d come to this
country as a student, dropped out
after the first year, and got mar-
ried.

‘Not a great romance,’ she
shrugged. ‘I wanted to stay in
England and Michael was obliging.
It’s all over now.’

Now, in her mid-twenties, she
had a good job as a tri-lingual P.A.
with a firm exporting to the
Middle East. Her mixed French
and Arab lineage gave her an exot-
ic charm. One noticed first the
big, liquid brown eyes, the neatly
arched black brows. Then the
blrdlghtq hllnl nose d“[l \'\-'idf:'.
humourous mouth, the flawless
golden skin. Her figure, while not
spe('lacular., was slt.‘n(l{!r and shape»
lv. She probably had good legs,
but since she invariably wore
trousers that could only be specu-
lation.

Though Nicolette featured regu-
larly in my private fantasies, I was
not wistfully dreaming of seduc-
tion in the usual sense. [ was not
vain enough to think her eager to

jump into bed with an unremark-
able man twice her age. In any
case I am happily and faithfully
married.

So what were my secret ‘if
only. . .” thoughts as I listened to
her reading her neatly-crafted
poems or making crisp, perceptive
comments about the work of oth-
ers? As | gazed upon the lovely
Nicolette | felt a simple. sincere
and deeply earnest desire to take
her knickers down and tan her
arse. I wanted to have her squirm-
ing and squealing across my knee
while I gave her a damned good
spanking. | wanted to make her
bend over the back of a chair or
across a bed to have her backside
leathered with a tawse. | wanted
to have her touching her toes, tear-
fully counting each stroke of a sup-
ple, swishy cane as it sizzled across
her unp:oleo!ed rear.

This was not such an unlikely
ambition as it might seem. For
one thing, I didn’t need to conceal
it from my wife. Angela and I
have been enthusiastic followers of
the correction scene for over twen-
ty years and she had no objection
to someone else sharing the assort-
ed chastisement which would oth-
erwise descend upon her own
buxom bottom,

So we are always alert for possi-
ble reeruits to our form of recre-
atlon. | don’t mean that we set out
to “corrupt” anyone; in fact, |
don’t think you can. Unless
there’s a natural inclination to
begin with, it’s probably a waste of
time trying to talk someone into
equating punishment with plea-
sure. But if the taste, the tenden-
cy, does exist, there seems little
harm in encouraging it. Together
or separately, Angela and I have
belonged to dOZ(‘ﬂS ()f Sﬂ]i‘ll
groups devoted to various blame-
less activities. If we meet anyone
“I'IO IOO]\‘& pr()mlslng we gf_‘l to
know them better and cautiously
introduce the concept of punish-
ment for pleasure. Most of the
time we draw a blank, occasionally
we get an adverse reaction which
makes it wise to quietly disappear
from that group, but now and
agam, often enough to make the
pursuit worth while, we meet
someone who is unmistakably
“one of us”.

Nicolette was the most delightful

prospect | had come across for a
long time, but I was about ready to
give up. For the past two months,
given a chance of private conversa-
tion with her, I had gone through
my well-practised routine of hint,
suggestion, innuendo and loaded
question. She had shown no
marked interest; on the other
hand there had not been the
uneasiness, the obvious distaste,
which is a clear warning to back
up and forget it.

The meeting got under way.
Although Hardy is nominally the
tutor he does very little actual
teaching. It’s easier to let the
group members read out the work
they’ve brought, invite the rest to
comment and sum up with a few
words of experienced advice.

So Mrs. Persinger gave us three
thousand words of blood and guts.
I counted two rapes, one castra-
tion, a very messy torture scene
and five straightforward killings.
The Blunts gave us a chapter
apiece of sugar and spice from
“Love among the Islands™.
Desmond and Neville, as usual,
made excuses for not producing
anything; “We’ve been so busy!’

My contribution was a historical
article which aroused little inter-
est.

Then it was Nicolette’s turn. 1
thought it would be another poem,
but instead she produced a fair-
sized manuscript. ‘I thought I’d
try a short story this week,’ she
said, ‘if nobody minds.” Nobody
did. You can say that for the
P.W.C.. It contains some awful
bores, but they’re ready to be
bored right back.

‘I’ve called it,” said Nicolette,
**The Sting in the Tail”.’

That brought thoughtful looks
to some faces and I'm
sure mine was one of them. Then
she began to read. The story was-
n’t particularly well written but we
followed with rapt attention the
misfortunes of her main character,
Sally. Sally was spanked on the
first page. She was slippered on
the third, caned on the fifth, and
by the time the story had reached
a rather breathless conclusion
Sally had been pretty thoroughh

walloped.

There was a dazed silence after
Nicolette pul down the manu-
script, then Hardy said in a very

continues on page 12 >




my hand on your diaphragm and we'll try it again
- this time without the piano.

Ah! Rob felt the tender midriff with his hard
palmed hand and briefly caressed the young soft
skin, affecting to be testing the vibrations as
Melanie deeply inhaled and expelled the notes. He
knew this touch was as close as he was likely to get
to any form of intimacy with such an angel, how-
ever much he might wish it. The darling's voice
duly climbed, reached the heights and warbled
promisingly, but without quite being fully in con-
trol of the note.

Suddenly Rob wanted to smack her. Smack her
smartly on that deliciously curvy bottom jutting
beneath the taut black skirt. Were he to actually do
such a thing, however, he had little doubt that she
would go running out gulping tears of shocked dis-
tress, and very likely return with a policeman.

You're still standing wrong,’ he said a little
tetchily. “You’re a singer, your body is a musical
instrument. You have to stand properly if it's going
to perform efficiently! Get your shoulders back so
your lungs can fill fully. Here — like this’

Rob rested his hands on the lovely girl's shoul
ders and forced them back. He could feel her subtly
vibrating like a fiddle-string under tension, and
couldn't understand why.

‘Are you cold? he asked.

‘N-no, not at all. In fact. .. it's really quite warm in
here’

He put a hand on her midriff once more.

‘Now' he urged. ‘Up to the high “C" - try again.’'

Melanie took in air and sang it out. Up, up, up,
almost there — there? Nol Still not quite. Dammit,
the girl wasn't tone-deaf! She could do it if she real-
ly tried — she could, she could. Rob hardly realised
what had happened until he felt the soft stinging
jarring against his palm and the sound of a muffled
slap. He had smacked her bottom.

My God!

Melanie Lane gave a startled shriek well, not
really a shriek: the sound shrilled forth, high and
clear, hitting the high “C" smack in the centre.

Rob froze. Christ, now he'd done it

To his astonishment, instead of gathering up her
things and walking tensely out, Melanie hung her
pretty head. ‘I did it she whispered. ‘I hit the note.
Get cross with me — I think it's what I need. Get
cross with me, sir. Please, I'd rather call you “sir”
Whatever you feel is right, please do it.

The shackles fell from Rob Scott: it was suddenly
he who sucked in air and expelled high notes. ‘Very
well, Melanie,' he said tartly, clutehing his brow in
the growing exasperation he'd been trying, from the
start of the lesson, to suppress. ‘Let me tell you what
I really think. You've had it too soft up till now!

iveryone tells you what a pretty, clever girl you are
— how nice and dainty and oh-so-lovely. But you're
lazy, aren't you? You're an idle, over-cosseted loafer.
Everything's been too easy for you in your life so far.
If you're ever going to succeed in show business,
you're going to have to toughen up a great deal, my
girl — and the first thing I'm going to do to start
this process is to give you a thundering good hiding

> continued from page 5




on that soft, pampered little bottom of yoursf

Melanie stared up at him, shaking, eyes shiny-
wet with unshed tears. No one had ever talked to
her like this, yet it thrilled her appallingly, making
her heart race and her nipples stiffen.

‘What must I do, sir?’ she whispered.

‘Do?” shouted Rob. “You'll get your skirt up and
kneel on that piano stool, that's what?

Melanie made little pleading moans as he seized
the hem of the said garment and hoisted it up
around her hips. Sleek black panties on round pert
cheeks teased his senses, bare thigh-tops enticing,
suspenders and stockings.

‘Tm sorry, sir; she whimpered. “You're right — I
haven’t tried hard enough. I never do. Punish me,
sir — make me work harder?

Rob’s trusty black paddle was seldom far away.
This was happening so quickly he felt he must be
dreaming, but the very real feel of its stiff handle as
he grasped it brought him back to earth. Melanie
Lane was kneeling up on the stool, elbows resting
on the piano top, arching her spine so that her gor-
geous bottom jutted out. Was that a dream?

‘Spank me,’ she was saying. ‘Spank my bottom
hard, sir — I've been so naughty...’

Dream? As Rob tugged the wispy panties into the
divine divide to expose both full, creamy bottom-
cheeks, feeling the dewy girl-flesh, scenting per-
fume mixed with female arousal, he knew that this
was not so much a dream as a dream-come-true,

Splat. The paddle slapped down. Melanie's beauti-
ful buttocks pancaked for a flash of a second and
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she squeaked — yes, squeaked — in sheer shock.

Splat-splat-splat. The paddle’s hard surface sped
and jolted to a stop against the soft, smooth flesh;
sped and jolted, sped and jolted. Loud, echoey
smacks cracked through the air as her bottom
quickly reddened.

‘Oohl ..ooh!..ooh!sir.. .’ For Melanie, the very act
of kneeling up like this and half exposing her bot-
tom-cheeks to a man’s eyes (let alone his hand or
anything else) was shiveringly exciting, deliciously
wicked. But the pain of the searing flame-hot
impacts was something she could not have antici-
pated. Whatever he was using, it hurt.

So her gasps and pleas and startled yelps were
genuine as she felt her tender young bottom burn
and jump under the steady succession of paddle-
strokes, slamming against her buttocks with suffi-
cient force to drive her hips forward each time with
little jerking wriggles.

‘Ah! Ahh! Ooh! No! Aaagh! No more, sir — please no
more?

Rob paused. He almost smiled. Even if this little
minx had been taking acting lessons, her perfor-
mance needed polishing. He knew it must be hurt-
ing that dainty rear like hell, but her pleas for ‘no
more’' lacked a certain desperation of delivery.

“Your bottom’'s over too tight,' he said, and moved
the girl so that she was kneeling upright on the
stool. The next blow of the paddle struck deeper
now that her buttocks were presented more fully
and roundly: struck with spurts of red-hot heat
deep into her bottom.

Splat! Splat! Splat! Splat! Splat! Melanie's body
jerked and swayed under the loud, firm, hard strokes.
Fists drumming on the piano top, she yowled and
cawed and gurgled inarticulate cries, primitive cries.
To Rob the sound was extremely arousing, for his
very soul seemed to respond to the calls.

He needed to get closer to her. A change had come
over Melanie Lane since the start of her punish-
ment: the held-in, tautly composed, bud-tight little
madam had opened, blossomed. For the first time in
her life since babyhood, perhaps, the girl was really
expressing herself.

Yet Rob knew that he could take her further
What a lesson this was turning oul to be! As the girl
quivered and whimpered, he helped her down from
the stool so that she stood, shuddering and snif-
fling, before him.

‘Tm not finished with you yet, young lady’ he
said, keeping his voice low and firm. “Take off your
skirt and top.

‘Yes, sit; she breathed. Melanie hung her lovely
blonde head with every evidence of shame and sub-
missiveness as she obeyed, dragging off the black
top, pushing down the skirt and kicking it away.

“The bra and panties, too.

‘Yes, sir’ Hob watched, hot-eyed, as she unclipped
her bra. Ripe bare breasts shook free. Then she
pushed down her panties and stepped from them.

Miss Melanie Lane, sensational songstress-to-be,
stood in willowy, wonderful nakedness before him,
her shame-pained face shrouded in golden hair as
she dipped her head and awaited his next require-
ment.

‘Come here, girl. Get across my knee.




She turned

around, lifted her
skirt, and sure
enough, the lower
curves showing
beneath the neat
white briefs were a
pretty shade of
pink.

‘That,’ I said, will
get much more
attention later on,
I promise you.
Just now, the next
bottom to be

odd voice. "‘Comments. anvone?’

‘It would make -|Hilu- a good crime
story. said Mrs. Persineer

11 Sally was !-.ilhr.nfr{awi by sangsters
| 3] u|_||u' Ilr'! 1--|| where the treasure 1=,
and they threatened to

‘Oh nol” interrupted Mrs. Blunt.
“Sally sounds like such a sweet airl.
|r:s|E_\_ and il she met a nice young
man. !

“Well [ thought it was a dispusting
story!” said Neville. shrillv. “I'm sorry.
\ir.‘.'|n'll-'. bt rr.:”\_

‘And in any case.” pouted Desmond.
vou could never sell it. No magazine
would touch it!

Heieh-ho. | thought, boat-burning
time 1s }lrri'

| ean think of several which
might.” | said. 1t would need some
[Hlir-llillg up and r--nin;I down but i
has [s-nwilli“llr‘-'

"-'Ill.qn.. sad \i1--|r-|r- with a
wicked smile. ‘vou could |'|--1[| me with
it,

| }].Il more or less [inished llir‘
meeting and soon alterwards Nicolette
and | were walking towards the nearbwy
car-park

| don't think.” 1 said. “that either of
L= Ccan oo back to the Peartree
Writers' Cirele,”

| don't think.” she said. “that either
of us particularly wants to.

“You gave everyone quite a shock
with that ~Iu|_\.- | said. “Includine
me.

‘It was you | was aiming at.” said
Nicoletie. °l realised what vou had in
mind at least a month avo. but vour
illl|i|-'t1 .1|rf|r||.u h was 1.||\m‘_' Livip |nrs-__'.

| suppose | could have spoken
frankly to vou in private. but it was
more fun to read that story to the
sroup. So — what happens now?”’

By this time we had reached my
car. ‘Now. [ said. ‘1 take vou home to
meet my wile!

\neela was -lll['l'l‘-f"'l bt llll'.i-ﬂ'li
when | walked in with Nicolette. She
had Listened with impatience to my
\\l"l'lxl.\ III'frrH'__'r"H- !r'fu:rl- .ll'irl -|J-'
launghed delichtedly as <she heard how
\|r|b||'|]r' had foreed my h..r|-|

".'lli.h' right too, Nicolette.” she
said. “Ross can be too cautious,
Afraid of vetting his face slapped |
suppose.”

“Afraid ol appearing in the muckier
Sunday papers il some ;i1| turns
nasty.” | said. We were sitting. com
fortably relaxed. in our living room
cach with a drink 1in hand

| must sav.” remarked Nicolette,

‘this is not at all what | "\1bl'llr'll.l

| -_;rilin-'rJ at her. “You thought 1
would be tacky and furtive and don’t
tell-the-wife?”

Something hike that, I'm ;;Lu! it's
not though. It's much nicer this way.”
“What experience have you had.

Nicolette?” asked Anoela. A oooil
smack-hottom if vou were a naughty
ui1'|."

Nicolette shook her head. "No!” |
had 1o come to England to find out
\\}I.H a4 sore i‘--l’hrril le kl |l|'\l

“I'rom Michael?” | asked.

Yes. For the first time in my life |
Wils [i\ll‘l:_‘ \\i’ll SOImeons \\|||- \\nlll'lll.l
let me have all mv own wav. Joon
after we were married | lost my tem
per and smashed a few [uE.H«-. Ina
matter of moments | was across his
knee getting the first =1'.||r|-.§r|: ol my
hie!

Nicolette [lu;_'||"1i ~n||il._ '|I wis a
terrific shock but it did me the world
of good! After a few more spankings |
|"-.||i~---§ that there was a lot of F||:-.1
sure along with the pan. | bouwehit
some ol lil" Mardzines vou were I'.|i|,
ing about and learned about canes
and tawses and so on. Michael would
never use .m\!|‘||||-_- |iLr' that. I||mi-_'|'|..

‘Do vou want to be tawsed and
caned?” | asked her

Nicolette didn’t answer at [irst but
stared thoughtfully at her olass. Then
she glanced up. almost shyly, and =aid.
Yes., 1t's hard to sav why, Judeine by
the stories and letters in the maga
zines the tawse and cane must hurt
like hell. but. . . but. . . she hesitated.
then went on. °l know it's sillv to talk
'.\1l|rr-ul I'\[II'I'II'IhI. but | ~}|un|1i
think it's rather like those terrifving
!'i-II'— Iih'\ have 1n amusement |-.|||\~
First the anticipation when you're
committed. 115 too late to change vom
mind and the car is elimbing. Then.
al the top. you see the track in front
of vou and vou know there's absolute
Iv nothing you can do to stop what is
FOInge 1o ||.|{l[n'|1. I'hen there's a real-
I.\ -||.|!lr‘lil|: few mainutes ol raw !J]l‘--i
cal and emotional experience. and
finally the mixture of relief and regret
when it's over,

Anerela laughed. “That's not a bad
»l'tl:[llt"l=--i!. \'rlui-'l'!'-' \|‘|:u=l_’EI
thev'll never invent a ride which gives
vou the physical and emotional equis
alent of a vood hiding! Believe me.
when 've had a red-hot few minutes
ol strap or cane on my poor bottom |
leel more I'--Ii--l than reored when il's

1|‘\|'r..






