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FOREWORD


The passion for flagellation counts numerous votaries all over the world. Birching lust flourishes in Austria, Hungary, Germany, and Russia. In all these countries, womankind is fully alive to the thrilling charm of the rod and its extraordinary effects upon the masculine organization. Innumerable are the lovers of the twigs in high society and amidst artists and intellectual folks.
It is in the United States that birching discipline is best known and most popular, being carried out with artistic, poetical sentiment until it becomes the inseparable, supreme refinement of love.
In France, flagellation has many followers, if one may judge by the fact that there are very few courtesans in Paris or the principal provincial towns who do not possess in a corner of their mirrored wardrobes a goodly selection of whipping instruments which are used by these complaisant cocottes almost every day. Many Parisian closed and shuttered houses of love can show special rooms fitted up with everything needful for the application of flogging pleasure. As priestesses, these mysterious temples are provided with most adorable, beautiful charmers, who exercise their art with finished skill, being perfectly able to lead the man who kneels before them through every delicious by-path of sublime and intoxicating voluptuousness.
The love of birching, active or passive, also exists in the upper circles of Paris. When, now and again, some sensual scandal is revealed, indiscreet newspapers lift a corner of the veil hiding these private practices, and the general public is strangely stirred.
Such propensities are generally put down as bordering on weird insanity.
When voluptuous flagellation is brought into play, it is nothing more than sublime exacerbation of tender affection, forcing a fervent lover to reach the highest pitch of adoration for the weaker sex. In that case, any pain inflicted by the female of his choice becomes a source of joy.
There are certainly many men and even women who cannot understand or permit such proceedings. To fully realise the enthralling influence of the birch, one must be predisposed by nature, instinct, temperament or education; or else specially destined to drain this cup of ineffable delight by some happy hazard of environment.
The women of France are not successful when trying to enact the part of a domineering queen. Young Parisian beauties, delightful types of femininity though they be, care for naught else in love but the simple frolic and merry laughter.
Austria, Hungary, Russia, and even Germany have given birth to haughty, superb females, such as Catherine the Great and Maria Theresa, fated to bend the lords of creation beneath their yoke, curbing manly pride by the power of an inexorable sceptre grasped in the small white hand of a woman.
Petticoated despots are still to be found in these lands. Empresses from the cradle, they have proud dispositions, and when in the flower of womanhood and wonderfully handsome, appreciative men are wafted into a terrestrial paradise, as they humble themselves before such tyrannical, capricious mistresses.
Sacher-Masoch, the powerful Hungarian novelist, used to delight in picturing implacable and haughty women. He is the author of a long series of thrilling tales and romances, where his dominating heroines pass in procession, as ruthless as Roman Empresses and as beautiful as Olympian goddesses. They are all cruel tigresses, but their excessive severity, joined to the fascination of their bodily beauty, causes in men the excessive exaggeration of loving pain, called “masochism.”
Nevertheless, we must distinguish between a “masochist” and a voluptuous flagellant. The latter is an ardent poet, awake to all delirious artistic manifestations, a fervent admirer of women, adoring his sweetheart with an ardour which gives rise to the greatest excesses of throbbing sensuous worship.
A masochist, on the contrary, is always depressed. Beauty without cruelty does not impress him. He never kisses the girl he adores, and his sole delight is to show her that his servility reaches the uttermost limits of disgusting ignominy. The more his mistress forces him to execute nauseating and infamous tasks, the happier he is-a repulsive and unfortunate slavish being. Mentally diseased, he often finishes in a madhouse. His desires are uninteresting; his cravings loathsome, and he can never please his female partner. She pities him, and he affords her but little pleasure.
A voluptuous lover of the rod is generally much sought after by women of refined tastes. He is a most agreeable sample of a suitor; good-humoured, full of gaiety, and brimming over with delicate attention for his companion. Artistic are his tastes; he is a lover of music and verse; his voice is daily lifted skywards, intoning a tuneful hymn in praise of sunny nature, and womankind made brighter and more comely by reciprocal tenderness.
Like all that is good and beautiful in loving passion, voluptuous flagellation has been handed down to us from ancient Greece, whence came penetrating kisses, maddening caresses, and the mystic lasciviousness of Lesbos.
Clyso, an adorable priestess of Venus, first caused the passion of flagellation to arise in Athens. She was one of the most entrancing and renowned courtesans at the epoch when the divine sculptor Praxiteles gave to the world his ideal types of marble beauty.
The story goes that an inhabitant of Creos, a village adjoining the fair city of Athens, had come into town to sell the produce of his fields, when he chanced to meet Clyso, the delicious wanton. Straightway, he fell in love with her, and so mad was his yearning that he offered her the half of his worldly possessions for one hour in her arms. Clyso consented. He was the happiest of men.
Clyso was not only endowed with rare, surpassing beauty, but she was intellectually gifted. Being of an inquiring mind, she asked the peasant, as he shared her couch, a thousand questions relating to his homestead.
She gleaned from his frank and honest answers that the cult of Venus was completely forgotten and neglected. Few sacrifices were made on the alter of love, although Creos was inhabited by robust, healthy males; and many women, as comely as Aphrodite incarnate.
Despite their bodily rigor, these men were stirred by no violent desires when they looked upon the scarcely-veiled nudity of their wives or girlish companions. Never did the frigid village lads seek to pluck the half-open rosebuds ready to their hands.
The senses of the maidens were also dulled by this indifference and the quadruple pink petals of their secret love-blossoms slowly faded and withered, deprived as they were of the divine dew of passionate ecstasy.
Such dreadful news saddened sort-hearted Clyso. Her sole aim in life was the radiant embrace in which her soul mounted to realms of indescribable bliss. She had sworn to Venus to devote her existence to the propagation of the religion of love among mankind, so that the bodies of mortals should quiver in the giddy vortex of deep sensual joy.
She was inexpressibly grieved to learn that at Creos, men as well-proportioned as Apollo, and women equaling Aphrodite in grace and allurement could pass their time on earth without seeking to fathom the mysteries of love.
With a heavy heart, away went saddened Clyso, tripping to the temple of her goddess. The fair priestess carried two trembling doves closely clasped to the tepid twin glories of her young bosom, as she prayed for help and inspiration. While the blood of the poor, white, feathered things gushed forth beneath the knife of the sacrificer, a branch fell from one of the trees of the sacred grove. As it dropped, the twig rebounded from Clyso's tiny, naked foot. It struck her white, firm flesh like a blow from the lash of a whip, but far from hurting her, seemed to vivify the whole frame of the gentle courtesan, causing her young blood to course through her veins with new and powerful ardour.
Recognising an omen of the gracious goddess, Clyso picked up the branch, and taking it with her, was absorbed in deep meditation as she wended her way homeward.
Gathering all her handmaidens around her, she returned with them to Creos. But before entering the hamlet, she ordered her devoted servant lasses to cut a great quantity of branches resembling the one consecrated to Venus, furthermore telling the girls to tie them into bundles, thus forming rods.
She next summoned all the inhabitants of the village to the market-place and whipped them-one after the other. The effect of this birching was magical; and new life-blood, as fierce and fiery as boiling lava, flowed in the veins of the lazy males. Their senses broke through all barriers. They threw themselves madly on their lovely wives, covering them with burning kisses; overwhelming them with the most intoxicating caresses; forcing their surprised and delighted companions to experience the most profound, sweet spasms of lustful felicity.
Clyso was happy at last, and when she went back to Athens, offered up another pair of white doves, immolating them in devout thankfulness to the beneficent goddess.
Athens was soon astir with the tidings of the miracle of Creos. There was not a Greek but who desired to taste the sweets of the love-philter sent on earth by Venus.
Young or old, all men rushed to throw themselves at Clyso's feet, offering their muscular bodies to be flagellated, so that they might be strengthened and rejoiced by the divine nectar instilled through her stinging, magic rods.
The whole of Athens revelled in a splendid love-feast beneath the fire of the miraculous talisman-birchen twigs awakening desire, increasing manly vigour and causing the flame of lubricity to burn brightly in the veins.
Clyso had not rods enough to lash all the writhing bodies prostrate before her, quivering impatiently to be fortified by the strokes of her bewitching birch.
So her sister courtesans of Athens furnished themselves likewise with an ample store of supple green twigs. Under the aphrodisiacal influence of divine flagellation, old men acquired rejuvenescence, and youths and middle-aged males found their amorous fury increased tenfold.
Thus was voluptuous flagellation discovered by Clyso, and taking firm root at Athens, it gradually spread through the entire kingdom of Greece.
Flourishing mightily, the worship of the rod passed into the Roman Empire, where young courtesans and harridan harlots were never without a bundle of whistling birch wherewith to invigorate their lovers and cause them to increase the force and number of their caresses, clippings, and intertwinings of soft sexual conjunction.



CHAPTER I


I knew that voluptuous flagellation flourished in North America, but I had no idea of the delightful way in which it was practised. From the standpoint of charm and poetical feeling, there are in that country exceptional opportunities for amateurs of birching discipline.
I made a two months' trip through the United States during the spring of 1905. My delightful journey was one long triumphal march, as far as entrancing whipping pleasure is concerned. From my boyhood's days, I have been a fervent worshipper of birching, and I found fresh surprises in every town of the vast continent, while I was continually marvelling at the beauty and enthralling charm of the divine priestesses of love who preside over the alter of the birch.
America is the promised land of flagellation. On every tree grow supple twigs, used daily in schools. Floggings are frequent in families, where children as well as adults are severely corrected.
When President MacKinley spoke of the Cuban war, he used a typical expression. “We don't want to exterminate the Spaniards,” he said, “our sole desire is to give them a good birching.”
That word “birching,” crops up in every conversation, and is to be found in newspapers, stories, and songs. Teachers flog; the whip is wielded in houses of correction; the cowhide is an instrument of revenge; the free citizen of Columbia is birched for health's sake, or he submits to a thrashing because he likes it.
I had been two days at Chicago, when some advertisements in the daily papers attracted my attention by their enigmatical phrasing:
“Miss Nelly speciality massage, from noon to 9 p.m.”
“Miss Florence, severe disciplinary treatment, 10 a.m. to 10 p.m.”
“Miss Clara, scientific massage, from 9 a.m. to 10 p.m.”
These announcements puzzled me not a little, but I called to mind something similar in the Parisian Press, relating to “English educational methods for unruly pupils.”
Such appeals to public curiosity are made by charming cocottes who birch their adorers with fierce voluptuousness. I had often worshipped at their shrines in the Gay City, being as I have said, a fervent lover of lascivious lashing sport.
When very young, I had an adventure that caused this passion to arise in my being, and as I grew up, my longing for the rod greatly increased. No doubt the seed fell on a soil already well prepared, for as far back as I can remember, corporal punishment exercised a peculiar dominating influence on my disposition.
Belonging to a family of Scotch origin, in which the tradition of birching discipline had always been maintained I was soon acquainted with the furious, mystic caress of the supple twigs. Every time I was punished by a full dose, the tickle-toby being applied with a firm hand by my harsh governess, I fell under the spell of a strange sensation which I could hardly define. It possessed a certain pleasurable charm, and soon I sought, not to avoid my penance, but to provoke it, especially when my nerves, strung to the highest pitch, seemed to clamour for the beneficent shower of cuts.
When I was twelve years of age, there came a change in the organisation of our household, and I was no longer whipped.
As a consequence of this enforced calm and repose, I had almost forgotten my weird and agreeable feelings under the birch, when a couple years later, an incident took place which enslaved me body and soul to the extraordinary, besetting passion of flagellation.
My parents thought it would be good for me to pass my holidays in England, so as to enable me to speak the language of Shakespeare better than I could by learning it at school in Paris. I was sent to stop with a family of friends who lived in a pretty cottage at Richmond, not far from the celebrated park.
I was cordially welcomed by the mistress of the house, a young widow about thirty-five. Her name was Mrs. Smythe, and she had two charming daughters, fifteen and thirteen years of age, and a little boy of ten.
I soon noticed that my hostess ruled her tiny army with great rigour. The slightest fault was punished by birching.
When, in an adjacent room, I heard the noise of the rod brushing tender flesh, and the cries of my tiny playmates, my blood boiled. I was over-whelmed by a strong emotional feeling.
These corrections were generally inflicted in the bath-room, where a stock of fine, sturdy rods was always kept soaking in a pail, in order to that they might remain lithe and supple. When I was left alone in this room, shut in while I performed my ablutions, I could not refrain from touching the bundles of birch, old friends of mine by whom I was now abandoned. As I stepped naked out of the water in the morning, seeing them dripping on a chair, I often tried to calm my craving by dealing myself a few stingers, but I regretted not being able to hit hard for fear the noise should be overheard.
When I left the bath-room, I would put the rods back in the water, never daring to think that one day the hand of the charming lady of the house would brandish them relentlessly over my loins.
This impossible dream, filling me simultaneously with joy and terror, was however soon realised. I perceived that I was no more exempt from the ardent touch of the bath-room birch than was sweet Maud, the handsome and fair fifteen-year-old girlie, delicious Lizzie, her auburn sister, just thirteen, or sprightly Master Bob, only ten.
I made Lizzie accompany me to the end of the garden, to help me to demolish an ant-hill I had discovered. The little insects scampered away in all directions, much to our joint amusement, and they lost no time crawling up Lizzie's legs, as she squatted near the scene of mischievous eviction. She jumped up, shaking her short skirts and shrieking.
To quiet her and help her to get rid of the ants, I led her to the neighbouring summer-house. I was overjoyed at this lucky accident, allowing me an excuse to explore the undergarments of the handsome hoyden whose naked calves were extremely alluring to my young senses. I was not long before pulling off her tiny white linen knickers, and as I ran my eye over her delicate rosy limbs, and plump, round posterior, my budding, boyish passions rose to fever heat. With joy my hands smoothed her satin skin. Maddened by this unknown rapture, I fastened my burning lips to a divine mysterious cleft I had never seen before.
I should have liked to prolong this exquisite kiss of the pink grotto of her sex, shaded with slight silky down, and have licked her all over indefinitely. It was all so novel for me! Lizzie liked it too. But I felt myself violently tugged at from behind. A hand pulled my long curly hair. I tumbled over on my back, and saw Mrs. Smythe standing erect over me.
She was trembling with rage, and as I sprang up to my feet, gave me two stout slaps in the face, nearly knocking my little head off. I saw a shower of sparks. She then turned to Lizzie and dealt her a similar brace of smacks; afterward driving us both brutally before her into the house.
Without another word, I was at once bundled into an empty room. The door was locked, and I was left for an hour to reflect upon my dreadful plight. I may was well confess at once that I felt no remorse. On the contrary, I was delighted at my discovery. I could think of nothing but the image of the radiant slit, so miraculously revealed. The veil of my youthful cecity concerning sexual differences was lifted at last. Mentally, I compared feminine and masculine bodies and I was pleased to mark that God must be a lusty lover and a delicate artist to have formed the secret cranny of the fair sex like the calyx of a flower. I made a vow to devote myself fanatically to the worship of the mystic blossom and adore it fervently as long as I lived.
My daydreams were disturbed by the entrance of the housemaid who took me straight to the bath-room.
As I entered, I saw the worn stump of a rod on the ground, amid a quantity of broken twigs, from which I concluded that before I had been fetched Lizzie had passed a rough half-hour.
I pitied the poor girl who ws innocent after all, but Mrs. Smythe's harsh tones cut my musings short.
“Young man,” she said, “I can find no words to qualify the act you have committed. Your crime is so monstrous that I ought really to send you packing back home to Paris at once. I do not wish, however, to grieve your kind parents. They have delegated to me all their rights over you while you reside under my roof, comprising permission to punish you as I may think fit when you deserve to be corrected. I have therefore decided that your wrong-doing shall be expiated by corporal punishment as proportionally severe as your great fault deserves. You will thus learn that an Englishman respects all women, and more than any, an innocent young girl. I warn you that I shall flog your naughty bottom mercilessly. I also tell you at once that it will be best for you to submit with due humility to your deserved punishment. Should you resist my authority, I shall take forcible measures to restrain you. Here I have everything necessary for subduing a young scamp such as you are!”
I uttered not a word in reply, feeling quite dazed, not knowing whether I ought to be overjoyed at tasting at last the caress of the magic rod, or be alarmed at the rigour of the chastisement the young mother threatened in such despotic terms.
My impassibility seemed to increase her ill-temper.
“Undress!” she commanded, clutching my arm, and shaking me furiously.
Suiting the action to the word, she helped me to obey by tearing off my garments.
I was soon in my shirt, blushing to have to stand thus, half-nude, in the presence of this beautiful woman, who looked quite young. My shame, however, was not devoid of lascivious pleasure.
She pushed me toward a heavy armchair and made me lean over its seat. They she fastened me securely to this piece of furniture, in the proper position for enduring my torture. I could not take my eyes off my lovely hostess, whose irritation increased the beauty of her features. Giving fresh life to her good looks, causing her to appear bold and fearless. Every time her silk skirt touched my naked flesh or her soft hand skimmed over my skin, a delicious thrill ran through my frame.
From the pail, she chose a long rod, and after having shook the superfluous moisture from it, she wiped it on a towel, and made it whiz through the air, as if to try its elasticity.
“You'll now see,” she said, coming close to me, “what happens to a boy of your age who takes indecent liberties with a young lady!”
The rod began its wild saraband on my buttocks. I throbbed and bounded beneath the ruthless onslaught, unable to prevent myself from groaning with real pain.
My lamentations evidently excited the rage of my severe flogging hostess, and she kept on hitting me with still greater force. I trembled in every limb, making desperate efforts to get loose. But I was tightly tied, entirely at the mercy of cruel young materfamilias who continued to birch me with a firm hand, unheeding my cries and prayers for forgiveness.
When her birch had been worn away to a stump, she desisted-but not till then. The violence of her beating had caused every twig of the bundle to be broken. My fright increased, because I saw her return to the fatal bucket, and I greatly feared that she was about to take another rod and continue my martyrdom. But she only dipped her practised hand in the cold water for a few seconds; her fingers being numbed by the tension of her grip, and her palm slight scratched by the thorny ends of the branches forming the handle.
When she finally undid the ropes that held me captive, I ached all over and was quite exhausted. There was blood on my thighs, and the tail of my shirt stuck to my raw bottom.
The young widow did not deal me a second dose, and a few days afterward, when the traces of her severe treatment had disappeared, all that remained of this adventure was a most entrancing remembrance. I fell under the imperious obsession of a curious feeling which impelled me to long for the sting of the rod grasped by the firm hand of the lovely widowed Mrs. Smythe.
My yearning remained unsatisfied, and I said goodbye to Lizzie's mother with deep regret. Up to the moment of my departure, I had hoped that something would happen to curb me again under her bewitching blows.
At home again in Paris, the memory of the torture undergone at Richmond remained in my brain like some faraway disturbing dream.
For many years, I lived with the seed of flagellating passionate lasciviousness germinating in my inmost soul. In the society of capricious and refined queens of Parisian fashion, I tried fruitlessly to find a woman who understood my haunting ideas. But the lust of the rod being practised in secret, prevents confidential discussion. I read all the exciting works of Sacher-Masoch, and my young, ardent imagination grew more and more inflamed by the perusal of his novels and tales which filled my mind with enticing pictures where I saw myself in the power of beautiful, hot blooded, ferocious females.
Soon, however, reality granted me delights surpassing my most extravagant fancies.



