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LEEAR a song ooming on ... • What was the 
W price of fame? For Melanie Lane it was soon to 

prove not merely the cost of the singing 
essons she was Laking w1t.h Rob Scott.. Sure, 

she lookod fan t.ast.1c; somotimos she even soundod 
fantastic. But. Rob knew that Melanie needed to 
work a good bit. bard.er if she was really going to get 
anywhere in the crowdod, cut.-t.hroat. 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 tumt.'CI. 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 sbe fancied 
him, even a little. Essentially, Rob was a lonely man. 
'I don't. care what. it. takes,' she'd said, eyes shining 
in the most. innocently provocative way. She knew 
her powers all right., djd Molanie or did she? 
Woman, tho eternal mystery. 'I want t.o got. t.o tho 
t.op, Mist.er Scott..' 

'Rob. cau me Rob.' 
'Not. opera • (here a sweet. smile and arch look) 
Rob, rm not. so stupid as t.o think I have that 

good a voice. But. pop songs: the new ones, the old 
ones. rve been taking drama classes for three years, 
and I've had dancing lessons since I was a kid. My 
great. am b1 t10n is t.o make records and sing and act 
in musicals in theatre and films. 

pagne! Her laugh it.self 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 ext.ra tuition in her 
singing she'd asked him to provide. Not. as he rue­
fully knew, to attempt to ingrat.iat.c herself or make 
a move in h1S d1roct.ion (as cert.am nubile students 
had oocasionally 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 t.old her. wishing he didn't. 
sound quite so formal and starchy. 'It's warm, it's 
rich, it's sexy. But your weakness is t.he high notes.' 

'I know, I know,' Melanie sighed. 'Please help me.' 
Seated at. I.he piano, Rob ran his fingers up I.he 

scale agam. Melanie's voice climbed wit.h the not.es 
until, as the top was neared, her voice cracked, los­
ing force, and foll 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 t.o him that. he hardly dared. look in her 
direct.ion. 

Dammit., t.h1S was no way for a mature man to be 
behaving! 

"l'he, er, problem, I think you'll find, lS in your 
breathing, Melanie,' he said. getting to his feet. and 
crossing to her. 'Your posture needs looking at,• he 

Oh, but tho girl was exquisite! /j//I}(/} (///({/JI/ 
Teach me. teach me tow i i i.ght..' .. L . /.. j. . /.. 
She was fresh honey. vintage cham- /~ I;/ 

added - as if he hadn't been look­
ing at. it., and everything else about. 
her, from the moment she'd oome 
m. 'Straighten up. rm going to put 
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looked round tlw <'lassroom 
with tht> sinking feeling that 
this was going to lw ~·t•t another 
wasted Tut>sda~ t•wning. As 

usual. half a dozen of t lw clt•sks 
ust'd h~ the kids during tht> da~· 
had been pushed togPtlwr to makt> 
a communal writing surface 
around whit'h tlw nwmht>rs of the 
Peartree Writers' Circle could sit. 

:\Ir. llardv. tht• dn. fifh ish tutor 
prm idt>d h~· tlw local edu~·ation 
authorit~·· a long sufft•ring minor 
author with enough puhlisht•d 
work to his crt'dit to justif~ his 
position and a hasit·all) good­
natured disposition soured h~· long 
exposun· to com•t•itt·d and talent­
less amateurs. \lrs. Persinger, the 
smooth-fact•cl 1•ld1•rh widow with a 
startling taste for hioody and vio­
lent <'rinw fidions. 'Ir and \lrs. 
Blunt, a plump. joll~ .. middle-aged 
pair who \n•r·e planning a joint 
attaek on \lilts and Roon. 
Desmond and \t>ville. the f uzzv­
bearded, left-wing h'at·hers. su;·h 
good frirnds. peeping eo~·l~· round 
the door of the dost•t but not quite 
read~ to t•rm·rge. llalf a dozt·n 
others of no partieular intt>rest: it 
was not easv to n·memher t•n•n­
hoch's nanit> ewn now. And final-
h. thank Goel. '\it·olette. 

'\ieolt'ttr \HIS originall~. she told 
us. from Snia. Sht''d eome to this 
countr~ as· a student, dropped out 
after tlw first ~·ear. and got mar­
ried. 

':\ot a great romanee,' slw 
shrugged. ·t wanted to sta)· in 
England and \'li<'luwl was ohliging. 
It's all mer now.' 

!\ow, in her mid-twenties, she 
had a good joh as a tri-lingual P.A. 
with a firm t>xporting to the 
i\licldle East. lfrr rniwd French 
and Arab lim·agt• gaw ht•r an exot­
ic charm. One notict>cl first the 
hig. lic1uid brown <')CS. the rwatl~· 
arched hlaC'k brows. Tht·n the 
straight. slim now and wide. 
humourous mouth. tlw flawless 
goldt•n skin. If pr figure. while not 
speetacular. was slt·ncln and shapt>· 
I). She prohahl~ had good legs. 
but since she irl\'ariahh won· 
trousers that could onl~· be speeu­
lation. 

Though Nicolt•tte featured regu­
lar!~· in Ill). prirntP fantasies. l was 
not wistfully dreaming of sedue­
tion in tlw usual sc•nst'. I was not 
Yain enough to think her cagt>r to 

jump into bed ,,;th an unrcrnark­
ablt> man twfre her agP. In any 
case I am happil~· and faithfull)· 
married. 

So what were m,· seert•t 'if 
onl~ ... .' thoughts ·as I listt>nt'd to 
her reading her neatl~·-<'raftt'd 
poems or making crisp, perceptive 
comments about the work of oth­
ers? As I gazed upon the lovel~· 
.\ieolette I felt a simple, sinct're 
and deepl~ earnest desire to take 
her knickers down and tan her 
arse. I wanted to haw ht•r squirm­
ing and squealing across my knee 
while I gave her a clamnrd gootl 
spanking. I wanted to make her 
bend over the back of a chair or 
across a bed to have her backside 
leathered with a tawse. I wanted 
to have he1· touching her toes, tear­
fully counting each stroke of a sup­
ple, S\\ishy cane as it sizzled across 
her unprotected rear. 

This was not such an unlikt·h· 
ambition as it might St't'm. Fo;. 
one thing. I didn't rwrd to t•onc·t·al 
it from m~- w;fo. Angda and I 
haw been enthusiastit· follmn•rs of 
the correction scene for on·r twt·n­
t~· )·ears and she had no objection 
to someone dsc• sharing the assort­
ed chastisement which would oth­
en,;se deseend upon her 0\\ n 
huxom bottom. 

So we are alwa~·s alert for possi­
ble recruits to our form of recrt'­
ation. I don't mean that we st•t out 
to "corrupt" an~·one; in fact, I 
don't think you ean. l inless 
there's a natural inclination to 
begin with, it's prohahl)· a waste of 
time trying to talk someone into 
equating punishment with plt>a­
sure. But if the taste. the tendt·n­
cv, does exist, there seems little 
harm in encouraging it. Togl'ther 
or separatel~-, Angela and I haw· 
belonged to dozens of small 
groups de,·oted to various hlanw­
less acth;ties. If we meet anvone 
who looks promising we gt't ·to 
know them better and eautioush 
introduce the corH'ept of punisl{­
ment for pleasure. \lost of the 
time we draw a blank. occasionallv 
we get an adverse rt>action which 
makes it wise to quiet!~· disappear 
from that group. but now and 
again, of ten enough to ma kt• the 
pursuit worth while. we meet 
someone who is unmistakablv 
'"one of us". 

~icolctte was the most delightful 

prospect I 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 
m~· well-practised routine of hint, 
suggestion, innuendo and loaded 
qut>stion. She had shown no 
marked interest: on the other 
hand there had not been the 
uneasiness. the obv;ous distaste. 
which is a clear warning to hack 
up and forget it. 

The mt't>ting got under way. 
Although Hard)· is nominally the 
tutor he does ven little actual 
teaehing. It's eas"ier to let the 
group members read out the work 
the~·'vc brought, im;te 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 ven messv torture scene 
and five st~aightf orward killings. 
The Blunts gave us a chapter 
apiece of sugar and spice from 
.. Love among the Islands''. 
Dt•smond and .\eville, as usual, 
made Pxcuses for not producing 
an~1hing: ·We've been so bus.v!' 
~h contribution was a historical 

artie"le which aroused little inter­
est. 

ThPn it was l\icolette's turn. I 
thought it would be another poem, 
hut instead she produced a fair­
sizcd manuscript. 'I thought I'd 
tn a short story this week.' she 
sa"icl, 'if nohodv: minds.' N~hody 
did. You can s"ay that for the · 
P.W.C. It cont~ins some awful 
bores, but they're ready to be 
bored right back. · 

'I've called it,' said l\icolette. 
'"The Sting in the Tail".' 

That brought thoughtful looks 
to some faces and rm 
sure mint> was one of them. Tht>n 
she began to read. The story was­
n't particular!~· well written but we 
followed with rapt attention tht> 
misfortunes of her main character, 
Sall~. Sall~· was spanked on the 
first page. She was slippered on 
tht> third, caned on the fifth, and 
ll\ tht> time the story had reached 
a· rather brt>athless ~onclusion 
Sall~· had been pretty thoroughl~­
walloped. 

There was a dazed silence af tcr 
:\icolette put down the manu­
script, then Hardy said in a very 

continues on page 12 :> 



my hand on your d.laphragm and we'll try it again 
- this ti.me wit.hout t.ho piano.' 

Ah! Rob felt the tender midriff with hlS hard 
palmed hand and briefly carossod the young soft 
skin, affecting to be testing the vibrations as 
Melanie deeply inhaled and expelled t.he not.es. He 
knew this touch was as close as he was likely to get 
to any form of mtimacy with such an angel, how· 
ever much be might wish it. The darling's voice 
duly climbed, reached the heights and warbled 
promisingly, but without quite being fully in oon· 
t.rol of the note. 

Suddenly Rob wanted to smack hor Smack her 
smartly on that deliciously curvy bottom jutting 
beneath the taut black skirt. Were he to actually do 
such a thing, however, he bad little doubt t.hat. she 
would go rnnning out. gulping I.cars of shockod dis 
tress, and very likely rot.um Wit.b a poliooman. 

'You're still standing wrong,• ho said a lit.tie 
tetchily. 'You're a singer, your body is a musical 
instrument. You have to st.and properly if iL's going 
to perform efficiently! Get. your shouldo1s back so 
your lungs can fill fully. Hore like this.' 

Rob rested his hands on the lovely girl's shoul 
ders and forced them back. He could feel her subtly 
vibratmg like a fiddle-string under t.ens1on, and 
couldn't understand wby. 

'Are you cold?' he asked. 
'N no, not at all In fact. .. it's really qui to wnrm in 

here.' 
He put a band on her midriff once more. 
'Now.' he urged.. •up to the high ~ - t.ry again.' 

> conlmul'd from p.iqo !J 

Melanie took in air and sang 1t out.. Up, up, up, 
almost there - there" No! St.ill not qwt.e. Dammit., 
the girl wasn't tono-doafl She could do it. if she real· 
ly t.ried - she could, she could. Rob hardly realised 
what had happened until he felt tho soft stinging 
Ja.rring against his palm and tho sound of a mu ffied 
slap. He had smacked her bot.tom. 

My GOO! 
Melanie Lane gave a startled shriek - wen, 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.I 
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, rd rat.her call you "sir" 
What.ever you feel is right., please do ii..' 

The shackles fell from Rob Scott: 1t, wru; suddenly 
he who sucked in air and expelled high not.cs. 'Very 
well, Melanie,' he said tart.ly, clutching his brow in 
t.ho growing exasperation he'd been trying, from tho 
st.art of the lesson, to suppress. 'Let. me toll you whnt. 
I really think. You'Ve had it too soft up t.111 now• 
Everyone tells you what a pretty, clever girl you arc 
- how nice and dainty and oh-so-lovely. But you're 
lazy, aren't. you? You're an id.le, over-cosseted loafer. 
Everything's been too easy for you in your hfo 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 rm going to do to st.art 
this process is to give you a tbundenng good h1d11"tg 



on that soft, pampered little bottom of yoursP 
Melanie stared up at him, shaking, eyes shiny­

wet with unshed tears. No one bad 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 whatP 
Melanie made little pleading moans as he seized. 

the hem of the said garment and hoisted it up 
around her hips. Sleek black pant.ies on round pert 
cheeks teased his senses, bare thigh-tops enticing, 
suspenders and stockings. 

•rm 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. 
Th.is 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 - Pve been so naughty. .. ' 

Dream? As Rob tugged the wispy panties int.o 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 but.t.ocks pancaked for a 1lash 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 t.o a st.op against the soft, smooth flesh; 
sped and jolted, sped and jolted. Loud, echoey 
smacks cracked through the air as her bott.om 
quickly reddened. 

'Oobl .. oobl .. ooh! sir. .. ' For Melanie, the very act 
of kneeling up like this and half exposing her bot­
t.om·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. WhaLever he was using, it hurt. 

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

'Ah! Ahh! Ooh! No! Aaagh! No more, sir - please no 
moror 

Rob paused. He al.most smiled. Even if this little 
minx had been t..a.king 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 bot.tom's over t.oo 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,~ hard strokes. 
Fists drumming on t.he piano t.op, 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 t.o 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 I.his was I.urning out. Lo be! As tho 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, sir,' she breathed. Melanie hung her lovely 
blonde head with every evidence of shame and sub­
missiveness as she obeyed, dra.gging off the black 
top, pushing down the skirt and kicking it away. 

'The bra and pan Lies, t.oo.' 
'Yes, sir.' Rob 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, 
st.ood 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.' 



odd 'oic·1·. 'Comrm·n b. am on!'( 
'It wn11ld nwkr quill· :1.!!ood rrimP 

... tor).' -.aid \Ir-.. P1•r,i11gn. 
·11.-:-all~ '"I' kidnappt•d h~ gan;:~>tt'r' 

lo m.ik1· lwr tl'll ,dwri- llw 1n•a ... un· i-.. 
<Ind th1·' thrt«1te1wcl to .. .' 

·Oti 1~0~· inlt'rruplC'd \ Jr ... Blunt. 
'"lall) 'Oii nd' I ike -11rl1 :i •\\C'•'t girl. 
rra II). J.11c1 i r .. i.e lllC'l a II in• ~ 011 II)! 
man ... 

'\\di/ thought it \\a .. a rfr,f!LNlll[!. 
.. ton!' 'aid \c,illc· ... hrilh. ·rrn ... urn. 
\ir;ild!e. b11t 1eal/\ .. .' · · 

· \ ncl in ·"') c·a ... r.' po111t·d I )i-,mond. 
')OU co11 ld rwwr '<'II it. \u maga;,inc> 
would to11rh it!' 

II e·igh-ho. I thought. boat-burning 
tirrw i .. lwrC'. 

·1 c·an think of ""'<'ral ,,hi!'h 
111igh1.' I ... aid. ·1t "011ld nt·l'd -om1• 
p0Ji,hi11g up a11cl Inning dcmn hut it 
ha· po ... ,,ihiliti1 .... .' 

·Pcrhap .. .' •<lid \iC'ul1•tt1• "ith a 
"i"k1•d -111il1" ')t>ll r1111ld hdp 1111• "ith 
it.' 

That morr or Ir., fini ... J11•rl tlw 
nwl't i ng a ncl ~oon aft1•rn ard .. \ icol1·ur 
and I \\t'f<' ''alkin!! t<marcl .. tlu• 111·arl)\ 
rar-park. . 

·1 dun't think.' I ... aid. 'that eith!'r of 
11• ran go had, tu t hl' Peart r<'t' 
\\ ritt'r .. · Cird1•.' 

·1 don't think.' -.lw ... aid. '(hat l'itlwr 
of u,,, par t icular!~ ''anl' to.' 

·)cm gaw l'\l'r)IHH' quill' a ... hock 
"ith that •tor).' I .. aid. ·Jnd11dinir 
mi•. 