Ive known girls

who ean take a

good spanking and

hardly move a
musecle or make a

sound. Thank
goodness Nicolette
wasn’t one of
them. She gasped
and yelped and
wriggled across
my lap while I
methodically
smacked her
cheeky little bare
bum, and when the

fiery sting in those
glowing cheeks
became really
painfal she said so,
loudly. . .

‘Is Ross very severe with you?”’
asked Nicolette. aivine me a rr}u'n.u-il-
ful look.

Aneela shrugeed., "Ross has been
makine myv bottom sting since | was
sweel seventeen. He knows what [ can
1.||\|' lJ_\ NOw. I||-u}g|| iT'- rare l||,:|' ||r~
takes me to the limit. He can be
severe, but my God! what would |
want with a wimnp who let me ol away
with ;|:|_\I}|ing.’ Not.” Angela added.
‘that I need to mishehave. Ross is
quite capable of roasting my rear end
just heeause he feels like it

‘But that's not faire!” 1-|'ut:'~i:-:]
Nicolette.

Ir's completely unfair.” agreed

Angela. cheerfully. “And unreasonable

and tvrannical and. . . and. . . | would
n't want it any other wav! All the
sdnme, |I[I| NEeVEr sorry \\ili'l: Wi Jilll]
another '_'ili to share the wha |-\ir|‘_'-..

Nicolette made no rr‘[r|\. | filled
h--! :_’i.l-~ and \\.1i|r:|_ SOme |l:|l|'_;~ are
better not hurried.

'|'t'l'i|.J|l~ I'm |ur||i|irig to conclu
~'Jur1-_' -.liiJ \ll‘_‘l'l.i. .|F:n|-r-__'rlir:1|'|\.
‘No-one’s going to foree you into any
thing, Nicolette. Some people just
like to talk about it without goine any
further.

“What an anti-climax that would
be.” satd Nicolette. | came here this
evening expeeting to go home with a
very =ore bottom!”

You don’t need to vo home
tonight.” I sugeested. “Sleep in oun
"{!-il'f' Il"illf"l'[” -ll“i I]I llfi\" .\illl 1]
work in the morning. We often have
overnicht suests.”

‘Do vour guests sometimes g0 1o
bed in tears. with a wellsmacked bot
tom and no supper?” asked Nicolette.
her eyes vwinkling with mischiel.

‘Almost invariably. said Aneela.
and we all laurhed.

I've heen reading letters about
punishment clubs in the magazines.
said Nicolette. “Do vou belong to any
thine of the kind?” .

“They may suit some people,” 1 said.
‘but we're not too keen. We did try
one a lew years a0 but it didn't work
out.”

‘It was no Tun at all,” conlirmed
Aneela. "We answered an advertise-
ment in a contact magazine. It made
us curtous and we thought it might be
exeiting,

"We realised we'd made a mistake.”
| said. “when we met the L0 u[:]-- who
were running it [s not very reassur
ing when vour host and hostess

appear in shiny black leather full of

studs and spikes. and insist on being
addressed as \1.L~l-'i' and Mistress.”

“Thev were into heavy
domination.” said Aneela. '\\lri}h and
"1‘.”“" -1‘“] | 'l'”l'_""'” n ]I.’ ""Ll.ll'
full of blood-curdline equipment. ol
our kind ol seene at all. So we made
our excuses and left |]u|rl\l\_'

‘I don’t blame vou.” said Nicolette.
with a shudder. “1'd have been terri
I'il'lij-

‘But vou're not terrified of us. are
VOIL Nicolette?” | asked.

she smiled enchantingly, “No.
Scared, yes. in a quivery. excited sort
of way because | know it will be real
punishment. not just plaviul smacks.
and it will hurt! It's meant o, alter
all. But I'm not afraid that vou'll go
too far. .

“Of course not!” | said. 1 we did.
none of the lovelv ladies we introduce
to the carrection scene would ever
return lor a repeal fu-r'!--l'm.mn-_'

‘And thev do? I{I]"I'l"ll Nicolette.,
with a teasing pretence ol wide-eved
astonishment

‘Not all of them.” | admitted
‘Some girls decide, very naturally. that
One r‘\in'r'i-'lll e ol a well-tanned bot
tom 1s enough.

‘But vou'd be Surpr ised how many
come ll;li L.- !ll!l n \l1:l'|.l. Une ol
them told me recently that there’s
nothing as thrilline as walkinge up our
'_'.Il'lil‘ll ]!.llh and ringimng our doorbell.
knowing well what is going to happen
to her.

"Was that Caroline?” | asked.

Angela nodded.

'1.;“'”““",. | I"\[Il\iillr"l to Nicolette,
“is one of our resulars. She's a lovely.
plump. high-spirited lady of about thii
Iv. Slewarl. 1|r‘|' |'1|l~ir.JI||i. !\Hu\w Very
\;vH I|1.|1 ~|u- --r{pm fl.nmg lu"r' |u.1rum
thrashed every so often. but he can't
bring himsell to give her so much as a
playful spanking. However. he's a very
understanding. broad-minded suy who
doesn’t like to frustrate her discipli
nary desires. So every 1:|r|i|h' 0l
months, a nervous, excited Caroline
|||-|-i\1"' lli'["'. ANMNONnCes 1i|.|r “Il" h.lf!
been a very naughty girl and hands us
a note from Stewart.”

*The first thine that |1:|||||-'ri~.' saned
\neela. eleefully. “i1s that Ross hauls
h"l- ACTOss illl'- I\ll"f' .II'III |-ll\"" |1"|
l\f]i"|-\r'!'~ down lor a :lnni ~|-,|.r||\ir|',','

‘Oooh!” :‘t-fu'r| Nicolette. bright-
I‘I\P'Fl .]llfJ \\r]:::h”'_:

‘I just love watching her squeal and
-1||1il'l1t while she vets her big, hare
hottom smacked.” said Aneela. “And



she knows it. While she’s being
spanked | read out the note, u]m-ll is
a list of all the offences she's commit-
ted since she was last here. and Ross
tells her what punishment she is to
receive for them. Six strokes of the
cane for scratching the car by careless
driving. Six more f(:r flnrung with
Stewart’s best friend. For buying gin
instead of groceries with the house-
keeping money Caroline has her bare
legs smacked searlet with a plastic
rult 'r. thighs and calves. | expect Ross
will show you what that feels like
some time this evening.”

Nicolette said nothing but the
expression on her lovely face was elo-
||l|1-r|l

“Then pe rh.]p-. she'll get a striptease
-|r.1pp|nu for. . .

‘What's a striptease strapping?’
interrupted Nicolette.

‘It starts.” explained Angela. ‘when
vou touch your toes and get a hard
whack across the seat of your skirt or
trousers with the tawse. It hurts!
Then vou stand up. remove one article
uhinlhmtr touch vour toes .wam and
whack! [hl‘- goes on until you're com-
pluu-l\ naked and very sore indeed. If
Ross is feeling really striet he'll count
JI welle Ty as tlolhmur A pair of ear-
rings. a ‘necklace. a hr.u elet and a
[tlll])l(‘ of rings will mean six extra
strokes as they come off one by one.
When you're completely stripped and
lhurmwlll\ strapped. vou finish by
going across his lap for a sound -p.ml\
ing mlh the back of a hairbrush.

“You were talking about Caroline.” |
reminded her.

Yes. well you ean imagine how

Caroline feels. Nicolette, listening to
Ross announce her punishment to
come and feeling the sting of his hard
hand on her bdrr bum at lhl' same
time. She doesn’t get much chance to
cool down for the rest of the evening,
and by the time Ross drives her home
she is extremely sore in a variety of
places, very weepy. and more than
ready to be consoled in bed by
Stewart.”

‘Nicolette,” | said. “vou've heard
enough to have a good idea what to
expect if you stay. Are you staying?”’

Our Im.'t-l\ young visitor gulped. but
said bravely, If \nifela and the other
airls can take it. [ can. I'll stay!’

I sent Angela upstairs to nh.m;__ru-
and collect some disciplinary equip-
ment: Nicolette went with her,
Presently | heard noises from upstairs,
gigeles and squeals and the unmistak-

able sound of spanking hand on scant-
ily-clad bottom. Had Angela decided
10 start without me? If so. she would
regret it. She was welcome to warm
Nicolette’s delectable backside later in
the evening. but that young lady’s first
spanking in our home was supposed
to come from me.

They rdulppvnmi in the living
room. Angela in her discipline cos
tumes: ll“’lll sleeveless white top. short,
plu.ll:-d. navy blue skirt, white ankle
."i(]{'l\'!‘; ﬂnd “dt i.lill"l\' .‘;hlﬂ'.‘!. “:1‘ d“n-l
keep punishment dress for visitors. so
Nicolette was clothed as when she
arrived: a multi-coloured silk waisteoat
worn over a fullsleeved eream shirt.
dark brown trousers and fawn
mocassins. Both girls were [lushed:
there was feminine mischief in the air.
Angela dropped a double handful of
canes and tawses and other bottom-
stingers to clatter on the table.

'\\'hut.' I demanded. “has been
going on?

‘Nicolette," said Angela. gigeling,
“has just given me a numl smacking!”

‘She h.mlt d you ac ross her knee by
brute force, | suppose.” | said sarcasti-

callv. Nicolette was five foot three at
the most and not noticeably muscular.
Angela. on the other hand. is a big
airl. Five eight in her bare feet, exu-
berantly curved, her mop of fair hair.
blue eyes and freckled skin making
her look like the farmer's (I.mﬂhle-r
she is.

You didn’t say you fancied spank-
ing as well as being spanked.” | said to
.\I(‘DI(’ITP

‘I've often Ihuu"hl I'd like to try it.”
she said. ‘though I never l'\pm'lw] to
get the chance. Then when I saw
Angela dressed like that I just had o
sav I'd like to spank her.

So I volunteered myself across her
lap.” said Angela. ‘It seemed a pity to
disappoint her. and anyway vou know
I like it woman to woman sometimes.”

She turned to Nicolette. “You'll
have to learn to let yvoursell go.
though. You didn’t even 1.|lw my
knie Lt-r~ down. Stll, you did warm
me up quite nicely. | ook!"

She turned around, lifted her skirt.
and sure enough, the lower curves
showing bene: uh the neat white briefs
were a pretty shade of pink.

“That.” I said. will get much more
attention later on, | promise you. Just
now. the next bottom to be warmed
will be Nicolette's.”

‘I bet vou don’t forget to take my
knickers down.” pouted Nicolette.

You can take you trousers off first.”
| said.

Saying nothing but blushing charm-
ingly, Nicolette kicked off her shoes
and removed her trousers. She had.
as I'd speculated. very nice legs. | led
her to a convenient chair and she
went across my lap without any fuss.

I tucked the end of her shirt up
under her waisteoat. She was wearing
pink bikini pants which offered no
protection to speak of to her perfect
peach of a bottom, but I took them
down anyway and paused briefly to
enjoy the pl--.hun- of having this
delightful voung lady ready fur a
spanking at last.

‘| don’t suppose it matters.” said
Nicolette, wriggling apprehensively.
‘but why am | going to be punished?”

‘Because vou went out of your way
to offend those nice people at the
Writers” Circle.

“Serew those nice people at the
Writer’ Circle!” said Nicolette,

So of course | spanked her.

I've known girls who can take a
good spanking and hardly move a
musele or make a sound. Thank
goodness Nicolette wasn't one of
them. She gasped and yelped and
wriggled across my lap while |
mvthmlu ally smac cked her ¢ ‘heeky lit-
tle bare bum. and when the fll‘r\ sting
in those glowing cheeks became really
painful cho :nd so. loudly, in an
entangled but explicit lllt"fdll“l‘ of
I n"h-h French and Arabie.

I gave her what | thought was
Nmunh to be going on \util relishing
every impact of rr-tnhumr\ male h.mfl
upon bouneing female bottom, and
then | r('lt‘a-t-d her. As she scrambled
to her feet a tear or two showed. but
she didn’t look at all subdued or con-
trite as she "-lt"lpl‘{l out of her briefs,

I think she was going to wipe her eyes
with them until \Il;_c*ld hastily hand-
ed her a tissue. | noticed she made no
attempt to touch her punished bot-
tom.

“Of course it’s sore!” she said when
| commented. “But the letters and sto-
ries in the magazines say that a girl
gets extra if she rubs hersell without
permission.’

“That is our rule.” [ confirmed.

“Then you might like to know,” said
Nicolette, lmppnl\ ‘that Angela
rubbed herself after I'd h[ldnl\t‘d her —
and she didn’t ask if she could.”

“Thanks a lot. Miss Supergrass!”
said Angela. “You know what you've
let me in for. don't you?’
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‘That’s the idea!’ I
said approvingly,
and then I
whacked the tawse
hard across the
centre of her
beautiful rounded
backside.

‘Aaanaaargh!’ she

‘Ross it harts!’
‘That,’ I pointed
out, ‘is why the
tawse is such an

efficient educa-
tional aid. . .’
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‘Another spanking?” said Nicolette,
standing trouserless, knickerless and
shameless, with a hot. spanked bot-
tom, and grin of pure mischief on her
tear-stained face.

‘Rather more than that.” [ said. and
selected a medium \wi;_*ln tawse from
the table.

Angela knows better than to whine
or wheedle, and she stepped forward
immediately.

‘Hold out your hands.” I ordered.
She did, both together, right hand on
top of left. I swung the tawse and
stinging leather cracked across a ten-
der palm Angela grimaced and
quickly ch: unﬂ*cl hands. | pave her
another whack across the I< ft hand,
then one more on each.

‘I glanced round and saw
Nicolette’s serious. -'.m‘]n‘i-:('d face.
‘Do you ilnd this unexpected.
Nicolette?

She nodded. “Yes — somehow |
thought the strap was always used on
the bottom.”

‘Not necessarily.” | said. “Would
you like to try it on the hands?" | was
teasing of course. and e-\pw'tr'(l a
hasty refusal, but to my surprise
Nicolette he sitantly but brave ly held
out her hands as she had seen Angela
do. Before she could change her
mind [ gave her a real cracker on her
right hand.

“Qooooh!” Her lovely face serewed
up and she bent forward with her
hand between her thighs, tryving to
squeeze out the pain.

“That’s not allowed. Nicolette,
Hands out again. please.”

Even more reluctantly she held
them out again. left hand on top this
time. | Hll‘illlpl‘f] that one too.

‘Aaaaaa’” With an obvious effort
she stopped hersell reacting as before,
biting her lip. on the brink of tears.
she changed hands again and waited.

I shook my head. ‘No more for
now. Nicolette. | just wanted to give
you a -.mlph \l!\\\d\ | haven't ||nl
ished with \nlrr-l.i yet.

‘I was afraid you'd remember that.
said Angela. rrhlmlx

U\tl lhtlt [ said. pointing at the
settee. It's a big, substantial settee.
rounded arms. just the right size and
shape for a naughty girl to bend over

for punishment. We had made sure of

that when we bought it. Angela had
bent over the arm while I gave her a
dozen hl‘.nl\ open- -handed smacks
across the seat of thin. tight trousers.
[ still recall the shocked vet almost

nervous face of the sales assistant as
she watched. too startled to protest or
interfere. When Angela stood up.
flushed but calm. there was a murmur
of I;m:_rhh'r. and a .-|u|ttr'r of ;lppl;tll-l'
from the other Ill‘l)}ill' in the show-
room. Angela and I bowed to them
before turning back to the flustered
assistant and concluded the purchase.

As she had done many times since
then. Angela was bending over the
arm again with her skirt turned up
and her knickers round her ankles.
‘How m-many?” she quave sred.,

I (Imlwln ol twelve.

I\!‘)\\

‘But since you've already had four
on Your hands. that leaves e ight.

\uuvld groaned dolefully but the
reduction was obv iously welcome. |
took a whole-hearted swipe at her
inviting rear end and the tails of the
tawse thwacked solidly across warm.
white curves.

‘Owrerere!” Angela's feet left the
floor for a moment as her defenceless
buttocks absorbed the ferocious -Iillf_h
"Oh you swine! You're just showing
off to Nicolette, aren’t you?”

'.\llll"i\'l' lii”t'_':llil;_:f‘.ﬂ I hili(l. .}‘- SOIN4E¢-
thing to be lirmly discouraged.” | gave
her another scorcher. just below the
first.

"‘Ooooooh!” Angela’s expensively
manicured nails dug deep into the set-
tee cushions. ‘Ross! | was only jok-
ing. you know | was!’

‘In that case.” I said, “w hy aren’t
you laughing?” | gave her the third
stroke and l|1i . .||n|||-l immediately
the fourth, taking her by surprise.

“That was just my ||I||n~JuLe- | told
her. “Never mind. love. we're hall way
there.” Angela responded h} bursting
into tears.

Howling, sobbing. pleading, Angela
endured her I'PI'IIiIiI.Iillg_' four strokes.
Squirming miserably. she waited for
permission to rise. | glanced at
Nicolette, watching \\'I[i! -eved. fascinat-
ed. “Shall I give hn r another eight,
with the « cane’ Ia

‘Oh ne!” said Nicolette. ‘At least —
not yet. Give her poor bottom a
chance to cool down a bit first.”