CHAPTER II


As soon as I was manly enough to freely frequent any female I fancied, my love of flagellation, so far only a dream, blossomed into tangibility.
In the lounge of one of the principal Parisian variety halls, I became acquainted with a fine-looking, haughty brunette who at first sight made a deep impression on me.
A born Parisienne, having first seen the light in the outlying district of La Chapelle, she had started life as an apprentice to a manufacturing jeweller, before trying to sell her charms to the highest bidder. Despite her humble beginning, she was one of those heroines Sacher-Masoch loved to depict. It is not indispensible that a woman should come into the world in a sumptuous castle of the so-called blue Danube to posses an ardent and imperious disposition.
This splendid dark woman bearing the prosaic name of Julie, might have been a twin sister to some cruel Wanda, or terrible Sarolta dear to my favorite novelist. Julie's obscure birth and early workshop career did not prevent her carrying herself like a true patrician dame and even in her most tender, yielding moments, her manner was brutally despotic. She was selfish while enjoying carnal conjonction, and full of pride. I was quite stirred by her overbearing moods.
I should never have dared to have approached her on the subject of flogging, if I had not accidentally discovered that she was a fervent expert in this salacious science. Entering her bedroom one day unannounced, I caught her with a long, flexible birch in her hand, and she deftly hid the whipping implement as she saw me. The revelation came upon me like a clap of thunder, and mastering my emotion as best I could, I asked her huskily how it was she had a rod in her possession.
“Does that surprise you, my dear boy?” she replied. “I love to whip men!”
Her words rang in my ears like celestial chimes, and my joy ws so immense that I felt as if I was going to faint.
Without speaking, I lead the young cocotte to the corner where she had hidden her magic wands.
“Oh, I know what you are going to say!” she explained. “It's very funny, but I guessed your feelings the first time you had me. I was awfully astonished when you came to see me often and never unburdened yourself about your sweet mania. You're in luck's way to-day, for you've no idea how excited I am! Only handling that bunch of twigs that I've got ready for one of my gentleman friends who ought to have been here an hour ago, has made me feel as wicked and barbarous as possible! Come, darling, let that rod of mine writhe like a living thing on your stout bottom! Make haste, I entreat you!”
Never waiting for my reply, she began tearing my clothes off my back. When I stood naked before her, she slipped out of her dressing-gown, the only garment veiling the secrets of her delicious body, and like a madwoman, the fascinating flogging harlot threw herself upon me, pinching my flesh with both hands, and making her teeth almost meet in the nipples of my breast and the muscles of my arms.
Clutching the rod with her right hand, she enlaced me with her legs and her left arm, squeezing me in a vice-like grip, in such a way as to present my plump young bum most advantageously to the approach of her blows which she rained down furiously.
Flooded by the fiery waves of her frenzied birching cuts; electrified by the close contact of her firm flesh, I writhed and twisted in an infinite lewd spasm of wild enjoyment. Her frame followed the movements of mine, as she still held me clasped to her, unceasingly applying with sure hand and great skill a series of stinging cuts causing atrocious pain. The elastic birch rebounded like a metal spring, and its hissing ends always touched upon the same sensitive spots just at the lower part of my bottom, at the top of my thighs. My twin hinder cheeks quivered and trembled at the incandescent kisses of the supple instrument of torturing passion.
Making a desperate effort to escape from the fatal embrace, and avoid the awful stinging stripes, I fell, turning right over, dragging my implacable dominating mistress with me.
With one bound, she sprang to her feet, and throwing her whole weight-that of a tall, fine woman-upon me, she bent one knee on the nape of my neck, seizing my arm in her nervous hand. She had thus found a posture that suited her; where she had full command over my backside, and so she kept on striking at it, never stopping.
“I must flog you! I must! I must!” she cried, and her words burnt into my brain, as she accompanied her exclamation with formidable blows.
A prisoner under her precious, but inexorable yoke, I felt the full force of her descending blows, as I shuddered all over. I yelled with the pain of her attack, but she occupied an inexpugnable position and profited by it to keep on birching me, covering my bruised buttocks with a never-ending shower of fearful strokes.
She only stopped when the rod failed her. Half its branches were broken, and littered every part of her room. Throwing away the remains of her birch, Julie fell upon me like a wild beast, shaking me and biting me, until at last she forced upon my eager, willing mouth the dewy rosebud of her sex which opened itself and palpitated beneath my moist kiss and titillating tongue.
The furious copulation that followed transported us in heavenly ecstasy, taking our senses away in a reciprocal swoon of delight. I left her dwelling, with a staggering walk resembling that of a drunkard, my backside afire from the bristling twigs, and my flesh tingling from the insensate joy of our delirious bout of love.
I had discovered the divinity I longed for. She showered upon me the sweet warm rain of voluptuous sensual enjoyment. Many a time and oft did I howl and rave under the adorable pain of Julie's bewitching birch.
Thus it was that my lecherous love for voluptuous flagellation took a thoroughly defined shape in my mind, and possessed me for ever. As time went on, I found out other clever torturing beauties, among courtesans as well as in the ranks of the most aristocratic ladies of high standing in Parisian society.
Among the latter, the most striking was a young girl of seventeen who did not look more than thirteen, so slight and gracile was she-fair, fresh, and delicate, with a child's voice and a baby's face.
One of our most famous procuresses, Madame Suzanne de Dreux, told me that she knew a real female phenomenon, a tit-bit for an amateur. The meeting and the bout took place in a sumptuously furnished flat, rue de la Victoire, where there was a room specially arranged, fitted up with every kind of apparatus pertaining to the practice of flagellation in all its branches.
I was surprised to see a little slip of a girl enter the whipping chamber. I felt inclined to propose a game of marbles, when, in curt tones, she put a stop to my attempts at joking.
With the utmost deftness, she tied me across a bench, and when I was powerless, birched me with extraordinary cleverness. She was as much a mistress of her rod as a violin-player is master of his bow, and led me up and down the gamut of voluptuous pain, the torturing path leading to heaven through hellish purgatory, transporting me finally into a luminous paradise of lubricity where I felt myself dying with ineffable bliss. The inspired goddess, who had brought about my spermatic delirium, wirithe on the ground in a vibrating paroxysm of indescribable meretricious voluptuousness, her secret sluices replying in solitude to the gush of my wellspring of manhood.
As we were both exhausted, I called for champagne, and the wonderful wee lassie consented to confide to me how her passionate love of whipping had been born in her.
In babyish accents, but with the malicious wit of a precocious girlie, she told me that her brother, two years her senior, had contracted a desire to be birched after having studied at a college where the master, a decrepit clergyman, allowed his young and robust betterhalf to whip the boarders.
When the youthful collegian returned to Paris, he visited prostitutes to satisfy his yearnings which had become a pressing need, but his mother and father kept him from gadding about and he was obliged to flog himself on the sly.
His sister caught him birching his own bottom one day, and the young lover of the rod revealed the hidden secret of his lust to her, leading her to follow him into the birching vortex. Compassionate and full of tender pity, she determined that her brother should not be deprived any longer and offered her services immediately. He accepted eagerly, and happiness reigned in both their hearts ever since. At first, it was in the parental dwelling that they indulged in their favourite sport, the fear of detection proving an additional charm.
Later on, free to do as they liked, they built a discreet nest to shelter the incestuous mysteries of their mutual splendid lech. In a little villa, hidden amidst trees and flowers at Neuilly, the young lass improved her mind and trained her hand so that she became a perfect flagellating artist.
I was afterwards informed by an American girl who had been a governess in a fashionable Boston boarding school, that corporal punishment was quite common throughout the United States in governmental schools, and families. She insinuated that flagellating passions flourished also. That was all she said, drawing back when she found how ardently I pressed her to reply to my interrogatories concerning the use of the rod. She was quite shocked. Her words were soon afterward corroborated by a rich member of the demi-monde to whom a Yankee lover had recited, in picturesque bold language, glowing stories of the satisfaction he obtained by means of voluptuous flagellation in his free country, where the art of birching was taught by divine wenches.
I therefore resolved to explore this paradise of the rod and having inherited a fortune through the death of a generous uncle, I thought I would treat myself to a voyage through America and devote a royal sum of money to the indulgence of my passion.
In March, 1905, I embarked at Cherbourg on an Atlantic greyhound bound for New York, where I experienced such a unique and fairy-like pleasure that I intend to live my birching adventures over again, and so immortalise their memory in these pages.



CHAPTER III


The first few days after my arrival, I was greatly interested by the novel sight of the Yankee monstrous agglomeration of feverish, busy, go-ahead workers, and the only way I nourished my devouring hunger for flagellating joys was by listening to conversations wherein I was often startled to find allusions to corporal punishment.
In the columns devoted to current events in a leading New York daily, I read about a boy and a girl, caught in an indecent position under a doorway, playing at the game of “pa and ma.” The precocious couple was soon arrested and severely birched by a policeman's wife, officially entrusted with the duty of whipping sentenced to culprits. I regretted not being able to go and play at this forbidden game sheltered by some wide portal, so as to be given over to the municipal female flogger, who, I imagined, must be a first class flagellant.
Finding no immediate birching satisfaction, my lech began to jar my nerves seriously, and the image of the birching police virago trotted daily in my mind, until the idea struck me that it would not be amiss to introduce myself to her, so that she could whip me in return for a monetary gift.
I therefore charged one of my hotel commissionaires to obtain an interview for me with the flogging female of my dreams. He succeeded in making an appointment on my behalf in a neighbouring square. I was delighted at this result, hoping at last to begin my task of gaining practical experience of American whipping methods.
The day came, and at the appointed spot, I met a woman of low class extraction, but with a certain air of bold authority, eminently suited to her functions.
I told her what I wanted in plain words, but directly she grasped the meaning of my request, she stopped me.
“That's not my business,” she said. “I only birch women and children; my husband punishes the men. I know what you require. You'd better try a massage institute.”
She departed, obstinately refusing the five-dollar bill I tried to slip into her big fist to reward her for her loss of time. I was highly excited at having been in the company of this implacable birching dame, so independent in her talk and manner.
During the afternoon, strolling through the populous streets, I caught sight of a door-plate with the mention, “Massage Institute.”
“The very thing!” I exclaimed.
Delighted at being able to follow the advice of the magisterial flogging female so quickly, I ran up to the second floor, where the same kind of plate fixed on a door.
A page-boy showed me into a room where I saw a tall, buxom lady, far from ugly, but with little or no gentility in her bearing. She was dressed like a hospital nurse, with her sleeves rolled up to the elbow.
“Massage?” she said. “All right-two dollars! Undress!”
She pointed to a low sofa covered with a linen sheet.
I was soon stripped, looking about me as I pulled off my clothes. There were bottles, sponges, and horsehair gloves, but no signs of birchen twigs.
As soon as I was on my back on the couch, the obliging female got to work. She patted, rubbed and pinched me all over. It was really most excellent shampooing.
After a short interval, I ventured to ask her without mincing matters if she went in for flagellation.
“No!” was all she said, continuing her massage.
I kept questioning her, refusing to believe her statements.
“That's not my graft!” she added still kneading my limbs.
“But I've been told that I could get whipped at all massage establishments,” I insinuated.
“Yes,” she replied, “gentlemen do get birched by women who call themselves 'masseuses.' They've got no diplomas. It costs ten or twenty dollars for a few cuts from a rod. I work like a horse for two dollars, but I'm a real, certified masseuse.”
Her forefinger, shining with vaseline, pointed out a big parchment covered with seals and stamps. It was hanging on the wall in a fine gold frame.
“Not a stone's throw from here,” she added, “on the other side of the street, two blocks away, you'll see a sign which says 'Special Massage.' That's where you'll locate the artful creatures you need!” quite satisfied with the information, if not with the way in which it was conveyed, I waited impatiently for the painstaking masseuse to put an end to her rough rubbing, although its stimulation prepared my body for more efficacious action.
I soon found the establishment in question, and the scene presented to my gaze was quite different to anything I had as yet to see on this side of the Atlantic. In a comfortable parlour, sat an elderly lady, dressed in deep black, and wearing gold-rimmed spectacles, giving her an owl-like appearance. She was busy embroidering a pair of slippers. On a sofa-bench which ran along the whole of one side of the room, four young women lolled in lazy attitudes.
They were all very pretty. One was a haughty blonde with luxuriant yellow hair; next to her reclined an auburn darling with curly locks-an uncommon type, resembling a courtesan of ancient Venice; and this brace of beauties was flanked by a pair of saucy-eyed brunettes, doubtless of Irish descent, with fine fair skins. They were all dressed alike, in loose robes, that had flowing sleeves like Japanese kimonos, cut very low in front, and terminating in a V-shaped point, so that the girls' firm white breasts could be viewed almost in their entirety. The quartette's little white feet, innocent of stockings, were encased in small shoes, having high gilt heels.
As I entered, the old woman threw her work on one side, and advanced curtseying.
“You want a birching?” she asked.
“Yes,” I replied.
“Bully for you! You're the right man in the right place. How will you take it-easy, mild, or strong?”
“Rather strong, if you please.”
“Not afraid of surrendering to a whipping girl who is crazy on flogging a man? She's very hot on the job, rather cruel, and sometimes loses her head. In that case, she goes a bit too far for most gents. Don't say afterwards I didn't warn you!”
“I'm not frightened! She won't kill me!” I exclaimed. “That's just the treatment I prefer!”
“I reckon you'll get about your bellyful,” was the matron's dry rejoinder. “Miss Cora will spank you pretty, and there'll be nary laugh about it!”
At these words, the lass with the golden locks rose majestically, tossed her head in the air, arched her loins, and looked at me scornfully.
“It's ten dollars,” continued the old procuress eagerly, and in a fiffey she seized the bank-note I handed her.
“Pass on-in front of me! Hurry up!” said my tall imperious queen, and she pushed me rather brutally toward a short passage leading to a small room.
I found myself in a real arsenal of flagellation implements. A large enamelled zinc tub contained quantities of birch-rods in all sizes and lengths, soaking in water. On a table were loose twigs ready to be selected and tied in bundles. On the walls hung various kinds of martinets with thongs of leather and cord. I also remarked a collection of whips. A shelf was stocked with riding-whips of whalebone and twisted catgut; all slender, elegant, and flexible. A servant-girl in a white apron was making rods, and the floor was littered with the green leaves she had stripped from the branches.
“I've tumbled into a wholesale flagellating firm,” said I to myself, as I glanced round at the enormous number of instruments of torture. “Bottoms are cut up here, I should say, by dozens-nay, by the gross!”
My thoughts were interrupted by my fair-haired, conquering Cora speaking to the hired girl.
“Choose two good rods, Molly! The longest and strongest you've got! I don't know what's the matter with me to-day! I'm quite unnerved and fretful. I'm just dying to hear a man howl!”
“If you feel that way, Miss Cora,” said Molly, “I guess you'd better take a stinging little riding-whip. That'll make him yell louder still!”
“Yes, I'll not forget the whip,” responded Cora warmly, “but I want two rods as well, so as to tan his hide before I weal it till it bursts!”
This bloodthirsty little speech was uttered in sharp, biting accents, followed by a tigress-like flashing side-look at your humble servant, causing a voluptuous shiver to run through the whole of his body.
While the servant carefully wiped two long, supple, stout rods, Miss Cora selected a whip, after trying several on her open pink palm. She chose one of elastic black whalebone, as straight and tapering as the steel top of a lightning-conductor.
“Look alive! Get along!” she said to me, as, grasping her rods and whip, she drove me before her, out of the room.