·ft '"1' ~ou I "a" .1i111ing ,11.' .. aid 
\icoll'th'. ·1 n·<1li ... 1•d ''hat \Oil had in 
111i11d at lt>a-.1 a 111nntl1 ago."lmt )Ollr 
indirP<'I approa<'h "'"taking loo long. 

I 'LI ppti-.t' I mu Id ha',. 'fl"k"n 
frank() 111 )Ill' in pri,.111•. bu1 it "·•' 
mun• fun to n·ad 1hat -ton to tlw 
~roup. :-.o - "hat happ1·n~ no\\~-

13, I hi ... ti 1111• 11t• had rc•af'lwcl Ill\ 

C'ar. · ·\o\\.' I .. 41jc(, ·t wk1• \OU ho11~ 1· to 
111l'r't Ill\ \\ if1•.' 

\ 11g1;h1 "a ..... urpri .. ecl hu l pll'aM•d 
\\lwn I "alkt·rl in "itl1 \il'OIC'tlt'. :-.Jw 
had (i .. t1•nt'd '' ith impati1·111·1· to 111~ 
\\l'C'kl) no·progn• .... rqmrh. and ... lw 
lauglwd ddight1•1ll) ;i... ,lw lwarcl l11l\\ 
'>imlPtlr h.1d for<'c·d rm hand. 

·quiir right 11111. \i1.'0(1·1tr.' -he· 
.. aid. ·1fo .... 1·an lw too 1·au1io11 .... 
\f rairl of_ :ir·lling hi-. fa1'1' .. lappl'd. I 
-u ppo-1'. 

· \fraicl of appt•arin~ in tlw 111urki1·r 
"11nd<1) paper- if .. onw ;.rirl turn ... 
na't'.' I -aid. \\1• "•'rt' -.i11ing. com· 
fon,~hl~ rl'lawcl. in our li,in:.r room. 
!'al'h \\ith ,1 drink in h.1nd. 

·1 1111i...1 -m.' n•mark,•d \irnl1'111•. 

'thi-. i .. not at all "hat I t"1.p1•1·ted.' 
I grinn1•d <II lit·r. ')011 thought it 

,,mild h<' 1acl-.) and furtiw and rlon't-
1cll-the-,, ifer 

·~onwthing m.1· that. I'm !!l.111 it'­
not though. It'-. muf'h niec·r 1hi-. ,,·a).' 

·\~hat e\1wriPnr1· haH' )1111 h,1cl. 
\ i('ol!'llP~· ci ... kecl \ ng1·la. · \ good 
... m,1ek-bottom if )OU \\1•re a naught) 
girl~· 

\ i<'olcllt' -.hook lwr hr ad. ·\o!' I 
had 10 c·on1t• to l'ngland to find 0111 

"h.n a -.or1• hotlllm fl'lt Iii-.!'.' 
'hn111 \ l i1·har l~' I a ... k1•cl. 
·) c-.. I or the fir ... t tilll<' in Ill\ lif1• I 

'"" Ii' ing '' ith -.011worw ''ho \\.oulcln't 
lr t me haH' all Ill\ o\\ n \1a\. "loon 
afll'r \\C \1rrr• ma~ri1·d I lu~t Ill\ km· 

prr and ,,ma-lwd a fP\\ platr-. 
0 

In <l 

matkr of monwru ... I \\<l' ;11·ro-... hi­
kn1•1• g<'t ting tlw fir ... 1 ·11<111kine uf Ill\ 
Ii fe~· 

\iroh•ttt· la11glwcl -oftl). ·1t "•I' a 
terrific· ..,(ioC'k hut it did 1111· llw \wrld 
of good~ \ftrr a !1•" 11111n• .. pankinl{ .. I 
rrJI i,pc( that t l11•n· wa .. a 101 ol pit-a· 
... ur!' along" ith tlw pai11. I h11111!ht 
... onw of tlw nrng<i1i1w• '1111 ''"re' wlk­
inl!; about and ll'arnl'd ahoul 1·a111•-. 

an~l ta\\ ... r .. and -.o 1111. \lidiarl \\otilcl 
nl'wr thl' .Ill) thing like· that. though.' 

·J)u wu rrn111 to hr t<l\\,1·cl and 
ranrd'/ I a ... k,•d lwr. 

\icoletk didn't a1M11•r at fir•l hut 
-.tan·rl tho11gh1f11ll) at lu·r gla--. rlwn 
.. he glaneecl up .• 1lm1H ... h)I). ;11111 -aid. 
·) r ... ft' ... hard lo -.a~ \\h~ . .lud:?ing h~ 
thl' ... 1ori1"· and l1·t11•r ... in thr lllcll!<I 
1im•,.. tlw l<I\\•<' and C'<llW 11111'1 hurt 
likP lwll. hut ... l>11l. . : ,flt' h1·-it,1t1·d. 
then \\!'Ill on. ·1 k110\\ it'- ..,j(h tu lalk 
"ithout l'\fWrir111·1•. hut I -.hn;1ld 
think it· .. ratlwr I ik1· th1i-1· tt·rrif~ inir 
rich• .. thl') h,J\l' i11 .11111N·nwnt park-. 
l'ir ... t th!' antif'ipation \dlt'n )<Hl·n· 
('OmmiL11·tl. i(, loo f;1t1• tu d1angt• )11111' 
mind and dw i·ar i-. dim bing. Tl11•n. 
al the top. )Oii 'l'l' th1· 1rnc·k in fro111 

of ~011 and )OU k11m1 llwn··, ah ... ol11ll' 
I) nothing you can do to .. top \\hat i-. 
goi ng Lo happi·n. Tlwn tlwn; ... a rl'al· 
I) ·hath•ring f1•\\ 111in11l1•, of r:m 1>h)-.i· 
cal and emotional t'\1wrw1w1·. ancl 
finall~ the mi\tun· of n·lil'f and rl'~n·t 
\\hen it', mrr.' 

\ngda la11glwcl. 'That· ... not a had 
('llmpa ri ... un. \ ic-oh·111·. \It hough 
tlw~ 'II 1wrc>r imrnt a rid1• "hil'h !!iw­
)Oll tlw ph)-.iral und 1·nwtion,il 1•q11i\­
;il1·11t of a ~ood hidi11!!~ Bl'li1·w 1111•. 
\\hrn l\ r had ,1 rt•d hot r .. ,, mi1111t1• .. 
of -.trap or t'am· on Ill) poor l111t1om I 
frrl mun· rdi..f than n·;.:n·t 'dwn i1· ... 
0\1'r. 



13 



·1 ... Ho ...... wn 'l'wn· \\ilh HHt'!. 

a ... k.-rl \ irnl1•1t1'. gi, i ng 1111' ,; r<'proach­
r11 I look. 

\nl!l'lil ... hrugg,•d. ·Hu ...... ha~ hN·n 
making 111) hnt10111 ... ting ... inet• I ''a' 
''"'•·t ... 1'\l'nt1·1•n. 111• kno"' \\hat I ean 
takt• h) nm,. though i1· ... ran· that Ill' 
takt•, Ill!' to tlw limit. 111• n111 lw 
'''"·n·. but Ill\ (,ud'. ''hat \1ot1ld I 
\\ant "ith ••''imp \1hu 11·1 nw !!f't <l\'<l) 

"ith <Ill) thing! \ot: \11g1·IJ add1·11. 
·1ha1 I n1•1•d to mi ... ll!'h<IH'. Ho ..... j ... 

q11it1• tapalilr of rua..,ting 111~ n•;1r 1·nd 
j11 ... t lw<'au ... r lw f1·rl ... lik1· it: 

·But tha(.., not fair!· prn1t· ... 1rd 
\ irnl1•w•. 

·11-. .. rnmpl1•t<·I) unfair: lll!l'l'1·d 
\ngrla. dwrrfull). · \ ncl unn·a-nnablr 
and 1n.rnniral and ... <11111. •• I \\ould-
11·1 ";int it am otlwr \1J\~ \ II th1• 
'tlflH'. r rn lll'~l'r ... (llT\ \\.lwn \\I' find 
anotlwr girl to ... han:tlw ''h<ll'king ... : 

\irnll'1t1· m,1d1· no rqll). I fillt·d 
hl'r gla ...... and \\ait1·11. "onw thing ... Ml' 

Lwtl!'r nut h11rn1•<l. 
·Prrh,llh rm jumping lO !'t111tfo· 

... ion...: ... ai1I \ng1·la. apologt'lirall~. 
·\o-01w· ... going to f111Tf' ~011 into an:-­
thinu. \ iroll'llt'. '-lonw 1wopll' jtht 

likr to t;ilk ahnul it \\ ithout going !Ill) 
furl lwr.' 

·\\hat an a11ti-dima\ that \\mild 
lw: -.aid \ i('()lcttf'. ·1 n 111w lwn· thi' 
l'\rning l'\Jl<'<'ling lo :rn holll\' '' ith a 
\Cn -on· lmt10111!· 

:)011 don't 1w1•d to go hnllll' 
to11ig1t1: I ,ugir1·-trd. ·:-.ll•t•p in our 
"J'<l rt' lwd l"OOlll i1 nd rJI d riw ~ Oii IO 

\1nrk in the mornin!!. \\" nhrn h;l\I' 
O\t•rnight ;r111·,t ... : 

·l)o ~our g111·-.1 ... -1111w1in11,.., go to 

lwd in trar .... ''it h a ''1'll--111a!'k1•cl hot· 
10111 and no ... 11 pp1·rr a'kt·d \ il'olt•1t1•. 
lwr I')''' ~"inkling \\ith mi-rhi1'L 

· \ 11110 ... t im.1riahh: ... aid \n!!rla. 
and \H' all laughed .. 

T H• lw1•n rt'ading ll'ttrr- ;1bout 
puni-hmrnt rlul" in 1111' mag;11inp,: 
... aid \ir·oll'ltc'. ·1>0 ~ou lwlong to an~­
thine of the kind!' 

·'i'lw~ ma~ ... 11it -onw 1wuplr: I ..;aid. 
·but '":,.. not 1011 k1•1•n. \\ 1· did tn 
orw a IP\\ ~1'ar ... ago but ii didn't \\;1rk 
out.' 

'It ,,,1 ... no fun al all: l'o111iruwd 
\ ngPla. ·\\I' ;111''"'1Tcl an atlwr1i-.1'­
nwn1 in a 1·onta1·1 rna~;11in1-. It m<1d1· 
u-. n1riou ... and \\I' thought it mi;!hl IH' 
1'\1·i1 ing: 

·\\1· n·ali ... 1·d \\1.'d mad1· a 111i ... 1ak1·: 
I ... aid. ·1dwn \\I" m1•t 1111· lll'oplt· "liu 
1wn· running it. I(, not \Pr~ n•a ... -.11r­
in!! \\IH'n \Ollf ho-.1 ilncl ho ... tt'" 
app1·ar in · ... hin~ hl,ll'k lt•;1tlwr full of 

...1ucl,.. .111d 'f>ik,• .... <lllll in ... i ... 1 ur1 lwinl! 
acid r<'..,,rcl a ... \ l:i...t<'r ,lllcl \I i ... 1 n· ...... : 

· rlw\ \\l'rt' i11to h1·a\\ 
domim;tion: .. aid \n!,!1·l~1. ·\\hip- and 
d1ain ... ;ind <I du ll)!l'on in tlw n•lla r 
full of hloud-l'urdling 1·1p1ipm1•nt \111 
our kind or •l't'llt' ill all. "u \\I' 111,1rle 

our t'\!'ll't'" ;1nd lt>lt - 1p1irkl~.' 
·( don't bla11w 1011: ,.aid \iroll-th·. 

"ith a ... lrnddn ·'rel ha"' b1•1•11 lt'rri­
fit>d~· 

·But \Oll·n· not t1·rrifi1•d of u .... Ml' 

1011. \ i ~o lt't lt·'r I a .. kecl. 
. ..,lit' .. mill'd l'1wlwntini!:i). ·\o. 
~1·an•d. ~1·~. in a <111i\!'r~. l'\l'il!·d 'ort 
ol '"" hP1·a11-,p I k1111\\ it \\ill b{' n·al 
puni~hnwnt. not ju't pla~ 1111 ... 111;wb. 
and it "ill l1urt! It· .. 11wa111 to. allt·r 
all. But 1"111 not afraid that \!111'11 !!O 
too far: . 

·Of t·o11r..,1· not'.' I ... aid. ·If"'' dirl. 
110111· of tlw lm1·h ladi<• ... '"' introdurt· 
to tilt' 1·nrn·1·tiu11. -r1·111· \\otild 1'\t•r 

rt'tur11 for <I n•p1·<11 1wdon11anr1•: 
· \nd l hl'~ do!' 111wril'll \ imlt•1t1'. 

"ith a t1•a .. in~ p11•t1·n1·1· of'' idt'-t')l'd 
a-.toni ... hnwnt. 

·\ot all of tlwm: I ;Hfmittt'd. 
·~omc· !!irl ... dt•rid1•. \t'I'\ 11,1turalh. that 
one ('\fWril'IH't' of ,1 \\t:ll-t:111m•d hot­
lom i ... 1•nough: 

·But )ou"d lw -,urpri-.1·d lam' 11Hlll) 

c·onw hark: put i11 \11gPla. ·on<· of 
tlwm told me n•rrnt 1, that 1 hrn.', 
11othinu <I" thrilling,; ... ,,alking up our 
g-arclt•n p;llh and rin7ing our dnorlwll. 
krHI\\ i11:r \\I'll ''hat i-. goin~ to happt'n 
to h<'r: 

·\\;i... that C.aroli1w!· I a ... k1·<l. 
\ng<'la noddrtl. 
« .arolirw: I "'pl;1i1wcl lo \i1·olt·1t<'. 

·j, 0111• of our n·g11lar .... :-.tw· ... a I0\1'1). 
plump. hiuh--.piritl'tl lad:- of al•o11t thir-
t'. "ll'\\,trl. lwr hu ... hand. kn1m ... wn 
'~ell that .. 1w Pnjo~ ... hadng lwr hott1;m 
thra .. hecl 1·wn -o oh1·11. hut lw 1·a11·1 
bring him-.rlr'to gi\l· lwr ... n n111d1 ;1 ... <I 

pla~ful -.pa11king. 1 lcmrwr. he.', ;1 \l'r) 

uncler-.tanding. broad-mind1·d gu) "110 
dor ... 11·1 lik1· to lr11 ... 1 rnli• h1·r di-.c·ipli 
nar~ cll'-.irl' .... "'" 1·11·r) l'oupll· of 
month'-. ll rl<'f'\oth. 1'\t•it1·d ( .a roli1w 
arriH· ... hl'rt'. anno11nc·1• ... th.it ... lw had 
bc•f'n a wn naught\ girl .111cl hand ... ti-. 

ii 1101(' f rn~l '°Ill·\\ ,.,.j: 
·Thr fir-.1 thin!! that happ<'n ... : .. aid 

\n!!da. !!l1•1•lull). ·i ... that Ho ... , haul .. 
lwr arro, ... hi ... krw1' and ta!,.,., he1 
knirkrr ... 1l<m n for a good 'fltlllking: 

·Oooh!' ga-.1wd \il'(1lrtt1·. hri!!ht· 
l'~1·d and '' riuglinl!. 

·1 ju-.1 lo\t' \\;11rhing lwr ''l'll'al and 
-.c111irrn "hilt· ... )11· u1·1 ... lwr Iii~. han· 
bottom ... maekt'cl: ... ,ud \n!,!l'la. · \ncl 



,lw kno''" it. \\ hilt' ... 1ic·.., bring 
'lwnk1•d I r<'ad out the not<'. ''hi<'h i ... 
a li ... 1 of all the offcncr-. .. 1w· .... 1·0111mit-
1ed .... int·1· .. tw "a' last her('. and Ho" 
tell-. lwr "h.it puni-.hmc-nt .... tw i .. to 
n·n•iw for tlwm. :-.i\ ... 1roke .... of tlw 
ca rw for -natd1ing Llw C'<lr h~ cart'lt"-­
dri, inl!. ~i\ more for flirting \\ith 
Sti'\\a r(.., b('"l friend. For bu) i11g gi11 
in,tcad of groc·rrirs with the hou;..t'­
k1'<'ping monc-~ Carolin<' ha:. hrr bar<' 
It')!' '111ac-kt'd ~carlet "ith a pla-.tic· 
rul1·1·. thi);!h" and C'ahr:-. I t'\fll'<'t Ho" 
"ill .. ho" \Oll "hat that fr1+. likr 
-onw 1irm; thi ... <.'\ening." 