‘What a kind-hearted girl you are.
Nicolette.” I said. °“All right Angela,
get up,'

She obeyed. looking very sorry for
herself.

‘Position of I'It‘l'lillll.'l'!- | told her.
and few moments later she was facing
the wall. hands on head and skirt
tucked up to display her blazing bot-



tom.

I glanced at Nicolette again. “Quite
an efficient method of punishment,
don’t you think?”

“Yes, Ross.” she said nervously.

“There’s only one way to ua[l\f
know that, Nicolette.”

Nicolette looked at the tawse in my
hand and then at Angela’s fiery,
clenching buttocks. Thcn. without a
word, she went to the settee and bent
over as she had seen Angela do. She
lowered her head and stared at the
cushions,

‘When I spanked you for offending
the Writers” Circle \[E[‘l]l}{‘lm | said.,
you didn’t seem particularly repen-
tant. So now I think you had better
apologise to them one by one.”

‘But — but they’re not here!”
protested Nicolette.

“Which is a pity. I'm sure they
would all love to see you like this. But
you will still say you are sorry to
them. one at a time, by name. And
you will be sorry, Nicolette, that |
cuarantee.

I saw her squirm as she realised
what | had in mind. Then she lifted
her head a little and said in a low
voice, ‘I'm sorry if | offended you. Mr.
Hardy.”

“That’s the idea!" I said approvingly,
and then | whacked the tawse hard
across the centre of her beautiful
rounded backside.

“daaaaargh!’ she screeched,
writhing across the settee arm.
it hurts!”

“That.” [ pointed out, “is why the ~
tawse is such an efficient educational
aid. Your education is just beginning,
Nicolette. Continue, please.”

‘I — I —1 am sorry indeed, Mrs.
Persinger!” blurted out Nicolette.

Whack! She howled again under
another application of scorching
leather to the sensitive flesh of that
lovely posterior.

‘Keep going. dear, you're doing very
well.” | encouraged her.

‘Please. Ross, | can’t remember all
the names!’

‘Don’t worry about that. I'll remind
you.’

So 1 did. and she apologised to
Desmond and to Neville and to all the
others. and after each apology the
tawse came down to leave another
blazing weal across the exquisitely
sore and stinging flesh of Nicolette’s
naked I)ul[ud\‘- Thv pauses between
apologlec grew longer as she sobbed
and squir med and blubbered out elo-

‘Ross

T,

RN

quent promises of future good behav-
iour. but I was in no hurry. [ was
quite content to wait pdlwnt]v until
she could recover enough self- COI‘)I]O]
to whimper, “I’'m sorry indeed . . . to
the next name | ~u0gc=lod | dcmt
think she was trying to cheat when
she tried to dpoioglse to Mr. and Mrs,
Blunt together. but I had to point out
that they were each entitled to an
individual apology. Nicolette was
dbjt"(ll\ remorseful about that. pdrt]{-
ularly when she discovered that there
would be a penalty of three extra
strokes. By the time she rose and
joined Angela, facing the wall, she
must have been extremely grateful
that the Peartree Writers” Cirele was
no larger.

Nicolette's education was continued
throughout the evening. much to her
tearful discomfort, but at last it was
time for her to go to bed. Angela had
found her a pair of pink cotton pyja-

mas left by a sixteen year old niece
who sometimes spends a few days with
us. We had decided that it would be
unkind to deprive her of her supper,
but the knowledge that she was des-
tined to receive the bedtime spanking
which is the traditional fate of
naughty girls seemed to have spoiled
her appetite, as she nibbled forlornly
on a biscuit and wriggled on a chair
which even the softest cushion could
not make comfortable for her.

‘Would you like to deal with her.
Angela?” | offered.

‘It will be a pleasure!” said Angela.
She beckoned to Nicolette. “Come on,
young lady. upstairs! You shall have a
very warm ten minutes across my
knee before I tuck you into bed.’

‘Angela,’ | said. “were you thinking
of using the slipper. or the hairbrush?”

Angela smiled as she took a firm
grip of Nicolette’s ear. “Both, of
course!” she said @
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BY MURRAY ROBERTS

Way back around 1980, when the
world was young and political cor-
rectness not yet a cloud on the
horizon, Janus published a series
of articles entitled Cinema
Spanking A - Z, covering spanking
in mainstream cinema, with a dash
of theatre and TV. After fifteen
years, it seemed appropriate to
produce a brief two-part update.

As Janus readers will ruefully
acknowledge, the intervening period
has not been a happy time for any-
one with an interest in any aspect of
disciplinary c.p. and cinema spanking
is no exception. Of course, the glory
days were long past even in 1980,
but the then contemporary scene was
not quite so bleak as today. It is true
that a coyly erotic scene may occa-
sionally turn up on T.V. (eg The
Wimbledon Poisoner), and a few
series (eg. London’s Burning, A
Country Practice) have featured the
odd playful spanking, but as for a
man physically punishing a woman,
whatever the provocation — forget it.
What would the Guardian and the
Independent say?

This update therefore deals princi-
pally with newly discovered “old"
material, rather than intrinsically new
items. This has come about mainly
through:

— the proliferation of TV channels,
and,

— the explosive growth of video
recording.

The former requires ever-increas-
ing amounts of old as well as new
material to fill transmission times,
while the latter enables recorded
material to be copied and transferred,
internationally if necessary.

Thus,

— Turner Classic movies in the
USA has in the past twelve months
screened such sought after classics
as The Naughty Flirt (1951);
Footloose Heiress (1937); and
Love, Honour and Behave (1938).

— It has been possible to establish
Mexico and, more surprisingly,
Czechoslovakia as major sources of

spanking scenes, as well as pick up occasional items
from such unlikely countries as Hungary, Turkey, and
Egypt.

One of the more appealing and unusual Czech titles is
a short fable called How Honza Nearly Became King.

The old King's teenage daughter has apparently been
struck dumb — at any rate, she can't (or won't) speak.
This, naturally, distresses the old boy, who issues a
Proclamation promising vast riches to anyone who can
get the Princess to speak. On the other hand, those who
try, but fail, are liable to lose their heads — literally.

Honza, a peasant lad, decides to have a go, and pre-
sents himself at the palace, where he is left alone with the
princess. His first move is to kiss her, whereupon she
slaps his face and subjects him to a torrent of abuse, the
general tenor of which is how dare he, a mere peasant,
take such a liberty etc etc.

Keeping an eye on the main entrance, Honza sum-
mons the guard, and demands that he and the Princess
be taken to the King. ‘I've cracked it, your Majesty,’ says
Honza. ‘Great! replies the King, then, turning to his
daughter, ‘Let's hear you, honey,’ (or words to that effect).

However, the Princess, still miffed at Honza, merely
throws him a dirty look. and stays dumb. Ignoring
Honza's protestations that, ‘she really did talk, your
Majesty,” he accuses Honza of treachery, and orders him
to be cast into the dungeons for sentence and execution
on the morrow.

Next morning, a vast crowd assembles to see the fun,
and Honza is duly sentenced. He craves one last request
and, somewhat grumpily, the King agrees. Honza
approaches the steps leading to the dais on which the
King and Princess are seated, and beckons the Princess
to descend to him. Wonderingly, she does so, whereupon
Honza puts one foot up on the steps, bends the Princess
over his knee, lifts her long dress, and proceeds to spank
her nicely rounded behind, thinly clad in polka dotted pan-
taloons.

Even before the second smack lands, she has voiced
protests at the outrage, to be quickly followed by yelps of
pain, threats, pleas to Daddy for help, and so on. Daddy,
of course, is highly delighted. ‘What a splendid idea,' he
cries, ‘Why didn't | think of that myself?’

Understandably anxious to establish beyond any possi-
ble doubt the Princess’s ability to speak, or at any rate to
yell, Honza lays it on long and hard before he finally lets
her down, and she runs off, sobbing, into the Palace. The
crowd acclaim Honza's success, and the King hands over
the vast riches. He offers the Princess's hand in marriage
as well but Honza, being an honourable lad, prefers to
return to his village sweetheart.

After that pleasant little diversion, let me return to my
main theme. The one country to have come badly out of
a lifetime’s research is our own; very few worthwhile
spanking scenes from UK films were known by 1980, and
only one or two have come to light since. In fact, ‘le vice
anglais’ seems to have been given a raw deal by the UK
film industry. Fortunately, thanks to our TV companies’
policy of endlessly recycling a small stock of films, there is
a fair number of watchable films both from the UK and
elsewhere that have been screened in recent years, with
luck and patience, they will come round again. A short
sample of these is given at the end of this article.



As a further small diversion, and an illustration of how
attitudes have changed, let me mention the 1928 film The
Head of the House. In this one Father, a rich, self-made
plumber, is taken ill, and gives his foreman legal authority
lo act as “head of the family” during his absence. In the
course of so doing he spanks a) the eighteen year old
daughter, for staying out late after he had ordered her not
to; b) the mother(!), for some reason that now escapes
me; and c) the daughter's best friend, an unpleasant girl
who had tried to trick him. None of the three even thinks
of dashing off to their lawyer or counsellor, and the daugh
ter, though angry, and resentful at first, remarks at the end
of the film that she deserved her chastisement, and that
he can be "the head to her house” any time he likes.

Look for the Silver Lining

In this film the Director appears to be saying to Gordon
Macrae ‘This is the part you smack, Gordon'. Macrae
contrives to look reasonably interested, while June Laver
seems merely resigned.

Kiss me Kate

Even better known, this old war-horse has continued to
bob up all over the place. Since the spanking is central to
the plot, it seems so far to have been left well enough
alone, though | did hear of one performance in Sweden
(where else?) when the stage was plunged into darkness
before operations commenced.

Picture still taken from the film McFadden's Flats

Love, Honour
and Behave

| hope you will enjoy this advertising material. The show
business magazine Variety commented ‘Yale men won't
care for this film, but their wives will think it's great’. Has
the world, and have wives, really changed that much, |
wonder?

McFadden’s Flats

This still may look, and indeed is, rather posed and silly,
but in those days studio publicity was able to quote ‘a
grown-up daughter spanked across her father's lap’ as
one of the film's highlights. The lady expressing shock,
horror, and outrage is Mother, not a social worker special-
ising in child abuse

The Adventures of Jim Bowie (USTV series)

Anyone remembering the original A-Z will recall my com-
plaints about studio publicity that pretended there was a
spanking scene in a film when there wasn’t, and never
had been. In later years, TV publicity showed it had noth-
ing to learn from the film studios in this respect. | quote
some extracts from material put out less than a week
before the relevant episode was screened; ‘Page 9 of the
script called for Bowie to take Regina over his knee and
paddle her unmercifully. . . she consented, but only if the
scene was shot in one take. . . the fourth take was
perfect. . . we changed the dialogue for the next scene,
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and | played it standing up

There is also a reference to Bowie
dumping Regina head first into a
pond, and this is the only part that
actually happened

Full House (1930's) & Friendly
Relations (1950's)

These two were professional perfor
mance on the London stage. There
were also spankings in many plays
written specifically for amateurs: even
those had to by OK'd by the Lord
Chamberlain, sometimes he ordered
their deletion or transference off
stage, but quite a lot were passed

- A-Z. CINEMA SPANKING

A Bride for Henry
Another amusing still from the 1950s; | forget which of
them she ended up with.

Finally, as promised, a short list of films to look
out foron TV:

Across the Wide Missouri; Blue Hawaii;

Flying Down to Rio; Forsaking all Others;

Girl Shy; Her Favourite Husband; The Iron Maiden;
Look for the Silver Lining; June Bride.

Look out for further A-Z features with more stills to browse
through. Any reader particularly interested in this subject
is cordially invited to contact me. The Editor has kindly
agreed to forward any correspondence, @



© First, try a quiet, gentle,
peaceful compromise! ..

© If your loving wife ever
should disagree with you...

Professor

3] f ourse, she may lrow

,eCtures on marr'age your faults in your face...
to teacher’s pet i,

PRISCILLA
T S0 i

in WARNER BROS.’ laugh-hit * _ speak harshly to her!...

ke

@ In that case, a timely ca-
ress will avert the storm!..

Featuring 1938's Top Song jﬁt:
BEI MIR BIST DU SCHON"

6 That never misses! Forever and ever, she'll

“LOVE, HONOR AND BEHAVE!

John Litel - Thomas Mitchell - Dick Foran * Directed by Stanley Logan « Screen Play by Clements Ripley and
Michel Jacoby, Robert Buckner, Lawrence Kimble « Based on a Saturday Evening Post Story by Stephen Vincent Benet
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dam Rhodes watched the rae-
ing dinghies chase each other across
the sea. The flotilla of boats had
been skimming over the waves all
alternoon, gradually tacking their
way back to the harbour moorings.
It was an almost perfect summer
alternoon, with bright sunshine and
an amiable breeze coming from the
Sussex Downs. But Adam was impa-
tient for the evening. He felt like a

savannah predator conserving his
energy for the twilight hunt, resting
in the shadow before springing back
into action.

The big man stepped away [rom
the window and retreated into the
coolness of his study. Sometimes he
regretted having moved to this isolat-
ed home on the Sussex coast; bitter
winter gales threw salt and shingle at
his door, and writing the novels he
was ral"ULlS f("' bccame d ]01’1{"}'
chore. His London friends rarely
ventured away from the capital dur-
ing these frozen months. However,
when summer arrived it allowed the
author days of contented living and
his pen cut across the page with
renewed inspiration. Fine weather
also heralded the return of his many
comrades.

Some visitors were more special
than others. Guests like Natalie and
Amy received the writer’s undivided
attention and warmest hospitality.
When those exquisite gir!s arrived
Adam knew the “Ottoman” evenings
were upon him once more. These
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were the summer nights that over-
flowed with heady sensuality and a
unique sexual flavmjring. An
Ottoman evening delivered the finest
jewels and just one night allowed
Adam to endure the barren winter.

Just two miles away from the coast
Natalie and Amy had parked their
cars, stopping for a cool drink and
the opportunity to compose them-
selves. Only a visit to Adam Rhodes
allowed the London girls to plunge
into the deepest erotic waters, all
other experiences remained

anchored in the mundane shallows.
Natalie and Amy had first been sum-
moned by Adam Rhodes ten sum-
mers ago and on that occasion it had
not been for pleasure. The strict Mr.
Rhodes had informed the two young
publishing executives that their jobs
were on the line. They had been gig-
gling graduates in those days, trying
to hold down their first proper jobs.
they had also been stupid enough to
have misplaced the [linal draft of the
next Adam Rhodes novel.

On that unforgettable evening
Adam had introduced the girls to the
Ottoman which lurked in his study.
Natalie and Amy took turns in bend-
ing over the elaborately decorated
wooden chest and they both received
bare bottomed strappings. The irate
Author had leathered their buttocks
hard — with enough force for tears
and genuine apologies to arrive.
Rather than despising the man who

had flayed their young bottoms,
Natalie and Amy has stayed for the
remainder of weekend and forged a
lasting triumvirate with the domi-
nant Mr. Rhodes. Natalie had sur-
prised herself by bending over the
Ottoman for a second time. Adam
slippered her eager bottom with the
enthusiasm of a man who had discov-
ered a kindred spirit.

Although the two friends were
now full-grown women. they were
still spellbound by Adam and totally
spooked by their experiences across
his Ottoman. For Amy these jour-
neys allowed her to be extremely
naughty. She could happily rediscov-
er more innocent times which were
devoid of any complexities. Her
“Uncle Adam™ was strict with
naughty girls. they got sent to bed
without any supper, and got pun-
ished for cheating their elders.

Uncle Adam smacked bad girls’ bot-
toms.

Natalie made the same pilgrimage
as her friend but for different rea-
sons. Her senses exploded when she
bent over the curious Ottoman and
received the bare-bottomed correc-
tion her Master administered so well.
Adam was the man Natalie respected
without doubt or ambiguity. The
Ottoman was the place where she
worshipped this leader figure. A sore
bottom, livid from Adam’s flagella-
tions, and Natalie was a contented
woman.

The girls parked the car on the
gravel drive and Adam watched [rom
his front door. Amy was out first,



r-'hnwin;:: advanced signs of her
naughty inner character. The girl
had not changed in a decade.
Admittedly her blonde hair was fash-
ionably styled in a short crop and the
clothes were clearly more refined.
But Adam was still confident that he
would be in the presence of the high-
spirited and pert-bottomed girl he
adored. Natalie got out of the dri-
ver's seat and pushed her long brown
hair into p]um‘.. She was the trnmplﬁx
beauty. capable of captivating trans-
formations of character during the
space of one evening. In London. it
was Natalie the senior publishing
executive. In Sussex she was the girl
who got properly disciplined —
Natalie had to bare her bottom and
count her strokes.