CHAPTER IV


Roughly, with brutally nervous movements, the young woman took me a few steps down the passage, and then sent me spinning into another room, deliberately bolting the door, which she hid by heavy hangings.
The floor of this chamber was covered with a soft carpet, and I could not help seeing a kind of post, breast-high. It was fixed in the middle of the room, and covered with velvet. At the top of it was a bright copper ring through which ran a silken cord, the end reaching to the ground.
“Strip!” exclaimed martial Miss Cora. “Wait a bit. You seem rather dull! I'll wake you up, my lad!”
I had just taken off my morning coat, and as she spoke, she gave me such a fearful stinger from her whip across the back of my waistcoat that I almost lost my footing.
Before I could utter a syllable, the cruel flogging lass threw herself upon me, and tore off the rest of my clothes with skilful strength quite uncommon in a woman. It was not without a throb of pleasure that I submitted to the strenuous efforts of the implacable and vigorous feminine fingers which impressed me with the power of petticoat tyranny. So, ready to endure any suffering Cora felt inclined to inflict, I offered her my naked body.
With a coquettish gesture, Cora flung off her delicate little shoes, and the whiteness of her tiny feet-like a pair of spotless doves-showed up gloriously enhanced by the dark red background of the Smyrna carpet.
She dragged off my shirt and undervest, and throwing me on the ground, trampled on me, as she seized a rod. Threatening me with it, she made me lay prostrate while she thrust her toes to my lips.
“Lick!” she shouted, and down came her rod with a loud crash, swishing my shrinking rump without the slightest idea of moderation, while my mouth feasted greedily on her exquisite pink and white pedal extremities, perfumed like some strange tropical flower and as agreeable to the taste as fruit from the gardens of paradise.
I writhed in agony under the fiery cuts of Cora's busy birch, and as, by the irregularity of my contortions, I let her foot escape from between my lips, she dealt me a startling blow, with renewed rage.
“I'll give you the whip, if you let my foot go again!” she exclaimed. “Take it entirely in your mouth!” she added, not ceasing to birch me rigorously while giving her orders.
Her delicious tiny toes-five rose-petals-passed beyond my lips to be sucked by my mouth and tickled by my tongue. Her foot half choked me, but I groaned with rapture, which the searing stripes of the painful birch were powerless to overcome.
My adorable charmer passed round to the other side of my body, so as to whip in the contrary direction, and she thrust out her other foot for me to kiss. I rolled on the carpet, unknowingly describing a circle in order to try and evade the awful blows of the sharp twigs. I took good heed, however, not to let Cora's exquisite wee toes escape from my clinging mouth. One devilish, white-hot stinger caused the tit-bit to slip from the touch of my tongue. My efforts to regain possession of the fairy foot were in vain, for the alert young female threw her rod away and fell back on the sofa.
I breathed freely, relieved at no longer experiencing the dreadful burning smart of the rode. I stretched my limbs, and contemplated my tormentress.
“How was it? Great, eh? Had a good time?” she asked roguishly, with a smile. “Lucky chap to have a free lunch off women's natty feet!”
Then suddenly rising, she grew serious again.
“Come here! Now, I'm going to whip you!” she said harshly.
I hardly understood her. For the last half-hour I had been writhing on the ground under the flaming cuts of her stinging birchen caresses and now she spoke as if only just about to begin flogging me!
I begged her to spare me. My praywers-alas! — only made her burst out with a long peal of silvery laughter.
“What a fool you are! Let you off?” she merrily said. “I haven't whipped you yet. I've only just started! Come along and make no fuss about it!” she picked up the silk cord, and tying my wrists, dragged me to the post, fixing my bound wrists to the ring at the top. I was captive by the arms and entirely at her mercy.
Cora's flowing robe, loose from top to bottom, had opened itself during our struggles, showing the treasures of her fair-skinned frame; her hard, white breasts tipped with pink buds; her flat polished ivory belly, finished off by the mysterious golden curls of her sexual fleece; and her perfectly-shaped legs terminating in a pair of adorable little feet, still moist from my hot servile kisses.
She rolled up her sleeves, pinning them to her shoulders. I could see her lovely, white, dimpled arms, while she seized the second, unused rod, and clutched me under her left arm. I felt a thrill of enjoyment by reason of the contact of her tepid skin, but my delight was quickly dispelled when such force that I started in real excruciating pain.
The rod hissed serpent-like through the air, and spreading out like a released steel spring, slashed deeply on both buttocks, as the torturing creature held me with her strong arm to prevent me moving.
With sonorous swishing sounds, the shower of blows fell on my aching posteriors. Unable to support the acute suffering, I began to groan.
“Yell, you devil!” she exclaimed. “I love to listen to men who howl! Louder! Louder!” with another outburst of hysterical merriment, she struck at me with all the strength she could muster, birching me with might and main. My backside, bruised and bleeding, seemed ablaze. I arched my trembling body beneath this frenzied assault, and all at once freed myself from the grip of her arm, turning half round.
She cast the rod from her. I heaved a sigh of relief.
“Don't holloa till you've out of the wood,” she said. “I've not done with you yet!”
Picking up her birch, she once more encircled my loins with her lovely, powerful arm. I almost swooned with delight when she lifted one leg from the folds of her open kimono, twisting her shapely lower limb round one of mine, so as to hold me tighter to her. And once again the biting birch resumed its diabolical dance all over my palpitating backside.
“Howl away1” she shrieked, noticing that I clenched my teeth, and was silent under the scalding shower of stinging stripes.
I wsa soon unable to restrain from yelling. My cries seemed to amuse her. Her nervous laughter rang through the room like the sound of some clarion of victory, as her nervous fingers never ceased brandishing the rod which rebounded from my scarlet rump like a sword-blade.
I made renewed despairing efforts to escape, but her arm and leg held me fast, tightening against my trembling body with a solid and delicious grip.
Cora at last grew tired. Throwing away her rod, worn to a jagged stump on my poor bottom, she thought fit to rest herself for a moment.
She now took the riding-whip. Forcing me to assume a bowed posture, masterful Cora stood a little way off. Lifting her weapon as if saluting with a fencing foil, she gave me about ten awful cuts in rapid succession. They were well-aimed, and so terribly painful on my bruised stern that I fell to the ground with a long shriek under the influence of such atrocious pain that I quivered all over.
When I left the fantastical temple of torture, my head whirled giddily. A thousand hot branding-irons seemed to have made my posterior hiss as if broiled.
This violent flagellation appeased my lustful longings for a several days. My raw rump needed rest. Such a vigorous birching had cut me to pieces. The most harm had arisen from the formidable lady's whip. It had raised a series of red weals, full of blood, and smartly pricking at the least touch.
I left New York for Chicago. As time went on, the energetic discipline of my yellow-haired birching beauty left naught in my brain but a voluptuous remembrance. Her luxurious comeliness; her authoritative disposition and inexorable manner were charming for me to think about.
I passed a week visiting the marvels of Chicago-its manufacturies and stockyards-until my lubricity was once more awakened by the goad of my secret yearning for flagellation.
I had discovered in a daily newspaper mystic advertisements, relating to “severe and special massage treatment,” emanating beyond a doubt from the radiant priestesses officiating at the altar of the occult religion of voluptuous flagellation, of which I had been afforded a foretaste by capricious Cora of the golden locks.
My wayward imagination, ever eager for the unknown, soon prompted me to try fresh experiments. I cut out and collected with care all the announcements that appeared in the press and seemed to relate to the rod, hoping, in my rambles round the crowded city to make interesting discoveries throughout the birching world, so attractive to me.



CHAPTER V


One fine, sunny afternoon, I determined to begin my visit to the “specialty masseuses”. “Miss Nelly” came first at the top of the advertisement column in the leading Chicago daily, so I boarded a car, and soon reached the street where she lived.
I found myself in a fine, new house where a magnificent elevator, guilt like a Chinese pagoda, landed me at bewildering speed on the fourth floor.
A tall, stout negress, dressed in blue silk with yellow trimmings-a laughing black girl with a fine figure-led me into a large drawing-room. The ceiling was supported with stucco columns, standing on golden pedestals. This saloon was furnished with striking luxury, being full of artistic furniture, statuary, and rare curiosities.
Soon I saw appear between the pillars a dazzling creature, remarkably handsome-Venus incarnate, half naked in a white peplum. Quite fascinated, I admired the pure contours of her beautiful arms, seemingly fashioned out of pink marble; her big, melting, intelligent blue eyes; and her wealth of hair of the hue of ripe corn. Her locks were twisted into a heavy knot, resting low down on the nape of her rounded straight neck.
“Come, friend,” she said with affable familiarity, drawing me near to her on a soft couch, “and tell me all your troubles.”
I was delighted at such an affable welcome and painted my admiration for he loveliness in glowing colours.
The blue and yellow coon-girl then brought in a tray full of splendid crystal glasses and flagons of liqueurs; sweets, cakes and Turkish cigarettes.
“Friend,” said my adorable blonde hostess, “do you know the duties a fervent lover owes his mistress?” And she added: “He should be the originator of a thousand delights and imagine new tricks of voluptuous joy-all for her! He must surround her with an atmosphere of immense sensuality; pay her refined, detailed delicate attention, besides being willing, submissive, caressing and inventive. His mistress will be all in all to him. She will embody the whole universe, becoming his unique idol. He respects her like the holy Madonna; and adores her as of divine essence. Every inch of her sweet body will be known to him. For each spot of her fame he will inaugurate special worship and magical caresses, forcing her to laugh until she weeps for very excess of sensuous joy. Her lovely limbs will be covered by him with fragrant flowers. He will kiss her darling feet, kneeling to her as to a statue of the Virgin Mary. Ardent lover and attentive slave, he will always bow to her commands. Ever ready with compliments; never tired of praising her beauty, grace and condescension, he will sing to her songs of passion describing the adoration that burns his blood; charming her, too, by, scientific tender kisses and touches. Prostrate at her feet, he will be curbed beneath the yoke of her caprice, to accept and endure any pain she may be pleased to force him to endure. Tell me, friend, do you know greater happiness than to die and resuscitate in sensuous enjoyment by the aid of the birch's burning caress, while you are captive at the knee of a charming and implacable mistress, who shatters your resistance by the crushing weight of her powerful domination?”
For a long time she spoke in similar strains, with fiery words, the sound of he mellow voice lulling my senses as in a delicious soothing dream.
Then her tiny, girlish fingers, with their pink nails, squeezed my hand. Under the softness of her satin skin, great strength laid dormant, and I felt my digits gripped as in a vice.
“Come, friend,” she sighed. “Come quickly, and taste the delights with which you have cradled your thought s in visions of desire.”
Unable to move, I was as one possessed. I wished to hear her melodious voice continue singing her hymns of love.
“Let us remain her, divinity,” I replied. “I enjoy by the brain, and love to evoke a golden chimera in the flames of my musing daydreams.”
“Now come with me,” she murmured, “and I will show thee the altar of mystic torture.”
She forced me to follow her into an adjoining room, full of freshly-cut flowers giving out intoxicating fragrance. The walls of this chamber were completely hidden by red velvet hangings. In the middle of the vast hall was a long padded bench, on which, in the center, were two cushions, one on top of the other, held in this position by ropes of twisted gold thread.
There was no doubt but what this piece of furniture was destined for flagellating purposes. Several straps, nailed to its sculptured frame, were evidently intended to keep the lucky victim fixed in one position, when his body would be obliged to affect an arched shape, by reason of the cushions forced under his stomach. The posteriors would thus jut out, advantageously exposed to the descending rod.
Not far from the bench of torment was a small table, covered with a white cloth, trimmed with lace. On the spotless damask were a dozen birch-rods, slender and well-selected, the handles ornamented with bunches of multi-coloured ribbon.
“see,” said my adorable goddess, “the supple implements whence I cause heavy sparks to fly, electrifying the man who begs for the beneficent application of the miraculous twigs. Never do I use whips or martinets. Their action is brutish and uncouth-devoid of the slightest charm. But rods are my resounding harps. They chant the lilting lay of passive submission and impotent rebellion; their resonant strings are stretched to breaking-point. And then they are still, tuneless through excess of melting voluptuousness.”
There was a pause.
“Come!” she cooed.
“No, divinity,” I responded, retreating. “Let your grand words live in my brain and sink deeply into my thoughts for many days. Soon will I be here and throw myself at your feet, beseeching you to let me harken to the mystic melody of your harp-strings.”
She led me back to the hall of pillars and stretched herself on the sofa.
I knelt at her feet, where lost in silence, I contemplated for some time this sphinx-like, supernatural apparition.
In our time, the goddesses, formerly immortalised by Phidias and Praxiteles, have taken up their abode in the United States and thus do I explain this fact, which at first sight seems absurd.
In the balmy days of the Grecian Empire, that nation held the first rank. Its galleys ploughed the sea, and from all parts of the known world brought back the most courageous men and the finest of women. Numerous colonies gave up to the Greeks the pick of their populations, and these varied races, by breeding and mixing many strains of blood, engendered and brought forth the type of mortal perfection.
Nowadays, the Greeks are a decadent race. The harbours of their lovely land are deserted or choked up and its people are feeble and degenerate. The Greece of our epoch is in America. The heroes who have conquered the New World were also the choicest flowers of heroism in the old continents. Only bold and robust travellers dared affront the perils of the unknown country. Bold weaklings died off rapidly on a foreign soil. Thus was formed a selected set of inhabitants, to whom the United States owe their splendid women, admirably proportioned, and haughty bearing; whose perfectly-moulded figures are aesthetically equal to the most ancient Grecian ideal standard. The same causes have led to the production of a race of enterprising robust men, brimming over with vital energy.
“What do they call you, divinity?” I asked the sorceress.
“Nelly Lamb,” she answered. “My father was a Kansas farmer.”
“How did a goddess, such as you are, grow up on a farm in the wilds of North America?”
“We were eleven children in all,” she graciously rejoined, “all proud, herculean men, and tall, noble-minded women.”
I took my leave, delighted with my charming conquest. Leaving her a roll of bills, I swore I would soon return.
My solemn promise was needless; we both knew full well the invincible attraction we felt toward each other; bound by fate to meet again.