\ inil1•tt1• .. aid nothing but tlw 
1'\t1rt•, .... ion on hrr lo,cl) fo1·r """ do­
ljlli'llt. 

·Tlwn pt•rhap' .... hc"ll get a .. 1rip11·a-1• 
;..trapping for .. : 

·\\ hat';.. a -.tripteasc »lrapping't 
in 11•rn1 pH·d \ icolettr. 

• 1t .. tart< c•,pla i ncd \ ngrla. ·" lwn 
~011 touc·h ~our to<',. and gc·t a hard 
"h~wk .l<'ro" t lw -cat of '01ir ,k i rt nr 
trou,1•r, '' ith the HI\\•(' .. It hur1 .. ~ 
Then ~ou .. wncl up. n•mmC' one article• 
of l'lothing. toueh ~our toe•, again. and 
11 lwrh~ Thi-. goe,, on until )Ou·n· C'Olll­
plt• t<'I~ 11<1kC'd and H'r~ ~ore• inclt-1·d . If 
Ho~;.. i.., f1·ding rrnlly ~triC't lw"ll {'()lfllt 
jC'\\<.'llc·r~ a~ do1hing. \ pair or ('ar­
ring ... a rwc·klan'. a brac·<'let and a 
rn11pl1.• ol ring,, ''ill mran -.i\ C'\tra 
.... 1rok1•-. a .. the, come off onr b, 01w. 

\\ lwn )OU.r<' ~·ompletel~ .... 1rip1)rd •Hld 
thomughl~ .. trapped. ~ou fini .. h h) 
going arro-. .... hi .. lap for a •Ou nd -.pa11k­
i n!! ''ith tlw hark of a hairbru-.h.' 

' ·) 011 \\i're talking about Caroli1w." I 
n•111ind1•d lwr. 

·) c:-. "<•II ) ou can i magi n<' ho'' 
( aroli rw fcC'I;,. \ icolctl{'. li ,,tt•ning to 
Ho;,• announce hC'r puni,,hmcnt to 

c·onw and frr ling the .. ting of hi, hanl 
hand on hN hart' bum at thC' '<lllll' 

tinw. ~lw doc,n't get much dianc·1.• to 

c·ool do\\ 11 for I hr re:>t of tlw rwn i ng. 
and II\ 1111· time Ho'" driH'-. her homC' 
,, lw i,·p\trt•111<'h ~orr in a \ariel\ of 
pla<"C' ... \i'f) \\('~P~· and more th.an 
reach Ill be c·on olcd in brcl h\ 
Stew.art.' . 

'\ic·olrttr." I ,.aid. ·,ou.H' lward 
t•noul!h to h<l\C a good iclc<1 "!tat 10 
t'\IWC't if ~ou 'la~. I re )OU -.la)ing'( 

Our lowl~ ~ming' i .. itor l!t1l1wd. h111 
-aid brawl~. ·tf \ ngela and tlw otlwr 
!!irl .. 1·an tak<' it. I c·an. rll ''"' !" 

I 'ent \11g1·la up:.tair-. to l'h;111ge• 
and rnll1.·c·1 .. 0111c discipli11<1r~ eq11i1>­
menl: \ if'Olt'tlc wrnt "itlt her. 
PrC'!-.<'1111) I he·a rd noi .. e:- from up~lair;,. 
!!igl!lc-:- and •qural:. and the unrni ... tak-

able sound of :-panking ltand on "cant­
il)-clad bottom. I lad \ngrla decided 
to -tart without me"! If -,o. :-he ''ould 
n•gret it ~ hC' \\LI'- \\1·lc·o111e lo ''arm 
\ irolette·" clelectahlt• hac•k,iM later in 
the e'ening. but that ~oung lad~·,. fir~t 
-.panking in our !tome• "a' -.uppo:.cd 
lo come from me. 

The) rra ppean•cl in th<' Ii' ing 
room. Angrla in l1t•r di,.ciplinc ro,,­
lume: tight. ~drc, r l t''-" "hitc top. ::.hort. 
pleated. na'~ blue• ... kir t. whitt• ankle 
.. oc·k' and flat black ... ho<"·· \\ c- don't 
kcrp punii .. hnwnt dn• ..... for' i .. itor'. ~o 
\iC'olrttr \1a-. d otlwcl a,'' hen ,he 
arri, ed: a rnulti-<'olourrd .. ilk wai~tcoat 
\\Orn O\C'r a f111l-.. lrt'H'd rream ... hirt. 
dark bro\1 n t rou ... 1•r ... and fa,, n 
moc·a:.,. in:,-. Both girl, \\t' r<' flu,hed: 
there wa:,. frmin in1• mi:-C'hil'f in thr air. 
\ ngcla dropprd a douhl <• handful of 

C'<lllCS: and ww,,r~ and othC'r bottom­
,tinger:- to rla111•r 011 tlw table. 

·\\hat.' I drmand1'cl. ·ha-, lwrn 
going on ·~· 

·\icoleue." ... aid \n~cla. giggli ng. 
·tia, ju~t gi' en nw a good .. ma1·king~-

-~he haulrd \OU aC'ro ..... her knee b\ 
brute forrr. I ~~•pp<N'.' I .. aid ,,a r('a~ti­
ca lh. \ icolrtte 11a ... fiw foot three <11 

I hr .mo land not noti<'l'ahh mu>.cular. 
,\ ngcla, on tlw otlwr hand: i~ a big 
girl. Fi"e eight in her han' fret. c~u­
berantl~ cunl'cl. lwr mop of fair hair. 
blue r~e,. and fr1•ck ll'Cl -,kin making 
hrr look like' tlw farmer· .. daughter 
~he i~. 

·) ou clicln"t '") ~ou fonc·ied ... pank­
ing a,. well a .. bei ng •panki'cl." I .. aid to 
\icolcuc. 

' l\r often tl1011ght I'd likl• to Ir) it." 
:.ltc- sa id. 'though I 111'\'i'r rxpcctccl to 
get thr rha1wr. Tl11•11 \\ht·n I , il\\ 

\ ngcla drr,.,ed like that I ju:-l had to 
:-a~ rd like to ... pa nk lwr: 

·~o I \ Olunll't•n•d m,,eir aero ... , her 
lap." .;aid \ngda. ·It ,;•c•mt•d a pit) to 
cli .. appoint hrr. and an);'a) ~ou kno" 
I like it '' oman to ''onwn •0111etime:.." 

. 'he t11rnrd to \it·olt•tt1'. ·\ ou"ll 
hm e to lea rn to k1 )OuN•lf go. 
though. You didn't t'H'n take m) 
knickrrs do\\n . .'till. \Ou did wnrm 
me up quitr nin'l). 1:ook!" 

. 'he turned around. lifted her ~kirt. 
and ,.urc r nough. tht' 10\\C'r c·unr ... 
.... ho11ing brnrath tlw 1w:.11 ''hitr brief" 
\1Ne a prrtt~ .. h.1de of pink. 

·That." I .. aid. " ill l!t'l much more 
att t'ntion latt'r on. I promi ... c• )OU. Ju l 
no\\. the nc\l bottom to h1• warmed 
'' i II be l\ icolrtte \.' 

·1 bet ~011 don"t forg('I to take 111y 
kniekc"" down." po111i•d \ i<·oll'tte. 

·)ou ean take )OU trou:.er:.. off fiN; 
I .. aid. 

:-ia)ing nothing bul blmhing charm­
ing!~. \i('Olrttt• kicked off her .. hot"' 
and rt'mmrd hr r trou~er:-. .'hr hacl. 
a,. r d ..,p1•r1rlat<'cl. \Cr) nier leg,,. I lrd 
lwr to a 1·011H•nicnt chair and -.hr 
\\C'nt arrOi.:, m) lap \\ithOUI an) fu.,:-, 

I tuc·k1·d the r nd of her :.hirl up 
under lter ,,aii:.lcoat. . he wa,, ''raring 
pink bikini pants which offerrd 110 

protection to --peak or to her perfctt 
pea<'h of a hottorn. but I took t hC'm 
do" n an) wa~ and pau~cd bric fl) to 
C'njo) tlu· plc•a .. ure or ha\ ing thi, 
d<'ligh1f11I ~011ng lad~ read~ for a 
..pan king a 1 la-.t. 

·1 don't M•ppo-.e it matter,,; -aid 
\irolettt'. \Higgling apprrhrn-.iwl). 
'but "h) am I going to be puni!'ht'd't 

' lkC'au~e \OU \1Cnl out of \Our way 
10 off1•11d tl1 ;1~t· 11iC'<' people ;t tll<' 
\\ rit(' r-.· Cirde." 

·S1·rc•,, t hthc' nice people at thr 
\\ rit1·r· Cin·lr!· '-aid \icolctte. 

l..,o of rouN' I ' pankcd her. 
r\e' kmmn girl" \\hO can take a 

good -,pan king and hard I) mO\l' a 
mu~de or mak{' a ,,ound. Thank 
goodnC'~~ \ i1·ole1tc wa,,n"t one of 
thrm. She ga:.p1·d and yelped and 
\Higgled ac·ro~~ 111) lap while I 
nwthodic·a lh -.marked her cheek, lit­
tlr harr bu1;1. and \\hen the ficr; ,,ting 
in tho,t• glo" ing cheeks bccamr rrall~ 
painful ... ht' 'aid ... o. loucll). in an 
<'ntangll'd hut 1•xplicit melangr or 
t:ngli ... h. French and \ rahie. 

I gaH' lwr ''hat I thought \Hh 

en1rngli to IH' going on \\ith. rcli~hing 
t''<'r~ i111pa<· t of retributor) malr hand 
upon bo11nc·i11g fcnwle bottom. and 
thC'n I rd1·a-.t•d her. \ -he cramhled 
to lwr ft•c•t a h'ar or t''o :-howrd. but 
.. lw didn"t look at all .. ubclued or ron-
1 ritt' a-. .. lw .. tepped out of her brief ... 
I think 'lw '" '"going to ''ipe ht' r r~e ... 
' ' ith I h1' 111 until \ngcla ha-..til) hand­
ed lwr a ti .. ,ue. I noticed "he made no 
aw•mpt to touch hrr puni-.hrcl hot-
tom. 

·or rourM' it"" :.orr!· hr -,aid " 111' 11 
I c·on111wnt t•tl. ·But the letters :ind -.to­
rie, in thr magazinr:. sa~ that a girl 
grt, t'\tra if ~he rub,. hcr:-df "ithout 
prrmi ...... ion." 

·That i .. ou r rule." I confirnwd. 
·Tllt'n ~ou might like to kno,,: -aid 

\ irolc•llt '. happil~. ·that \ngela 
ruhlli'cl lwr-.1·lf aft<.'r rd pankt'cl lwr -
and ... ltt• didn"t a-.k if ~he could.' 

·Thank-, a 101. \ I i~~ \1pergra,~!· 

...aid \ 11gcla. ·) ou kno\\ \\hat )OU\(• 

let nw in for. don't "ou?" 
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'Another spanking?' said i\icolette, 
standing trou erle . knickcrless and 
hamele . with a hot, ·pankcd bot· 

tom. and grin of pure mi-chief on her 
tear-stained face. 

'Rather more than that.' l said, and 
selected a med ium " eight tawse from 
the table. 

Angela know better than to whine 
or wheedle, and he stepped forward 
immediately. 

'Hold out your hands; I ordered. 
She did, both together, right hand on 
top of left. I swung the lawsc and 
stinging leather cracked <1cros a ten· 
der palm. Angela grimaced and 
quickly changed hands. I gave her 
another whack acros the left hand, 
then one more on each. 

'I gl<1need round and aw 
l icolette' serious, surprised face. 
'Do you find this un<'xpectecl. 
Nicolette?' 

he nodded. ·)es - omchow I 
thought the trap wa alway u eel on 
the bottom.' 

' ot necessarily." l said. '\.Vould 
vou like to trv it on the hands?' I was 
teasing of co~r c, and expected a 
hasty refusal, but to my surprise 
Nicolette he itantly but bravely held 
out her hand a he had seen Angela 
do. Before she could change her 
mind I gave her a real cracker on her 
right hand. 

'Oooooh!. Her lovely face screwed 
up and she bent forwa;·d with her 
hand between her thighs, trying to 
squeeze out the pain. 

'That' not allowed. \icolette. 
lland ou t again. please: 

Even more reluetantlv he held 
them out again, left ha1~d on top thi 
lime. I strapped that one too. 

'Aaaaaa!' \Yith an obvious effort 
she topped herself reacting a before, 
biting her lip, on the brink of tears, 
she changed hand again and waited. 

l shook my head . ' o more fo r 
now, Nicolette. I just wanted to give 
you a sample. Anyway, I haven' t fin­
ished with Angela yet.' 

'T was afraid you'd remembcl' that,' 
said Angela, glumly. 

·Over there!' T said. pointing al the 
settee. l( a big, substantial ;.ettee, 
rounded arm . ju t the right ize and 
shape for a naL1ghl)' girl to bend over 
for punishment. \Ye had made ure of 
that when we bought it. Angela had 
bent over the arm wh ile I gave her a 
dozen hea rty, open-handed macks 
across the eat of thin. tight trou er. 
I still recall the hocked yet al mo t 

nervous face of t11c ales assistant as 
she watched, too startled to protest or 
interfere. When Angela tood up, 
flu hed but cairn, there was a murmur 
of laughter, and a patter of applause 
from the other people in the how­
room. Angela and l bowed to them 
before turning back to the flustered 
assistant and concluded the purcha e. 

As she had done many time since 
then. Angela wa bending over the 
arm again with her skirt turned up 
and her knicker round her ankles. 
·uow rn-many?' she quavered. 

' I thought of twelve.' 
'Ross!' 
' But since you've already had four 

on your hands, that leave eight: 
Angela groaned dolef uUy but the 

reduction wa ohviou ly welcome. I 
took a "hole-h earted swipe at her 
imit1ng rear end and the tails of the 
taw e thwacked olicll) acros warm. 
while curves. . 

·011•11•in<'r Angela's feet left the 
floor for a moment a her defencele s 
buttocks ab orbed the ferocious sting. 
'Oh you swine! You're just showing 
off to Nicolette, aren't you?' 

'Abusive langL1age,' I said. ' is some· 
thing to be firmly disrouraged: I gave 
her another scorcher, ju t below the 
first. ' 

'Ooooooh!' Angela' cxpen ively 
manicured nails dug deep into the set­
tee cushions. 'Ros ! I was otil) jok­
ing. you know I was!" 

' ln that case,' f said, ·whv aren't 
you laughing"?' I gave her the third 
trokc and then. almost immediately 

the fourth. taking her by surpri e. 
·That wa · ju t my litlle joke," I told 

her. ' \ ever mind, love, we'rt> half way 
there.' .Angela responded b) bursting 
into tears. 

Howling, sobbing. pleading, Angela 
endured her remaining four troke . 
Squirming miserably, she waited for 
permission to rise. I glanced at 
Nicolette, watching wide-eyed, fascinat­
ed. ' hall I give her another eight, 
with the cane?' 

'Oh 110!' said Nicolette. ·At least -
not yet. Give her poor bottom a 
chance to cool down a bit first: 

'Whal a kind-hea rted girl you are, 
\icolette,' I said. 'All right Angela, 
get up. ' 

he obeyed, looking very sorry for 
herself. 

·Position of penance~ · I told her. 
and few moments later he 'rn facing 
the wall, hands on hea<l and kirt 
tucked up to display her blazing bot· 



tom. 
I glanced al l\icolette again. 'Qui le 

an efficient method of punishment, 
don't you think?' 