After the happy reunion the girls
went upstairs to shower and change.
Adam cooked the meal and made
sure the wine was chilled. They
descended ten minutes later wearing
shorts and T-shirts, Amy was already
drunk with the :

’i""l(':\. i\(iil m I'.(lllllli
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feel his sexual appetite reach glutto-
nous proportions. The trio sat out-
side eating and drinking well, the
girls updating Adam on London liter-
ary gossip. The women were excel-
lent company, but the male epicure-
an was hungry to see their bottoms
displayed over his Ottoman.

With the meal finished. Amy
decided on an early night. Natalie
knew onl}' one direction and that was
to follow Adam into his study. A
summer high tide was sweeping into
the nearby cove and covering the

shore with the salt blood of the sea.
Adam also instinetively understood
that the woman listening at the win-
dow was flowing in his direction. It
was time to begin. The Ottoman was
in the centre of the room and a
wooden clothes brush lay on top of
the carved surface.

‘Slip down your shorts and remove
the T-shirt. 1 will take your knickers
down myself. Now bend over the
Ottoman.” Natalie stripped down to
her knickers and approached the
Ottoman. Other women would have
clumsily draped themselves across
the wooden treasure trove — oblivi-
ous to the subtleties of this moment
— but not Natalie. She concentrated
on assuming a pleasing position and
displayed her submissive form with
clear pride. Natalie viewed the
Ottoman with reverence and she wel-

comed this intricate opening ritual.
Here was a wondrous sight for
Adam. a woman bent over in an
expectant state, wise enough to
;ip':rl'ri;!lf' that lwin;__{ submissive
meant more than merely accepting
her scourgings with good grace. A
supple back arched out the derriere
to the fullest extent. Adam could not
stop smiling. He was thinking about
the Turkish merchant. the Ottoman’s
original keeper, who could never
have imagined that pretty English
airls would be chastised across the
antique chest. But perhaps that
clever dealer from the South had

S

used the Ottoman for disciplinary
purposes. Just maybe a brown-bot-
tomed Turkish lass had wriggled over
the Ottoman whilst a supple leather
whip taught her some manners.

With a dramatie [lourish Adam
pulled down her knickers and
Natalie assisted her Master by raising
her hips. Adam had seen this bot-
tom many times before, nude and
anxiously twitching, but it was impos-
sible to become blasé about such a
ripe female offering. He started to
spank the bottom with the clothes
brush ever so gently at first, just
allowing the wood to bounce across
her posterior. Natalie arched her
back and made her ramp meet the
brush — showing her Master he could

increase the tempo. Adam took a
firmer grip on the brush and instant-
ly the bottom began to move in a
myriad of ways, Fach spank pro-
duced a new response from the red-
dened arse cheeks. Adam became
feverish. He had to stand back and
suck in some oxygen because one
more l?rllli(' lllltil?"l ‘]‘Ii.\:l_'r “‘ll"lll l_"‘
too much.

He had been spanking Natalie for
several minutes, but he was aware
that the woman could take this kind
of tingling until sunrise. Adam was
determined to create a ereseendo and
to produce a little something which
filled the study with more earnest
feminine gasps. Suddenly the spank-
ing became punitive in nature and
Natalie was rather vocal “Ad. . .
Adam. | am sorry, CHRRISST
Adam!” Those scalding bottom
cheeks no longer had the temerity to
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greet the clothes brush so brazenly.
\dldlu clung onto the Ottoman as if
it were the un]_\ life raft on a turbu-
lent Atlantic swell. Adam was no
longer tickling her rump. he was tan-
ning the upturned backside really
hmd. making the checks p.am.alw out
as il Shrove Tuesday had arrived.

To her immense credit Natalie sur-
vived this storm and remained in
position until the bottom-searing
conclusion. Adam summoned u_p
one final spank before dropping the
brush on the carpet. “Good ('ir].
Natalie! You took that well.
now please.”

The figure across the Ottoman did
not re Hpnnd was determined
to savour the intensity ol her spank-
ing and experience the flames which
'\thn had ignited in her nether

Natalie

rn;.'mn:-..

Amy had crept out of bed, awoken
from her slumber by the report of
wood across bottom. She had ulee-
fully witnessed the last minutes of
}](?f [rit'“d'ﬁ ('(_lrrl_?('.{iﬂ'n. \U\" l]]{'
smaller blonde girl felt genuinely
naughty — just IILL' a -plml\|n" equiv-
alent of Peeping Tom. Amy had a
strange urge to get caught and this
resulted in a we [I rehearsed cough
which gained Adam’s atiention.
Adam understood this stage direction
and quickly fell into a new role.

“Will the wicked girl spying outside
please show he raclf Natalie you will
go and stand in the corner. Your
frwnd in going to get a taste of the
brush as well”

It was not Imlg before ‘\ltl)r' found
hersell draped over the Ottoman. the
wooden surface was still warm and
her friend’s scent clung to its form.
Adam studied the pert little bottom.
clad in knickers. before reviewing the
naked option and a deft tug at l|:|~
waistband revealed a p[:-.l.-.lng sight.
The man fell into the “Uncle Adam™
character as he strutted around the
wirl.

“What huppl'll:i Lo Ntm'_\' Parkers
who spy on their [riends?’

A lit‘ltl'\' voice rrplil‘.d 'T]lnf\' el
spanked Uncle Adam.”

The Uncle continued. ‘And where
do these horrid girls get spanked?’

Amy paused before chirping back.
*On their bare bums and over the
Ottoman.
Unele!”

The honourary Uncle was not
going to spank his Niece too hard.
24

Please not too hard

Amy was the owner of a decidedly
trim backside and she was not the
sort of full-bottomed girl like Natalie
who could take a dose of bamboo in
her stride. Amy only required a
decent peppering with some ‘thing
light to learn her lessons. Her cute
bottom was just right for an avancu-
lar slippering or maybe that old
domestic favourite — the wooden
spoon.

Adam took his time in administer-
ing two dozen spanks with the
tlulht s brush and his naughty niece
was left with a smarting (h rriere, as
far as Amy was concerned there was
no way she was going to stick her
bottom out for more, Natalie clearly
needed her head examined if she
enjoyed that brush! Her real plea-
sure derived from the lectures and
admonishments which Adam deliv-
ered whilst she was being punished.

‘I hope you have learnt your les-
son Amy?’

\ dazed and confused girl man-
aged an answer. “Yes | lmu 1
promise not to Iu' naughty girl again
or spy on Natalie when she gets a
.th'l”ki"g. hlal\ l ]"“I) ""\ sSOre llljllf’[]]
LUnele Adam?”
ed and Amy tried to massage her

Permission was grant-

rouged arse cheeks,
tic rubbing Amy was placed in the
corner along with Natalie.

Adam was keen 1o end this
Ottoman evening with an extraordi-
nary finale. He directed the two
women to straddle the wooden chest
together and he was rewarded with a
duo ol red bottoms. both seats still
displayed the cruel Kisses of the
brush.

Whilst the girls attempted to com-
pose themselves and find a way of
sharing the Ouoman, Adam reached
for the sjambok. Just one stroke of
the African whip would remind the

girls of his authority for a good while

Lo come,
It was also lean and mean enough
for Africa to flash inside their heads

for a second or two. Adam was kind

with Amy and just gave the small bot-

tom a firm tap. Natalie was less for-

tunate. When the whip swiped her

[lanks it seemed to bite isell into the

flesh and almost reluctantly sprang
hack towards the man who wielded
i,

By the time Adam had finished

pushing the Ottoman back into place

the tide had retreated from the cove

After some fran-

and the dawn was halfl painted in the
sky. Two red-bottomed girls clam-
bered off the Ottoman and kissed
Adam softly.
resist letting his hands roam across
the naked arses, his fingers quickly
discovering the distinctive grooves
the sfambok had left. After a minute
of silent cuddling the girls headed
for their bedroom. Adam entered
the room as the girls began to doze.
‘No talking. young Lnlu 5, OF any
fooling .llJmll. You \-\I]] g0 -lr.nlrhi 1o
Him'p._ my slipper is just Ulll:-sldl on

The man could not

the landing and it is waiting for a
bottom to «p.lltk Amy could be

heard gigeling from beneath her

duvet.

The next evening the girls relue-
tantly made their journey back to
London and normality. There would
be other Ottoman evenings — but not
lor a while — so Adam tried to con-
centrate on a lew months” hard work.
He found it awkward to write prose
in his study because the Ottoman
was always there, a physical reminder
of hedonistic nights. Sometimes
Adam would \\.dk across the room
and simply touch the wooden sur-
face, imagining that Natalie was by
uvr\uw-l\ waiting for his
next command. |t only ttmL one
touch to ensure that Addam was trans-

lll"L .‘-Illl‘

ported into that elandestine space
which he and his girls loved.

Just before the start of a lonely
winter season. a letter arrived from
Natalie. her neat handwriting
instantly standing out amongst the
dreary bills and business letters.
\dam tore open the envelope and
started 1o read.

Dear Master Adam,

So sorry we have not been in con-
tact for a few weeks. But you will be
happy to know that Amy and | have
been shopping in Camcen Market.
tfter many weeks of searching ice are
noic the proad owners of our [irsi
Ottoman. obriousty rh:\- purchase is
Please [ind
enclosed a copy n[ the train timetables
betweeen Sussex and London. we are
both hoping that our Sultan will visit
his London Harem girls.
— Amy has been be hmur" very badly

not as grand as vours!

Please note

mw:é‘f\ and is in dire need n} alrip
across our new Ottoman.

Adam Rhodes started packing his

same day. ®

bags the









Rob sat on the piano stool and she came to him
and draped herself across his lap. Light-headed him-
self, he felt her deliberately seek out his erection
with her left hip as she settled herself. His hand
was on Melanie Lane’s exquisitely naked rumps. He
was spanking them, spanking, spanking. Clap
smack-clap-clap-smack! As her arse-cheeks wobbled
and blushed increasingly deeper shades of pink, she
squealed aloud at each heavy smack of Rob’s hand
a constantly quickening cascade of burning pain
over every inch of her naked bottom.

‘Spank me harder harder, sir The young singer
straightened her legs, elevating her buttocks closer
to his face and meeting the explosive slapping hand
the more quickly. Rob’s left arm went around her,
almost like an embrace, to support her jerking body,
while his right hand continued to smack Melanie’s
bare, bare bottom with strong, meaty wallops, dri-
ving out at the other end a succession of warbling
trills, soprano soarings and scattered grace notes.

Melanie’s bottom burned. It seethed, It tingled.
Each buttock swarmed with blistering sensation
as, gasping with happy effort, Rob set her on her
feet again. Gates in her mind had opened, walls had
tumbled. She was free at last.

Melanie Lane stood before her Svengali, naked
but for her stockings, and sang and sang and sang a
succession of perfectly controlled high “C"s, one
after the other, in an orgy of joyful release.

The original Svengali used hypnotism to enable
the English girl, Trilby, to sing like an angel and
have the world at her feet. Well, Rob Scott and
Melanie Lane had found their own method. @




CONFESSOR




arrie's friend
Jennifer
suggested it. Go
to Alan and tell
him everything.
He'd be able to
help because
Alan knew about such
things.

You see, Carrie had a
problem. Well, actually,
she had four of them.
Boyfriends, that is; they
were the problem. And
now she was feeling guilty.

She had been brought-
up to be well-behaved,
nice, and correct.
Unfortunately, Carrie was
none of these and she
knew it.













The trouble was that she could never
say, ‘No' — that was always what
happened whenever she fried to be nice.
She knew that she should exercise more
confrol, but her needs always seemed to
take over from her mind. Promiscuity was
becoming a way of life and Carrie
desperately wanted fo stop before
something serious happened. Perhaps
Jennifer had been right. Perhaps she
should tell someone who was objective.
Perhaps she should go and see Alan.

Heart pounding, Carrie went to see Alan.

He told her that she could only absolve
herself if she was honest. But she had to be
compietely honest. She had fo fell him
everything, and she had to accept his
solution. He could exorcise her guilt
through humiliation and punishment.
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recent report by the RAC
had tried to prove that
women drivers were better
than men. Not long after it
had been published, Julian Fairhurst
had good reason to query the findings.

He had stopped at a “T" junction,
before turning left to allow on-coming
traffic to pass in front of him. A short
break appeared, followed by a red car
signalling a left turn. Julian then
turned out onto the main road.

BANG!

The red car hadn't turned left. It
had continued  straight on!
Fortunately, Julian had just begun his
movement when the collision
occurred, so the impact was not too
severe. He could see that the nearside
doors of the red car were stove in and
that an aluminium strip now resem-
bled a spider’s web.,

The collision forced Julian to stop
and the car responsible quickly pulled
up. He reached for a notepad and
pen, which he always kept handy. As
he did so, the front doors of the
offending vehicle were opened. He
saw the passenger first of all. She was
a dark-skinned girl with long, black
hair. She was very attractive. The
black, fashion trousers and white top
she wore suited her slim figure.

“You idiot! You shouldn't be on the
fesnssse road!”

The coarse language of the driver
was more suited to a brawny trucker
rather than to the quite delicious look-
ing, blonde-haired girl who had
uttered the obscenities.

She was of average height with
wide-spaced, blue eyes, a well-sculpt-
ed nose, sugar-pink lips and curly,

blonde hair. Her breasts were eye-
catching mounds within a briefly skirt-
ed, lemon dress. The garment had
probably come from a chain store
rack, rather than a boutique. If the
dress had not been designer made,
then her legs must surely have been.
Neither spindly, nor over-curvy, they
were just perfection. The exposed
thighs were a picture of sheer ele-
gance.

Julian took all this in as the girl
briefly inspected the damage to her
own vehicle and then strode, purpose-
fully, towards him.

‘I've a fesssss good mind to call
the. ./

Julian did not allow her to finish.
Straight-backed, the six feet tall, dark-
haired and well-built office manager
cut an imposing figure. He quickly
silenced the pretty, blonde girl.

‘YOU signalled for a left turn,” he
reminded her, regretting that they
were meeting under such circum-
stances.

‘Of course | fxss+ss signalled!’ Her
bosom rose in her anger and Julian
found himself looking at the parting
between her breasts. The view was
afforded by the low-cut, square top of
her dress. ‘I was turning LEFT to go
into the pub car park!’

Julian now understood her action,
although the female logic defied him,
The pub was about seventy yards fur-
ther along the road!

They stood arguing — until a man
walking his dog came forward as a
witness, on Julian’s side. Still, the
delicious blonde could not see the
error of her ways. After exchanging
details, she stormed off with her dusky

POLICY
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friend. The other girl had not said a
word. Julian reckoned she was actu-
ally well aware that Gemma had been
in the wrong.

He knew her name was Gemma.
She had written it down herself on his
pad. He had her telephone number,
too!

Julian watched her retreating fig-
ure. Her behind provocatively pushed
out the material of her dress.

‘That'’s the sort of bottom | could
really sink my teeth into," he breathed.

About a week later, his home
phone rang one evening. He
answered it, expecting it to be a busi-
ness call. Atfirst, he did not recognise
the voice. When he did, he pursed his
lips and pulled a face.

‘Mr. Fairhurst?  This is Gemma
Harding,” he was informed. ‘We. . .
er. . . bumped into one another near
that pub.’

‘Yes, Gemma,” he said pleasantly,
wondering why she was ringing him.
‘What can | do for you?”

‘I've got a little problem with my
insurance,” she continued. ‘I wonder
if I might pop over. You could proba-
bly help.’

If 1 can.’

Julian tried not to sound too gush-
ing. He would be pleased to give her
the benefits of his commercial exper-
tise. Besides, he enjoyed the compa-
ny of pretty females and Gemma
Harding was certainly in THAT cate-
gory! The antagonism she had dis-
played to him shortly after the incident
seemed to have disappeared. She
hadn’t said the ‘f" word once!

Il bring my friend as well/
Gemma told him. ‘Cheryl was with







me in the car. .

“Yes, | remember. Bring her by all
means,” confirmed Julian. Now he
knew the other girl’s name, too.

Gemma was being very clever, but
rightly so. She was, not unnaturally,
unwilling to be alone with him. He
did not blame her for that, especially
these days. Anyway, the slim, dark-
skinned Cheryl was good to look at, as
well as the blonde.

He quickly showered, shaved and
changed — after having splashed on
his “special occasion smellies”.
When the knock came, he did not
rush to answer the summons. Julian
wanted to give the appearance of
being nonchalantly casual.

“You'll have to excuse the place,
he smiled, ushered the pair inside.

He had, however, hurriedly
whisked around to make sure every-
where was neat and tidy.

Gemma had on a different dress —
white with little blue flowers. Its man-
ufacturers had saved on material, so
allowing the blonde to display her fine
legs to advantage once more. The
same could also be said of her up-top
assets. The scoop neck (if neck was
the right word) was made for its wear-
er to display a generous amount of
cleavage. Gemma had the necessary
attributes in that department, as well.

Cheryl wore cream slacks and a
loose fitting silky white top. Her small
breasts could just be made out
beneath the material.

‘The problem is this,’ began
Gemma, when all were sat down in
Julian's spacious lounge. The girls
were on the settee, whilst the young
man occupied his favourite easy chair.
‘My car insurance firm won't pay for
my accident repair.”