CHAPTER VI


I was no sooner in the street, where I was carried along by the hustling throng than I regretted having refused the offer of such divine dew as I knew must be distilled from the be-ribboned birch of Nelly Lamb.
Doutbless, she was a perfect mistress of the flagellating art, but the state of feverish excitement I had been in, exacerbated my need of some violent upheaval to calm my nerves; the influence of the adorable woman's marvelous beauty; her cajoling, graceful ways-all this had combined to confuse my ideas, their present trend being towards some energetic action.
When, therefore, I recovered self-control, I felt inclined to continue my voyage of discovery, hoping to find, among other Chicagoan female floggers, the inexorable and authoritative domineering woman, who, conquering my will-power, would know how to force me to submit to the severe birching correction I so greatly required.
Before pursuing my exploration, I was obliged to return to the boarding-house, where I had taken up residence, to get a cheque-book my bankers had promised to send me.
By one of those mysterious hazards of life, an event took place as I returned to my lodgings which caused my inward excited feelings to be increased to the highest neurotic pitch. More oil was thrown on the fire of my secret passions.
A young hired girl, a fat wench of twenty, had been detected in an act of petty pilfering. From a lady boarder, she had stolen a scrap of lace which had been found in her room. The married couple who ran the establishment proposed their ultimatum to the wretched servant-girl: a complaint would e maid to the police and she would go to prison, or she was to submit with docility to severe corporal chastisement.
The silly lass was dreadfully frightened at the vision of a stone cell, and with much weeping, elected to endure castigation. Her master and mistress decided that she should undergo her whipping at the hands of a disciplinarian governess of a neighbouring school. She consented to carry out this private execution at the boarding-house, in return for her customary fee of one dollar.
As I returned, I saw the formidable person destined to dispense birching justice. The mere sight of her caused me to experience a thrill of deep emotion. This governess was a fine, tall woman, getting on for forty. Her frigid stare and imperious bearing made me shiver.
She was not alone, being accompanied by one of her young pupils carrying a bundle of rods wrapped up in a newspaper. Dragging her sobbing victim into a room on the first story, the severe matron locked herself in.
Urged on by an invincible inquisitive craving, I stealthily glided down the dark passage, until I reached a little cupboard-like chamber adjoining the room where the punitive drama was to be enacted. My narrow retreat was separated from the whipping room by a light partition. I could see nothing, but it was easy to hear distinctly all that took place. My heart beat heavily at the sounds that fell upon my ears.
First, there was a long interval of silence, broken only by the loud sobs of the young minx. Then came a curt order from the governess, telling the girl to undress. I heard her garments fall, one by one, on the floor.
“Don't give me any trouble or bother,” said the stern disciplinarian. “You know you're only getting what you richly deserve.”
I felt sure that while she spoke thus, she was tying the culprit to some heavy piece of furniture. A long wait followed, full of anxiety for me, until the rod began to hiss in the air before falling with its loud “click, clack,” on the firm young posteriors; the blows being applied in rapid succession.
The wretched maid-servant began to moan, and soon howled dismally, but the implacable twigs continued their task of expiation most mercilessly.
Suddenly, I heard the rod fall to the ground. There were hurried steps, as if someone moving about. The chambermaid uttered a shriek of affright.
“No, no, ma'am! Oh, don't, I pray you! I'll hold my tongue! I won't shriek any more!”
The voice of the guilty girl gave way. Choking, smothered sounds issued from her throat. The implacable schoolmistress had surely forced a gag into her victim's mouth, preventing her crying out. Then the saraband of the whistling, crashing twigs was started once more, terrible to listen to, in the midst of gruesome stillness.
I gasped with anguish, hearkening to the whistling rod cutting and lacerating the hussey's plump buttocks where it would leave bleeding traces.
It seemed as if the flogging harridan would never stop. I plainly made out her hoarse, “Ugh!” as she made each successive slashing effort, putting her maximum of strength into all her stinging swishes. I trembled from head to foot, shuddering at the echo of every smarting cut, as if I had received it on my own backside.
I cannot tell how long this poignant scene lasted. I was maddened and bewildered, when I caught sight of the terrible flogging woman leaving the locked room. Her face was full of animation. Her eyes sparkled. She was followed by her wretched victim, who, crying bitterly, could scarce drag her faltering steps along.
There rose in me a mad wish to accost the flogging governess and beseech her to treat me with the same rigour, but before I had quite made up my mind, she was gone, and my excited feelings were more tumultuous than before, as I had found I had missed her.
Forgetting all about my cheques, I jumped into the first cab that passed, ordering the man to drive to the address of a masseuse who had used the word “severe” in her advertisement.
I was shown into a flat which did not in the least resemble that of entrancing Nelly Lamb. The parlour, furnished with sober good taste, appeared as if it was also used as an office. A roll-top desk, encumbered with heaps of books and papers, made me fancy for an instant that I had made a mistake in the address.
My doubts increased when I was confronted by a young and remarkably pretty woman who came into the room. She was very ladylike, dressed in a becoming, rich frock of pearl-grey silk, fitting admirably and closely to her fine figure. She looked like a wealthy, middle-class tradesman's wife. Nothing in her manner or appearance betokened the “severe masseuse.”
With rather more cermonious gravity than was necessary, she saluted me politely, and begging me to take a seat, asked me very solemnly what was the object of my visit?
“I hope I have made no mistake,” I said. “This is the dwelling of Miss Florence, 'severe masseuse,' is it not?”
“You are perfectly right, sir,” was her reply. “I am Miss Florence. Now I have given you that information, it's time to come to a show-down. I reckon you are an amateur of flagellation?”
“Your surmise is correct,” I rejoined.
“In that case, my dear sir,” she went on, “I may as well tell you at once that I don't go in for voluptuous birching, like many women who mix up coaxing caresses with whipping, thereby destroying the true character of corporal punishment. I don't try to give pleasure. My aim is not to provoke lascivious feeling by progressive artful fingering and vile kisses.
“I am a normal bircher-almost adminstrative, I must say-and the punishments I inflict are intended to create in a guilty person the impression of enforced chastisement from which there is no escape once he has elected to endure it. My chastisement is of two kinds: ordinary correction, consisting of sixty strokes of the rod, applied in two series of thirty cuts each, with a short interval between each series, so as to allow the culprit to collect his thoughts. My fee is ten dollars.
“The second kind is very severe indeed. It consists in the employment of a martinet with leather thongs. The blows are distributed all over the body, with the exception of the posteriors, where are reserved for active treatment, comprising one hundred blows of the birch in two series of fifty strokes each, and twenty cuts from a riding-whip-also divided into two series.
“My severe punishment costs twenty-five dollars and I assure you it is well worth the money. Such are my two chastisements. I do nothing else. I have an equal and regular way of whipping, peculiarly my own. My hand never trembles, nor does it change style of mechanical infliction for any reason whatever, so that you may be sure to get good and loyal measure. Should you wish to try ordinary punishment, you will be able to judge for yourself.”
“I shall be delighted!” I exclaimed.
“Oh, delighted?” she replied with a sceptical smile. “It's not a laughing matter. My rods are splendid and I have strong, untiring arms.”
Her last remark did not frighten me, but caused my yearnings to reach their uttermost limits, so I begged the young woman to operate on me at once.
“That will be ten dollars,” she said.
I handed over the bill, which she put in a drawer of her desk.



CHAPTER VII


I was indeed charmed by the intelligent, ladylike, and straightforward manners of this young woman, treating flagellation from an “administrative? And commercial standpoint. Nothing about her smacked of the professional birching lady I had hitherto met-the sort of swishing siren who generally tried to infuse a sensuous flavour into the birching bargain and ordeal. Miss Florence treated the whole thing coldly and financially, without betraying the least feeling, real or feigned.
It pleased me to add to my flagellating knowledge, and fix in the museum of my mind this specimen of a “normal” flogging woman. I was impatient to see and feel her at work.
After having closed the drawer, wherein she had slipped my bank-note, the birching queen struck a bell on the table twice. At this signal, a charming young girl, certainly not over eighteen, came into the room. She was simply, but coquettishly dressed in a simple dark frock with a white apron. On her shapely little head, she carried a tiny, pleated lace cap.
“Get this gentleman ready for ordinary punishment,” said Miss Florence to her youthful assistant.
“Yes, miss,” replied the winsome lass. “Follow me, sir, please,” she added, addressing herself to me.
She led me into a large room, quite square, and shut the door behind her. There was very little furniture. In the middle, a plain wooden form of thick unvarnished oak. Close to it, a small table; a couch in an angle against the wall; and in another corner, a large trough, where rods, of all the same length and size, were in soak. On a flower-stand, near the sofa, were several whalebone riding-whips, flanked by martinets with wooden handles to which were nailed ten or twelve leather thongs.
“This is what you must do, sir,” said the engaging damsel. “You must take off your jacket, let down your braces, if you have any, or if not, take off your belt and lie face down ward on that bench. I'll do the rest.”
I followed her instructions to the letter.
She took a wide strap, furnished with a buckle, and clasped it round my body in the middle of the back, fastening me securely to the hard wood. Then, with silken cords, she tied my wrists and ankles, binding them to the upper and lower ends of the form.
It was not without delight that I felt her pretty, little, cool, pink fingers rummaging round my waist, pulling my trousers and drawers down to my feet, afterwards throwing up the hinder tail of my shirt which she fixed to my shoulders wit pins she took from her bodice.
I blushed with shame as I thus exposed the most secret parts of my frame to this sweet girlie-so engaging and so young. She, however, betrayed no emotion of any kind; no rosy flush invaded the fresh bloom of her cheeks, and her innocent eyes glanced calmly at me, as if she was accomplishing some natural task or ordinary household duty.
Going to the trough, she took out two rods, shook the moisture from them, wiped them on a towel, and placed one on a chair at each side of the bench.
“Miss Florence will be with you in a minute,” she said, and then with a whirl of her slight skirts, she flew lightly out of the room, like a bird.
Her simplicity was delightful.
I was alone full five minutes, securely tied down on my bench, when the door was thrown open at last and the beautiful flogging female advanced to where I was. She had changed her dress, and now wore a tight-fitting black silk frock, very high in the neck, but sleeveless, showing the entire lengthe of her marble, muscular arm.”
“Sir,” she declared, “I am now about to deal you sixty strokes with a birch; thirty at once in one direction, and after a moment's rest, thirty more in the contrary direction. I hope you will endure your punishment courageously. It is quite useless to cry out or pray to me, as I am obliged to give you your full number of cuts without stopping for any reason whatsoever. Look out!” she added.
The first blow fell noisily on my hinder cheeks, the other cuts following quickly, without a break. She did truly flog with clockwork regularity, aiming to cover the two posterior spheres at once. The pointed ends of the twigs spread out like fiery tongues, searing my bottom all over with their flames.
The skillful lashing lady, her features impassible, stood as erect as a statue, her arm rising and falling with almost automatic precision. I groaned and twisted about under the consecutive cuts, falling fast and sturdily on my suffering stern, torn by the scratching ends of the branches.
At the thirtieth blow, Miss Florence cast away her instrument of torture, and sat down, as she crossed her legs, in a waiting attitude.
I admired her clear-cut profile and the outline of her fine figure, terminating in small pointed, patent-leather shoes peeping out from under her skirt. I marvelled at her unimpassioned disposition, permitting her to remain indifferent to such a sensational occurrence as the flagellation of a man. She soon rose to her feet, and crossed over to the other side of the oak bench.
“Look out!” she said again, emphasising her ironical warning with the first blow of the second dose.
The rod continued to cut my throbbing skin. It's “swish, swish,” was mechanically regular, and the sharp ends hurt me terribly, smartly applied to the side of my bottom which had the least suffered during the first half of the castigation. My whole backside ached with scalding pain.
I now began to feel as if bright flames were licking my stern, but the vigorous biceps of the nonchalant young woman was still active and I was flogged atrociously; the strokes descending in cadence as if proceeding from a motor.
The second rod was thrown to where laid the stump of the first, and my beautiful flagellating lady, as calm and as cold as ever, dropped a curtsey.
“All over!” she exclaimed.
I caught sight of the train of her black dress disappearing through the doorway, and I was very nearly regretting that I no longer felt her cruel birching touches so suddenly cut short. They had set my flesh on fire, without extinguishing my devouring desires.
Another minute, and the graceful girl came back. In the same deliberate way as her mistress, she unbuckled the strap, cast off the ropes, and pointed to an adjoining dressing-room.
As soon as I was alone in this feminine toilet retreat, full of subtle womanly perfume, my sense of eroticism manifested itself in furious fashion. The scientific and regular flagellation just endured, and that had not been terminated by any outburst of manly enjoyment as was the usual custom with lustful, ladies, seemed to me as if some powerful engine had been suddenly brought to a standstill. Something was wanting. It was exactly what a frenzied lover would feel, if interrupted during copulation, just as he reaches the ecstatic goal. With my hands, I rubbed my excoriated bottom, which was scarcely scratched. My burning flesh was languishing for more energetical caresses of the rod.
When the girl came to show me out, I followed her mechanically, but as I reached the hall, I hesitated. I was loath to leave the house where lovely, supple rods were always ready, and putting out my foot to prevent the girl closing the door, I pushed her gently aside. I boldly walked into the combined parlour and office.
My beautiful flogging female had resumed her grey costume, and seated in an armchair, was reading an evening paper.
“Are you going, sir?” she said, as she saw me enter.
“No, miss,” I replied. “On the contrary, I have returned.”
“I thought you would!” she said, quietly, and rising, dropped her newspaper.
“I immediately handed her two bank notes, amounting in all to twenty-five dollars. Without asking me to explain matters further, she put them in her drawer, striking the bell as before.
“Prepare the gentleman for severe punishment,” she said, as soon as the young girl answered her summons.
“All right, miss,” said the maid, at once leading me back into the room which I had only left a few minutes before.
I was about to obtain complete satisfaction and get a taste of one of those lithe whalebone riding-whips, that sting so terribly.
“This is what you've got to do,” said the pretty maid, sending me into the dressing room. “You'll undress quite naked, without a rag left on your body, and put on the belt I'll give you.”
She pulled out a drawer in a chiffonier and soon put her hand on a strange sort of girdle, fashioned in black elastic silk.
“Now, I'll leave you to yourself. I shall be back in five minutes. Mind you're ready.”
I was not long stripping until I was in the same state as Adam before he was tempted. I examined the most original black belt. I had never seen anything like it before.
It was a narrow elastic ribbon, encircling the loins like an ordinary belt, closing in front by means of a buckle. When it was on, a second elastic band dropped down vertically. This strip of material was wider in the middle, forming a kind of pocket; and then it gradually grew more narrow until it was finished off by another buckle. I understood that this last ribbon had to be passed between the thighs, and its extremity brought up on the belly to rejoin the waist-buckle.
This invention, like all other Yankee notions, was excessively ingenious. The weird girdle fulfilled a twofold purpose. A man wearing it could stand naked before a woman without putting her to the blush, because his private parts were packed away, hidden in the rounded pocket. On the other hand certain delicate manly organs were sheltered from the contact of the rod, and the vertical ribbon separating the two posterior gloves, enhanced those hinder portions of the masculine frame specially destined to receive the cutting caress of the painful twigs.
I could do naught else than inwardly congratulate the unknown inventor of this most practical belt, of great service to birching-or rather birched-amateurs.
Thus armoured, I bravely showed myself to the young servant-girl who paid no more attention to me than if I had been in evening dress.
She stood on a chair, and released a rope hanging over a pulley that I had not hitherto remarked in the centre of the ceiling. She then took two leathern bracelets garnished with eyelet holes and laces, such as are use by athletes. Each of these cuffs was finished off with a metal ring. Fastening these gauntlets tightly round my wrists, she passed the end of the cord dangling over my head through the two iron circlets, and hauled me up. I was hanging with my arms in the air and my feet just off the ground, in such a way that I could turn about in every direction, but without being able to stoop or get away.
“Miss Florence will attend to you in a moment,” was the stereotyped remark of the lovely little creature, as she disappeared with a frisky step.