'Ye , Hoss,' she sa id nervously. 
' There' only one way lo rcafly 

know that, \licolette.' 
Nicolette looked at the tawsc in my 

hand and then at Angela's fier y, . 
clenching buttocks. Then, without a 
word, she went to the settee and bent 
over a he had seen Angela do. he 
lowered her head and tared at the 
eu hion . 

·When T spanked you for offending 
the Writers' Circle )1lembers,' I said, 
'you didn"t seem particularly repen­
tant. So now l think you had better 
apologise to them one by one.' 

' But - bul they're not here!' 
prote tecl ~icolette . 

'Which is a pity. I' m sure they 
would a ll love to sec vou like thi . 13ut 
yoti will till ay you ; re sorry to 
t hem, one at a time, by name. And 
you will be sor ry, Nicolette, that I 
guarantee: 

I saw her squirm as she realised 
whal l had in mind. Then she lifted 
her head a little and said in a low 
voice, Tm orrv if I offended you, ~lr. 
Hardv.' . . 

•That's the idea!1 I said approvingly, 
and th en I whacked the tawse hard 
across the centre of her beautiful 
rounded backside. 

'Aoaoaargh !' she screeched, 
writhing across the settee arm. 'Ross 
it hurts!" 

' That. ' l pointed out, 'i why the ~ 

tawse is :mch an efficient educational 
aid. Your education is just beginning, 
"icolette. Continue, please.' 

' I - l - 1 am sorry indeed, Mrs. 
Persinger!· blmted out l\icolette. 

f/1/iaclr! . he howled again under 
another application of scorching 
leather to the sensitive flesh of that 
lovely poster ior. 

'Keep going, dear, you're doing ver~1 

well! I encouraged her. 
'Pica ·c. Ho , I can't rem cm ber all 

the names~· 
' Don't won; about that, 1'11 remind 

you.' 
So J did, and she apologised to 

Desmond and to ~eville and to all the 
other . and after each apology the 
tawse came down to leave another 
blazing weal across the exquisite!~' 
ore and tinging fie h of ~'\l i co lette's 

naked buttock . The pau es between 
apologic grew longer as she sobbed 
and squirmed and blubbered out elo-

quent prorni es of future good behav· 
iour, but I was in no hurry. I was 
qu ite content to wait patienlly until 
she could recover enough self-control 
to whimper, 'I'm son y indeed .. .' to 
the next name I suggested. I don't 
think she was trying to cheat when 
she tried to apologise to Mr. and Mrs. 
Blunt together, but Thad to point out 
that they were each entitled to an 
individual apology. Nicolette wa 
abjecLly remorseful about that, partic­
ularlv 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 Peanrce Writers' Circle wa 
no larger. 

Nicolette's education was continued 
throughout the evening, much to her 
tearful discomfort, but at la tit was 
time fo r her to go to bed. Angela had 
found her a pair of pink cotton p)ja-

mas left by a sjxteen year old niece 
who ometime spends a few days with 
u . We h ad decided that it would be 
unkind to deprive her of her supper, 
but the knowledge that he was des­
tined to receive the bedtime spanking 
which is the traditional fate of 
naughty girls seemed to have spoi led 
her appetite, as she nibbled forlorn ly 
on a biscuit and wriggled on a chair 
which even the of test cu hi on could 
not make comfortable for her. 

"Would you like to deal with her, 
Angela'?' l 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,' I said, ' were you thinking 
of u ing the slipper, or the hairbru h?' 

Angela smiled as she took a firm 
grip of Nicolette' ear. ' Both, of 
course!' she said • 
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BY MURRA Y ROBE RTS 

A 1990'S 
UPDATE 

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 s~ntenced. 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 I 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 
to 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 tned 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 II seems so far to have been lef1 well enough 
alone. though I did hear of one performance in Sweden 
(where else?) when the stage was plunged into darkness 
before operations commenced. 

Picture still taken from the him McFadden·s Flats 

Love, Honour 
and Behave 
I hope you will en1oy this advertising material. The show 
business magazine Vanety commented 'Yale men won't 
care for this him, but their wives will think it's great'. Has 
the world, and have wives. really changed that much. I 
wonder? 

McFadden's Flats 
This still may look, and indeed 1s. 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 
1sing in child abuse 

The Adventures of Jim Bowie (USTV series) 
Anyone remembering the ong1nal A Z will recall my com 
plaints about studio publ1c1ty that pretended there was a 
spanking scene in a film when there wasn't. and never 
had been. In later years. TV publicity showed 1t had noth 
ing to learn from the film studios in this respect. I 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 lo take Regina over his knee and 
paddle her unmercifully . she consented, but only 1f 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 I 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 Bride for Henry 
Another amusing still from the 1950s, I forget which of 
them she ended up with. 

Finally. as promised, a short list of films to look 
out for on 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. • 



0 "I f your loving wi fe ever 
.. disagree with you .. . 

~-.: 
~ 

' \ 
' 

€) Of course, she may throw 
your faults in your face .. . 

-~ 

•,, .., 

,~ .. I 
0 But if the lady still wishes 

to push the argument . . . 

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

0 In that case, a timely ca· 
ress will avert the storm! . . . 

0 It ma y be necessary to 
speak harshly to her! ... 

€) Tha t never misses ! Forever and ever, she'll 

"LOVE 1 HONOR AND BEHAVE! '1 

John Utel · 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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A dam Rhodes watched the rne· 
ing dinghies cha e each other across 
the ca. The flotilla of boats had 
been kimming over the waves all 
afternoon, gradually tacking their 
way back to the harbour moorings. 
lt was an almost perfect summer 
afternoon, with bright sunshine and 
an amiable breeze coming from the 
Sussex Downs. But Adam was impa­
tient for the evening. He felt like a 

by Robert Collins 

savannah predator conserving h is 
energy for the twilight hunt, re ting 
in the shadow before springing back 
into action. 

The big man stepped away from 
the window and retreated into the 
coolness of his study. Sometimes he 
regre tted having moved to thi i olat­
ed home on the Sussex coast; bitte r 
winter gales threw salt and shingle al 
hi door, and writing the novels he 
was famous for became a lonely 
chore. Ii i London friends rarely 
ventured away from the capital dur­
ing these frozen months. ll owever, 
when summer arrived it allowed the 
author days of contented living and 
his pen cu t across the page with 
renewed inspiration. fine weather 
also heralded the return of his many 
comrades. 

omc visitors were more pccial 
than other . Guests like atalie and 
Amy received the writer's undivided 
a tte ntion and warmest hospital ity. 
When those exquisite girls arrived 
Adam knew the "Ottoman" evenings 
were upon him once more. These 

22 

were the summer nights that over­
flowed with heady sen uality a nd a 
unique sexual flavou ring. An 
Ottoman evening delivered the finest 
jewels and just one night a llowed 
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 opportuni ty to compose them­
selves. Only a visit to Adam Rhodes 
allowed the London girls to plunge 
into the deepest e rotic water , 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 final draft of the 
next Adam Rhodes novel. 

On that unforgettable evening 
Adam had introduced the girls to the 
Ottoman which lu rked 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 fl ayed their young bottoms, 
~atal ie and Amy ha tayed for the 
remainder of weekend and forged a 
la ting triumvira te with the dom i­
nant fr. Rhodes. Natalie had sur­
pri ed herself by bending over the 
Ottoman for a second time. Adam 
slippered her cager bottom with the 
enthusiasm of a man who had discov­
ered a kindred spirit. 

Although the two fri ends were 
nO\\ full-grown women, they were 
still spellbound by Adam and tota lly 
spooked by their experiences aero 
his Ottoman. for Amy these jour­
neys a llowed her to be extremely 
naughty. She could happily red i cov­
er more innocent times which were 
devoid of a ny complexities. Iler 
" nclc Ada m" was strict with 
naughty girls, they got sent to bed 
without any supper, and got pun­
ished for cheating their elders. 

nclc Adam macked bad girls' bot­
tom. 

ata lic made the same pilg rimage 
as lier fri end 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 h e 
worshipped this leader figure. A ore 
bottom, livid from Adam' flagella­
tion , and a talie was a contented 
woman. 

The girls parked the car on the 
gravel drive a nd Adam watched from 
his front door. Amy was out first, 



ho'\ ing adva n('ed igns of her 
naught) inner character. The g irl 
had not changed in a dccadc. 
Admittcd lv her blond e hai r was fa h-

" ionabl) · tyled in a ·hort crop and the 
clot hes were cl ca rly morc refined. 
But Adam wa sti ll confid ent that he 
\\ Oul<l be in tlw p rese nce o f the high-
pirited and perl-bolt omed girl he 

adored. atalic got out of the dri-
\'er' · sca t a nd pu hed her long b rown 
hair int o place. he was the complex 
beauty. capable o f captivating tr:in -
fo r ma tion of character during the 
pace of one evening. In London. it 

wa Nata lie the enior pu bli h ing 
execu ti ve. In u ex she wa the girl 
wh o got properly disciplined -

ata lie had to ba re her bolt om a nd 
rount her lroke::.. 

ftcr the happy reunio n the girls 
went up tairs lo howcr and cha nge. 
,\ dam cooked the mea l a nd made 
sure the "inc was chilled. They 
descC'nded ten minutes later wearing 
i:.horts a nd T-shi r ts, Amy was already 
drun k ,,ilh the giggles. Adam could 

feel hi S<'xual app('t it<' rC"ach glutto­
nous proportio ns. The trio at o ul­
~ irl <' ea ti ng and drinking well, the 
girl. updating ,\ da m o n I .ondon lite r­
a ry gossip. T he women we re excel­
lent compan). but the male epicure­
an was h11ng r) to cc their bottoms 
cl ic;playccl m <" r his Olloman . 

\' ith the mea l finishccL \m) 
clC'cidC'd o n a n c>a rl) nigh t. '\ata lie 
knl'\\ onl) one directi on and that wa~ 

to fo llo" \t.la111 into his stud). \ 
su mnicr high tide \ H IS sweeping in to 
the nearb) <'OH' a nd coveri ng the 

!>horc with the salt blood oft he en. 
dam al o in tinctivcl) under tood 

that the· woman listening at the win­
dow was flowi ng in h i directio n. It 
'' a tim e lo b<'gin . T he Ouornan wa 
in the C'cn trc of the room a nd a 
" oode n cl othes brush lay on top of 
the ca rved surface. 

'. lip down yo ur shorts and remove 
thc T-shirt I will take your knicke rs 
do\rn m y elf. I ow bend over the 
Otto ma r;.' ~Ha l ie stripped down lo 
her kn icker a nd approached th e 
Otloman. Other \\ Omen would have 
clumsily cl raped themselves across 
the wooden treasure trove - oblivi­
ous to the subtJetic of th is moment 
- but not ~atali c. he eoncenlratccl 
on a u rn ing a plea ing po itio n a nd 
d i played her ubmissive fo rm with 
clear pride. 1atalie viewed the 
Otto man with reverence and he wcl-

• 

corned thi t- intrica te opc ning ritu al. 
I !ere was a wondrou sight fo r 

i\dam. a wom<i n bent over in an 
expectan t sla te, wi c enough to 
a pprccia lc that bei11g !.ubm issivc 
mean t mo re th an merely accepting 
her scou rgi ngi.. " ith good grace. ~\ 
su pplc back arched out the dc rr ir rc 
to the fullest extent. \dam could not 
stop ·miling. I le was thinking about 
the Turkish mC'rcha nt , the Ottoman'::. 
orig inal kcc-p<' r, "ho could ncvcr 
hav<' imagined that pr<' ll j Engfo,h 
girl wou Id bt' C'hasti cd acros!> t hr 
antique chest. But pcrhap:. that 
cleve r dC'a lcr from th<' .'outlr had 

u ed the Ottoman for disei pli nar) 
pu rpo e . Ju t maybe a brown-bot­
to med Turki h lass had wriggled ove r 
the Ouoma n whilst a supple lea ther 
"hip ta ught he r some ma nn ers. 

W'ith a dra matic flourish \dam 
pulled down her kn ick.-r a nd 

•Halie assis ted her \la tcr by rai ing 
her hip . Ada m had cen thi bol­
tom ma ny tim es before. nude and 
anxiousl) twitchi ng, but it was irnpos­
siblr lo beco rnc bla f a boul uch a 
ri pe female offl' ring. I le tarted to 
pan k the bottom with the clol11es 

brush ever so gen ti) at fir L just 
allov. ing the \\Ood to bounce aero s 
her posterior. a tali<' a rched her 
back a nd madl' her rump meet the 
brush - showi ng hC'r \l aste r he could 

increa e the te mpo. Adam took a 
firmer grip on the brush and instant­
ly the bollo ni began to move in a 
myri ad of way . Each 5pa nk pro­
duced a ne\\ respon e from the red­
dened arse cheeks. Adam beca me 
fcveri h . He had to stand back and 
!>uck in omc ox')'gen because one 
more erotic bottom quive r would be 
too much. 

Il e had been spanking J <Halie fo r 
several minu tes, but he wa!> ;1ware 
that the wo man cou ld take thi kind 
of tingling until unrisc. Ada111 \ HlS 

determined to create a ere ce nd o and 
to produce a little _omcthi ng " h ich 
fill ed the tudy with more ea rnest 
feminine ga p . uddcnly the pa nk-
ing became puni tive in nature and 

ata lic wa · rath er vocal "Ad ... 
Adam. I am sorry, CllRHL T 
\dam!' Those scaluing bottom 
checks no lo nger had the teme rity lo 
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grccl lhC' clothe:- brui.h so bra1.cnl). 
'latali(' dung onto the Ollo1111rn a-. if 
it \\ <'re lh(' on l) lif(• rafl on a turbu· 
lent Atlantic· ;.,wc•ll. \dam wa .... no 
longer tickling lier rump. he " a" tan· 
ning the uplurned back,,idc r1•all) 
lrnnl, making the checks pancake out 
a!- if . hrO\ C Tuesday had arrived. 

To her imm<'nsc cr<'d i1 l\ata lic sur· 
vivcd this storm and remained in 
position until the bollom-,,earing 
conclusion. \dam summoned up 
one fim1I spank before dropping the 
brush on the c<1rpc t. 'Good girl, 
Natalie! 't ou took that " ell. Cct up 
no'\ please." 

The figu re across tlic Ottoman did 
not respond. \ atali e was dclcrminrd 
to ,,avour lh<' inlcns it~ of hrr spank· 
i ng and npcrirncc tl1r fl amt•:- wliid1 
•\d am had ignited in her nt'lhrr 
rrgions. 

\m) had crept out of bed. ;rnoken 
from her 1-olumbrr b) I h<· report of 
\\ Ood <H'ro .... ,; bottom. Siu• had ~It'<'· 
fully ''itnc,.,scd the la:.t minute,, of 
lier friend's <'orr<·C'tion. \ o" lhr 
,,mailer blonde girl fell gcnuincl) 
naught) - just like a spanking <·qui,. 
a lent of Preping Tom. \m) had a 
i.frangc urge to fW l <"aught and this 
resulted in a \\ ell-rehearsed cough 
"hich gained \da m·s allenti on. 
\darn unclerstood thi:i slage direction 
and q uickl) fell into a new role. 

' \'\'ill the " i<'kcd girl "pying ou tside 
please shm~ her,..clf! alalie )OU "ill 
go and :.land in the corner. )our 
fri<'nd in goi ng lo gel a taste of tlw 
brush as well." 

It "a" not long before \my f 011 nd 
hcrsdf draped mer thr 01toman. the 
\\Ooden urfac·c· wa;, ~till w<1rm and 
lier fri end·, '>C<'nt clung lo ib form. 
·\dam studied the pert little bottom. 
dad in knickers. before revic"ing the 
naked option and a deft tug at the' 
\H1istband rCH'aled a pleusing ,,ight. 
The man f<"ll into the '" l lnc·lc• \clam"' 
c·ha racter a" he strutll'd around tl1e 
girl. 

"\\hat hapfH'llS to <>'-<') Parke r,.. 
"ho Sf>) on tlwir fri ends?' 

\ tinn) voi('e rl'plicd. ·The·) get 
:.panked l ncle \dam." 