It turned out that she had gone for
the cheapest quote. She hadn’t under-
stood all the “in and outs” of the small
print of the Third Party only policy.

‘I am really very sorry,’ Julian told
her, earnestly, ‘but | fail to see what |
can do, Of course, you don't have to
pay for MY damage.

‘What my friend is trying to say.
Cheryl now opened her mouth for the
first time. She had a very pleasant
voice. 'ls that she would like YOU to
admit liability for the accident, so that
she can get the repairs done.

Gemma now took up her own
case. ‘You drive a company car, don't
you? Your firm pays for your insur-
ance, so you don't have to worry
about losing “no claims” or anything
like that. They’ll be none the wiser,

and it won't cost you anything, will it?’

Julian could not get over the cheek
of the girls. An argument ensued. It
was quite mild at first, gradually
becoming more heated as it went on.
He listened to himself being called
‘unhelpful’, a ‘chauvinist’ — and they
were the more polite descriptions! He
could have asked them to leave, but
he didnt. In fact, in some perverse
way, he actually enjoyed their pres-
ence.

Gemma changed tack and began to
plead with him. She had a holiday to
pay for and she needed all her money
for that etc etc etc. Neither Cheryl,
not anyone else, could possibly lend
her any.

‘I told you it would be a waste of
time, Cheryl.” Gemma stared accus-
ingly at Julian. ‘You never get any-
where with HIS sort!” The blonde girl’s
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The freshly
applied hurt
to the new area
made Gemma
open and close
her legs with ever
increasing force
until he heard her
knickers rip
under the strain.
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bosom heaved magnificently as she
made to get up. ‘Short of offering my
body — and I'm not going to do that,
| don't see what else | can do.'

Cheryl declared that she was not
offering HER body, either!

You could always let me smack
your bottom, Gemma.’

Julians quickly thought response
brought immediate silence. Whal
would be the reaction of the blonde
girl? At her bewildered request, he
repeated what he had said, although
he knew full well she had heard him
correctly the first time. He prepared
himself for the “effing and blinding”,
but it never came. Gemma stayed sat
down.

‘I might have known you'd be after
SOMETHING!" The blonde girl's lip
curled, but she still looked pretty.

curled, but she still looked pretty.

‘There’s no gain without pain,” pon-
tificated Julian.

He was surprised to see the dark-
haired girl turn her head and whisper
in her friend’s ear. At first Gemma
opened her mouth angrily, but no
words came out. Slowly, it closed
until her lips were pressed together as
she listened to what was being whis-
pered to her.

‘She'll have to keep her clothes on.'

It was Cheryl who spoke. |
seemed as though she was acting as
the other girl’s manager.

‘There’s no deal unless she strips off
and | spank her bare behind.’

Julian couldn’t believe that his out-
rageous suggestion had taken off!

Even in his sudden elation, he rea-
soned that having a fully clothed
Gemma over his lap would be delight-
ful — a totally naked Gemma would
be mind blowing. Why shouldn’t he
stick out. This whole scenario hadn't
even existed a minute ago!

The two girls exchanged glances.
‘Okay, came the sullen agreement
from the girl in question.

To Julian’s ears, that one simple
word sounded like a full peal of cele-
bratory bells. A frisson of excitement
coursed through his body at the
prospect of giving the lovely, albeit
streetwise Gemma, a sound hiding.

Gemma, whom Julian sensed was
not adverse to removing her clothing
in male company, reached behind her
back to unfasten the few buttons of
her dress. Her thighs widened still
more as the dress rose, just a simple
foretaste of the wonderful delights that
lay ahead.

‘Do you want some music on
whilst you strip?’ giggled Cheryl.

‘F=== off!’ retorted the blonde. ‘It's
not funny.’

Julian smiled. The dark and lovely
girl beside him seemed to be the nicer
of the pair.

Gemma had to remove her dress
over her head and the young man
thrilled to the exposure of her full-
some, shapely thighs.

Next followed a frontal view of her
skimpy, white briefs. They were cut
high on her hips and were so busting-
ly tight that he could see the shape of
her sex through the nylon.

His eyes dwelled on her flat, dim-
pled belly before taking in the sight of
a low-cut bra, which hardly covered
her nipples.

‘I don’t NEED to take anything else
off, she scowled, dropping her dress




to the carpet.

‘No deal, otherwise.”’

‘How do | know you'll keep your
word?" she asked.

Julian got up and went to his writ-
ing bureau. Quickly, he wrote out an
admission of liability. He held onto it
whilst the girls read it in turn. He
enjoyed the proximity of Gemma's
near nakedness. The blonde nodded
and he folded the paper before plac
ing it in his shirt pocket.

IIl sit on the settee and take you
over my knees, Gemma,’ Julian
informed the blonde, sitting himself
down beside Cheryl.

‘How long do | have to. .
Gemma.

‘Until your screams of anguish
arouse the neighbours,” grinned the
young man. He was aware of the girl
alongside him chuckling quietly at his
reply.

‘Ha frsrsss hal” was Gemma’s des
perate response. She pointed a finger
at him. “It's only because I'm desper-
ate that I’'m letting you take advantage
of me like this!” she snapped.

‘That’s the law of the market place,
responded Julian, coolly.

Gemma came out with another
most unfadylike mouthful. Julian was
hardly surprised.

It was, however, her friend who
took the blonde to task. “You'd better
watch what vou're saying, Gem." she
warned. ‘You're the one on the receiv-
ing end, don’t forpet!”

Julian found himself warming to
Cheryl more and more.

‘I want you to make sure he doesn’t
get up to any fun.‘w business,” the
blonde asked her pal.

As Cheryl acknowledged her duty,
Gemma reached behind her back to
unhitch her bra. The tension in the
garment suddenly eased and the sheer
weight of her breasts pushed off the
cups.

‘She’s got a good pair of tits, hasnt
she?’

The observation actually came
from Cheryl. Julian could only nod
his head in agreement. Gemma’s
boobs were indeed lovely 1o look at.
The young man would dearly have
loved to take hold of the melon-sized
rounds with their delicate pink nip-
plf.“-, I]Ul i1l" knl;'\\" h(;‘ Ii\iﬂ_‘ F'I{)I.

As if realising that her up-top assets
were forbidden territory, Gemma
began to taunt Julian by shaking her
torso and causing her breasts to
bounce and sway.

‘I wish | could do that,” chuckled

2" began

Cheryl quietly, for the benefit of Julian.

He smiled at the remark and
looked forward to the forthcoming
display of the blonde girl's nether
region — a much more intimate area
than her tits anyway, delightful though
they were.

With her boebs in motion, Gemma
advanced on Julian. As she did so, he
held out his arms — not in greeting,
but ready to haul down her briefs.

‘Cheryl will take my knickers off —
when | tell her to,” she informed him.

Julian couldn’t argue with that. He
tapped his thighs welcomingly, his
heart thumping with even greater
ferocity as Gemma prepared to adopt
the ancient submissive pose. He
made to help her, but she knocked his
arm away. He was sure Cheryl would
not have done a thing like that.

Suddenly, the girl draped across
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His hand rose
ready for the next
one as Cheryl
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little to observe
the slight darken-
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him and he delighted in the warmth of
her young nubile body. His eyes were
naturally drawn to the exposed por-
tions of her summits. The young flesh
was superbly rounded. His hand
would really bounce off a target like
that! The taut gussetl of her briefs pro-
vided a shield from his prying eyes,
but it was a shield that would soon
cease to offer any visual protection.

‘Okay, Cheryl! Gemma's voice
came from down near the carpet.

As the dark-skinned girl beside him
leaned across to remove her friend’s
final, flimsy covering. Julian began to
ring the blonde’s slim, warm waist
with his left arm.

“Take it away! ordered Gemma,
brusqguely.

Julian did as she wanted. It would
serve her right if she fell onto the floor

Julian did as she wanted. It would
serve her right if she fell onto the floor
and landed on her sore arse!

The sensual excitement he was
experiencing increased still more with
the nearness of Cheryl, who now
began to perform the task which had
been expressly forbidden him.

Gemma pushed herself up a little
as her friend 1%|t)w|y removed the tri-
angular scrap of nylon. Julian thought
it typical of the girl he was about 10
spank, to make a point as long as she
possible could.

Fully exposed now in all its naked
glory, he stared at the voluptuous bot-
tom with which Gemma had been
blessed. The dividing crease was long
and deep, neatly bisecting the fleshy
rounds at which he would aim.

That’s far enough, Cheryl!’

Gemma's instructions halted the
other girl’s removal of her briefs, which
were now stretched over her mid-thigh
area. Clearly, the object was to prevent
her legs from opening too far and giv-
ing her tormentor an eyeful of her most
intimate, personal part.

Cheryl sat back, just far enough to
witness the spanking and yet not
impeding Julian in his action.

‘We'll start now, Gemma.’

There was no acknowledgement
from the inverted blonde. He placed
the palm of his left hand in the small
of her back. His night hand scooped
the fleshy fullness of each superb but-
tock, taking care not to let his fingers
stray.

‘If you don't want the goods, don't
mess them about.”

The rebuke, mild in tone, actually
came from Cheryl. Julian thought it
was made more for the benefit of
Gemma.

He raised up his right arm. There
was going to be more than just enjoy-
ment to be gained. It was just possi
ble that the cheeky and bossy Gemma
might also derive some lasting benefit
from the session.

Pausing, he licked his lips. He was
determined that the first slap was real-
ly going to count. As his hand accel
erated towards the waiting hum-
mocks, he opened out his fingers.

WHAPP!

His palm rebounded from the satis-
factorily springy rounds which it had
met at full speed. The resulting sound
was satisfactory, too.

"WOOHHH!"

The audible intake of breath was
Cheryl’s. There was no noticeable
reaction from the girl he had struck.




He knew she would go on for as long
as possible, without giving any sign
that she had been hurt. Julian was
pleased, however, with that first slap.
Gemma must really have felt it
despite her stoic response.
His hand rose ready for the nexi
one as Cheryl leaned forward a little
to observe the slight darkening of the

struck arse. The bared bottom, he was

little in
Gemma had certainly
NOT enjoyed that first taste of his

pleased to see, quivered a

anticipation.

stricken palm

SMACCKKK!

The full blooded slap landed noisi
ly on the undercurve of the peach-like

mounds The pgorgeous girl-flesh
the impact. Again,

Gemma rode the blow, without any
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visible response

unseen face actually be

He completed the preliminary ton

Ing up by delivering a few more
spaced out smacks to the enchanting
larget. Still, Gemma did not react
despite the palm-sized, rosy imprints
now showing on both sides of the long

cleft




Then, with no pause at all, Julian
began to cover the whole area of the
blonde’s delightful situpon, landing
his punitive palm upon the pneumatic
bum-mounds at a frenetic rate.

At last, Gemma began to react oral-
ly with muted gasps. Her bottom was
really reverberating from the assault
upon it and it now began to display
the angry marks as a result of a pep-
pernng.

Suddenly, Cheryl held out a
restraining arm. She was going to ask
him to stop, surely? Just when he was
really enjoying himself.

‘I think you'd better pause for a lit-
tle while,” she said in a soft voice. ‘I
think Gemma’s arse needs a bit of a
rest.”

Julian’s heart leaped. He couldn’t
believe it. By calling for a break,
Cheryl had actually prolonged the
spanking. Surely she couldn’t have
realised what she had done?

The girl with the glamourous dusky
skin actually tested the temperature of
her friend’s behind. She put the backs
of her fingers on the scorching sur-
faces and pulled a face as she felt the
heat,

Then, aiter a little pause, she nod-
ded her head and said he could carry
on.

Buoyed by the prospect of what
was, in reality, a whole new session,
Julian raised his strong right hand. His
left hand pressed down on the
blonde’s back, an indication that
things were getting under way once
more. He was pleased to see her bum
tense up, the long divide becoming a
fine line.

SLAP! SLAP!

The quick smacks heralded the re-
start of the proceedings. When the
messages reached Gemma’s brain in
quick succession, she gave out an
‘OOH!" and an ‘AGGHH!" Her head
jerked up and then dropped down
once maore,

Julian briskly administered further
slaps, covering the entire area of
Gemma's super-heated derriere. Little
whimpering sobs now began to break
through. Julian could see that she was
finding it more and more difficult
relax her beaten buttocks.

He was ready for the blonde to say
that she'd had enough or for Cheryl to
call a halt. For whatever reason, nei-
ther happened.

Thoroughly enjoying  himself,
Julian landed slaps on the backs of
Gemma's shapely thighs. She certain-
ly didn't like it. He wondered if, per-

haps, the “witness” thought it was his
way of giving her friend’s bottom a bit
of a rest! The freshly applied hurt to
the new area made Gemma open and
close her legs with ever increasing
force until he heard her knickers rip
under the strain. He was then afford-
ed a view of Gemma'’s delightiul, inti-
mate charms,

‘Not much more now!’

Julian was not suddenly overcome
by an unusual show of mercy. His
announcement merely meant that he
was going 1o actually carry on for a
while longer before he stopped. It
forestalled the session being ended
either by the girl whose fiery buttocks
were on the receiving end of the drub-
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Julian’s hand
grew hot on
Gemma’s wrig-
gling bottom as,
wailing continual-
ly, she tried to
escape the agony
in her glowing
nether regions. In
the brief pause
between the
briskly adminis-
tered spanks, the
girl’s hot buttocks
contracted and
relaxed.
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bing, or by the witness sitting beside
him.

Naturally, Julian now returned the
attentions of his scathing palm to the
main punishment area.

‘OW. . . OW. .
Gemma.

Her head now seemed to be locked
upwards and the delectably pointed
toes of her pretty feet dug into the car-
pet. The girl’s hips gyrated as the slaps
rained down on her angry looking
nates.

Julian’s hand grew hot on Gemma's
wriggling bottom as, wailing continu-
ally, she tried to escape the agony in
her glowing nether regions. In the
brief pause between the briskly
administered spanks, the girl’s hot but-
tocks contracted and relaxed.

OW!" wailed

‘She’s had enough now!’

Cheryl's intercession halted his
hand in mid-flight. Gemma’s final cry
was one of relief. Her head dropped
down once more.

Julian turned to Cheryl. ‘Would
you like to pull her knickers back up
now, please? he asked her.

‘I dont think they're capable of
being pulled up.” There was a trace of
amusement in the dark girl’s voice as
she toyed with the torn fabric of what
had been the blonde girl’s briefs.

Il put a new pair in the post,/
promised Julian, availing himself of a
further opportunity of admiring
Gemma'’s dewy secrets,

With an amount of puffing and
panting, Gemma got to her feet.
Shielding her blonde “vee” with a pro-
tective hand, she glared at Julian. As
well as her derriere showing the
results of her ordeal, so too, did her
face. Tears had made her mascara run
down her cheeks and she had
smudged her lipstick with her rolling
tongue.

Julian fished the “confession” out
of his pocket and Gemma used her
free hand to roughly snatch it from
him. She didnt even say, ‘Thank you'.

He thought that Cheryl would have
done.

couple of months later,

Julian was out jogging near

his home. Rounding a

bend, he saw a small black
car close up against a lamp post with
which it had obviously been in con-
tact. He thought he recognised the
driver.

‘Cheryl!” he exclaimed, stopping
by the scene. ‘It IS you. | thought it
was.’

‘Hi." The pretty girl gave him a rue-
ful smile. ‘You must have a low opin-
ion of women drivers. | swerved to
avoid a cat and | hit the lamp post.’

Julian inspected the damage 1o the
front of the car. ‘Insurance job? he
asked.

‘Third Party only,” she sighed, her
small breasts making only little
impression beneath her cream
coloured, silky top as she did so.

They exchanged glances. Julian
stroked his chin, thoughtfully. ‘1 sup-
pose we could say it was MY fault.
Would you like to ask Gemma 1o
come and. .

‘It's quite all right,’ chuckled the
dusky beauty. ‘I don’t need a witness!’
&




But first she would have to
tell him eéverything, and
agree to accept that
punishment. It was really
very simple.

Now what was the
problem? @
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A Reader’s Confession

BLACKMAIL

by Mary B. of London

was very flattered by the

Idrawing of me in Janus no.

109, I hope the enclosed
photo’s are not too much of a dis-
appointment in comparison! [
have not dared to go back to that
swimming pool anymore.

John has recently joined our
local golfclub; last Saturday we
were invited to a charily wine
and cheese evening in the club
bar. We had been there about an
hour when a man called Mike
came over and introduced him-
self. He said he was playing golf
with John in a tournament tomor-
row, and they chatted away about
the club and golf. | must have
looked really bored as Mike kept
looking at me in a rather con-
cerned way. Eventually he
turmed to me and said, ‘Now I
remember, we have definitely
met before’. 1 smiled and said * 1
don’t think so.’

He calmly replied, ‘Oh yes,
I'm sure, although it’s your bot-
tom | remember more than your
face, especially with those cane
marks on it!’

1 nearly choked on my drink
and blushed from head to foot.
John's jaw jut dropped, but Mike
just smiled and said, ‘I'm a regu-
lar swimmer at the leisure pool.
I'm surprised at you John!”