CHAPTER VIII


There was a large mirror in the room of punishment. I could see myself from head to foot, suspended by the arms; quite naked, with the exception of the peculiar belt, tracing deep black lines on my body; splitting my hind quarters into two well-defined halves. I must have looked like an acrobat hanging from his trapeze apparatus. Turning slowly round to inspect myself on all sides, I saw that my freshly-birched, dark red buttocks stood out in deep contrast to the dead-white tint of the rest of my skin. Nevertheless, I hungered still for the burning smart that I had not fully experienced, and I gloated over the sight of two new, grand rods that the pretty girl had placed on a chair, side by side with a riding-whip.
The door opened. The superb female executioner came in, again attired in her tight black dress which clung so deliciously to her perfect frame.
“I am about to prepare you for punishment! Look out!”
So saying, she came near to me with a firm step, holding a martinet in each hand.
Scarcely were the words out of her mouth, when I felt myself enwrapped with a shower of hot blows. The heavy lashing of the two martinets was bestowed upon my flesh with unparalleled velocity, sweeping all over me with their numerous thongs, from shoulders to loins; then thighs to feet, on which I hopped despairingly, first on the right then on the left.
I twisted round and round like a mad dervish, under the rain of the white-hot serpents that stung me with their painful darts on all sides, and the clever whipping creature laid on her blows with mathematical precision, cut following cut with scarcely an interval. Every part of my body was inflamed, with the sole exception of the very spot where I wished to feel the fustigation.
In vain I turned toward the cruel flogging female those hinder parts of mine that palpitated with the desire to be assaulted. She cunningly avoided striking my backside. Both her martinets were plied above and below, so as to cause my suffering to increase. I stamped and howled, in a sudden fit of real rage, trying to place myself in such a way as to receive a stroke of relief on my poor bottom. I never succeeded, and my fury thus grew more frenzied.
All of a sudden, my flagellating lady threw her martinets from her, and left the room without speaking. I felt stupefied, not knowing what to think. The young chambermaid now appeared. Climbing on a chair, she freed my arms.
“Lie down-flat on your face-on that bench,” she told me.
By this I guessed at last that the whipping woman was coming back to quench the feverish thirst that tortured and devoured me. This long interval was infinitely terrible. I could hardly put up with it. While waiting, it seemed as if every inch of my skin was burning with flames even more ardent than when Miss Florence had flogged me with her martinets. The parts she had spared felt swollen, like big balloons. Every pore was open-a thousand tiny mouths seeking for breath.
The pretty minx had concluded her work of tying me down. She made as if about to go. Feeling myself under the spell of insensate desire, I begged the obliging maid to take pity on me and give me a few stout cuts with a whip before leaving the room.
“I'm sorry, sir” she said dryly, “but that's not my business.”
Sketching a stiff curtsey, she flew out of the chamber.
When finally the door did open, I saw the irreproachable mistress of the house again. I thought that the archangel Gabriel had arrived in person, to save me from hell, and take me straight into paradise.
“I'm now going to apply one hundred strokes of the birch, and twenty cuts with my whip,” she said.
Her words fell on my ears like celestial music.
“Look out!”
The first blows, rained down with her usual firmness, cutting and lacerating my buttocks, were a sublime relief. I arched my loins, enjoying the heavenly dew of birching blows that refreshed my body athirst for flagellation. Oh, what a beautiful birch-rod it was! How divinely did it beat me, wounding me with its incandescent points and bounding off again, like a storm of boiling raindrops.
The beautiful flogging woman kept on castigating me, beating time to some unknown measure in her mind; dealing me the fifty blows, the barbarous, beautiful creature took a few moments' well-earned rest. She was impassible and calm; her eyes full of a faraway expression as she appeared to be plunged in some profound reverie of remembrance.
She then drew herself up to her full height, and passed round to the other side of my prostrate body. The regular swishing of the second rod tingled my bottom in its turn, torturing me with its sharp ends. It was terrible and delicious, at one and the same time. Maddening pain, mingled with ineffable sensual joy, made my flesh throb and beat with strange lewd pulsations.
I yelled, and twisted myself about, thousands of incandescent sparks sinking deep into the skin of my stern, while the rod never ceased slashing away at me with its harmonious and inflexible rhythm.
When Miss Florence dropped her second rod, I was on fire. My body was contorted like that of a sufferer of epilepsy. She seized the whip. I heard it hiss through the air and then with a sonorous, slashing sound, it came down dealing terrible cuts on my bruised bum. I writhed under the awful avalanche of blows. Every one of my joints ached. The rigid queen of flagellation, crossing over to the other side of the bench, let me have the remaining ten cuts, dealt with unchanging vigour. The last put an end to all the straining efforts of my tormented body. I lay inert, after one superhuman bounding effort, casing the bench to rock like a boat in a storm.
The moment after, my awe-inspiring mistress of the martinet had disappeared. The young girl came in, and liberated me from my bonds. She begged me not to get up, as she wished to attend to my a little.
Fetching tepid water and a sponge, she wiped away the flow of blood that stood out in ruby beads on my bruised flesh. After that she made me take off the black belt, and bringing a pot of ointment from the dressing room, spread some over my posteriors, covering the greased flesh with a piece of soft cambric.
“As you're a lover of flagellation,” she said, “you ought always to have a pot of this nice cream handy. It heals the skin admirably, quickly effacing all marks of the rod or whip. It's called Cowper's Cucumber Pomade, and is sold in all drugstores.”
While I was putting on my clothes in the dressing-closet, she brought me a glass of very good port. It ran through my veins like liquid fire, bracing me up after the strong succession of shocks I had experienced.
Dinner-hour was now nigh, so I was not long driving to a first-class restaurant, where I invigorated myself completely.
My whole body burnt still with thousands of flames, while delightful reaction threw me into a state of voluptuous beatitude, the well-earned reward of passionate sensualists who dash headlong into the furnace of rods, martinets and whips. This reaction is not sought for nor expected. It is only the happy result of punishment. The votary of the rod, without thinking of the consequences, seeks only at starting to quench the mad thirsting desire that eats up his soul; that imperious craving to feel on his martyred flesh those cutting caresses which bruise and wound.



CHAPTER IX


The passion leading a man to long to be flagellated is a need quite as tyrannical for those engrossed by it as for others who cannot subsist without alcohol, opium or morphine. I was led to note the effect of this besetting idea on myself, for, although still feeling quite sore all over as a result of the terrible castigation to which I has allowed myself to be subjected, my imagination began to stray toward fictive regions where I pictured adventures in which rod or whip played important parts. My flesh cried out again for the beneficent bite of the birch.
A printseller, trading under the rose in most spicy specimens of artistic photography, showed me some very suggestive groupe which contributed to excite my salacity still further.
With astonishing fidelity to nature, these representations of living models showed various scenes of flagellation, where charming, young women abandoned themselves with voluptuous frenzy to the delight of whipping masculine backsides of all conditions and ages.
One series was devoted to the punishment of a youthful pupil by a strict governess. This long suite of postures was reproduced with cinematographic exactness. A boy could be seen undressing; lying down tied to a bench. The birching game began. The authoritative, stern look of the school mistress and the struggles of her pupil writhing under the hail of blows had been dexterously caught by the operator, so that by looking at these photographs it was easy to feel the inward emotion that only such a truthful image can arouse. The punishment could be followed in all its phases; even the progressive effect of the rod on the lad's fleshy buttocks growing darker and darker as they became covered with scratches and weals.
Another most characteristic picture was that of a naked man, rolling on the ground at his mistress's feet. He was howling, covering with both hands his aching bottom, which the cruel nymph had just caused to bleed. She stood over him erect and triumphant, having thrown down the stump of the rod she had just used. She gazed at her victim with a lifelike, expressive glance of mocking scorn. The dealer assured me that this was the portrait of a renowned Boston birching beauty.
I purchased a copy, and several others as well. One that pleased me greatly portrayed a lad about to receive a flogging. He was ingeniously bound to an ordinary chair. It was overturned, its back on the floor. Kneeling on the back rail, the young fellow bends over the edge of the seat, in such a way that his shoulders reach to the extremity of the front legs. A long strap holds him fast in this posture which causes his backside to jut out high up, while his teacher birches him with all the strength she can muster.
These photographs had played sad havoc with my sense of eroticism, still more heightened by a most naughty conversation I had with I came home, with Miss Rosey, the female bookkeeper and cashier of my boarding-house.
I had remarked her the first day I arrived and felt irresistibly drawn toward her. She was a most lovely young woman, twenty-four years of age, with chestnut hair and eyes of a sapphire-like blue. Her entire bearing was full of graceful gentility, added to a light touch of off-handed independence which suited her very well.
I sought an opportunity for becoming intimately acquainted with her. She furnished me herself with the means of being more than friendly, since, to my great delight, she stood revealed as loving passionately to flog.
While I was looking at my photographs, Miss Rosey entered my room. Despite my instinctive movement to hide them from her, her keen furtive glance sufficed to fully acquaint her with the true meaning of the salacious scenes depicted. She made no sign, however, as she began to stow some linen away in a cupboard generally kept locked, and that I had requested the proprietors of the house not to empty on my account, as I had plenty of space for my belongings without that receptacle being handed over to me.
I profited by Miss Rosey's presence to ask her how poor little Anna, the chambermaid who had been birched, had got on after her recent chastisement.
“Oh, first-rate!” the bewitching bookkeeper replied. “Her bottom being cut up did her good. She's more alert and active now. The rod is a grand remedy for sassy or heavy dull girls of her sort. If I was mistress here, I'd whip her often!”
“So, Miss Rosey,” I said, “you stand for corporal punishment?”
“You bet! It's the most elegant thing on this old earth!”
“Have you often been whipped?” I asked.
“Nary! But I've given many a licking!”
“How-when?”
“I used to be housekeeper to a bachelor who loved to be flogged. You may guess I didn't make any fuss about birching him when he asked me.”
“Most interesting! Tell me how you set about it?”
“It's a funny story,” she replied. “I don't mind spinning the yarn, because I kinder fancy you're up against the same tough flogging proposition, too!”
The sharp young darling darted a sharp eye toward the photograph that I had turned face downward on the table, at the moment of her entrance.
“My chap,” she went on, “used to flog himself every morning in front of a mirror, when he got out of bed. He was bound to do it, otherwise he was all abroad and as nervous as a kitten the whole day. But from time to time-once or twice a week-he felt inclined for a stronger shock. That I had to give him. You may be sure he got all he wanted!”
“This is the most delightful news for me, Miss Rosey!” I exclaimed. “How did you manage to turn on this powerful current?”
“I cut some rods in the garden, from an old, silvery birch-tree. Age had made the branches very tough. Then I tied my master on his bed; his wrists strapped to the head-rails and his ankles to the foot. Gee! It was a dance! Real elegant! I knew what was good for his complaint, and no matter how he raved and stormed, I whipped away as long as there was a twig intact on my rod, or a white bit of skin on his-ahem! Afterward, he would lie down on the carpet, and when he had taken my boots and stockings off, kiss my feet for hours, covering them with knowing, fiery caresses. That was how he showed his gratitude.”
“How delicious, Miss Rosey! said I. “No martyrdom could be too great if followed by the favour of kissing your ravishing wee tootsies. Did this succession of violent emotions agree with him?”
“Why, certainly! He swore this treatment made him younger and stronger, being much better than any prolonged and tedious course of electric baths, and so on.”
“What were your feelings while your obedient bachelor groaned under the fiery scourging of your heavenly birch?”
“My sensations were exquisite, maddening; carrying me off to a fairyland of unspeakable enjoyment.”
“You must miss these pleasures greatly, Miss Rosey!” I remarked after a short pause.
“I try not to think about such things,” she answered. “There are days, I must say, when I felt so excited and overwrought that I'd flog anything or anybody. But I have to restrain myself. I can't confess my longings to the first person I meet, can I?”
“Suppose, Miss Rosey,” I said, “you were to fall across some one who would esteem himself the happiest man in the world, if you condescended to curb him beneath your cutting rod?”
“I shouldn't think of refusing my services, especially as I should have pleasure in whipping him.”
We understood each other. As I stared at her with mute appealing looks, she broke out in a laugh.
“You great goose!” she exclaimed. “I see your drift. Anyway, it's impossible here, and my day off isn't till next Thursday. You must find some decent house where we could meet.”
I promised to arrange matters, offering up a prayer of sincere thanksgiving to Providence for sending me such an adorable little birching elf, with whom I was sure of tasting ineffable joys.
Six days had still to elapse until that blessed Thursday, when Miss Rosey was to offer me the feast of love and flagellation. To me, these six days seemed an eternity.
Whenever the lovely young woman passed me in the passages or staircase, we would exchange tender, friendly glances, and we never saluted each other politely, with the usual commonplace greetings, without experiencing the enthralling emotion of lovers who have made mutual promises of reciprocal abandonment for the near future. In my case, this feeling was rendered still more keen by my imperious desire to have my bottom throbbing under a burning birch, brandished by Miss Rosey.
My yearning became intensified through a fortuitous meeting in the street with the school-mistress who had been summoned to the boarding-house to chastise the maid. The austere governess was accompanied as before, by one of her pupils carrying a parcel of which it was not difficult to divine the contents. The female disciplinarian was probably on her way to some family to exercise her severity on a young and pretty pair of plump posteriors.
I followed her a few blocks, racking my brain to find an excuse for entering into conversation with her. Before I had arranged a few neat sentences, she disappeared into a respectable private house. I stood paralysed on the sidewalk, quite disappointed.
In my thoughts, I turned over all the addresses of flagellating female charmers, of whom I might have ventured to demand instantaneous appeasement.
I was too undecided to select any of those I knew, preferring adventurous exploration, leading me to new faces and feelings.