The l ndc conlinuccl. ·\net "here 
do th1'1-oc· horrid girl;, get ,,pankedT 

\111) pa uM·cl before <'hirping back. 
'On tlwi r har<' hums and O\('r 1lw 
Ottoman. Please not too hard 
l ndc·!' 

Tlw honouran l nde \\as not 
going lo "pank his \i1·1·c too hard. 
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\ m) " a:- the O\\ner of a ck1·iclcdl) 
trim ba('kside and -,II(' wa-. not tlw 
:-.o rl of full-boUomcd girl like· \ atalil· 
"ho eould talc• a dot-c of bamboo in 
her <;lridc. \111 ) onl) rrquircd a 
dcrcnt peppering" ith ,;ornething 
light to le;1rn her lc::.soni,. I kr rule 
bollom \HI~ just right for an mu ncu· 
lar slippering or lll<l)be thal old 
domclili1· fa,ourite - the \\Oodrn 
spoon. 

\da m took hi~ time in adminis1cr· 
ing t\\O dm~en -.panks "ith th(' 
c-lot lws bru:>h and hi.; nauglil) nit'<"<' 
wa:. ll"l°I "ith a smarting dc' rrier(', a.; 
far a;; \111\ " a' c·omTrncd tltrre \1a ... 

no "a) i,l1 c· was going lo ~tick her 
bottom oul for more. atali e dearh 
neN!cd lw r hc-ad c'a 111 i rwd i ( she , 
c·njoyf•d thal hru!ih! I lt?r real plC'a· 
sure dcriH:d from I he lc·ctu n·s a ncl 
udmonishmcnt.:; wh ich \darn drfi, . 
erecl "hil,..t ,,he "as lwing punished. 

· 1 hope you ha\c lc·arnl your le.,­
.... on \111) ~-

\ Jazed and rnnfu-.rd gi rl nrnn· 
e1gNI an arh\\C'r. · ) ct- I have. I 
promi:;l' not lo lw naught~ girl again 
or "P) on \a ta lie "hen she gcb a 
:,panking. \la) I rub Ill) .,orr bottom 
l nc·ll' \ch1111~· Pc'rmission """ grant· 
<·d ;ind \111) 1ricd to ma-. age lwr 
rougrd ar:-r chc>c>ks. \ fter .,c>rnr fran· 
lie- rubbing \m) " a:- plared in th<" 
corner along" itli \ ;Italic. 

\da111 wa-. kel'n to <'nd thi.; 
Ottornan r 'rning "ith an c'lraordi­
nar) finale. I le directed thl' l"o 
"onw n lo ... traclcllf· th<' " ooclen dw .... t 
togetlwr and lw wa,, n·wardrd \1itli a 
du o of red ho1lon1s. holh '><'<lb .,till 
di -.phr) Cd llil· <'rtH'I ki..,..,p.., of the 
bru.,i. . 

\\ hil -:1 tlw gi rl:- a1l1' n1plc·d to com­

po.;e Llw msrh c:. and find a "a~ of 
sha ring lh<' Ottoman. \dam reac·lwd 
for the .,_jambok. J ust on<· 'trokC' of 
tlw \frirw1 "l1ip \\Ollie! remind tlw 
girl" of hi., <1ulhori1: for a good "hil<· 
to c·orne. 

11 "";, al>-o h·un mid 111<'a n !'nou~h 
for \friC'a lo fla~li irhick llH"ir lwad.., 
for a ,,c•(·ond or l\1 0. \dam \Hl 1-o kind 
\1 i l h \ 111) and ju ;.,l gaw l he small hot· 
torn a firm lap. \atalic '"I" lc;.,1-o for· 
lu1wt1·. \\ lw n Llw "hip ""iprcl lier 
flank., it .... eernerl lo bile ibc·lf into 1lw 
fl<•.;h and almo:-. l n·luC'tantl) -.pran~ 
back toward-. the man "ho "ic·ld1·d 
it. 

B) the time \da111 had fini slwd 
pu.;hing tlw 011 0111a n hac·k into plan• 
llw tide had rctreatrd from th <' <·me· 

and lhr d<mn wa,.. half pain1 c•d in the 
"")· T"o n'd-bottomcd girls clam· 
bcrcd off LIH· Otloman a nd ki ,.. .. cd 
\ darn 1-oofth. Th l' man could not 
n·,,isl le11ing hi:. ha nd .... roam aero.,s 
the na ked ar,,C!>. hi ,, fin1!er::. quic:kl) 
cli,,rO\ering the distinl'liH• groO\l'~ 
the :-.ja mbok had left . \ftcr a minut~ 
of -.i lcnl n1ddl ing thr gi rl -. headed 
for their bedroom. \clam entN<'d 
thr room a:- the girl., bega n to doz<'. 

· \ o talking. )011ng ladil•.,. or an} 
fooling abo11t. ) 011 "ill go -.t raighl lo 
.,(eC'p. Ill) :-lipper i:- ju:,I oubide on 
tlw landing and it i,., \\ailing for a 
hollorn lo :.pank." \m: <-011ld be• 
hc:,ircl giggling from beneath her 
cl ll\ l'l. 

Thl' n<''l 1·,·c•ning lit<' girl -. reltH'· 
tan ti: made t lw i r jou me: back to 
l.ondnn and norrrwli h. Tlwr<' " c>tdd 
hl' othN Oltoman c'\l'

0

11ings - h111 not 
for a "hilr - "o \dam tric·d to ('On· 
1·1•n lrate 011 a f1·" month,; hard \\ork. 
I le found ii a"k"ard lo \HilC' pro1-o1' 
in hi-. .,1ud) lweau;,c tlw 01toma11 
\Ul.., al"")' tlierC'. a ph: 5iC'al n·mindc·r 
of hC'donistir nights. Sunwtime., 
\d.im \\oulcl " a ll, aero~,, thr room 
nnd ;,impl: lotwh lhc "oodc•n su r­
fa('e. imagining tlrn1 \atalil' "a' b: 
hi-. ,, ide. 1wno11 ... I~ \\aitin~ for hi, 
n<'\I c·nmrnand. It onh look orw 
tnll<'h to 1'111-ourc· lhat \dam \\a.., lrari.... 
ported in10 lhal dand1·;,1 im· "pacT 
"hid1 lw and hi .... girl:. lmrd . 

.Ju..,l lwforr t lw 1-olart of a loneh 
"i111c•r "<'a1-oo n. a l1' l1t·r arriH·d fn;m 
\atalic•. l11·r rwa1 hancl\\rilin~ 
in-,wnll) ,, landing Olli ;.11110111!"' tlw 
drC'an l1ill-, and b11 ... inr.., .. l1•11p1·-.. 
\dam Inn· 0111·11 llt<' rm1·lo1w a nd 
,,ta r t1·d lo n·ad. 

/Jr'(//. lf<t,fl' I lr/(1111. 

So '",,.' 1n· lu11 e 11111 lwc' ll i11 c 1111· 

fact /i1r a /(•11 ,,.,,,4, ,_ U111 w11 11i!l lw 
happ\ to lm1111 thftt Inn (111</ I han' 

lwe11 '""l'l'"'P. 111 Cr1111de11 ll<tr/,r' f. 
lfter 11u11n· 11 <'l'h- of '''fll('ltinµ 11 <' <111' 

111111 tlw pm11rl "" '"'' ·' of 0111 /i1 '' 
Otw111<111. obnou,/\ r/11., pufflrn.w '' 
11111 ll' ~1<11H/ " ·' \<111r,f l'lr'n'<' find 
e11dowrl" <"l>/J\ of tlw tm111 fi11wtahfr,, 
lwtll<'<' ll Su.,,,,, anti I .mu/rm. II '<' art' 
hollt 111111111µ tltot 11111 Su/1"11 ,,.;!/ rt\// 

/,;, l .01Hlci11 I /are111 p:irk l'I"""' 1111/e 

1 nn ha, lwe11 lw/1<1 rinµ rer\ luul/\ 
rer·c'nlh ""'' ;_, in din, ll<'ed 11( 11 trip 
(/('(().\\ <>Ill / /('I( ()110111011. 

\ 1h1m Hhodc ....... h1rlt'cl p<wking hi, 
ba~ lhe 'a1111· da). e 







Rob sat on the piano stool and she came to him 
and draped herself across his lap. Light.-headed him­
self, he felt her deliberat.ely 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 arsc-chceks wobbled 
and blushed increasingly deeper shades of pink, she 
squealed aloud at each heavy smack of Rob's hand -
a constant.ly quickening cascade of bummg pa.in 
over every inch of her naked bottom. 

'Spank me harder harder, sirf The young singer 
stra.ight.ened her legs, elevating her butt.ocks closer 
t.o his face and meeting the explooive slapping hand 
the more quickly. Rob's left arm went. around her, 
almoot like an embrace, t.o support. her jerking body, 
while his right band continued t.o 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 noLcs. 

Melanie's bottom burned. It. seethed, It t.ingled. 
Each butt.ock 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 t.o 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. • 
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A 
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' jundion, 
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 
f ...... 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, 
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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 perfedion. 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 f ...... 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 If-.. .... 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 LEH 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 !>ee the 
error of her ways. After exchanging 
details, she stormed off with her dusky 

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 I 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. At first, 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 I 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 I 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! 

' I'll bring my friend as well,' 
Gemma told him. 'Cheryl was with 





me in the car .. .' 
'Yes, I 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 "specia l 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 lo 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 I fail to see what I 
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. 'Is 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 lo 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 didn't. 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 
I made Gemma 
I open and close 
I her legs with ever 
I increasing force 
I until he heard her 
I 
I 
I 

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, 
I don't see what else I can do.' 

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

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

Ju I ian's quickly thought response 
brought immediate silence. What 
would be the reaction of the blonde 
girl? Al 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 loo~ed 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'l l have to keep her clothes on.' 
It was Cheryl who spoke. II 

seemed as though she was acting as 
the other girl's manager. 

'There's no deal unless she strips off 
and I 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 h1) 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, 1ust a simple 
foretaste of the wonderful delights that 
lay ahead. 

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

' Fu• 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 
thri lled to the exposure of her fu ll­
some, shapely thighs. 

Next followed a frontal view of her 
skimpy, white briefs. ·1 hey 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 nat, 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.' 
'I low do I knov. you'll keep your 

word?' she asked. 
Julian got up and went to his writ­

ing bureau. Quickly, he wrote out an 
admission ot liability. I le held onto it 
whilst the girls read 11 m turn. He 
enioyed the prox11nity of Gemmc1's 
near nakedness. I he blonde nodded 
and he folded the paper before plac­
ing it 111 his shir1 pocket. 

'I'll s1l on the settee and take you 
over my knees, Gemnl.1.' Julian 
rniormed the blonde, s1llrng himself 
down beside Cheryl. 

'I lmA long do I have to ... ?' began 
Gemma 

'Untrl your screams of angui!>h 
arouse the neighbours,' grinned the 
young man. He wac; aware 01 the girl 
alongside hrm chuckling quietly at his 
reply. 

'Ha f• · · · · • ha'' was Gemma's des 
perate response She pointed a iingcr 
at him. 'll'c; only because I'm desper 
ate that I'm letting you take advantage 
01 me like this'' she snapped. 

'I hat's the law of the mark.et place,' 
responded Julian, coolly. 

Gemma came out with another 
most unladylike mouthful. Julic1n \'\a!> 
hardlv surprised. 

It was, however, her friend ''ho 
took the blonde to task. 'You'd betler 
watch what you're saying, Gem' she 
w.irned. 'You're the one on the recer" 
ing end, don't forget!' 

Julian found himself warming to 
Cheryl more and more. 

'I wc1nt you to make sure he doc>sn't 
gel up to any funny business,' the 
blonde asked her pal 

A~ C beryl acknowledged her duty, 
Gemma rec1ched behind her b,Kk to 
unhitch her bra. I he tension 111 the 
garment suddenly eased and the sheer 
\.veighl oi her breasts pushed off the 
cups. 

'She's gol a good pair of Ills, hasn't 
she?' 

The observation aclually came 
from Cheryl. Julian could only nod 
l11S head in agreement. Gemma's 
bcx>bi; were indeed lovely 10 look al. 
The young man would dearly have 
loved to take hold of the mclorH11ed 
rounds with their delicate pink nip­
ples, but he knew he dare not. 

As if reali!.ing that her up-lop asset'> 
were forbidden territory, Gemma 
began to taunt Julian by shak111g her 
torso and tausrng her breasts to 
bounce .ind !.w.1y. 

'I wrsh I could do that,' chuckled 

Cheryl quietly, for the benefit of Julian. 
He smiled al the remark and 

looked forward to the forlhcoming 
di~play of the blonde girl's nether 
region a much more intimate area 
than her tits anyway, delightful though 
they were. 

With her boobs in motion, Gemma 
advanced on Julian. As she did so, he 
held out his arms - not in greeting, 
but ready 10 haul down her bnefs. 

'Cheryl wrll lake my knickers off -
when I tell her to,' she informed h11n. 

Julian couldn't argue with that. I le 
lapped his thigh~ welrnmrngly, his 
heart thumping wilh even gre.Her 
1eroc1ty as Gemma prepared to adopt 
the ancient submissive pose. He 
made to help her, but she knocked hrs 
arm away. I le w<1s sure Cheryl would 
not have done a thing like that. 

Suddenly, the girl draped across 

r--------, 
His hand rose 

ready for the next 
one as Cheryl 

leaned forward a 
little to observe 

the slight darken­
ing of the struck 
arse. The bared 
bottom, he was 
pleased to see, 

quivered a little 
in anticipation. 

L---------.1 
hrm and he delighted in the warmth of 
her young nubile body. I lis eyes were 
n<1turally dravvn to the exposed por­
tions of her summits. fhe young flesh 
was superbly rounded. His hand 
would really boLrnce oft a target like 
that! 1 he taut gusset or her briefs pro­
vided a shield from his prying eyes, 
but it v.as a shield that would soon 
cease to otfer any visual protection. 

'Okay, Cheryl' Gemma's voice 
cclme from down near the carpel. 

As the dark-skinned grrl beside him 
leaned acros:; to remove her friend's 
final, llrms) covering. Julian began to 
ring the blonde's slim, warm waist 
with his lell arm. 

'rake II away!' ordered Cemma, 
brusquely. 

Julian did as she wanted. It would 
serve her righl 11 she fell onto the floor 

Julian did as she wanted. It would 
serve her right if she fell onto the floor 
c1nd landed on her sore arsc•! 

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

Gemma pushed hersell up a little 
as her friend slowly removed the tri­
angular scrap of nylon. Julian thought 
it typical of the girl he was about to 
spank, 10 make a poinl as long as she 
possible could. 

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

'That's far enough, Cheryl!' 
Gemma's rnslruclions halted the 

other girl's removal of her briefs, which 
wcrC' nm' stretched over her mid-thigh 
area. Clearly, 1he 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, 1ust iar enough to 
witness the spanking and yel not 
impeding Julian in his action. 

'We'll start now, Gemma.' 
!here was no acknowledgement 

from the inverted blonde. He placed 
the palm ot his left hand rn the smal l 
of her back. I lis right hand scooped 
the fleshy fullness of each superb but­
tock, taking care not to let his fingers 
!>tray. 

'II you don't want the goods, don't 
mes~ them about.' 

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

I le raised up his right arm. There 
was going to be more than just enjoy­
ment to be gained. II was just possi 
ble that the cheeky and bossy Gemm<r 
might also derive some lasting benefit 
from the session. 

Pausing, he licked his lrps. He' was 
determined that the iirst slap was real 
ly going to count. As his hand accel 
crated towards the \.\a111ng hum 
mocks, he opened out his iingers. 

WllAPP! 
His palm rebounded from the satis­

factorily springy rounds which rt had 
met at iull speed. The resulting sound 
v.as satisfactory, too. 

'WOOi 11111!' 
l he audible intake of brc-ath was 

Cheryl's. There was no notrceable 
reaction lrorn the girl he had struck. 