‘It wasn’t me that caned her,’
John blurted out, but then
realised that this made the situa-
tion worse, nolt better. It was
Mike’s turn to look shocked now.
He just said, ‘Excuse me,” and
went off to talk to someone else.
John and 1 just stared at each
other and John then suggested we
left. I readily agreed, imagining
Mike was going around telling
everyone what he had seen at the
pool.

[ felt even worse when John
said he would cancel his mem-
bership of the club and look for
somewhere else.

morning when the phone
rang. John was talking for
ages but | ook no notice of what
he was saying. After the call he
seemed rather quiet but eventual-
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Il was about 10.00 on Sunday

ly he said, “That was Mike. He
has invited us both to his house
for a drink before the tourna-
ment.’

I declined the offer, but John
pleaded with me, saying it was
best to “'clear the air”, so I reluc-
tantly agreed.

Mike’s house was magnifi-
cent. We pulled the car onto the
gravel drive and just stared at the
lovely gardens and conservatory.
John told me that Mike's wife
had died several years ago and
that Mike was retired and spent
most of his time at the golf club.
John told me that Mike had
talked on the phone about how
lucky he thought John was hav-
ing a wife like me, and that he
had no intention of embarrassing
John or me by telling tales at the
club. I said I was pleased, but
then John said, rather nervously,
‘Mike suggested that in return for
his silence he would drop out of
the tournament and that instead
of playing golf, he could stay
with you instead!”

“You have got to be joking," |
said, ‘Forget it. Do you really
think I would put myself into that
sort of situation.’

John said that Mike was no
match for me physically and that
I could sort him out if he tried
anything. | had to admit Mike
was rather frail and old-looking
but I still said definitely no, and
that we could go now if that is
what he had planned for the
afternoon. John shrugged his
shoulders and got out of his car. 1
followed him up to the house.

The living room was even
richer and grander than | expect-
ed. Mike was absolutely charm-
ing, he gave us champagne and
talked about himself and his late
wife. I began to feel sorry for
him, all this wealth, but no-one to
share it with. He went out of the
room to get more champagne and
I walked over to admire one of
the pictures on the wall. I had
my back to the door, so I did not
hear him come back into the
room.

‘Well," he said, ‘it's nearly
two o’clock — am [ playing golf

or Mary this afternoon?” 1 was
shocked by the abruptness of his
question. As [ turned to face him,
I heard John reply, “Golf,’ but |
looked straight at John and said,
iMa’_y‘!

Both John and Mike just
stared at me, then Mike rushed
over to me, with a beaming smile
on his face. He took the glass
out of my hand, put it on the
table, then undid the button on
the sleeve of my blouse.
Immediately he unbuttoned me
up the front and pulled open my
blouse. His hands were shaking.
I was in total shock at the speed
of what was happening. He went
around behind me and I felt him
unhook my skirt and pull down
the zip. His thumbs then went
into the waist-band of my skirt,
tights and knickers and on one
whoosh of air they were all
around my ankles. He then shot
back up to unclip my bra and that
fell to the floor. He then rushed
out of the room.

I just stood there, shaking with
a mixture of shock, embarrass-
ment and now fear. John could
not look at me, he was just staring
down at the floor. | was about to
bend down and pull my clothes
back on when Mike came back in,
carrying a bag. He knelt in front
of me and lifted my left foot, tak-
ing off my shoe and clearing away
my crumpled skirt, tights and
knickers. He then did the same
with my other foot and stuffed all
my clothes into the bag. He then
stood up, took the bag over to
John and gave it to him. ‘Mary
won’t be needing these,” he said,
‘I'll see you back here at 6.00
after the tournament; have a good
game." John stood up and Mike
led him out of the room. | heard
the front door close.

I wanted to run after him
before it was too late, but 1 did
not. | just stood there, stark
naked, frozen to the spot.

I could not believe | had been
so stupid. | had been annoyed
with John for suggesting such a
scheme, just to buy Mike's
silence. Then, because John had
answered, ‘Golf”, I had 1o say the

opposite, and then everything
had happened so fast I could not
get myself out of it. My pride at
being liberated and sexually con-
fident had stopped me from slap-
ping Mike's face when he start-
ed to undress me. Now my con-
fidence was gone, my husband
was gone, my clothes were gone
and a man 1 hardly knew was
walking back into the room. 1
had to believe that John would
not walk out and leave me like
this unless it was all some sort of
game Mike and he had planned.

‘Let me show you the conser-
vatory,” Mike said politely, hand-
ing me another glass of cham-
pagne. He seemed to ignore the
fact that I was naked, chatting
away about his home. However,
I felt very uncomfortable as the
conservatory was cold and sever-
al of the nearby houses had win-
dows overlooking it. As we
walked towards the kitchen door
he put his hand on my bottom.
“You have a delightful bottom,’
he said. ‘It is lovely and smooth
and cold. Bottoms are at their
best either ice cold or red hot.
Let me show you upstairs.’

He led the way to the stairs,
but then stopped and indicated
for me to go up first. He fol-
lowed me up the stairs, a few
steps behind me. His voice went
frail and he stuttered as he tried
to continue a conversation and
enjoy the view at the same time.
His interest in my bottom and his
“red hot” comment left me in no
doubt about what was coming,
but | was rather amused to see
how he was going 1o try it.

He showed me to the bed-
room. There was a huge bed, set
into units down one wall, mir-
rored wardrobes down another,
and a dresser, table and arm-chair
on the other side. Mike said the
wardrobes were new, and slid
open a door to show a walk-in
arcd.

‘Do you like all my ties?” he
said. Politely I said yes, although
I was really looking at myself in
the mirrors.

‘Choose two you like,” he
said. 1 picked two, and Mike



then started to tie me around my
wrist.

“You are not tying me up,’ 1
said. Mike smiled at me, and
continued. I was about to pull
away from him when [ realised
he was deliberately tying them so
loose that I could slip my wrists
and hands out of the loops if I
wanted to.

‘Please stand up on the bed
and raise your arms.” He then

tied each of my wrist ties to the
handles of the units above the
bed. He was using me to play out
a fantasy! 1 was surprised then

that he left the room, to retumn
later with a video camera, tripod
and still camera. 1 pulled my
hand out of the tie and turned
around. ‘I'm sorry Mike,’ | said,
‘I am not letting you gather more
evidence to blackmail me.’
‘Please,’ said Mike pathetical-
ly. “Your face won’t be in the
video and the still pictures are
what John asked me to take.’
This final confirmation that
the whole thing was a set-up
made me decide that | would
give Mike everything he wanted
and more, and see what John

thought of that!

I looped my hand back in the
tie and waited. Mike spent ages
setting things up.

As | looked around, I could
see myself in the mirrored doors,
in the dressing table mirror and
now my bum in close-up on the
TV as well, as Mike had connect-
ed it to the camera.

Mike stood at the side of the
bed and tapped my bottom a few
times, then when he was sure
everything was OK, he started the
camera, got back into position,
raised his hand and smacked me
quite hard on the left cheek. I
thought he would say something,
but I could see in the reflection
that he was concentrating on my
bum. I watched his hand come up
again and then swing down with a
loud smack onto my right cheek.
Then up went his hand and down
it came again on the left. The
smacks were hard enough to
make me gasp, and [ bit my lip
waiting for the next one.

Smack! on the right, then the
left again. I would see in the mir-
ror that Mike was placing each
smack with great care, and on the
TV 1 could see palm and finger
marks in red, for each smack.
After about twenty smacks I
could see that my poor bum was
an even red all over and the burn-
ing heat was starting to get
uncomfortable. 1 found myself
lifting one leg up after the blow
on that side and then having to
skip onto the other foot as the
blow landed on the other cheek.
[ was using the two ties as sup-
port as I danced around.

The TV screen now showed
these two globes that were scarlet
with almost purple finger marks.

Still the smacks landed, but
the hot glow was now over-pow-
ering and I could not tell one
smack from another, there was
just throbbing heat all over. The
rythmn, the heat and the rubbing
of my legs together began to
build into a sort of climax I had
not experienced before. I closed
my eyes and started to push my
bottom backwards, in a rythmn,
ready to receive each smack.

The sensation grew and then
shuddered through my whole
body. Suddenly the pain took
over and I could not take any-
more. [ called out to Mike to
stop, but he continued. I shouted
again and Mike looked startled,
almost as if he had come out of a

trance.

He stopped and 1 collapsed
onto the bed, holding my bum. I
felt tears well up in my eyes.

I just lay on the bed for ages,
letting the heat radiate from my
bum., After a while I became
aware that Mike was fiddling
with his cameras, than I felt him
grip my arm and help me off the
bed. He led me over to the dress-
ing table and bent me forward,
arranging one elbow on each side
of the drawers. 1 was still in a
sort of trance, recovering from
my first experience, I could not
take anymore. ‘No more Mike,’
I said, ‘I'm sorry.’

‘I bought this years ago.” he
said, ‘but I've never used it. You
have to take six.” He raised his
arm and in the mirror [ saw the
leather tawse.

Crack! it streaked across my
still scarlet bottom. I shot up, but
my resistance had gone. [ col-
lapsed forward again and started
to [Zl'y.

Crack! My knees went and
I nearly fell to the floor. I had
just straightened up when
CRACK! it cut into me again.
This time I did slip off the dress-
ing table onto the floor.

I heard a bell ring and Mike
left the room. It was the door
bell, John was back to save me! |
stood up and walked onto the
landing, tears still in my eyes. |
was about to go downstairs when
| suddenly realised I could hear
two men’s voices and neither of
them were Mike's or John's. I
was horrified.

I was stark naked, my bum
was scarlet and striped with pur-
ple, | was in a stranger’s house
and two men | did not know were
downstairs. If Mike brought
them upstairs anything could
happen to me. I heard their voic-
es in the hall! but then the door
opened and they left. 1 have
never felt so relieved in my life.
Mike came back upstairs and
apologised for the interruption.
To his amazement | kissed him,
handed him the tawse, took up
my position on the dresser and
said, “Three to come, I think.’

When John finally arrived I
was still naked and almost drunk
with champagne.

Mike gave me a lovely pair of
gold ear-rings as a present and
John enjoyed watching the video
while | stood around showing off
my still scarlet cheeks. ®
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READERS’ LETTERS

All Janus readers’ letters are edited versions of genuine letters received at our editorial offices —
we don’t make them up! Have you a fascinating experience to share with other readers? Go on,

spell it out and send it to the Editor

Names and addresses are never disclosed. Photos of

readers’ wives and girlfriends in spanking situations are welcome too, so long as the model
agrees to publication. We'll send a Model Release Form for any we hope to use in which faces are shown.
Readers are reminded that it is our policy not to forward letters to our correspondents.

Bare Faced Cheek

I am a new reader of your maga-
zine. As a matter of fact — I have
only read one number, which I got
from a friend for a very special
reason — the story as follows:

I have been married for 12
years to my wife, Lena — she is
now 34 years old and 24 years
younger than me. She is a natural
blonde with a shapely figure and a
sturdy bum. Lately, however, a
problem has occurred in our mar-
riage.

She has — 1 think — become
very exhibitionistic and runs
around in our flat more or less
naked most of the time. As we
live in a rather big town (Orebro)
with lots of apartment-buildings
opposite ours and our flat is on the
first floor, there are lots of people
who can see into our flat. Need I
say there are never any curtains
closed. She can come directly
from the bathroom into the
kitchen and start doing dishes.
Even in the bedroom there are no
curtains drawn when she prepares
for bed. 1 have spoken to her

about this but she says that she is
free to be as she wants in her own
flat. “If they want to look let

them.” It is, however, very embar-
rassing for me when we, for
instance, do our shopping in the
neighbourhood. Tt is like every-
body is looking at her — especial-
ly the men.

A fortnight ago. however, there
was an incident that made me
understand that | have to do some-
thing about it. [ had invited a
friend from my work to have din-
ner with us. There was of course
some drinking too and later on
when we sat sipping our cognac
and chatting quite freely my friend
said: ‘Let us see your big bottom
bare, if you dare.” She laughed
then resolutely stood up, took off
her skirt and lowered her panties
as you can see in the enclosed
photo. It was my working-mate
who shot the photo — very
embarrassing for me — he must
have known.

Since that day I have spoken to
a near friend of mine about my
problems. Perhaps I am too old
for her now. Itisn’teasy to handle
a 24 years younger wife! My
friend however said, ‘She is a very
naughty girl and needs to be pun-
ished’. He then returned with a
copy of your magazine Janus no.
108 and said, ‘Read this — it will

give you an idea of what 1 mean.
She needs to be punished in the
mosl stern manner. You can ask
the readers for advice.
So, dear readers of Janus, what
treatment do you suggest?
T.L., Orebro, Sweden

Healthy Competition

Having been only introduced to
your excellent magazine from
issue no. 80 onwards, | wish to say
how delighted | am with your
product which [ consider very
good value for money. Since pur-
chasing Janus 80, .1 have pur-
chased many back-numbers, as
I'm sure your sales department
will confirn.  Some subsequent
issues I found better than others,
but I must admit | was very disap-
pointed with the 100th issue. |
would have thought a slightly bet-
ter, and perhaps larger issue,
would have fitted the bill.

However, having said that, |
particularly enjoyed issues 107
and 108. With regard 1o the “new
format™ I am not so sure. As a tra-
ditionalist, [ am not certain as yet
that I like the new idea. It will
take some further issues before |
can really decide.

In the Readers’ Letters recent-
ly, I notice there has been some
criticism. I feel that I agree with
some of them. Richard Manton’s
work 1s repetitive and becomes
boring after a while, his descrip-
tion of women’s buttocks never
vary, from very early issues to the
present day! 1 also agree with
some readers that David T. and
Carol of London W5 have had
their say by now. Not to say that
it wasn’t good reading. but it is
now becoming rather boring.
Michael B. and Judith of
Grimsby’s articles, spasmodic as
they are, are far more entertaining.

I must say that your sister pub-
lication, Februs is excellent.
Their photography is clear and
concise, and of course, Paula

Meadows’ artwork is excellent. It
is said that competition is good
business, Februs appears 10 be
providing it, so | hope Janus will
be able to keep its place as the
foremost CP magazine.

Living as I do in the Channel
Islands, censorship is rather strict.
We still are governed by a one
party “Methodist” government.
As far as I know, no CP maga-
zines, let alone “naughty” videos
are on sale in these islands. One
can’t even dial the “naughty”
phone numbers from Jersey. but [
believe they can on Guernsey.

I realise that censorship in the
UK has restricted your work in
producing a magazine devoted to
CP. No red marks, blushing, or
stripes on bottoms, ctc. As some
of your readers have stated, it is
quite all right to show rape, muti-
lation and even decapitation on
videos though.

To conclude. may | wish you a
very successful 1996.

D.L.T., Jersey.

C.T. on C.P.

I have just received issue 111 of
Janus, which is the last of my cur-
rent subscriptions. [ have for
some while been giving serious
consideration as to whether this
would be renewed. as in my opin-
ion, recently it’s contents had not
been up to, what | would consider
to be its earlier quality and stan-
dard. I have been unhappy with
the reproductive quality of some
of the letter photos, take issue 109
as an example, I also found the
fiction a little tiresome. However,
I was impressed by the new layout
which was introduced in issue
110, under the current editor, and
have to confess to completely
enjoying the most recent, issue
111.

I was furthermore astonished
at noticing at least seven pho-
tographs from former editions
which consisied of pages 51/52
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‘Sophie & Christian Fennington’,
the pictures on the readers letters
pages 47/49 and the accompany-
ing pictures of ‘Maid for
Punishment’. Although in spite of
this, | did take pleasure from the
latter because of the size, print
quality and clarity. with page
eleven being what 1 consider a
masterpicce because of the posi
tion of the cane. [ trust that Jarnus
15 not destined to reproduce old
pictures on a regular basis which a
competitive publication has been
doing for some while, and which 1
have ceased purchasing.

The colour prints on page 25,
from the photo feature ‘Night
Visitor’, and page 32
‘Paddling Madeleine Home ™ were
most realistic. [ hope that this
type of realistic picture will be a

from

regular feature, as recently the
photo-features have been clearly
artificial.  The story entitled,
‘Punishment. of a Thief” was
excellent and my congratulations
to its author for providing a very
entertaining read.

The contents of the letters sec
tion has also vastly improved. and
I would express my thanks to
Brian P. for ‘Stranger and
Stranger’, which | have a suspi
cion | have read in another maga-

zine, and special thanks to B.B. of

NWI for ‘Lucy and Juicy” . | do
have my doubts as to the authen-
ticity of the gender of its author as
the details appear to be too good to
be true. Nevertheless it was most
entertaining.  If, however, my
doubts are unwarranted and the
author 1s female, do vou have
more tales to tell?

C. 1., Edgware, Middlesex

I Love Linsey

Again and again you amaze.
just when 1 think you
reached the pmnacle you soar to
even greater heights in the name
of Linsey Jane Zoff.

| strode nto 40 Old Compton
Street o get some back numbers
thinking [ had seen it all and bang,
you hit me nght between the eyes
with Lindsey Jane Zoff.