CHAPTER X


Returning to my boarding-house, an untoward circumstance extricated me from my dilemma. Miss Rosey, full of joy, met me as soon as I went in, telling me she could grant me a few hours in her company that very evening. She had a ticket for the play, and permission to go out.
Having already seen the piece, she did not care to profit by her free admission to the playhouse, and besides, felt sure she would get much more fun out of a little flagellation.
So she decided to sacrifice scenic delights, preferring to meet me in some quiet retreat where, from nine o'clock until midnight, we could revel in the pleasures of our secret birching passion.
I was enchanted at the news, fitting in so well with my desires. We arranged an appointment at the door of the theatre, and I was off at once to discover the nest where we could take refuge to perform the rites of our religion. In a large town, such cosy nooks for lovers would surely abound, I thought.
There were yet three hours for me to pass before the hour of meeting. I made out that I had lots of time for my quest. As soon as I began my investigations, I found it was not so easy after all. Some inconvenience or the other prevented me from making a definite selection. Time went by like lightning, and my peregrinations were fruitless. The hour of the tryst drew nigh. I was on the verge of despair.
It was half-past seven when my luck changed at last. I was offered a little self-contained flat. There were three rooms, sumptuously furnished. I took it without haggling, for I only just had time to rush off and rejoin my sweet companion.
She wsa punctual at the spot agreed upon; neatly dressed; and as happy as a baby at the idea of our risky escapade.
“Have you brought some good rods?” was her first question.
“Great Caesar, no! I've quite forgotten them! It is really stupid of me! How was it I had not dreamt of the birches, although the teazing twigs continually haunted my thoughts? It's the first thing I ought to have thought of! Now, it's too late. Where on earth could we buy birch-rods at nine o'clock in the evening?
All the shops were shut. Florists, horticulturists, fruiterers-had put their shutters up an hour or more ago. The only tradesmen open were chemists, whose coloured lamps I could see from where I stood.
I was downcast, and felt very silly. Miss Rosey began to pout.
“We might find a riding-whip perhaps?” I suggested.
“There's not the slightest chance of that,” she rejoined. “Saddlers close at seven. Let's go look round a drug-store. We may light upon some implement or the other.”
At a couple of chemists, we found nothing to suit our purpose. Miss Rosey, not wishing to trouble the apothecaries for nothing, made me purchase some boxes of lozenges and chewing gum. Passing in front of a third druggist's emporium, Miss Rosey clapped her hands.
“The very thing!” she exclaimed, showing me in the window a packet of gutta-percha probes, having some vague resemblance to riding-whips.
I made haste to buy four, and Miss Rosey, her good humour returning, insisted on carrying them herself.
“At last!” she said. “I've found good implements and I'll teach you, sir, to forget to bring a birch. Your bottom will pay for your negligence.”
“My bottom,” I replied, “quivers with delight at the idea of expiating my wrong-doing at the hands of the most adorable lady-cashier in the States!”
“Laugh away,” she rejoined, “while you can. By and by, your bum will certainly quiver, but it won't be with delight. Of that you may be sure!”
In the cosy apartment, brilliantly illuminated by the electric lights, Miss Rosey jumped for joy, like a schoolgirl out for a holiday.
When, however, she tried the probes we had bought, by striking them on her hand, she doubted their efficacity.
“These things don't seem much good,” she said ruefully. “Let's look through the furniture. We might tumble on to a rod or a whip.”
She opened all the cupboards, searched in every drawer-there was nothing.
“It's dreadful,” she said. “Hasn't anybody ever been whipped in this place? Never mind, sir, get undressed quickly. We'll try the effect of rubber probes on your wicked skin.”
In the bedroom, garnished with rugs, curtains and hangings, a large, low bed was ready, offering us a comfortable exercise-ground.
“Get on that counterpane, and bare your big bum,” she said. “Now come to think of it-how am I to tie you down? You've thought of nothing! No rods; no ropes or straps to bind the victim! How am I to whip you? You deserve double punishment and I've got no reliable instrument with which I can apply it!”
Naked to my shirt, I was lying on my stomach, on the rich coverlet of the comfortable couch. She arranged my linen so as to expose my rump advantageously for punishment, and taking one of the probes, started beating me boldly. The india-rubber piping made a great noise, but I could support, without the least discomfort, the soft sonorous blows that the charming young woman dealt me, fatiguing herself greatly with little or no result.
Losing patience at my indifference, she took all the four probes in her little hand, and pulling up her sleeve put forth all her strength, flogging me as hard as she could.
The effect of her punishment was not a wit more terrible. On the contrary, the four probes made the blows duller and heavier. United, they certainly hurt much less.
As I saw the impotent efforts of my pretty girl, trying her utmost to make my penance perfect, I could not refrain from roaring with laughter.
“Ah, you grin, do you?” she exclaimed, as throwing the probes to the other end of the room, she fell upon me like a fury, driving her sharp finger-nails into my flesh; biting and pinching my buttocks. I was thrilled with intense joy, from the warmth of her mouth and the electric touch of her hands. I made no resistance, intoxicated by her celestial contact.
In her mad efforts, she rolled to the ground. It was my turn to rush to her assistance. Picking her up like a child, I carried her to the bed, gently laying her in the place I had just occupied.
“Let me be!” she said. “You are a monster to have got me into this excited state. I'm sick! I guess I'm going to have a nervous attack.”
I undid her shirtwaist. Two lovely white, plump gloves appeared to my dazzled eyes. I lost my head, and dared to cover the twin glories of her breast with gluttonous kisses.
“Leave me alone!” she said, struggling in my embrace. “What you've done to me is awful! You worked me up to the highest pitch of naughtiness! I felt quite lewd! And then you left me in the lurch without satisfying my craving for the birch. I order you to come here on Thursday. Then I'll bring some rods. We'll see whether you'll laugh under my lashing!”
She jumped off the bed, again in a pet. Her rage was comic. It was like a child's sullen fury.
“My word!” she shouted, stamping her little feet; “can't I find something I here to cut up your horrid old bum with?”
Again, she opened every cupboard, fumbling in all the drawers, but with the same ill-luck.
“Ah! A good idea strikes me!” she exclaimed, suddenly. “Take a napkin, roll it up tight-as tightly as you can. Then wet it to make it harder, and I'll see if I can't tame you!”
I plaited and twisted one of the fine linen towels until it assumed the form of a thin, ling, white snake. It looked a useful sort of assaulting article, and Miss Rosey seemed satisfied. She dipped this strange improvised scourge in the water jug, and after she had wrung it out, it looked strong and serviceable.
“Take your places for the quadrille! commanded Miss Rosey, quite delighted.
I stretched myself once more on the bed. She began to flog me with great and renewed energy. The spotless snake fell noisily on my bare hinder cheeks, at first causing me to shiver, for the towel was cold and damp. Miss Rosey, seeing me shudder, thought she hurt me very much, and was greatly pleased. She kept on striking me as hard as she could, with much graceful flourishing of her pretty arm.
The twisted towel got harder as it dried. It now stung a little. My flesh took on a rosy hue. Encouraged by this result, she grew more active, dealing me some rare stripes, skillfully applied. I was deliciously enthralled by the beating which inflamed the flesh of my rump and excited my senses of voluptuousness. I could willingly have submitted to more violent discipline.
Suddenly, the towel unrolled itself like a flag, and my young lady, deeply vexed, cast it far from her.
“It was going on so nicely-and now it's all stopped again. No, you've no heart nor conscience to play me such a trick! I had formed such hopes of enjoyment, as I thought of birching you! Oh, I do wish I'd gone to the theatre!”
“Dear Miss Rosey,” said I, trying to soothe her, “why trouble, when you'll get your own back on Thursday-”
“The deuce take Thursday!” she interrupted. “It was this evening that I wanted to flay you alive! I wonder if you know how to kiss a woman's feet, with new and unexpected caresses? Take my shoes off, quickly!”
With a great rustling whirl of silk and lace, she threw herself on the bed. Pulling her skirts up very high, she exposed to my enraptured gaze, her shapely legs, encased in black, transparent silk hose, and her little feet tightly clasped by pretty, patent-leather baby shoes.
I could not control my joy at the prospect of kissing her dainty, tiny tootsies, and after having unlaced her shoes with trembling fingers, I thrust my daring hands far into her silk petticoats, amid filmy lace, while the heady musk scent emanating from her underneath mysteries mounted to my brain and made me dizzy. I had been forced to be so audacious since I had to undo her broad garters which she wore above the knee. Gently, I pulled at her long stockings, as light as cobwebs, and soon I feasted my enchanted eyes on her naked rosy limbs and lovely pink feet.
I had never seen such magnificent, divine pedal extremities. They were chiselled like marvellous artistic statuary; perfect and delicate in line, colour and shape. Standing away from its companions, the big toe was cocked up saucily like an impudent retrousse nose, and the whole row of wee pink coral digits were tapered like fingers, with microscopical nails, rounded in the form of some pearly seashell.
My eager mouth devoured them. It was a divine tit-bit of delicious, fresh-flavoured fruit, such as must have grown in the garden of Eden.
“Again! Again! Keep on! You do it so nicely!” sighed my adorable creature, in a dying murmur of deep delight.
My greedy lips and tongue rendered due homage to this priceless pair of feet, licking, sucking and tonguing-first one and then the other; and lastly, both at once, until I had to hark back again, not knowing in which marvellous little nook I ought to stop and concentrate all the delight I tried to impart and the vast, sensuous, mad pleasure I kept on experiencing.
Her heels were finely moulded. The skin of her feet was soft and tender; smooth as satin and of a rosy shade. Here and there, the tint was deeper. At the root of the toes, on the ball of the foot, were amber splashes of colour, akin to the hue of old carved ivory. The instep, high and proudly arched, was crossed by an almost imperceptible bluish vein, meandering-a capricious arabesque-on the white surface; but the supreme wonders were her miniature, tiny toes, worthy of adoration, looking like a row of newborn Christ-like babes slumbering in cradles of lily-white silk.
My eyes and mouth were insatiable. I groaned with excess of lust. No man could have been more happy.



CHAPTER XI


“Oh, it was fine!” exclaimed my companion, rearranging her rumpled petticoats. “I don't regret having missed the play, after all. I suppose you got me here to show me how clever you are with your naughty mouth? What time is it?”
“Eleven,” I replied.
“Gracious! Hurry up! I must be in by midnight at the latest,” she said. “I'll have my revenge on Thursday. You'll lose nothing by having to wait!”
Like school children having played truant, we got home at once. I let her go in first, allowing a quarter of an hour to elapse before returning. We had also alighted from our cab a few blocks away from the boarding-house.
The night passed after that grand evening was filled with radiant dreams. I desisted from drinking or smoking a cigarette before getting into bed so as to jealously keep on my lips as long as possible the fresh, fruity perfume of Miss Rosey's adorable little feet. I was still under the charm of the surprise I had felt at seeing such unhoped-for marvels revealed from out of the shoes of a simple book-keeping lassie.
I ought not to have marvelled, knowing as I did that the female foot was the object of devout worship in the United States. I had heard of the untiring minute care that young American girls take of that delicious hidden part of their desirable bodies. I had been told, too that betrothed maidens, during meetings of acknowledged courtship, abandoned their naked feet to the admiration and exquisite kissing titillation of their future husbands, who highly prize this favour.
My countrywomen, the universally-admired Parisienne, is renowned for her little, fairy feet, but-alas! — many a time and oft, her gentil petit pied should be described by the words, “pretty little boot.”
So long as the high-heeled bottine is small, tight, narrow, and elegant, the beauty of the City of Light thinks she has a pretty foot. Everybody round her encourages her in her error. She lets her tootsies twinkle in and out of her skirts, for the men to admire and pay her compliments thereon. Nobody troubles to ask what is enclosed by the dainty footgear, so slim and pointed.
In many cases, and I know more than one, the object imprisoned in the Cinderella shoe, which arouses our sensual longings as it trips along the wood-pavement or is seen stepping in and out of the motor-car, cannot even lay claim to be considered as a foot. It is nothing more than a shapeless stump. So as to be able to reduce the size of her boot by one number and sport tight and tiny footwear, many females have no hesitation in sacrificing divine extremities originally fashioned by Providence to be one of the principal ornaments of woman's sacred body. The toes are forced together, until they are pressed one above the other. Jammed out of their natural direction, they bend over, shoved remorselessly in a bunch toward the shining toe-cap. The continual pressure to which they are subjected makes the little martyred digits become square-shape, without counting that they are always inflicted with a sickening series of hard and soft corns, and bunions. As to the nails-what a disaster! Some disappear entirely; the remainder are ingrowing or deformed. The silly lady of fashion is happy nevertheless, because from under her pretty petticoat she can thrust forth a microscopical shoe, to which her admirers bow down and do homage.
The Parisian Venus is always represented in naked splendour, but with black stockings. Following the same aesthetic ruling, the courtesan and the partrician pet alike, when undressing in the presence of a lover, keep on their stockings. They are to be congratulated for doing so, as the modern French female is a delightful statue, chipped at its base.
Things are different in America. There flourishes the cult of the hand as well as that of the foot. Yankee boots are rationally modelled, allowing the toes to spread out with ease; giving space for natureal development, according to admitted academical outlines. No American woman consents to put up with the torture of tight boots under any pretext whatever. She is rewarded by being without agonising corns or other excruciatingly painful excrescences of the same family. She takes as much care of her feet as of her hands, and when she kicks off her slippers, lover and artist feel unalloyed delight. “Foot-flirtation” is the lascivious coquetry of the beautiful up-to-date Stars and Stripes siren, offering to the gluttonous, loving lips of her betrothed sweetheart or her chosen suitor that maddening, intimate plaything-her naked foot.
The smart set in New York often organise prize beauty contests for feminine feet. These “Tribly” competitions cause painters, sculptors and refined adorers of the fair sex to foregather enthusiastically.
In a vast hall, the pretty competing charmers are unseen by a picked jury. The Yankee goddesses are behind a curtain. Their naked feet, resting on little cushions, are alone visible. The sight is a wonderful one-a delicate treat for connaisseurs of true feminine beauty. The ladies taking part in the contest, nearly all belong to the Four Hundred; or the high society of multi-millionaires; but middle class beauties are also eligible, as well as the pick of the basket of bejewelled “kept” women.
The jurymen are sometimes in a quandary. They have to award the prize-a heavy bangle of massive gold, incrusted with diamonds, forming an ornament to be worn round the ankle to the best pair of impeccable feet they can see, judged from an academical standpoint. The following important points are deserving of the highest award, when found united: white, smooth skin' absolute perfection of the nails, rounded and almond-shaped, like those of the hands; while the carnation of the heels and tops of the toes is also not to be overlooked.
I ought to have advised Miss Rosey to take part in a New York “Tribly” contest, and among American women I have known, I often met with many adorable little feet, worthy of the suffrage of the most fastidious and exacting jury.
Every time I met ravishing Rosey in my lodgings, my whole frame was voluptuously stirred as I glanced at her little shoes hiding her delicious marvels. My mouth watered, impatient to drink in the intoxicating scented taste of paradisiacal fruit.
Day after day went by much too slowly for me, waiting impatiently for that happy Thursday when I was to sate my lascivious appetite during a long afternoon of joy, satisfying my furious cravings to be forced to suffer and start under the divine caress of the rod.
“Now, boy,” Miss Rosey told me, “don't worry all the time about those birches you forgot. One of my lady friends, whose husband is a fervent votary of flagellation and who she flogs daily, has promised me a few of her real good, green rods such as she gets for dutiful hubby. She's also going to buy me a riding-whip, exactly the same as she uses. It appears her old man howls and leaps in the air when she cuts him with it. I'm so happy! At last I shall be able to flog you properly!”
Miss Rosey's features were illuminated; her eyes sparkled joyously; still more intense pinky colour came into her cheeks; and her little nostrils palpitated. Only to look at her and listen as she spoke made me beside myself. The promise of this festival of flagellation; the fulfillment of my most deeply-hidden desires was rendered more heavenly by the knowledge that this entrancing girl was as pleased as I was, if not more.
Three days had yet to pass before the memorable day of joy. I had all my work cut out to support being deprived of my birching nourishment until then. To enable me to curb my impatience, I had paid a visit to the flat of Nelly Lamb. Her door was closed. The adorable goddess was away on a journey, and would only return the next day.
Another night and half a day of languishing expectation and I rushed to the hall of pillars.
Again I was permitted to gaze upon her enthroned in the sumptuous setting that suited her so well. Affable and smiling as ever, she was really wonderfully beautiful in a Greek peplum. She looked like a lining statue.
“Friend,” she said, “could you sleep calmly all these ling nights without my image troubling your rest?”
“Divinity,” I replied, “you deserted your temple. I returned and knocked at your door in vain.”
“I allowed myself to be carried off by a handsome Russian prince,” she said. “he took me to the borders to see the ocean.”
She went on to tell that a Muscovite nobleman came to see her once a year, about this time of year. He always passed a few days with her in a superb villa that he hired on the sea-shore. Possessed by the passion of the birch, he forced himself to fly from her, so as not to die under her rod. She had to flog him for hours together. He was never tired of begging to be scourged. Luckily, she knew how to satisfy him, and to that end, displayed indefatigable energy.
At night, when he slept, she would lift off the bedclothes, and wielding the instrument of torture with artistic, delicate, make him moan for joy in the dreamland of flagellation. His nerves vibrated like the strings of a harp beneath the touch of her agile fingers, forcing him to experience such exquisite profound manly enjoyment, that she had to restrain herself and graduate the effect of her penance, so as to keep him always floating on the surface of the sensuous stream, not letting him fall into the hidden concupiscent caverns of the dangerous depths of too great voluptuous pain.
He would then set sail for Europe, exhausted by these successive shocks of unique and stirring salacity. Once at home in Russia, he used to write her letters which were real poems of passion accompanying his epistles with precious stones beyond price, dug from mines of his own in Siberia where he was master of ten thousand slaves. The prince was young and gloriously handsome-a demigod-diaphanously pale, like an agate, and flaming gold spangles sparkled in his eyes. Nelly loved him madly, but they did not dare live together. Their mutual sensual intoxication was so great that they must both have succumbed. To protect the lovers against the overflow of their great happiness, it was necessary that two continents and the ocean should separate them.