Ill' km•\\ 'he would go on for as long 
cl' 1x1-.,ihll', wi1hou1 giving any sign 
1h,11 '>he had ~en hurt. lulian ,., a!> 
pl<'clwd, hO\H'\l'r, with 1ha1 first slap. 
(,cmm,1 nw'l really ha\e telt it, 
dC' .. J>lll' lwr '!>IOIC rC ... J>OlhC'. 

I ft., h,1nd rm<• rl'c1dr lor the next 
on~ .i" Chen I lean<'<f tom ard a little 
lo ob'l'r\'l' 1lw <.light clarke111ng ol 1he 
•.trU< k .1r,e. lhc bared bottom, he was 

ple.i'l'd lo we, q111\'crcd ,1 little in 

ant IC' ipal ion. < 1c•111111cJ h,1d c crta i nlv 
NOT C'llJO\l.:d 1h,11 flr<,t lc1\ll' ol hi!> 
'Irie l..c•n JM Im 

SM \CC KKK! 
I he• lull hloodt'Ci ... 1,1p l,rnckd nobi­

ly on 1hc unde1l urw or tht• pt•ath-likc 
mounds llw gorgeou., g1rl-rlcsh 
\ 1br.1tcd with lht• impJ<. I. t\gain, 
( ,emma roe-IP thl' blow, without .my 

visible respon<.c. Juli.in krww th,11 hl•r 
unseen ldl t• would .1< 1u.1lh lw 
'>Cfe\\E'd up in clrlgt11,h . 

He complt•lt>(f lhe 1m·l1mm.m lun­
mg up by deli\ crmg ,1 ii'\\ more 
spaced out .,ma<'-' 10 tht• t'll< h.rntmg 
targel 51111 Gt·mni.1 did ll()t rt'<l< I 
dc-,p1tc lhl p.ilm·.,i1t•d, r<1') imprints 
no\\- <.howing on bolh ,,tfc, ol tlw long 
cl cit 



Then, with no pause at all, Julian 
began to cover the whole area of the 
blonde's delightful situpon, landing 
his pun1t1ve palm upon the pneumatic 
bum·mounds at a frenetic rate. 

At last, Gemma began to react oral­
ly with muted gasj)). Her bottom was 
really re\lcrberating from the assault 
upon II and it now began to display 
the angry marks as a result of a pep­
pering. 

Suddenly, Cheryl held out a 
restraining Jrm. 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 
real i!>Cd what she had done? 

The girl with the glamourous dusky 
skin clClucllly ll>stcd the temperature oi 
her friend'<. behind She put the backs 
of her fingers on the scorching sur­
faces and pulled a f,lCe as she telt the 
heat. 

Then, .1ftcr a little pause, she nod­
ded her head and '>a•d he could carry 
on. 

Buoyed by the prospect of what 
was, in reality, a whole new session. 
Julian rais<..>d his strong right hand. His 
left hand pressed down on the 
blonde's bacl..., .m indication that 
thmgs wt>re gettmg under way once 
more. I le was pleac,~ to sec her bum 
tense up, the long d1v1de becoming a 
fine lme. 

SLAP! SLAP! 
The quick smacks heralded the re­

start of the prcxeedmgs. When the 
messages reached Gemma's brain in 
quick succession, she gave out an 
'0011!' and an 'AGGI ti 11• Her head 
jerked up .ind then dropped down 
onc.e more. 

Julian briskly administered further 
slaps, rnvering the entire area of 
Gemma\ super heated derriere. Little 
whimpering '><>bs now began to break 
through. Julian could sec that she was 
fmding 11 more and more difficult 
relax her beaten buttocks. 

I le was ready for the blonde to say 
that she'd h,1d enough or for Cheryl to 
call a halt ~or whate\ler reason, nei­
ther happened. 

Thoroughly en1oying himself, 
Julian landed slaps on the backs of 
Gemma's sh,1pely thighs. She certain­
ly didn't like 11. I le wondered if, per-

haps, the "witness" thought 11 was his 
way of giving her friend's bottom a bit 
of a rest! The freshly applied hurt to 
the nev.• area made Gemma open and 
close her legs with ever mcreasing 
force until he heard her knickers rip 
under the stram. He was then afford­
ed a view of Gemma's delightful, inti­
mate charms. 

'Not much more now•' 
Julian was not '>uddenly overcome 

by an unusual show of mercy. His 
announcement merely meant that he 
was going to at lually tJrry 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-

r--------, 
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 bot buttocks 

contracted and 
relaxed. 

L--------...1 
bing, or by the witness s11ttng beside 
him. 

Naturally, Julian now returned the 
attentions of his scathing palm to the 
main punishment a1ea. 

'OW. . . OW. . .OW!' wailed 
Gemma. 

Her head now seemed to be locked 
upwards and the delectably pointed 
toes of her pretty feet dug into the car 
pct. 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 ~cape 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. 

'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 lo Cheryl. 'Would 
you l ike to pull her knid.ers back up 
now, please?' he asked her. 

' I don't 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. 

'I' ll put a new pair in the post,' 
promised Ju lian, ava iling 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 uvee" 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 rollmg 
tongue. 

Julian fished the "confession" out 
of his pocket and Gemma used her 
free hand to roughly snatch it from 
him. She didn't even say, 'Thank you'. 

He thought that Cheryl would have 
done. 

A 
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 w ith 
which it had obviously been in con­
tact. He thought he recognised the 
driver. 

'Cheryl!' he exclaimed. stopping 
by the scene. 'It IS you. I thought it 
was.' 

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

Julian inspected the damage to 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. ' I sup­
pose we could say it was MY fault. 
Would you like to ask Gemma to 
come and .. .' 

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

• 











A Reader's Confession : 

BLACKIVIAIL 
by Mary B. of London 

I
was very nattered by the 
drawing of me in Janus no. 
I 09. I hope the enclosed 

photo's are not too much of a dis­
appoin1men1 in comparison! 1 
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 charity 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 chaned away about 
the club and golf. I must have 
looked really bored as Mike kept 
looking at me i.n a rather con­
cerned way. Eventually he 
turned to me and said, 'Now I 
remember, we have definitely 
met before'. I smiled and said• I 
don't think so.' 

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

I 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, not betler. It was 
Mike's turn to look shocked now. 
He just said, 'Excuse me,' and 
went off to talk to someone else. 
John and I 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. 

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

I
t was about 10.00 on Sunday 
morning when the phone 
rang. John was talking for 

ages but I iook no notice of what 
he was saying. After the call he 
seemed rather quiet but eventual-
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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 spell! 
most of bis 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 tl1e 
club. l 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 jokjng,' I 
said, 'Forget it. Do you really 
think 1 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. I 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. I 
followed him up to the house. 

The living room was even 
richer and grander than l 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 I playing golf 

or Mary this afternoon?' I was 
shocked by the abruptness of his 
question. As T turned to face him, 
I heard John reply, 'Golf,' but I 
looked straight at John and said, 
'Mary.' 

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. I 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 tile 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. I heard 
the front door close. 

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

I could not believe I had been 
so stupid. I had been annoyed 
with John for suggesting such a 
scheme, just to buy Mike's 
si lence. Then, because John had 
answered. 'Golf', I had to say the 

opposi te, 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 I hardly knew was 
walking back into the room. I 
had to believe that John would 
not walk out and leave me like 
this unless it was all some son 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, 
1 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. Bouoms 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 I was rather amused to see 
how he was going to 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 s ide. Mike said the 
wardrobes were new, and slid 
open a door to show a walk-in 
area. 

'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. I 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 I realised 
he was deliberately tying them so 
loose that I could slip my wrists 
and hands out of the loops if l 
wanted to. 

'Please stand up on the bed 
and raise your anns.' 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! I was surprised then 

that he left the room, to return 
later with a video camera, tripod 
and still camera. 1 pulled my 
hand out of the tie and turned 
around. 'I'm sorry Mike,' I 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 I 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 
selling things up. 

As I 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 I bit my lip 
waiting for the next one. 

Smack! on the right, then the 
left again. 1 would see in the mir­
ror that Mike was placing each 
smack with great care, and on the 
TV I 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. r 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. 
I was using the two ties as sup­
port as I danced around. 

The TV screen now showed 
these two globes that were scarlet 
with al.most 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. I 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. I 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.' 

'l 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 I saw the 
leather tawse. 

Crack! it streaked across my 
still scarlet bottom. I shot up, but 
my resistance had gone. r col­
lapsed forward again and started 
to cry. 

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! 1 
stood up and walked onto the 
landing, tears still in my eyes. I 
was about to go downstairs when 
I suddenly realised l could hear 
two men's voices and neither of 
them were Mike's or John's. I 
was horrified. 

l was stark naked, my bum 
was scarlet and str iped with pur­
ple, I was in a stranger's house 
and two men 1 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. I have 
never felt so relieved in my life. 
Mike came back upstairs and 
apologised for the interruption. 
To his amazement I kissed him, 
handed him the tawse, took up 
my position on the dresser and 
said, 'Three to come, J think. ' 

When John finally arrived 1 
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 1 stood around showing off 
my still scarlet cheeks. • 
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READERS' LE'rl'ERS 
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 t he 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 mauer 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 - I think - become 
very exhibitionistic and runs 
around in our flat more or less 
naked mosr of rhe 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. I 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 
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them.' It is, however, very embar­
rassing for me when we, for 
instance, do our shopping in the 
ne ighbourhood. It 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 I have to do some­
thing about it. I 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 free ly 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. It isn' t easy 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 I mean. 
She needs to be punished in the 
mos! 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, I wish to say 
how delighted I am with your 
product which I consider very 
good value for money. Since pur­
chasing Janus 80, . I have pur­
chased many back-numbers, as 
I'm sure your sales department 
wi ll confirm. Some subsequent 
issues I found better than others, 
but I must admit I was very disap­
pointed with 1he I 001h issue. I 
would have thought a slightly bet­
ter, and perhaps larger issue, 
would have fitted the bill. 

However, having said that, I 
particularly enjoyed issues I 07 
and 108. With regard to the "new 
format" I am not so sure. As a tra­
dilionalist, I am no1 certain as ye1 
that I like the new idea. It will 
take some further issues before I 
can really decide. 

In Lhe Readers' Letters recent­
ly, I notice there has been some 
criticism. I feel that l agree with 
some of them. Richard Manton's 
work is repetitive and becomes 
boring after a while, his descrip­
tion of women 's buttocks never 
vary, from very early issues to the 
present day! I also agree wi1h 
some readers that David T. and 
Carol of London W5 have had 
their say by now. Not co say 1ha1 
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 entenaining. 

I must say that your sister pub­
lication, Februs is excel len1. 
Their photography is clear and 
concise, and of course, Paula 

Meadows' an work is excellenl. It 
is said that competition is good 
business, Februs appears to be 
providing it, so I 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" govemmenl. 
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 I 
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, etc. 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 I wish you a 
very successful 1996. 

D.L.T., Jersey. 

C.T. on C.P. 

I have just received issue I I I of 
Janus, which is the las! of my cur­
rent subscriptions. I have for 
some while been g iving serious 
consideration as to whether this 
would be renewed, as in my opin­
ion, recently it's contents had not 
been up to, what I would consider 
to be its earlier quality and stan­
dard. I have been unhappy with 
the reproductive quality of some 
of the lener photos, take issue I 09 
as an example, I also found the 
fiction a li1tle 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 
I I l. 

I was furthennore astonished 
al noticing at least seven pho-
1ographs from former editions 
which consisted of pages 51/52 
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'Sophie & Christian Fennington·. 
the pictures on the readers leuers 
pages 47/49 and lhe accompany­
ing pictures of 'Maid for 
Punishment'. J\llhough in spue of 
this. I did Lake pleasure from the 
l:lller because of the size. print 
qualit) and d~irity. with page 
eleven being \\hat I consider a 
masterpiece because of the post 
11on of the i:anc. I trust that Jc11111.1 
1s not des11ned to reproduce old 
pictures on a regular basis which a 
compc1111ve pubhcauon has been 
doing for some while. and which I 
have ceased purchai.mg. 

The colour prmts on page 25. 
from the photo feature 'Night 
Visitor'. and page 32 from 
'Paddling \11adcle1ne Horne· were 
most rcahi.11c. I hope that lhis 
type of rcahs11c p1ctun: will be a 
regular feature. ,1s recently the 
photo-femures have been clearly 
ar11 fic1al. ·n.c story entitled. 
·Punishment of a Thief' was 
excellent and m) congrJtulations 
10 its author for providing a very 
entertainmg read. 

The contcnh of the leucrs sec 
11on has also vastl} improved. and 
I would express my tlmnk.s to 
Brian P. for 'Stranger and 
Stranger', which I have a suspi 
cion I have read m another maga-
7inc. and special thanks to B.B. of 

WI for 'Lucy and Juicy'. I do 
have my doubts as to the authen-
11c11y of the gender of its author as 
the dc1a1b appear to be too good to 
be Lmc. evertheless iL was most 
entertainmg. If, however. my 
doubts arc unwarranted and the 
author is female. do you have 
more talcs 10 tell'? 

C.T., Edgware, Mid dle. ex 

I L ove Linsc.v 

Again and again you ama7.e. 
JUSI when I think. you have 
reached the pinnacle you soar to 
even greater heights in 1he name 
of L1nSC) Jane Zoff. 

I strode into 40 Old Compton 
Strecl to get :-.omc back numbers 
think.mg I had seen it all and bang, 
you hll me nght between the eyes 
with Lindsey Jane ZolT. 

I hope you won ·1 be 100 mod­
est to let me extol your brilliance 
Ill producingJcmm o.96. 

The fac1 1hat Miss Zoff 1s 
hands above head on her toes is 

highl) cro1ic. 111c pose 1s suggcs 
tivc of having her wrists tied and 
being suctched from a beam. Also 
the cover excnmgly depicti. the 
submissiveness inhercm in facing 
the wall. The full length pic1ure 
on page 32 is sublime. Also sub­
sequent pictures pages 40-42. . . 
about to mount the chair. and over 
the back of the chair arc exquisite. 
'vli:.s Zoft had beau11f ul feet and 
geuing the feet posed correct!) 
adds to the ero11cisrn of the pic­
tures. 

·t,p on the toes· is very sexy as 
11 gives more shape 10 the ankles. 
calves and bunock.s. II makes the 
legs look. longer. It is 1he classic 
pose for a lad) awauing chasuse­
ment. The body language ofbemg 
up on the toes and showing the 
soles of 1he feel conveys self 
imposed bondage as the recipient 
cannot flee when 111 1lrn. po~ition. 

Mi~s Zoff's beauuful fcc1 arc 
brilliantly displayed in the pho 
togmph,. Any position shO\\ ing 
the soles of the feel conveys sub­
missiveness ... kncelmg up on a 
chair and face down on 1hc bed are 
good positions a.\ the soles of Lhe 
feet arc well displayed. Wendy 
No. 44 and Sheena 'o. 66 arc 
good examples. Whilst kneeling 
up on the Peacock. cha1r the soles 
of Wendy's feet arc beauufull) 
displayed. The photo of L11 
I lurley, Sunday Times Colour sec­
tion. 31st July '95 is given major 
cro11c1sm b) bcmg up on her toes. 
albeit Ill boots, 111 the classic can­
ing position: legs and bullocks 
strc1chcd. fingers touching toes, 
hair flying ... there can only be 
one reason for adopting 1his posi­
t ion. The hotel I use supplies a 
Temp and on occasion she kicks 
off her shoe~ and ~iti. with the toes 
of one foot just spread on the car­
pet and one ankle twisted behind 
the other. II destroys m) concen­
tration. Linsey Jane Zoff's body 
language when on her toes says 
•Yes. I accept the tawsc.' 

111e facial expressions, which 
Janus captures beau1tfully. when 
on the toes can vary from the pen 
i1e111 to the sulk.y. ·Yes, I'm gomg 
to be caned but I \\ill accept the 
strokes in a haugh1y. pouty man­
ner. Perhaps crymg out. but s1ay-
111g in position with bunocks pre­
i.cnted unninchingly to the final 
stroke.' 

l·or me, the etiqucnc of the 
cane. which Ja1111s captures so 
well. is very e11citing. The order 
of procedure should be understood 

by both parties and be slowly 
drawn out. 