I hope you won't be too mod-
est to let me extol your brilliance
in producing Janus No.96.

The fact that Miss Zoff is
hands above head on her toes 1s

have

highly erotic. The pose is sugges
tive of having her wnsts tied and
being stretched from a beam. Also
the cover exciingly depicts the
submissiveness inherent in facing
the wall. The full length picture
on page 32 is sublime. Also sub
sequent pictures pages 40-42. . .
about to mount the chair, and over
the back of the chair are exquisite.
Miss Zoff had beautiful feet and
getting the feet posed correctly
adds to the eroticism of the pic-
res.

*Up on the toes’ is very sexy as
it gives more shape to the ankles,
calves and buttocks. It makes the
legs look longer. It is the classic
pose for a lady awaiting chastise-
ment. The body language of being
up on the toes and showing the
soles of the feet conveys self
imposed bondage as the recipient
cannot flee when in this position.

Miss Zoff’s beautiful feet are
brilliantly displayed in the pho
tographs. Any position showing
the soles of the feet conveys sub-
missiveness. . . kneeling up on a
chair and face down on the bed are
good positions as the soles of the
feet are well displaved. Wendy
No. 44 and Sheena No. 66 are
good examples. Whilst kneeling
up on the Peacock chair the soles
of Wendy's feet are  beautifully
displayed. The photo of Liz
Hurley, Sunday Times Colour sec-
tion, 31st July 95 is given major
eroticism by being up on her toes,
albeit i boots, in the classic can-
ing position: legs and buttocks
stretched, fingers touching toes,
hair flying. . . there can only be
one reason for adopting this posi-
tion. The hotel 1 use supplies a
Temp and on occasion she kicks
off her shoes and sits with the toes
of one foot just spread on the car-
pet and one ankle twisted behind
the other. [t destroys my concen
tration. Linsey Jane Zoff's body
language when on her toes says
“Yes, [ accept the tawse.”

The facial expressions, which
Janus captures beautifully, when
on the toes can vary from the pen
itent to the sulky: *Yes, I'm going
to be caned but 1 will accept the
strokes in a haughty, pouty man
ner. Perhaps erving out, but stay-
ing in position with buttocks pre-
sented unflinchingly to the final
stroke.”

For me, the etiquette of the
cane, which Janus captures so
well, is very exciting. The order
of procedure should be understood

READERS PHOTO OF THE MONTH

We just know our readers have some

it pictures! If you

want to prove it. send your prints (only) to: The Photo Editor,
Janus, 40 Old Compton Street. London WIV 3PB. There will
be an award of £10 to the sender of the best in each issue,
Unfortunately no entries can be returned.

There’s just one thing to remember — if vou show the
model’s face she'll need to sign a model release form consent-
ing to publication. We’ll send you one on receipt of suitable

pictures.

This issue’s winner is

by both parties and be slowly
drawn out.

There are two musts: the lady
must be willing and the strokes be
painful enough to command
respect,

The lady must always be nice-
ly apprehensive. Three things that
increase the thrll:

1. The lady asks permission to
undress. Then she should expect
to be kept waiting nude for 5-15
minutes standing facing the wall,
toes touching the skirting. This
tension. I find an
impending stroke of the cane con-
centrates the mind wonderfully
well.  The anticipation can be
Correct and meticulous

Increases

mtense.

M. from Bradford

adherence to the niceties can
sometimes result in the lady being
let off (sometimes to have a lady
nakedly submissive can be
enough). This has the advantage
of the lady being ever hopeful that
she will not feel the cane and
increases her desire 1o be exact-
ingly subnussive at this stage. My
wife, being kept waiting whilst |
took a phone call, stood to atten
tion, black velvel bow gathering
her hair at the nape of her neck,
facing the wall in the dark.

2. The lady should be asked to
fetch the cane. This increases her
apprehension.  The lady should
pay close attention as the cane 1s
bent and swished for her approval.
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There are many fine pictures
commemorating this moment in
Janus. The lady, in her eager
attention can request 1o test its
bendiness and run it through her
fingers. feeling its silky smooth-
ness. The lady, well-versed in the
finer pomnts of correction, will
always ask to see the cane and a
nice touch of savoire-faire is to
ask 1o see the rod demonstrated on
a plump cushion before giving it
her seal of approval. At this stage
meticulous  observation and
favourable comment on the supple
springiness may on the rare
occasion allow her to redeem her-
self.

3. Counting the strokes. For
some reason in my experience this
can be met with some reluctance.
When you have plump, female
buttocks held cringingly in place,
breath held, waiting for the cane to
travel its shon distance, it is a
pleasure for the yell to be followed
by the number. A perfect recipient
would add ‘thank you" after each
stroke. An experienced lady
would adhere to the niceties if
pressed,

There is one other thing

not

g.
easy, but sensual if it can be
achieved. That 1s to discomfort

the lady by causing embarrass-
ment in matters of bedroom cor-
rection. | have noticed, in compa-
ny, that a lady does not like deli-
cate matters of sexual preference
referred 1o. Occasionally the mat.
ter is alluded to, but specifics not
offered. I think this subtle embar-
rassment is to obtain submissive-
ness. Carol “T" No.104 mentions
punishment whilst her mother is in
the house. This adds a piquancy.
It is: exquisite for a lady to be
reminded in company that she is
going to be chastised. It had been
on at least 2 TV plays recently
and has led to a coy flush of
cmbarrassment on the part of the
lady. We were at a dinner party
recently when a friend said to his
young and patnician wife, "You
won't need reminding that you
have an appointment with the
crop.” The remark made jokingly
had a certain edge to it and the
young lady blushed to her ample
bosom.

We were in Harrods’ Tackroom
earlier in the week and | noticed a
fascinating range of bnghtly
coloured, lightweight riding crops.
Pinks, vellows, crimsons, lilacs,
Thin, bendy and eminently
suitable for the female bottom.
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Not the colours you would associ-
ate with riding of the equestrian
Kind. Later, in the Janus shop |
noticed new examples of coloured
canes. Light, springy and guaran-
teed to tone with subtle shades.
Either of these blissful examples
could engender respect from a
recipient.

Meanwhile, Janus continues (o
give the finest insights into the
pleasures of CP. The picture of
*Valencia’, No.104, page 33 is
superb.  She 15 beautifully posi-
tioned, buttocks well spread, legs
straight, toes pointed, the cane

dream-girl in mind. Mine is Asian
with long hair. 1 especially
enjoyed Sanus 96 with the Filipino
maid. Asian girls are naturally
submissive, and 1t 1s usually easy
1o train and to teach them how 1o
be sweet and loving.

| live in San Francisco, where
many Asians live, and | have been
dating mostly Asian women dur-
ing the past few years. With their
mnocent looks, long hair and shim
bodies, it is a real delight to punish
them. They usually have charm-
ing little voices and accents, and
with these girls spanking becomes

Fabulous
facial expression yelling full
approbation to the efficience of
the cane.

Miss Linsey Jane Zoff contin
ues to fascinate me. The cover
picture is a dream. Her thighs and
bottom are perfection. That sen-
sual and submissive look with
hands behind back torally capti-
vating. You are the undoubted
maesiro!

Yours sincerely,

A.R., Frinton-on-Sea

deliciously applied.

California Dreaming

Everybody has his little prefer
ences when it comes to CP. prefer-
ences pertaining to implements,
clothing or positions, But also,
everybody has a submissive

simply the most enjoyable activity
on earth.

Their small bodies. even if
their buttocks can be quite round,
ask for a different treatment than
a European girl would get. Since
there 1s less surface to take care of,
and less padding to protect them, |
make a special effort to emphasise
humihation before and after the
punishment, so that the scene can
last a long time. Wendy, my girl-
friend, is a beautiful 22 year old
Chinese woman, and | love to
tease her before her punishment in
order to make her ashamed.
*Aren't you ashamed to be
spanked on your bare botiom?’
When she really starts blushing
and being excited at the same
time, I tell her | am going to take
her out. We go 1o see a movie. |
like to sit in the last row, and once
the movie begins, send her 1o
another row in front of me. She
has 10 minutes to come back next

1o me, but with her knickers in her
hand (she is pretty good at hiding
them in her fist), then she sits with
her skirt up to the waist. her naked
rump directly on the chair (I love
those old theatres with wooden
chairs). | don’t know how she
removes her knickers discretely in
the dark theatre, but somehow she
always manages. It is true that |
promise her 6 extra cuts of the
cane of she fails to do it during the
given time. [ always have her
wear those simple but sexy tight
black skirts that look gorgeous
with her long black hair, and 1t 15 4
delight 10 observe her from the
corner of my eve, incredibly vul-
nerable and beautiful, hiding her
upper thighs with her purse.
Before the end of the show, |
send her back somewhere else in
the theatre. this time to put her
knickers back on. Back home, |
sit in- my most comfortable chair
and have her on her knees, her
back 1o me, facing the fireplace.
She has to raise her skirt, lower
her eves, her hands clasped behind
her back. | start reading a good
book, asking her to bring me a
drink or something once or twice.
Soemetimes [ scold her: “You are
going 1o deserve this. 1 am sorry
but | will have to be severe.” Then
I go on with my reading, interrupt-
ing it from time to time with long
pauses, adminng her in her sub:
missive posture. Then | ask her to
take off her dress and face me with
only her knickers and stockings
on. This time I give her a detailed
description of her future punish-
ment, in which | always use at
least three different instruments
for variety. It is then time to ask
her to lower her knickers to her
ankles, with one hand. When she
1s naked, she has to beg me for her
punishment. [ then order her
across my lap, taking my tume to
When her lower
back is well arched, her thighs
slightly apar, ber private parts not
really hidden anymore, and her
hand clasped behind her back or
her neck, it 1s nme to start her cor

position her.

rection. By then, the scene has
already been built up for several
hours,

Asian girls have very soft skin
and are usually sensitive, so the
point is not spanking hard but
rather taking tume to cover the
entire behind until 1t is definitely
rosy. | have been waiting so long
for that moment that | really enjoy
taking my time spanking her in
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this humiliating position. After
the spanking, 1 pet her bottom for
a few minutes, telling her she has
been good during that first instal-
ment of her punishment, and then
order her to bring the wooden pad-
dle.

I love paddles, but again they
require careful handling on a
petite Asian girl. 1 usually give
her a paddling a little less severe
than what I would a Western girl,
but a great deal more humiliating-
ly. T have her kneel on a chair, but
with her elbows on the floor. She
really feels humiliated in this posi-
tion, and 1 take my time before
starting to apply the paddle. The
skin is very tight, so it is not real-
ly necessary to hit hard at all.
There is nothing else like paddling

a naked girl in that position with a
wooden paddle! Her posture is so
intimate, and the instrument so
hard (and thus so potentially
painfully) that it creates a bond
that makes our love and trust
greater each time. After about 10
minutes of the paddling I have in
front of me a very sorry woman
with a crimson bottom, and who
by then has other much more
immediate concerns than her
exposed private parts. | then trade
the wooden paddle for a little mar-
tinet that [ like to use to cover her
thighs. I have her spread them as
much as the chair allows her, and
use the whip on all her exposed
thighs, especially the inside.

She is then allowed 15 minutes
of comer time. I sit in my chair,

Spanking Vatman
Wins £3,000 for Tax-
Dodge Libel

A former VAT inspector
accused of being a “secret
spanker” has won £3,000
in libel damages because a
newspaper accused him of
tax-codging,

In October 1993 Philip
McHugh featured in a
News of the World article
under a headline alleging
he was a “secret spanker”,

The article horrified
him, not because of the
spanking allegation, but
because it claimed he paid
women in cash to avoid tax.

News of the World jour-
nalists Caroline Reid and
Fiona Whitty visited him
and wrote the article.

McHugh did not dispute
that he liked women’s bot-
toms, and thought of
spanking them. He had
even taken photo’s of girl-
friends apparently being
spanked.

Bul he said the allega-
tion that he had told them: °1
won'’t tell the tax man if you
don’t,” was a gross libel.

The judge at Liverpool
high court awarded £3,000
damages against the News
of the World and the two
journalists after McHugh
revealed that he resigned
from Customs in January

1994,

DUP Expels
“Spanking”
Councillor

Irish Times

A DUP coucillor who
posed for photographs with
scantily clad, cane wield-
been
expelled from the party.
Mr Jim Walker was pic-
tured bending over as if
about to be spanked by
waitresses at a Belfast ver-
sion of the London based
restaurant chain, School
Dinners.

Waitresses  in St
Trinians style dress mete
out mock spankings to cus-
tomers. Mr. Walker, and
an independent unionist
member of Belfast City
Council, Mr Sandy Blair,
appeared in the pho-
tographs which were pub-
lished in the Sunday World
a fortnight ago.

The DUP executive said
Mr. Walker was being
expelled from the party for
bringing it into disrepute.
Mr Walker said he had
done nothing immoral and
that the party’s stance was
“slightly hypocrytical ™.

ing women, has

enjoying a glass of Cabemnet,
thinking that the colour of the
wine definitely matches her beau-
tiful behind.

I then go to fetch the cane. If1
notice that she really cannot take
much more, I take the smaller one
that allows me to cane her across
my lap. Otherwise, she has to
grab her ankles and present her
vulnerable bottom, one last time
for punishment. I have her count,
and am very strict. If she forgets
to do so, it always eams her an
extra cut of the cane. Her beauti-
ful black mane is all over the floor,
her waist superbly bent, her rump
offered obediently until she has
six neat lines crossing it, and I
usually think: ‘Here is a scene that
has been lasting for over 5 hours,

and [ have never felt so good.” My
woman might not share my
thoughts at that moment, she is
usually sobbing and needs com-
fort and affection. She knows she
will have them. After the punish-
ment, she is my queen, and I
would do anything to please her
and make her the happiest woman
in the world.

I am always interested in find-
ing CP magazines featuring pun-
ished Asian girls. 1 hope you
might publish my letter in one of
your publications. I have been
enjoying readers’ letters in British
magazines for so long that I would
truly enjoy finding a letter of mine
in Janus one day,

Yours truly,

P.M., San Francisco

publication.

for male writers.

London W1V 5PB

Contributing to JANUS

Writing for JANUS, the world’s foremost CP
journal, is not easy. A thorough knowledge of
the genre and familiarity with the magazine’s
policy, standards and guidelines is essential. For
example: bondage, schoolgirl dramas, S&M, and
debasement are all taboo subjects. Because of
the wide range of eroticism explored, a minimum
of at least three issues should be studied.

We continually look for originality and
creativity, and reject over seventy percent of the
material submitted to us. Hackneyed themes
will just not make it, although if one of these
can be ‘turned on its head’ that’s a different
story! A well-researched historical or factual
piece has more chance of acceptance than almost
anything. It is these aspects of the subject
which are difficult to write about.

If you haven’t already been put off and still
want to submit that piece of fiction then here
are a few technical requirements you should
know about: we will accept a highly original
piece no matter how it is presented, but all
things being equal, professional presentation has
more chance. Contributions must be double-
spaced, and typed (or printed) on A4 paper using
one side of the sheet only. A computer disc —
either PC or Apple Mac — with an ASCII file of
the submission should accompany hard copy.
This is not essential, but it can make a difference
to the length of time it takes to publish a piece.
Payment will be made within one month of

A word count, name and address and the
daytime telephone number of the author are
essential. Female pseudonyms will not be used

Send editorial submissions to:
The Editor, JANUS, 40 Old Compton Street,
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Fantasies and facts, articles, poems, gossip, stories, photographs, reviews and critiques — in fact

anything about the world of CP.

40 Old Compton Street, London W1V 5PB.

‘ Did she fully
comprehend the
‘ significance of
| what she said?
| Was she aware of the
effect she was
having on me?
What was so

| fascinating about her? |

Let me recap. ..

Driving down to a conference
venue in Surrey we were chatting
away about people in the office,
the weather, fashion, in fact all
sorts of things when suddenly
she asked whether | had read
last week’s Sunday Times. | take
the paper (along with several oth-
ers) and so naturally replied that |
had. ‘Did you read the short
story about the girl student who
passed a note to her professor
which read “GIRLS LIKE TO BE
SPANKED"?

Well | had read it (several
times) and was pleased that such
an eminent author as Harold
Pinter would write on a subject so
close to my heart. | replied that |
had read the story and it indeed
had left me wondering.

‘About whether they do?" she
said.

‘Yes,’ | replied.

‘Well. how can you ever find
out without running the risk of
being prosecuted for assault?’
This had occurred to me on more
than one occasion | can assure
you. In fact looking back there
have been relatively few times
when | was able to establish
whether my current girlfriends
was “‘Game” or not, even after
dropping hints about what would
happen if she behaved badly,
was cheeky etc. and on the odd
accasion leaving a copy of Janus
50

or Februs on the coffee table for
her to see.

‘It is difficult,” | replied, trying to
buy some time. ‘Do you think it's
true?’ | asked, starting to throw
caution to the proverbial wind.

‘It depends on the girl and the
circumstances,’ she replied.