CHAPTER XII


My beautiful acquaintance, Nelly Lamb, threw herself back on the sofa. Her magnificent arms, folded under her neck, caused the undulating lines of her sinuous body to be seen to the greatest advantage.
Real healthy blood coursed beneath the marble of the divine figure. I could see her armpits, where no luxuriant tuft threw any dark shadow to mar the statue's purity.
In silence I gazed at her. She suddenly rose to her feet.
“Tender friend,” she murmured, “today you'll not escape me. I will have you groaning at my feet, plunging as you feel the burning kisses of my rods. You need the birch. I see that in your eyes.”
She thrust her lovely foot toward me.
“Untie my sandals, darling friend,” she said, “so that I may shudder at the contact of your hot lips on my flesh.”
I immediately rushed to undo the knotted, pale-blue ribbon, terminating in a bow above the ankle, and which separated her big toe from the others. Soon, the sweet, twin, pink marble wonders and their nails as brilliant as jewels appeared to my enthralled gaze in all the radiancy of their beauty. Bowing down, my mouth pressed them, as if they were the feet of a saint in a holy tabernacle.
“No, my friend,” she said, rapidly drawing them beyond the reach of my kiss, “the fire of the rod must first enliven you. Come quickly and be naked so that I may bathe you in myrrh and incense.”
She led me to the red room where there was a wealth of fresh-cut flowers of vivid hues in an atmosphere saturated with aphrodisiacal perfume.
I discarded all clothing, and naked, I felt as if in a scented, tepid bath, drawing in lascivious excitement at every pore, provoking a tantalising upheaval of my deepest lust.
With a cry of triumph, I fell on my knees, joining my hands in adoration.
The superb creature had slipped off her robe, and stood before me like Venus rising from the sea, exposing the whole of her naked body. It was the statue of Phidias incarnate. Aphrodite without her sex; pure because so beautiful; divine marble; the incomparable perfection of sublimity in art.
No shady bush tinted the swelling curves of her mount. There was no curling tuft to hide the quadruple pink petals of the blossom of supreme voluptuousness.
Whispering Virgil's lines: Vera incessu patuit dea! I fell giddily to the ground, and my avidious lips clung to the marvellous feet I saw before me.
At the same moment, the rod descended on my buttocks, skimming over my skin with its incandescent ends, showering sparks of fire upon me.
I groaned with joy under the scalding rain, as I vibrated with happiness at the foot of the living statue that flogged me. She was more beautiful than any dream of painter or poet.
She moved about, and my tongue, fearful of losing one single crumb of enjoyment, slavishly followed every step of her delicious feet, fleeing from me on the thick carpet. Her birch kept on striking and biting my backside with fierce precision, causing the fiery ardour of the twigs to penetrate into the marrow of my bones, while my thirsty mouth ws refreshed by the ineffable delights of the divine marble feet, as I sucked the mother-o'-pearl toe-nails. I writhed and rolled on the ground, moaning and gasping in delirium, crawling all round the room, in my chase after these marvellous feet; pursued myself by the smarting swishes of the rod that inflamed my rump and quickened my desires.
The sublime statue, exhausted by this Homeric struggle and by the efforts of her arm brandishing the birch, fell prostrate near me, and I threw myself on her like a wild beast on its quarry.
My greedy mad mouth followed the luminous pathe of her marble legs, and guided by this pair of glorious columns, as if led through the Milky Way; urged on, too, by blissful intoxication caused by the faint fragrance of the sexual flower of woman-kind, I reached at last the holy chalice of supreme voluptuous pleasure.
It was now her turn to shudder in a torturing spermatic spasm, and opening her marvellous arms, she drew me upon her in an embrace which momentarily destroyed our reason.
When I came back to my senses, after this unlocking of the sluice-gates of my virility, every drop of blood seemed to be drawn from my body. I was alone in the room. The statue had disappeared.
I passed the palms of my hands over my body, stroking my poor hinder globes, burning from the onslaught of the cruel branches. My expert flogging Venus had so cunningly aimed her cuts, that despite our struggle and my wild gyrations, not one blow had gone astray.
My buttocks blazed in agony. The silky rod, causing this irritation, far from calming me, had rendered my craving for energetical punishment still more vehement. I was sorry my beautiful flogging friend had so soon abandoned her royal sceptre, and left me in solitude with my tormenting yearnings.
However, there was a surprise in store for me. After a few minutes, the door opened. I saw a lady come in. She was beautifully dressed in a black satin frock and she held in her hand two long, strong rods.
I recognised adorable Nelly in this new disguise. The formidable bundles of birch she carried left me without a doubt as to her intentions. From the bottom of my heart, I offered up thanks to this considerate and intelligent young woman, who comprehended my tortures, coming to succor me in the hour of need.
“Now, dear friend,” she said softly, “I have to flog you most severely. Stretch yourself on that bench!”
I dragged myself slowly to the piece of furniture she pointed out, without uttering a word, so impatient was I for the sting of real, powerful rods on my inflamed bottom.
The two cushions, one on top of the other, securely fixed to the middle of the long settee without a back, forced the middle of the victim's body to jut out high up, this exposing the posteriors fully to the birchen caress, while the upper part of his frame and legs sloped down on either side of the little hillock.
In a jiffey, I felt myself fastened on the bench by means of thick straps buckled round my waist and encircling the top of my thighs, preventing me making the slightest movement. My queen then tied my hands and feet to bronze handles screwed at each end of the wooden frame. I sighed with happiness, because I kept repeating inwardly that I now felt myself in the power of my goddess, the living statue of angelical beauty.
Grasping one of the rods, she struck me squarely. The blow went home. A thousand sharp points pricked my flesh hungering for the torment; a thousand tiny jets of flame seared and grilled my backside. These were no longer the silky strokes that had caressed me with comparative tenderness while I had become as a drunken man by reason of the taste and fragrance of her pink marble feet, and velvet sexual grotto. The supple birch flogged on still, flaying my smarting skin. Its elastic leaping and bounding strokes drew groans of anguish from me. These firm, deliberate cuts, digging deeply down into the flesh of my posteriors to incrust their scalding lance-points, were the source of divine delightful sensations.
I admire the adorable flogging lady whose strength was masked by infinite grace. She was marvellouly handsome in this costume that I saw for the first time. It metamorphosed the Grecian statue into a haughty Society lady, of distinguished bearing and rare elegance. My heart was full of pleasure; I ws joyous and proud of her power. I thought no blow from her could be too heavy, so sublime was her beauty.
The warmth generated by her efforts acted on her, too, bringing fresh animation into her birching task, and the rod whistled shrilly before it fell and fell again on my writhing rump, that vibrated under the ruthless assault.
I moaned and writhed as the elastic twigs flogged me, so vigorously wielded was the rod by Nelly's practised, muscular arm. The points of the twigs spread out fan-like all over my behind, covering the skin, tightly stretched my arched posture, with flaming weals and livid cuts.
The end came at last. The lovely young woman dropped her instrument of love and pain. With a sigh of relief, I looked upon her-a light of supplication in my eyes.
“Stifle your joy for a time,” she said. “I've not done yet. You've only had half your dose.”
She then clasped the new rod, and passing round to the other side, began again, striking harder than before. The fresh twigs hurt me horribly, striking on the bruised surfaces of my bottom-cheeks. Each deep indent of the cuts seemed to lay my flesh open. The strokes were inflicted with elastic force, as a loud swishing sound preceded each slash. I wriggled under the series of stripes, begging for pity and clemency, but inexorable whipping Nelly flogged me with insensate rage, unheeding my shrieks of agony.
She stopped quite suddenly, and I thought I should die of happiness, when I saw her throw up her scented skirts, showing me clouds of lace and silk. She strode over my head, straddling on the nape of my neck, and the warmth of her divine flesh penetrated into my whole being. Engulphed in the delicious maze of her perfumed underworld, I sobbed and choked for sheer felicity, as lifting her rod high, my amazon gave me ten awful, strong, well-aimed blows, directing the points of the twigs between my thighs. These scorching cuts, violating the precincts of my manhood, caused such penetrating voluptuous laceration of the sources of manhood, that in a violent spasm of sexual gushing rapture, my reservoirs of lust burst their dykes, thrilling me from head to foot and depriving me of my reason. So there I lay as if dead, swooning in repeated throes of the keenest spurting enjoyment.
Freed from my bonds, I knelt before my enchantress, covering her hands with kisses of delirious gratitude.
“You are a fairy and a sorceress,” I said. “Thanks to you, I have experienced the greatest joys of life!”



CHAPTER XIII


As I left the mysterious flat of incomparable Nelly Lamb after having presented the birching sorceress with a cheque for an amount proportionate to my enthusiastic regard for her, I found myself once more in the populous streets, amidst hurrying passers-by.
I was like a drunkard. My brain whirled. I staggered, overcome by too much enjoyment. Never had I emptied my blood-vessels in such violent spasms of sensuality. Hours after the divine sacrifice, the shock of the repeated orgasm still shook my frame, and I began to fathom the depth of the birching priestess's occult science and the dangers encompassing any man falling under the hidden sway of her mortal spells.
My robust constitution nevertheless conquered this momentary exhaustion of body and brain, and two days later, warm blood, like generous wine or liquid gold, coursed freely through my veins.
I felt deeply grateful for the efforts of the celestial queen of the birch who had thrown open for me the gates of a new paradise. I thought that the banker's draft I had left with her was an insufficient reward for the joy with which she had overwhelmed me. I wanted to present her with a lasting remembrance, which at the same time should be an adornment for her marvellous body. So I sent her a regal diadem set with large diamonds and sapphires; accompanied by a delirious letter, respectful withal.
In return, I received a perfumed note, with a seal representing Leda and the swan. In the language of the Latin poets, the whipping artiste thanked me, telling me that she would never forget. At the same time, she sent me a photograph of herself in the attitude of the sexless Venus to be seen in the Secret Museum of Naples. This picture resembled some marvellous masterpiece chiselled by Phidias of Praxiteles.
I felt sure that Nelly Lamb's bodily perfection was to be found in other types of the American race, and I sought everywhere for another modern Venus.
In society, at theatres, in the parks and streets, I wsa struck by the admirable proportions of splendid females, as tall as giants. I met women in profusion who were truly handsome, splendidly built; upright and good walkers; knowing how to carry themselves like goddesses. They could all boast of brilliant complexions, and their luxuriant locks were of varied golden shades; or else blue-black. They were real women, full of genuine feminine grace and allurement.
They were quite devoid of the juvenile, gracile, mincing charm of the Parisiennes, who are lissom and trip along the Boulevards or in the Bois with serpentine movements. Their saucy, bold manner is enhanced by their clever style of natty costume. An artistic Don Juan admires and appreciates the pets of the Gay City as a bric-a-brac collector does a pretty little Dresden statuette, but when in the commanding presence of the splendid and impeccable figure-from and academical point of view-of an American beauty, he is greatly impressed, as he would be if viewing some subline picture or work of art.
The young Yankee girl is a full-grown woman at fifteen. At that early age, her bosom is almost developed-and all the rest as well. Her youthful freshness appeals to our sensuality, for she is a blossoming bud; a flower whose captivating perfume mounts to the brain; an appetising peach to make your mouth water.
Such was the sensation I experienced when, strolling in the great park, I made the acquaintance of a ravishing fifteen-year-old maiden, her cheeks glowing with healthy bloom, her violet eyes sparkling like the waters of a mountain lake.
Mute with admiration, while looking at her, I felt the same enjoyment as a connaisseur enraptured with some rare object of art, but my delight ws unbounded when I learnt that this white dove was, like me, crazy on flagellation, and that her plump flesh shivered with inordinate lasciviousness at the stroke of a rod.
Her name ws Lucy Farman, and I often met her on the same park bench, in front of the flower-beds where the busy bees sucked the honey from gorgeous plants. She soon became the sweet comrade of my leisure hours, thanks to the unrestrained liberty enjoyed by the young lassies of the United States. They go about alone, wherever they like, making friends with any men who please them; difference of sex being no obstacle.
I interrogated her at great length concerning corporal punishment, as carried out in the boarding-school she had left but a few months before, and she described for my benefit some moving scenes, entering into minute details-without the least reticence.
The birch was in great favor at the “East End College for Young Ladies,” where my pretty maid graduated. Punishment was inflicted by a governess, who ws rather young, but authoritative and inexorable. The head school-mistress herself did not disdain to penalise certain bottoms for which she felt some particular affection; but she birched so tenderly that her discipline ws more agreeable than anything else.
Little Lucy ws one of her favourites. Thus it came about that she wsa gently led into the path of sensuous flagellation, under the voluptuous swishing of her soft-hearted directress.
The boarders were birched every evening before dinner, expiating all faults committed during the day. In very grave cases, the penality paid in the presence of the entire school assembled, and the chastisement formed a solemn spectacle.
The pupil's failings were noted in a book, afterward submitted to the mistress of the college. She then selected the culprits she desired to flog with her own hands. For the others, she wrote down how many strokes of the birch they were to receive from the rod of the disciplinarian governess. The book was then taken to the whipping room, where the birching lady ws in attendance with two female servants, ready to lend a hand in case of need.
Culprits were called in one after the other. The sentence condemning them to so many cuts was read out, and the two servant-girls at once seize the guilty girl. She was bound to a ladder, slopping against the wall; her feet on the first rung; her arms fastened above her head. A strap was buckled round her shoulders, to keep her body fixe in one position. Petticoats being pinned up to the waist, the victim's knickers were taken off entirely. The disciplinarian monitress now began to play her part, applying with firm and vigorous touch the prescribed number of strokes as set down in the birching-book by the head of the academy. The full amount ws always dealt out, in spite of supplications and shrieks. The whipping woman often added a few extra stingers on her own account, if the girl on the ladder howled or struggles too much.
For ordinary penitential purposes, the strokes varied in number between ten and fifty, according to the age of the young person condemned and taking into consideration the gravity of her misdemeanour. Delinquents of fifteen always got thirty lashes, and the severe flogging governess, never erring on the side of mercy, was mostly ready to add a few more, saying that her young ladies required twice the fustigation they got. After fifty blows, the young minx's delicate skins were generally covered with open weals. The standing rule was that a new rod should be used to each pupil, and the birches being ling and supple hit terribly hard. It ws the duty of the gardener to cut them from the trees in the grounds surrounding the college-buildings. He had to renew his stock as often as necessary in order that the bundles of birchen twigs should always be strong and ripe-neither too green, nor too old and easy to snap and break.
Birching for really serious faults wsa quite another thing-awe-inspiring and impressive. It took place in a large gymnasium where all the pupils and the governesses had to muster. The guilty girl was brought in, wearing a special dress, consisting of a long, unbleached linen smock, reaching to the ground. This was the victim's only garment. It buttoned up the back, and sleeves were knotted, like those of a strait waistcoat, to keep the arms from moving. The sinning lass's feet were chained together, while on her head was a paper cap, inscribed with the word, “Guilty.”
She ws then forced to stretch herself face downward on a heavy wooden bench, placed in the middle of the hall. The two servants tied her down with rough ropes in such away that it was impossible for her to make the least move. The smockfrock ws unbuttoned, baring the part of the body destined for the birch. Three governesses took it in turns to apply pitiless punishment; each of them dealing fifty heavy strokes. The girl roped to the bench yelled in heartrending fashion and her skin ws soon broken and bleeding on both buttocks. The most terrible part of the torture ws not this correction with long weighty rods. There was more to come. The disciplinary mistress stepped forward, and laid open the poor girl's swollen, wounded, gory bottom with ten sturdy, terrible, lashing cuts applied with a lady's riding-whip.
It often happened that the victim of such barbarous treatment fainted, and had to be carried away senseless to be cared for in the infirmary.