There arc two musts: the lady 
mus1 be willing and the i.trok.es be 
pamful enough Lo command 
respect. 

The lady must always be nice­
ly apprehensive. Three things that 
increase the thrill. 

I. The lady asl..s pcrm1ss1on to 
undress. Then she should expect 
to be k.ept waiting nude for 5-15 
minutei. standing facing the wall. 
tocs touching the skirting. ·mis 
mcreascs tension. I find an 
impendmg stroke of the cane con­
centrates the mmd wonderfull) 
well. The antic1pa11on can be 
intense. Correct and meuculous 

adherence to the niceties can 
someumes result 111 the lady being 
let off (sometimes to have a lad) 
nakedly 'ubmtssive can be 
enough). This ha~ the advantage 
of the lad) being cve1 hopeful that 
she will not feel the cane and 
increases her desire to be exact­
mgly \ubm1ssivc al this stage. 'Vly 
wife. being kept wailing wh1ht I 
took. a phone call. stood 10 •lllen 
tion, black. velvet bo\\ gathering 
her hair al the nape of her neck., 
facing the wall in the dark.. 

2. ·111c lady should be asked Lo 
fetch the cane. 111is increases her 
apprehension. The lady should 
pay close anention as the cane 1s 
bent and swished for her approval. 
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1 here arc many fine p1c1ures 
commemorating 1h1s momem in 
Janus. The lady. in her cager 
a11en1ion can rcques1 10 1c:.1 its 
bendincss and run it through her 
lingers. feeling tis silky smoo1h­
ncs!.. The lady, well-versed tn the 
liner poinls of corrcc1ion, will 
always ask to sec 1hc cane and a 
nice touch of savoire-fairc is to 
ask to sec 1he rod dcmons1ratcd on 
a plump cushion before giving it 
her seal of approval. Al 1his i.tage 
meticulous observation and 
favourable comment on the :;upple 
i.prmgmess may on 1hc rare 
occasion allow her 10 rede1.:m her 
~elf. 

3. Counting the strokes. For 
some reason in my experience this 
can be met with some reluctance. 
When you have plump. female 
bullocks held cringingly in place. 
breath held, waiting for the cane to 
1ravel tis shon d1s1ancc, ti ts a 
pleasure for the yell to be followed 
by the number. A perfect recipient 
would add 'thani... you' after each 
stroke. An experienced lady 
would adhere to the nicc1ies if 
pressed. 

TI1erc 1s one 01hcr thing, not 
easy, but sensual if it can be 
achieved. That is 10 discomfon 
the lady by causing embarr.1ss­
mcnt tn ma11crs of bedroom cor­
rec1ion. I have noticed. in compa­
ny. tha1 a lady docs not like dcli­
cme mailers of sexual preference 
referred 10. Occ:c.ionally the mat 
1cr is alluded 10. but specifics no1 
offered. I think 1his sub1le embar­
rassment is 10 ob1ain submissive­
ness. Carol ·r No.104 mentions 
punil-h1111.:nt whib1 her mc11h1.:r is in 
1he house. TI1is adds a piquancy. 
It 1s exqu1~i1e for a lady to be 
rcmmded 111 company 1ha1 ~he 1s 
gomg 10 be chastised. It had been 
on at lcas1 2 TV plays rcccmly 
and ha~ led to a coy nush of 
embarrassment on 1he pan of 1he 
lad). We were m a dinner pany 
recentl) when a friend said 10 his 
young and pa1ric1an wife. ·You 
won·1 need reminding 1ha1 you 
have an appomtment "'ith the 
crop.· The remark made JOkmgly 
had a ccnam edge to ii and the 
young lady blushed 10 her ample 
boi.om. 

We were in 1 larrod.,'Tackroom 
earlier in 1he week and I no11ccd a 
fascinating range of brightly 
coloured. lighl\\cighl nding crops. 
Pinks. yellows. cnmsons. hlacs. 
Thin, bend) and eminently 
suitable for the female bouom. 
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ot the colours you would assoc1-
a1c wuh riding of the equeMnan 
kind. Later, in the Janus shop I 
noticed new examples of coloured 
canes. Light. springy and guaran 
1eed 10 tone \\ tth subtle shades. 
Ei1her of 1hesc blissful examples 
could engender respec1 from a 
rec1p1ent. 

\ileanwhile, Ja1111.1 con11nues to 
give lhc linest insights into the 
pleasures of CP. TI1e pic1ure of 
·Valencia', No.10-I, page 33 1s 
superb. She 1s bcau11fully posi 
tioncd, bu11ocks well spread. legs 
straight, toes pointed. the cane 

deliciously applied. Fabulous 
facial expression yelling full 
approba11on 10 the eftic1cnce of 
1he cane. 

Miss L111sey Jane Zoff contin 
ucs to fascmate me. The cover 
picture 1s a dream. Her thighs and 
bouom arc perfec1ion. fha1 sen­
'>ual and subm1s~ive look with 
hands behmd bad. 101ally cap11-
va1mg. You arc the undoubled 
maestro! 

Yours sincerely, 
A.R., Frinton-on-Sca 

C ali fo rnia Dreaming 

F'vcrybody ha. ... his liule prefer 
ences when 11 come' 10 CP. prefer­
ence~ pcnatn1ng to implements. 
clothing or posi11ons. Bui also. 
everybody ha:; a subm1ss1ve 

dream-girl m mind. \lhne I'> Asian 
with long hair I especially 
enjoyed Ja11u1 96 w1th the Filipino 
maid. Asian girls arc naturall> 
submissive, and ti I'' usually easy 
to tr.un and to teach 1hem ho\\ 10 
be sweet and lovmg. 

I live 111 San 1-rancisco. where 
man) Asians live, and I have been 
da11ng moMly Asn1n women dur­
ing 1he past few years. With 1hc1r 
1nnocen1 looks. long hair and shm 
bodies. ii is a real dchgh1 to punish 
them. They usually have cham1-
ing ltule voices and acccn1s, and 
wt1h 1hese girls spank111g becomes 

simply 1hc mosi enjoyable acti' it) 
on eanh. 

Their small hod1es. even if 
their bullocks can be quuc round. 
ask for a diffcrcnl 1rcatmcn1 1han 
a Europt:a11 girl would gel. Since 
there is less surface 10 lake care of. 
and kss padding 10 protect them. I 
mal.e a special e!Ton 10 emphasise 
humiliation before and after the 
pumshmen1. so 1ha1 the scene can 
las1 a long 1ime. Wendy. my girl­
friend. is a beautiful 22 year old 
Chtnese woman. and I love 10 
tcaM! her before her punishmenl in 
order to make her ashamed. 
· Aren ·1 ) ou ashamed to be 
\pankcd on your bare bottom?" 
When she really stans blushtng 
and being e'\ci1cd al 1hc same 
11mc. I 1ell her I am gomg 10 take 
her out. We go 10 sec a movie. I 
hke 10 s11 in 1he las1 ro''· and once 
1hc movie bcgms. send her 10 
another row 111 front of me. She 
ha.s 10 m111u1es 10 come back nexl 

10 me, but wi1h her I.nickers in her 
hand (she 1s prCll) good at hiding 
1hem 111 her list). 1hen l>hc sih '' nh 
her skin up to 1hc wa1s1. her naked 
rump d1rec1ly on the chair (I love 
1hosc old 1hea1res \\ t1h wooden 
chairs). I don·1 know ho" she 
removes her l..n1cker.- discrete!) in 
the darl. 1heatre, but someho\\ she 
always manages. It i., 1rue 1ha1 I 
promise her 6 e'\lra cu1s of the 
cane of o;he foils to do ti during lht: 
given time. I alwa) s have her 
wear 1hose simple but sexy 11gh1 
blaci... skins tha1 look gorgeou" 
with her long blacl. hair. and ti 1s a 
delight to observe her from the 
com1.:r of my 1.:ye, incred1bl) 'ul­
nerable and beau11ful. h1dtng her 
upper I highs \\1th her pur~e. 

Before the end of the -.hm,, I 
»end her hack somcwhen: c lse 111 
the 1hea1re. this time to pul her 
knickers back on. Back home. I 
Ml 111 Ill) mos1 comfonable cha11 
and have her on her 1..nees, her 
back 10 me. tacmg the tirepla~·e. 

She ha.' 10 raise her skin. lower 
her eye~. her hands clasped behind 
her back. I "an rcadmg a good 
book. asking her to bring me a 
dnnk or some1hing once or I\\ ice. 
Sometimes I ~cold her: 'You arc 
going 10 deserve 1his. I am sorry 
bu1 I ''ill have lo be ,,evere. · Then 
I go on wt1h my rcadmg. 1nterrup1-
ing 11 I rom tune 10 11me \\ t1h long 
pauses. admiring her in hl'.r sub 
missive pos1urc. Then I asi... her 10 
take off her drei.s and face me" 11h 
only her knickers and !>lockings 
on. This time I give her a deiailed 
descnp1ion of her fu1ure punish­
ment. tn \\ htch I always use at 
lea.,t 1hrec different tns1rumcn1s 
lor variel). It i'> 1hen umc to ask 
her Lo lower her k111ckcrs 10 her 
ani... lcs. "tlh one hand. When ~he 
1s naked, ~he ha., 10 beg me for her 
pun1shmcn1. I 1hen order her 
acros' my lap. 1al..ing my time to 
pos111on her. When her lower 
back 1s well arched. her thighs 
slightly .1pan, her private pans not 
really hidden anymore, and her 
hand cla<;ped behind he1 hack or 
her necl... ii 1s 1 ime 10 s1ar1 her cor 
rcc1ion. By then, the scene has 
alrc::td)' been buih up for several 
hours. 

Asian girls have very soft skill 
and are usu;~ll) scnsi11vc, so 1he 
pom1 1s 1101 spanking hard bu1 
ra1her rnk1ng time 10 cover the 
en11rc bchmd until 11 1s delint1ely 
rosy. l have been walling so long 
for 1ha1moment1ha1 I really en10> 
tal..mg Ill) 11me ~panl.. 111g her 111 
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this humiliating position. After 
the spanking, I pet her bottom for 
a few minutes, telling her she has 
been good during lhat first instal­
ment of her punishment, and then 

I • 
order her to bnng the wooden pad-
dle. 

I love paddles, but again they 
require careful handling on a 
petite Asian girl. l usually give 
her a paddling a little less severe 
than what I would a Western girl , 
but a great deal more humiliating­
ly. I have her kneel on a chair, but 
with her elbows on the floor. She 
really feels humiliated in this posi­
tion, and I take my time before 
starting to apply the paddle. The 
skin is very tight, so it is not real­
ly necessary to bit hard at all. 
111ere is nothing else like paddling 

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-dodging. 

In October 1993 Philip 
McHugh feaLUred 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. 

But he said the allega­
tion that he had told them: ' I 
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 
j ournalists after McHugh 
revealed that he res igned 
from Customs in January 
1994. 

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. I then trade 
the wooden paddle for a little mar­
tinet that 1 like to use co 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 corner time. I sit in my chair, 

DUPExpels 
"Spanking" 
Councillor 

Irish Times 

A DUP coucillor who 

posed for photographs with 
scantily clad, cane wield­
ing women, has 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 m the pho­
tographs which were pub-
1 ished 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 ". 

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

I then go to fetch the cane. If I 
notice that she really cannot take 
much more, T 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. lf she forgets 
IO do so, it always earns 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 Jines crossing it, and I 
usually think: 'Here is a scene that 
has been lasting for over 5 hours, 

and I 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. T 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 

Contribut ing to JANUS 
Writing for JANUS, the world's foremost CP 
journal, is not easy. A thorough knowledge of 
the genre and familiarity with the m agazine's 
policy, standards an d 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 percen t 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 
publication. 

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

Send editorial submissions to: 
The Editor, JANUS, 40 Old Compton Street, 

London Wl V 5PB 
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• • • 
Fantasies and facts, articles, poems, gossip, stories, photographs, reviews and critiques - in fact 
anything about the world of CP. If you 'd like to join in please write to: The Rear End, JANUS, 
40 Old Compton Street, London W1 V 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 I had read 
last week's Sunday Times. I take 
the paper (along with several oth­
ers) and so naturally replied that I 
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 I 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. I replied that I 
had read the story and it indeed 
had left me wondering. 

'About whether they do?" she 
said. 

'Yes,' I 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 I can assure 
you. In tact looking back there 
have been relatively few times 
when I 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 cneeky etc. and on tne odd 
occasion leaving a copy of Janus 
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or Februs on the coffee table for 
her to see. 

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

'It depends on the girl and the 
circumstances,' she replied. 

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

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

'Have you thought about being 
spanked or been spanked recent­
ly?' I 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 I can remember think­
ing that if I really wanted to pre­
vent it happening I could have 
but I somehow didn't really want 
him to stop. I think I had been 
awkward and playing him up all 
evening and was in fact goading 

him to do something which 
indeed he did. I 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?' I remarked. 

'Well I suppose I enjoyed the 
warm feeling and I 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?' I 
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 I say now, I 
was thinking, as I took a corner 
far too quickly and nearly deposit­
ed us both into a field. 

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

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

'Neither do I,' she said. 'It's 
just that I 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 I say now?) 'Yes' I 
spluttered, 'I suppose I 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. I 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 I pulled in as 
instructed, applied the hand­
brake, turned off the ignition and 
sat completely still. I could feel 
mild panic setting in. 

'Let's go into the field,' was the 
next comment I 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. I 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.' 

I 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 I take them down?' she 
enquired, obviously aware that I 
was staring at her bottom. 

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

'Come here young lady,' I said 
as sternly as I could as I 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 I continued the spanking I 



and was growing confident with 
every slap as well as gc111n9 into 
a steady rhythm that only n true 
spanking enthusiast would fully 
apprec1atu. I wasn't countHlg the 
number. which is unusual for mo, 
but I must have c1ehvered a good 
sixty stingers to her knicker clad 
bottom. For some reason I sud · 
denly stopped to stare and I sup· 
pose. 11 the truth be known, to 
admire my handiwork by looking 

at the redness and the traces or 
my ftnger·marks on her bottom 
My goodness, 11 did look very 
sore and 11 was starting to get 
those blotches that start after fifty 
hard slaps or so. 

'Have you f1n1shed?' she said 
look ng up at me over her shoul 
der 

Normally I wou d have said 
something I ke, 'I haven t even 
started yet,' but this ttme I swd. 

ror tho time being.' at which she 
rolled oH my knee onto the grass 
giving one of those hltle girl lost 
looks 

'I think I need a drink , I blurted 
out sure that I was now red n the 
face and looking very flustered 

'Relax: she said 'after all, it's 
me who was iust been spanked 
Does 11 look very sore?' as her 
hand trespassed round to soothe 
.md caress her cheeks 

It looks pretty hot from here; I 
replied 

'Its roasting I bet you could 
fry an egg on 111 she exclaimed 

I must adrrnt to having a cor 
tam pride but I was also now get· 
ling concerned about what to do 
next. No worries Coolness was 
this lad1os middle name She 
stood up and slowly shd her •k1rt 
up (I was sure 11 was now a 
tighter ht). brushed off the bits ol 
grass sticking to It and started to 
chmb back over the Ienco tONllrrl 
the car I stood and couldn t 
resist giving a hara slap to her 
taut poster or presented at nose 
level Her progress accelerated 
at this stage as she then quickly 
slid back mto the passenger seat 
of the car With mixed emot ons I 
followed but cou dn t he p but 
notice a kind y smile as I sat 
behind the dnvmg whee <lnd 
started the car up 

1 he remainder of the iourney 
seemed to pass very quickly but 
we didn't say much - 1t was 
almost as 1f nothing had hap 
pened and we duly arrived <ll the 
hotel where the conference was 
being held and duly booked in to 
our respective rooms The pres 
ence of the other delegates that 
evening made any conversation 
1mposs1ble but 1t seemed that 
every now and then I was getting 
a hngenng glance from her but 1t 
could wel have been my 1mag1 
nation 

The to lowing morn ng started 
wall with my presentation be ng 
wet received and jUSt before our 

was HER 





As a i stcr magazine to Janus, that most famous (and some would say 
infamous) of CP publications, Febnts offers an intriguingly different yet complimentary 

\·1s1on of the world of spanking and C'P Produced b~ former Janus illustrator, Paula Meadows and 
published b) the Janus organisation, rebnis provides a more fenunine and personal pcrspecti\'e on the 

subject that fascinates us. Besides a full rangt. of contents, eal.h issue includes many superh original 
drawings by this uniquely gifted artist. 

r~ 

FebnJs 1 Februs2 Fcbrus3 

Februs 7 Februs 9 

FEBRU 00 P ER I E, £50 FOR . ORDER FROJ\l GORDON EH.GEANT 

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 

JANUS & FEBRUS. THERE ARE NO ALTERNATIVES. 
Subscribe lo Janus. Pay for five issues and 

receive one free! 
Subscribe to Februs. Pay for five issues and 

receive one free! 
A six issue subscription costs £so•, delivery 

included. 
A six-issue subscription costs £50*, delivery 

included. 
·rore1gn rates· Europe £60. air elsewhere £80 or US $140 

Order Form To Gordon Sergeant, 40 Old Compton Street, London WlV SPB 
Please make remittance payable to Gordon Sergeant Tick where applicable 
Heres my cheque/P O./cash for £50 for six issues of Janus. G 
Here's my cheque/P O./cash for [50 for six issues of Februs. C 
I want to join the Privilege Club Annual membership £30 (['15 outside Europe).0 
I want lo join the Privilege Plus Club. [ ] 

Commencing with b.sue No D 
Commencing with issue No C l 
Back numbers are also available. 