‘Give me an example' | said
now leaping in feet first.

‘Well, take this conference we
are attending. Supposing | made
a fool of myself by not preparing
my speech or getting tipsy in the
bar when there were clients pre-
sent, then | realistically would say
that | deserved to be spanked
but, whether | could honestly say
that | would LIKE to be spanked |
just don’t know.’

‘Have you thought about being
spanked or been spanked recent-
ly?'" | enquired.

‘No, not really,” she replied,
rather wistfully, ‘but the article got
me thinking.

‘What do you mean by not
really?’

‘Well, a couple of years ago,
my then boyfriend did once pull
me out of the car that he had
parked in a country lane and
dragged me into a field and wres-
tled me across his knee, lifted my
skirt and spanked me about 20
times, but | can remember think-
ing that if | really wanted to pre-
vent it happening | could have
but | somehow didn’t really want
him to stop. | think | had been
awkward and playing him up all
evening and was in fact goading

If you'd like to join in please write to: The Rear End, JANUS,

him to do something which
indeed he did. | can now recall
that in a funny sort of way the
glow that was developing very
quickly on my bottom was turning
me on and making me feel sexy.’

‘So you did like being spanked
then?’ | remarked.

‘Well | suppose | enjoyed the
warm feeling and | must admit
that the spanking did seem to
add something and make the
incident memorable,’ she replied.

‘You haven’t had any other
experience recently then?' |
asked.

‘No’ she replied.

A this stage there was a lull in
the conversation which must have
lasted a good couple of minutes
and then she chirped up with, ‘I've
still got some preparation to do for
my speech tomorrow.'

Oh God, what do | say now, |
was thinking, as | took a corner
far too quickly and nearly deposit-
ed us both into a field.

‘Sorry, | didn't mean to distract
you,' she said edging slightly
across the seat.

You didn't,’ | lied. ‘It's just that
I don't often have a conversation
about spanking with an attractive
young lady on a Wednesday
afternoon driving through Surrey
countryside.’

‘Neither do [," she said. ‘It's
just that | find you very easy to
talk to and am interested to hear
your views. Do you find the idea
of spanking a woman an exciting
one?



(What do | say now?) ‘Yes'|
spluttered, 'l suppose | do, but
I've seldom had the opportunity
or the guts to do it.'

‘Pull over,” she said sharply,
taking me by surprise and with
authority now in her voice. | said
nothing and continued driving but
my mind was racing.

'‘Over there,’ she said pointing
at a gap in the hedge with a gate
leading into a field set back just
enough to get out of the car.
Now on autopilot | pulled in as
instructed, applied the hand-
brake, turned off the ignition and
sat completely still. | could feel
mild panic setting in.

‘Let's go into the field,' was the
next comment | can recall hear-
ing, so out of the car we got and
with some difficulty clambered
over the fence into the field.

‘My boyfriend had to drag me,’
she said. 'But I'm going to make
it easy for you," and with that she
slowly turned around and
unzipped the back of her skirt
and slid it down over her bottom
and let it fall crumpled onto the
grass. | was now completely
transfixed and totally out of con-
trol of the situation as she looked
over her shoulder and said in a
husky voice, ‘GIRLS LIKE TO BE
SPANKED.'

| found myself staring at the
most beautiful bottom that was
encased in a pair of taut white
panties and not daring to say a
word in case the magic of the
moment was lost.

‘Shall | take them down?' she
enquired, abviously aware that |
was staring at her bottom.

‘No," | managed to say, 'l will
attend to that myself." (That's
better, | heard myself saying to
myself. Be assertive and take
control.)

‘Come here young lady,’ | said
as sternly as | could as | took
hold of her forearm and plonked
myself rather unceremoniously
onto the ground with her flailing
rather more gracefully in a prone
position with her bottom upper-
most across my knee. With little
hesitation (I'm pleased to report)
my hand fell with reasonable
force across her tight buttock
cheek followed by a similar
smack to her left cheek.

The reaction was hardly
noticable — a barely audible
‘OUCH' emanating from her
mouth. | continued the spanking
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and was growing confident with
every slap as well as getting into
a sleady rhythm that only a true
spanking enthusiast would fully
appreciate. | wasn't counting the
number, which is unusual for me,
but | must have delivered a good
sixty stingers 1o her knicker-clad
bottom. For some reason | sud-
denly stopped to stare and | sup-
pose, if the truth be known, to
admire my handiwork by looking

al the redness and the traces of
my finger-marks on her bottom
My goodness, it did look very
sore and it was starting to get
those blotches that start after fifty
hard slaps or so.

‘Have you finished?’ she said
looking up at me over her shoul
der.

Normally | would have said
something like. ‘| haven't even
started yet,” but this time | said,

‘For the time being,' at which she
rolled off my knee onto the grass
giving one of those little girl lost
looks

‘I think | need a drink.” | blurted
out sure that | was now red in the
face and looking very flustered

'‘Relax,’ she said ‘after all, it's
me who was just been spanked.
Does it look very sore? as her
hand trespassed round to soothe
and caress her cheeks.

‘It looks pretty hot from here,’ |
replied.

‘It's roasting. | bet you could
fry an egg on it she exclaimed.

| must admit to having a cer-
tain pride but | was also now get-
ting concerned about what to do
next. No worries. Coolness was
this ladies middle name. She
stood up and slowly slid her skirt
up (I was sure it was now a
tighter fit), brushed off the bits of
grass sticking to it and started to
climb back over the fence loward
the car. | stood and couldn’t
resist giving a hard slap to her
taut posterior pmsemad al msa
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ﬂ//’//f SOMETHING NEW

As a sister magazine to Janus, that most famous (and some would say
infamous) of CP publications, Februs offers an intriguingly different yet complimentary
vision of the world of spanking and CP. Produced by former Janus illustrator, Paula Meadows and

published by the Janus organisation, Februs provides a more feminine and personal perspective on the

\-11}‘“'-.{ that fascinates us. Besides a full range of contents, eac h issue includes many \LJ}“.‘:E\ HH‘.,‘]II;II
LI]'d\‘."lElL:h fﬂ'_\' this mm]m-]_\ }_:1ftl_'L1 artist.

Februs 2

Fabrus 6 Februs 7 Februs 9

FEBRUS £10 PER ISSUE, £50 FOR SIX ISSUES. ORDER FROM GORDON SERGEANT

HANDS UP ALL THOSE WHO WANT TO MAKE CONTACT!

Surprisingly enough, there are still some regular readers of the world's supreme spanking magazine who have not yet joined
the affiliated Privilege Club and are therefore irrevocably missing the wonderful bi monthly club publication Privilege - free to
members - and the other benefits that only members enjoy, such as easy contact with like-minded CP aficionados and the
sharing of ideas and ideals. You can join for the fee of £30 annually (UK and Europe; £45 elsewhere) made payable to
Gordon Sergeant, and it could be the gateway to a series of enriching experiences or even a whole new way of life -
as many members have discovered. Of course some readers who are non-members may prefer to enjoy Janus in total
isolation, never meeting another soul devoted to discipline and correction, male or female.

We respect all choices, and all confidences.

GORDON SERGEANT
Club Secretary

Februs 8

JANUS & FEBRUS. THERE ARE NO ALTERNATIVES.

Subscribe to Janus. Pay for five issues and Subscribe to Februs. Pay for five issues and
receive one free! receive one free!
A six-issue subscription costs £50°, delivery A six-issue subscription costs £507, delivery
included. included.

*Foreign rates: Europe £60, air elsewhere £80 or US $140

Order Form: To Gordon Sergeant, 40 Old Compton Street, London W1V 5PB.
Please make remittance pavable to Gordon Sergeant. Tick where applicable
Here's my cheque/P.0./cash for £50 for six issues of Janus. L Commencing with issue No. L
Here's my « }Ji’:jllu'.'}’ (.)._-’.i ash {ijr‘r £50 for siX issues of Fcbrus. . | .
I want to join the Privilege Club. Annual membership £30 (£45 outside Europe). ||
| want to join the Privilege Plus Club

Name

Commencing with issue No. | ‘
Back numbers are also available

Address

oignature ............. T ot ; Date
I am over 18



GORDON SERGEANT IS PLEASED TO ANNOUNCE:

Audio PDreans

Double-sided fantasies on tape. Most contain authentic recordings of the punishments being camed out.

, s A. Susan Soundly Spanked: Spankine of maidvervant recorded v

B. How to Cane Young Ladies: Short instructional taps

2

o A, Mini-Skmt Caning; Schoolgiri caned by mini-skivted mistress

B. Caned by Nurse Caroline: Hospi

‘-fo \. Shop Girl 1: Sound thrashing for biesty Young assistant

B. Shop Girl 1 Assistant's skirt lifted for heavy strap

4. \ \Tll.l ‘ upn i f:,}.‘l'. severely Dire I.I-,.‘. 'I". RET OWHN QINVEriess

B. Mlle, Lupinin: Mistress caned on hands; maid birched

P e A. The Riding Mistress: Girl tethered for stablé-yard punishement

B, Princess Whips Slave Girl: Exoric lesbian fantasy

Please send me Audio Dreams tapes:

l'ape No Oty lape No Oty
I ()
R =
Q
i 9

50 )] | 10

Fotal number of tape orders @ £10 each |

0.

10. .

Sarah™: Office discipline for voung xecreta
Caned i her Taght Blue Jeans: Librarian breaks dress rule
he Music Mistress: Schoolmixtress caned by musie teacher
g Nettles up her SKirt: Maid's unusual punishme)

Morther's Belt for Betty: Face down on bed for a good belting
Swedish Au Pair: Busty, bra-less Helga recetves heavy cane
Petting Pain: Girl suffers mipple-torment from school friend
Victonan Birching: Howsekeeper birches proud young Ladie
Mini-Skirt tease eets her Knickers warmed: Office

Ballet School Piscipline: Ballet pirls get rod and martinet

ORDER FROM: Gordon Sergeant, 40 Old Compton Street,
London W1V 5PB. Make cheque payable to Gordon Sergeant.

Name

Address

Post Code

The Corporal Punishment of Schoolgirls

by Margarel Stone
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i aver LOU schools nave opled oul of the State sustem

Clothbound, £20.00 inclusive. 128pp Demy Octavo (83/4" x 51/2")

ORDER FROM: Gordon Sergeant, 40 Old Compton Street, London W1V 5PB.

Make cheque payable to Gordon Sergeant.
Name

Address

The CORPORAL
PUNISHMENT of
SCHOOLGIRLS

A DOCUMENTARY SURVEY
by Margaret Stone

Post Code




40 OLD COMPTON STREET
LONDON W1

Ay iv the heart of oo
London's Sypreme Lookshgp

OPEN 9am - 9pm MONDAY TO SATURDAY




Gordon Sergeant is pleased to announce the availability of
/“]] | f“q?q OO “""[-_T[@{ o~
SIS WL CASHLEY

It's with great pleasure that I present to you three complete novels by the infamous author, Will Henry.

When it comes to the best writers who have ever produced classic novels on the subject of spanking,

two names come to mind . . . Will Henry and Paul Little, better known as A. DeGranamour and
Kenneth Harding. Many titles h'l\e been unavailable for over 20 years, and all true collectors of spanking
erotica appreciate Will Henry's unique style of writing. Presented below are the first three of a series of
novels we will be releasing.

The quality of these "Custom Editions" is truly superb! All of the original manuscripts were professional-
Iv typeset and beautifully bound with linen covers. For ease of reading, they are presented in digest-size,
with the entire original manuscripts intact! Henry captures the magic and popularity of spanking in his era,
the 1960's. Complete descriptions follow on all three titles!!!

SPANKMANSHIP

This is probably one of the best known and most widely appreciated novels
that Will Henry ever wrote! It's a virtual "eneyclopedia’ on spanking in the
1960's, as it presents a dramatic view of the entire range of spanking
practices. From disciplining children in the home, through spanking
roommates, to spanking in courtship and marriage! Case studies disclose
the peculiar relationships

in which spanking is used for domination, humiliation

and/or sexual arousal! Originally published over

26 years ago, it is a fascinating read! £1S5 per copy.

JT HURTS SO GOOD

This fascinating book presents a thorough
study of "Sorority Initiation and Hazing
Practices", and is presented in a case history
format. A truly shocking look in the "secret”
world of sorority sisters, it details the
experiences that innocent young pledges were
forced to undergo at the hand of their "Big
Sisters” in the late 1960's era. The girls tell
their own stories, detailing the humiliation
and punishment they had to endure to gain
entrance to these sororities, some even
introduced to the pleasures of lesbian sex!
Great female-female scenarios are the
highlight of this Henry work, along with his
insightful look into this unique spanking

era! £135 per copy.

SUBURBAN SPANKING

Another Will Henry classie, this particular beok examines a unique and hidden
spanking underground that exists in a quiet suburb of Chicago. Very lustful in it's
presentation, it covers not only a variety of spanking scenarios, but also deals with
the sexual appetites of the participants! Adults lashing one another into passion, a
woman making a young man her sex slave; this novel succeeds in mixing the whole
spanking and domination scene with the raw sex and emotion that accompany
these lustful sessions! This book goes much further than other Henry works, as it
mixes both the sensual emotions and raw sexual acts of it's participants as they
relate to their spanking and domination sessions! Hot and heavy action in this
novel! £15 per copy.
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A SCLASSIC REPRINT®

FULLY ILLUSTRATED!




and even more . ..

Classic Reprint

lm e ISCLIE ' K

Corporal No. 38 = First issued in 1966,
"Clorporal” was the flagship publication of
The Gordon Press. This issue contains 7
exciting stories, 6 original illustrations,
plus a research picce on symbolic
masochism, Length - 88 pages.

This great Gordon release, an original
1967 edition, features 80 pages of superb
spanking action, including 8 great
mndividual stories. Lots of mixed spanking
action, male and female. A really good
read!

Clorporal No. 3Y — Another hine Gordon
Publication. This issue, first published in
1967, features a host of domestic
discipline scenarios. No illustritions, just
72 pages of great spanking action from
the 1960's era.

5% S@q_\\’i g/

¥

DIGEST (-~
‘ Number 4

Classic Reprinf

Spanking Digest No. 4 — Oniginally
issued i 1963 by Gordon Pubhications,
this 52 page edition offers a varety of
stortes, meluding domestic discipline.
Features 6 elassie illustrations.

orporal

VOLUME 2 ISSUE #41

Classic Reprint

Reles

class

wed in 1966 by Gordon, this 72 page
> features eight classic spanking
storics, dealing with all aspects of
spanking, both male and female, domestie
diseipline action at its linest!!

HA L

Classic Reprint Issue no. .2

The Disciplinarian No. 2 — A 1967
Gordon release. This 76 page digest is
packed with a vanety of spanking
scenarios. No illustrations, just vintage
views.

ALL AT ONLY £10 EACH



ORDER FORM

PLEASE SEND ME:
copies of SPANKMANSHIP @ £15 PEr COPY -ueceruerrreeesrnereeessmemssseminsssssnsns e e
copies of IT HURTS SO GOOD @ £15 PEI COPY ...ccczassursssssnssnssssassassssnssss s o vviensatvasisss
copies of SUBURBAN SPANKING @ £15 per copy B s
copies of PADDLE PUNISHMENT @ £15 Per COPY .....o.eceeeeerunssimmmeucssnsses e sesses
copies of DISCIPLINE DIGEST NO. 6 @ £15 per COPY....ccovvrreresersacssersees e e toisniases
copies of TEENAGE DISCIPLINE @ £15 per COpY......cccvuuiiivmviesnmnissassses e

copies of SHE SPANKS TO CONQUER @ £10 per COPY .....ccoevermeieainnnes

copies of WIFE WHIPPER @ £10 PEr COPY.-...ccccciieeiirirriesinissssiesnnimnisnnaes &

copies of DISCIPLINARIAN NO. 2 @ £10 per COPY .c..vvveeerivesinmmmniaresmnen

copies of CORPORAL ISSUE 38 VOL. 2 @ £10 per COpY ....ccccvcvvrnriries £

INENARNANNNEENER

copies of MAID FOR PUNISHMENT @ £10 Per COPY......ovvvueeeremrcrmmrmsens Eoareerssesessseeeesenns

copies of SPANKING DIGEST NO. 4 @ £10 per COPY ..uuimimimmiiieoisn Doneiossssassasisosies

copies of SPANKING QUARTERLY NO. 2 @ £10 Per COPY .cvveeecrsericnrierens Evarvrsasieesronscrnnen

copies of CORPORAL ISSUE 39 VOL. 2 @ £10 per COPY....ccccceerrcvrercnnees Lo
copies of CORPORAL ISSUE 41 VOL. 2 @ £10 per COPY ....cvcurverssrerinsas R N eviaefiaes
copies of CORPORAL ISSUE 42 VOL. 2 @ £10 Per COPY «...ccvemervecmrmiiiens Bveeerinecemssseasnens

TOTAL €
Send completed order form to Gordon Sergeant, 40 Old Compton Street, London W1V 5PB
(Make cheques payabie to "Gordon Sergeant”)
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