Name ........................................................................................... · •· ......................................... •• ............ .. 

Address ......................................................... .. 

Signature . 
I am over 18 

Date ................................ ........... . . 



GORDO SERGEANT IS PLEASED TO A NOUNCE: 

Double ·sided fanta~tcs on Lape. Most con1a111 authcnuc record111gs of the punishments being carried out. 

1. ,\ Su· m Sou11dh Sp;mkal Spankm" o) 111111tl•1"11n1 "u>1tl~d In 6. ,\ "1-ei.:h 1he Cane. S.m1h' OJJ1C< d1<<1plt111' Jor WJllll8 \l'Ut'ltln 

B I In" lo (..me 'roun? I Jdle,. Short 1mtrurt1<>1111I rapt• B C.med m her Tigh1 Blu~ JeJn' L1brt1ri.111 l>ru1~' ,/,..11 1111.• 

2 . .\ \h111 Sl.111 C.111111g Sd1nol11ITI coned b\· mini»ktrt••tl mutr," 7. . , I he l\h1'I• \1"tre's Sclwol1111,trl'H ""'"' />\ "'""' 1t·11d1rr . 

n C .m.-d h» !'\ur'c ( .1rohne liospll<il d11t·111li1w, 1rjorc1 ti B Stmpni.- 'cute' up her SI.in .\Imel\ 11111/\1111l p111111hmr111. 

3 . \ Shop Ci1rl I S111111cl tlrra1lr11111fm /111•11 w1111~ <1.1.1111<1111 8 . \ \lu1hc1·, Bch for Belt) I II« c/on-11 1111 b«rl for a '1t>(1c/ bdt111~. 

H Shop Ciu I 11: J\.,111/cmt ~ •km lifted }or h<•an .\I/fl/>. B Swcd"h ·\u Pair· 811.<tr. hrn-k.n I it'lg11 ,,.,...,.., ., ht'CI\'\' cmw 

-/.. \ \Ille I.upon 1 /.,ac/r .11..-1 rd\ b1rc/i,·cl b1· lw1 """ 111m "'"" 9. Petting Pain: C11rl wb<·n m11plt -1011111·111 (111111 "/1110/ }rl<'llCI 

H \Ille Lup11111 Iii"'"" , 011ed 011 hand.<; 111t111l bir. /in/ R \'i.wrian Birching flu:11«k<"<'f'«r lur. "'" !"""" 10111111 / ,11/1'" 

5 . .\ Ille Riding \ 1J ,ln..,,, Girl 1e1/11:rt'd fl•r m1blr·1r1rd 11111111/tm, 111 10. ' \11111 ·!:il.1n tc:a-c get' her 1\:111..:l.c~ "·•rmeJ. Ojj1n uHC1/1l111<'. 

H l'nnr<'" \\hip' Sl.1\e Girl f \OllC /eJl11a11}<111111n 8 8.111• t Sd1 >ol Di..c1phne. Hallt•t gu/, grt m.! 11111/ mart111<1. 

Please send me Audio Dreams tapes: 

l.1p.: ~ Qt) I Tape '\:o Qt~ 
ORDl R I RO\I Gordon Sergeant. IO Old Compton ~tree1. 
l on<lon \\ I\ 5PB. \lake cheque payable tn Gonion '>crgeam. 
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Total n11111lxr of ta[)\! order' @ .C 10 each 0 

Addre''-------

The Corporal Punishment of Schoolgirls 
by Margaret Sto11e 

111 1 < ~ ~-· l school they have becri s.ub1ect to corporJl pumshmnn The (anc 
•ht .r.ip anu 111 AIPen 1 me paddle ha\C been the most common 1mplell'ents although 
slippers. ruler arid h,JUIJrushes hav<: often been used for less formal pcinkm~ It soften 
hchevCfl that fornldl c r1 iorJl punishment was most I} r tnck>cl to bo~ but tie truth re; very 
d1lfere11l and this hook r VeJIS for thC' fi!st t1mt• the r di rjctS of th :orporal pumc;hmc>m Of 

schoolgirls v.1th photogrnphs and casC' histories You will learn how durln th 1914 18 wa• no 
les<> than 118 girls \\.('re caned rn a t}prcal Eng rsh l\\1dl ind g ii s h >al .i Ii c nu g fo1rnally 
rC'C'Oaled 111 th<:> school.., Pumshm<:>nt Book with Pam s d nes crnd de t.i1ls 't0u w1•1 see ho\I. the 
schools C<Jninu pohgy progrtsscd O\Cr the years wnh J rnorke<l 11 ue se 111 corporal 
pun shmt'nt - both lrequcncy <111d se~enty- n the I l60s You\~ 111\arn many other thmgs that 
ma\' surpn<;c you for exJmple th..it 

• As l111t a~ 1'17o 11 !J"l i.·a> caned 111 lirn,·r Lc11doi: scf10t>ls /~1 t'l'<"'t il11U of rfo· ~f1ool , ... ., 
• 111t\111rrrca11 ,11111rtt'1 o/ 11 11111lio11 •llflS ft'arw corr•cmil i·~111-(,,r.ml 111 '" 11ea1 G11ls '"old"~ srr"111<'•'" 1111<1 
r111l11t'm au C1/lt'11 tl1~111li111·d 111 ilus ""'II 

• lit·fort' 11/iolllmn s1~ oui of lc'fl Sco111sf1 ~hOOl!11rls r.·ce11«'<i !hi• qra1• 

• S11111 abo/111011 01w 100 S<frools flaw opud 0111 of !he Stalt' ·~Slt'rn anti mloud corpor11l pu111s(m1mi 

ro~I Code 

T111 < ''''""'11 1m1~hm1•n1 of S. h0<.>l111rl; l Margart:.t Swnt.. 1 t •• >n ~ b )I C'wr to dea' \I. llh this fascinating sub1ec1 rn depth 
Clothbound . £20.00 inclu<;ive. I 28pp Demy Octavo (83/4" x 5 1/2" ) 

ORDER r RO\I Gordon Sergeant. 40 Old Compton Street. L ondnn \VI\ 5PB 
~lake chct1uc pa).1blc w Gordon Sergeant. 

Name 

\ddre).S_ 

Post Code 





Gordon Sergeant is pleased to announce the availability of 

cm~~~u~ N®v@1~ ~y \\Wll11 IHI@mirry 
I t 's with gr eat pleasure that I present to you three complete novels by the infamous a uthor, Will Henry. 

When it comes to the best writer s w ho have ever produced classic novels on the subject of spanking, 
two names come to mind . . . Will H enry and Paul Little, better know n as A . DeGranamour and 

Kenneth Harding. Many titles have been unavailable for over 20 years, and all true collectors of spanking 
erotica appreciate Will Henry's unique style of writing. P resented below are the first three of a series of 
novels we will be releasing. 

The quality of these "Custom Editions" is truly superb! A ll of the original manuscripts were professional­
ly typeset and beautifully bound with linen covers. For ease of reading, they are presented in digest-siz e, 
with the entire original manuscripts intact! H enry captures the magic and popularity of spanking in his era, 
the 1960's. C omplete descriptions follow on all th ree titles!!! 

, S?~~~"'~~si\~ 
,"f'r , .... 

SP ANKMANSHIP 
T his is probably one of the best known and most widely appreciated novels 
that Will H enry ever wrote! It's a virtual "encyclopedia" on spanking in the 
J 960's, as it presents a dramatic view of the entire range of spanking 
practices. F rom 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! £15 per copy. 

IT HURTS SO GOOD 
T his fascinating book presents a thorough 
study of "Sorority Initiation and H azing 
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 ha nd of their "Big 
Sisters" in the late l 960's era. The girls tell 
their own stories, detai ling 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 scenar ios are the 
highlight of this Hen11 work, along with his 
insightful look into this unique spanking 
era! £15 per copy. 

IT HUilTS SO GOOD 

S U BURBAN SPANKING 
Another Will H enry classic, th is particular book examines a unique and hidden 
spanking underground that exists in a quiet suburb of C hicago. Very lustful in it's 
presentation. it co,·crs not only a variety of spanking scenarios, but aJso deals with 
the seA"UaJ appetites of the participan ts! A dults lash ing one another into passion, a 
.. voman making a ) oung man her sex slave; this novel succeeds in mixing the whole 
spanking and domination scene with the raw sex and emotion that ace-0mpany 
these lustful sessions! This book goes much further than other Henry works, as it 
mixes both the sensual emotions and r aw sexual acts of it's participants as they 
relate to their spanking and domination sessions! Hot a11d heavy action in this 
novel! £15 per copy. 



An<l a lot 1norc besides ... 

PADDLE PUNISHMENT 

FULLY ILLUSTRATED! 

I' \l>l)I I l' l '\. 1...,11\ll· '\,I \ 'lll'<"h 
1~tlc nl ft.:1n~•h .. t.lnrnin.ttll'..:' \11,\\c.:nn!,f .ul 
ud .. t ,uhn11''" ~ 111ah.: 'f'l"tlll' .t tnunth 
\\ilh drc.1111 \l"lre"· \\h11 'uhjn·h him 
to "ndk" r11111,h111""'' 111d h11mili:i1ion, 
I k then liml' a !!id \\hu .1i:r""' tu h .1 

'""e. rl1e ''"n h." .1 \\ild t"i't cndini.:. 
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1mml "'"' t 11.. ... , clun:c ol '"" e'n'tlli\l· 
.-nupk' 11,ini: her hn11 mcthml, ul 
clkctl\e Jj,.,irlin .. ·1 \ , .. n \\cll·\Hiti.-11 

''' 1n. tin' l'lhh < 011nlu11 rck'.1-..· run' h I 
ral!c,, l.-.1111r1111! I cl:1"1<.' ill11,11·.11i1111,. 

~iJctiJln~ r;})icjeJ! 
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l>ISCll'I I '\,I· DH ,I· SI "-<1. h T hi' 
'( iur<lon Pre.:'' rc..·ll·.t,c. unL!nt.tlh 
puhli'h"d in I •><>i. k.11111·..- 12 l'"I!"' .,f 
\Upcrh ,p.1nl..ini: .1c·tiun! Th.re .1n '"ell 
inJi, idual I .clkr', "'"di ,1, .t 

l ·e.1Lurc<l """.:i.11 \ll 111 th, 't11ri<' in 
thi, 'llJl<,;rh ""'" <lc.11 \\1th f<,;11t.1I"" hc·i111! 
'Jlankin!! .111J Ji,ciplin .. ·<l. \ l."t·P·••:1.:<l. 
\en f!<Hkl rc:u.I! 
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"\:fl ( ;;u-Jn\.'r' ,: .... \ nl J 11u.1 ••• ~01111J.! 
!ttrl Oc~in!! .• l 0 \.'fOl1U.l1tU"\ • \\ IJu j, 
n:,cucd '" .1 nd1 .111il <:('('<.111 nc l"HllJ'lc. 
Sp;tnkin~' :,n: '-"un1n1unplal'L~ in 1lu' 
holhchuld •. 1ml "' <,;lllUDlh, "'LI') •Hie J;d' 

intu the :tel~ Thi' i2 paf!c "'"'" lc.t11ir.:-. 
ten illu,tratiun-.. ·'' "cll n-. "'"1' h11t 
al·tinn!! 

TEENAGE D SC PL NE 

'I I· I·"- \( ;t· I )ISi 11'1 I'\, I "'"' 
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WIFE WHIPPER 

l" 

by 

TIP TAYLOR 

f\ I 
( \l 

A Realistic Spanking Advent re 

\ tr'li. 'l'Dnkin:! cl.1"io.: • thi' J 11hi\ 

11<>\dctk 11' 'I ip t':nlor <lct.111' lhL Iii.. 
''"n of\ 1111111! \ I .rl.. I :undon. \\ho 
\\ itnL"''l' )11, ca" n snutlu:r..., nL1rit.1I 
111hddil\. I It.: 1 .... :;<:h llin' m:tn-i<:d 
'' otnL·n. "h1u11 he: tl.ttL" ~t.:\ \,;rat tittll' 
hdnre J'lllti,liin:.: thcn1 for hcini: naui;ht\ 
\\ j, "'' I 1.;U:!tll 64 p t!!C,. 

ALL AT ONLY £10 EACH 



and even n1ore ... 

< la"'" Rtpn11t 

Volume 2 Issue 38 
l :ll' 00 I 

( :oqmral '-" 3'- I "'l ""'ell 111 I 'lb(>. 
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ONLY £10 PER COPY 

ORDER FORM 
PLEASE SEND ME: 
L copies of SPANKMANSHIP @ £15 per copy ....................... ...................... £ ..................... .. 

L_j copies of IT HURTS SO GOOD@ £15 per copy....................................... £ ...................... . 

L copies of SUBURBAN SPANKING @ £15 per copy .................................. £ ..................... .. 

L copies of PADDLE PUNISHMENT@ £15 per copy................................... £ ...................... . 

L copies of DISCIPLINE DIGEST NO. 6 @ £15 per copy.............................. £ ...................... . 

D copies of TEENAGE DISCIPLINE @ £15 per copy..................................... £ ..................... .. 

L copies of SHE SPANKS TO CONQUER @ £10 per copy.......................... £ ..................... .. 

n copies of MAIO FOR PUNISHMENT @ £10 per copy................................ £ ........ ........ ...... . 

L copies of WIFE WHIPPER @ £10 per copy................................................ £ ..................... .. 

LJ copies of SPANKING DIGEST NO. 4 @ £10 per copy............................... £ ..................... .. c copies of DISCIPLINARIAN NO. 2 @ £10 per copy................................... £ ..................... .. c copies of SPANKING QUARTERLY NO. 2 @ £10 per copy....................... £ ..................... .. 

D copies of CORPORAL ISSUE 38 VOL. 2 @ £10 per copy......................... £ ............ ......... .. 

D copies of CORPORAL ISSUE 39 VOL. 2@ £10 per copy......................... £ ..................... .. 

D copies of CORPORAL ISSUE 41 VOL. 2@ £10 per copy......................... £ ..................... .. 

LJ copies of CORPORAL ISSUE 42 VOL. 2 @ £1 O per copy......................... £ ..................... .. 

TOTAL £ 

Send completed order form to Gordon Sergeant, 40 Old Compton Street, London W1 V 5PB 
(Make cheque payabk' to Gordon Sergeant') 

NAME ..................................................................................................................................................................... . 

ADDRESS .............................................................................................................................................................. . 

................................................................................................................... POSTCODE ....................................... . 