CHAPTER XIV


Sweet little Lucy's narrative made a great impression on me, especially the part relating to cruelty inflicted for serious faults. My lively companion, likewise, I could see, was much moved as she recalled the painful scene.
“And you, my dear girl-did you ever have to submit to such severe discipline?” I asked.
“Oh no, never!” she replied. “Extreme penalties were rarely imposed. All the time I was at the school, I only saw a maximum dose given once. As far as I am concerned, the whippings were inflicted by the lady who was at the head of the college, and I can evoke them as agreeable remembrances. Once, however, I was severely birched by the disciplinarian governess. I hasten to declare that I brought it on myself. I did all I could to be swished.”
“What, really, Miss Lucy?” I exclaimed, with surprise. “You sought to be scourged? How interesting! I should like to hear all about it.”
“I told you,” replied the charming young girl, “that I was always birched by the schoolmistress. She had a method of her own, handling the rod in a way which was more caressing than otherwise. It was no real punishment. Her birches were artistically arranged. They were curiosities, so to say. She made them up herself, with the greatest care. Choosing thin twigs among young birchen shoots, she filed down all rough ends and asperities. Then she polished them with white wax and chamois leather, to make them smooth and slippery.
“She forced me to strip and took me under her arm, my legs tickled by her rustling skirts. The feeling of her grasp on my bare skin, and the warmth of her under-garments thrilled me deliciously. When the birch waged war on my behind, I was transported with delight. This small elastic rod brought a rosy blush to my posteriors, but without ever lacerating my skin. It wsa like a series of pulsating vibrations; an electric douche, if you like, which, concluding by benumbing my bum, threw me into an exquisite nervous state, full of unappeased desire.”
“But how about the flogging governess?” I asked with some slight impatience. My amiable companion signed to me to be silent and listen to her.
“The directress was just off to spend a week away from home. Before leaving, she had given me one of her tantalising birchings, leaving me more unnerved than I had ever felt before. It was a stormy day, and when there is thunder in the air, my senses are always strangely stirred. Not satisfied with an ordinary beating, she had rubbed my inflamed globes with her soft hand. This had excited me so dreadfully that I yearned for some unknown relief. I knew something was wanting-some serious strokes from a heavy rod, applied by a firm hand. I had a notion how to obtain the flogging I wanted. I had but to gather some flowers in the garden, to be condemned to thirty cuts. In the absence of the head of the college, the flogging governess would have to accommodate me. I ws certain of getting all I wanted from her. So I hesitated no longer. The hour of punishment was nigh. I was sent almost at once to the whipping-room.
“I did not feel at all at my ease when I found myself a prisoner in the tenacious clutches of the two servants. They soon had me bound to the latter; my petticoats roughly pulled up. It was then that a great wave of shame broke over my entire being. I shut my eyes and tried to think that I was transported to the epoch when the Inquisition flourished, and that I was in the power of bloodthirsty tormentors. The big birch crashed noisily on my tender bottom. I clenched my teeth, determined not to sue for pity. I had nobody to blame but myself, and resolved to suffer in silence. The cruel female executioner hit out at me as hard as she could, as if taking revenge on my trembling bum for all the sweetness usually showered upon it by her employer.
“I was getting more than I required. I started to groan. I asked to be pardoned, but the severe governess, probably waiting for this sign of weakness, flogged me harder still, raising weals and crossing her cuts to make my rump bleed freely.
“When she let me go, I had had a surfeit, having got more than I had bargained for. My bottom was awfully torn, but I could only reproach my own self. Besides, pain soon left me, and there was a delightful reaction. My nerves were calmed, and a sensation of comfort filled my soul. This unique brutal birching, which made me tremble in acute agony, seems an agreeable adventure when I think of it now. It is an enchanting memory.”
“I should think, Lucy,” I said, “that you must miss these queer sensations greatly, now that you have left school?”
“I was not long before finding what I wished. One of my girl friends, who is as fond of birching as I am, lets me have satisfaction whenever I like. She has a lovely style of lashing. It's sweet and violent at the same time. She knows how to make me happy while pleasing herself as well. Unfortunately, she is away in the country for a couple of months.”
The colour mounted to this bewitching damsel's cheeks as she talked of all the voluptuousness she had enjoyed under the fire of the rod, and I began to think that it would be a novel pleasure for me to share my fun with Miss Rosey with this artless, fifteen-year-old maiden. I was quite certain that the lady cashier would be delighted at the idea.
I hardly dared explain my plan, when Lucy knowingly helped me, by deploring the annoying absence of her partner.
“Dear Miss Lucy,” said I, “I think I can manage to afford you your favourite pleasure while your little friend is away.”
“What on earth have you got into your head, my dear fellow?” she said, with a start of fright. “Do you think I'd let myself be birched by a man? Thank you!”
“No, no, Lucy!” I hurried to reply. “You don't understand me.”
Then I drew a vivid picture of Miss Rosey, assuring Miss Farman that my friend would perform the operation faultlessly and overwhelm her with all the delight the rod could bestow. I told of our coming meeting, describing our plans for the entrancing appointment, in glowing colours.
“Will you promise to leave me alone with this young woman?” asked Miss Lucy, anxiously.
I promised to obey her in every way, but she still hesitated.
“It's very tempting,” she sighed, “but I'm taking some risks. I don't know your young lady, and you-hardly at all!”
I did all I could to reassure her. I showed her my pocket-book, credentials and cheques. This ws subtle diplomacy on my part and gave her confidence. It was the American way of introducing oneself.
Nevertheless, she would not give me a direct answer. She wanted to thing things over. If she accepted, I should be sire to find her in the park, seated on the same bench, at the hour agreed upon for Thursday.
As soon as I reached home, I hastened to acquaint Miss Rosey with the good news.
“Try all you can not to let her bolt at the last moment,” said she, full of anticipatory delight. “I should be so disappointed! I'm already mad with joy at the thought of birching that innocent birdie. What a treat for me! But don't you think, sir,” she added with solemn archness, “that you'll get off any the easier. You'll be flogged worse than ever for having flirted with that dear child!”



CHAPTER XV


At last the long-expected Thursday arrived! The weather was lovely-warm and sunny. I had passed a troubled night, disturbed by creams of enchanting delight. There were no signs of recent corrections on the skin of my buttocks, and my imagination was seething to boiling point.
Miss Rosey seemed quite as excited as I was. She had taken great pains with her dress. She wore a tightly-fitting art-blue frock, trimmed with costly lace. She sported a pretty picture hat, cocked saucily on her front “frizzes", and her delicious little feet were encased in boots of Russian tan, as supple as Suede leather.
My adorable young female preceded me, having left the private hotel a few minutes before I did, and then, in a carriage, we drove to the park. We were not disappointed, for the graceful silhouette of my girlish companion soon appeared to us.
It did not take long to introduce the two girls to each other, and they were good friends at once. My first care was to take them to a first-class restaurant. I chose Bisleti's, where I knew I should find good cooking; sound, real French claret, and all the toothsome sweet dishes that please the weaker sex.
Our meal was gay and lively. We lingered long over it. Our veins were full of hot blood, and I know not who of the trio ws most excited and impatient to begin the sacred ceremonies.
Getting inot our vehicle, we made a stoppage at the house of Miss Rosey's married friend, who, as desired, had prepared the instruments of flagellation-rods and riding-whips. Miss Rosey, sprightly as a gazelle, leaped out to fetch the implements.
“What do you think of my friend?” I asked, alone with delicate winsome Lucy in the carriage.
“She suits me. I like her. She seems quite expert in birching games and somewhat resembles my absent chum.”
“You'll soon be able to sample her skill,” I replied. “I don't think you'll have anything to grumble about.”
Time passed and Miss Rosey did not return. What could she be about in that house? I knew she was not a gossip. Perhaps the rods were not ready, or did not please her, and she was having them re-made?
“Suppose we go up in the elevator, and see what has become of her?” I proposed to Miss Lucy.
“Wait a few minutes more,” said Lucy, “we're all right here-comfortably seated and watching the people go by.”
Her face was flushed. She wsa under the influence of our bountiful repast, washed down by heady wines.
We had been seated in the carriage a good half-hour, when Miss Rosey reappeared at last, lively, merry, very agitated, and her eyes sparkling. She was followed by a young girl carrying a big paper parcel.
Our coachman whipped up his horse. Miss Rosey leant back on her cushioned seat and burst out laughing.
“You'll never guess what I did upstairs in that house! No, it's too funny for words! I've just cut a man's bum to ribbons!”
“The deuce you have! Tell us about it,” I said, vastly amused.
“It's perfectly true,” said Miss Rosey. “I had begged my friend to prepare me some good rods and a riding-whip, thinking that she ought to be a judge of these articles, as her husband is a lover of flagellation. She whips him daily with bundles of birch, which she prepares herself with great care. It appears that when her hubby heard that a flogging lady was coming to fetch birch-rods from his place, he worked himself up into such a state that he swore he should die if he wasn't birched there and then by me. My friend did not want to refuse him this favour, for a reason that she told me later, so she begged me to accede to her husband's wish, and give him a sound correction immediately. I accepted with pleasure. 'I pray you, dearie,' said she, 'flog him till the blood comes. Hit him with all your might and don't leave off till he is well wealed. You'll be doing me a great favour. I want to cure him of the habit he has of desiring to be whipped by every fresh female flagellant he hears of-as if his own wife wasn't sufficient for him!' she had got ready two special tickle-tobies, very ling, and made of tough, resisting branches. They had been all night in vinegar to make them still more formidable.
“The chap was already tied down on a bench when I went in, and my friend, leaving me alone with her liege lord, told me not to spare him. You may guess how I let myself go, enjoying the treat, and rendering a service to my jolly pal. So long as there remained a sound bit of wood on the two rods, I slashed away like a mad thing, putting in all my energy, quite reckless, and tearing all the skin off his backside. His wife came back at the finish, and while I got my breath, gave him, as a wind-up, ten cuts with the whip. She dealt them with real rage. Oh, I've had a royal old time! I'm quivering all over with naughtiness. I feel quite lewd!”
“My dear girl,” said I reproachfully, “if you wear yourself out like this, what will be left for us?”
“Don't you worry,” answered the adorable creature, squeezing my hand in her firm grip. “You'll both be properly treated, I swear it!”
A few minutes more and we entered my discreet flat, which had witnessed my delicious games, when I kissed Miss Rosey's wee tootsies.
The first thing we did was to open the packet containing four splendid rods, long and flexible; a lithe lady's riding-whip, and some silk rope for binding victims. Miss Rosey had taken an extra rod for Lucy.
“Now I'm going to settle accounts with Miss Farman,” said Rosey, with a malicious little wink.
“as for you, my old boy-off you go into the next room, where you'll be locked in. for you to assist at the unveiling of all kinds of pink and white hidden beauties, or to allow you to be a witness of certain subsequent mysterious proceedings would be too indecent. So try and be patient, without a word of complaint. Your turn will come next, and you'll get complete satisfaction.”
The door of communication ws shut in my face. I was at the keyhole at once, but the key, remaining in the lick, prevented me seeing anything at all. I tried to push the obstacle back with my penknife, but wary Rosey, guessing what I was about, scolded me through the door and hung a towel over the key.
All I could do ws to press my ear to the panel. There was a long silent pause to begin with. Then I heard garments rustling and falling, followed by the hissing of the birch and the swish of the twigs on plump flesh. In my mimd's eye, I conjured up the image of the young girl whose lovely round globes were quivering under the ardent contact of the rod. Soon, slight groans and tender signs rent the air. The rode stopped its regular “click, clack” for a few minutes, and then the birching sport went on again.
I gasped for breath as I hearkened to the noise of the elastic branches still continuing, and I fretted childishly, stamping my feet like some caged animal. The rod flogged, crashed, and swept resonantly over a darling invisible rump; while the swish of the birch ws accompanied by tiny shrieks, uttered in a shrill treble. There was a long swooning sigh and then complete silence.
The door opened at last.
“Come, my dear friend,” said Miss Rosey. “You who can appreciate the beauty of a female foot, look at those ravishing baby toes! Kiss them!”
I went in and saw Lucy, half-naked, on the tumbled bed. Her cheeks were suffused with blushes of shame and there were tears in her eyes. Her splendid legs were quite bare, and she had delicate, small feet, short and fat, exactly like those of an infant. My lips pressed every one of her wee toes, rounded and well-shaped, with their nails like pink pearls.
My gluttonous allegiance was interrupted much too soon by Miss Rosey who sent me back to the other room, so as to allow Lucy to get dressed.
I was frantically impatient to be alone with my sweet flogging lady, whose features were full of fresh excitement. As soon as Lucy was gone, after having kissed her new flogging friend with affectionate impetuosity betokening all Miss Farman's gratitude, Rosey turned toward me, darting her fine eyes into mine.
“At last I shall be able to flog you as much as I like! Come now, get your clothes off!” she hissed through her set teeth.
Her look, coupled with her threatening words, made me shudder. I undressed hastily, stretching myself obediently on the bed, impregnated with Lucy's delicious fragrant warmth.
Miss Rosey got the ropes and tied my feet and hands to the four corners of the couch on which my body formed the figure of a Maltese cross. Then, seizing a strong rod, she birched me without graduating her strokes. The first was dealt with an amount of vigour that proved she meant to give no quarter.
At every burning blow, I leaped and bounded, groaning deplorably.
“Aha, you don't laugh to-day, master!” said Rosey, happy to see me writhing and moaning.
Her switching rained down quicker and harder. I trembled in every limb, arching up and pressing down my loins each time my bottom came in for a terrible cut.
Miss Rosey had to rest in the middle of her task, to roll up her hair which had fallen down, covering her as with a veil in which the ends of the birch kept catching. She profited by her pause to take another rod, and it seemed that she had gained renewed vigour, for she began to whip me frenziedly, tearing shrieks of suffering from my hoarse throat.
I begged for pity, but the relentless queen of the birch shook her head, continuing to stripe my tortured backside, her eyes rolling madly. Her movements irregular and wild, like those of a bacchante.
From her lissom frame, whirling in a delirious slashing saraband, issued waves of vibrating salacity that encircled me. Every nerve in my pained body throbbed, as the flames of her burning birch licked my gory posteriors, and drew me near to her soul, as it were, in a vortex of unparalelled voluptuousness.
Casting the rod from her-she must have seen the lascivious effect her tormenting twigs produced on her slave-she quickly gripped the whip, and sent a dozen or more fearful strokes of the dread instrument made me plunge, tearing at my bonds as I stiffened all my limbs under the shock of the gruesome commotion.
This supreme fustigating effort caused a sweet rush of swimming pleasure to invade the secret being of the whipping woman as she threw herself upon me, delightedly kissing the part she had bruised and wealed. She undid the ropes, and took my place on the bed, while I fell panting on my knees, actuated by a greedy wish to kiss her small feet.
Indolent and disdainful, she permitted me to take off her baby shoes and softly draw away her long, silk, openwork hose. Her delicious, tiny pedal extremities appeared in all their luminous splendour, and I had not enough kisses and licking caresses to devour them as they deserved with the gluttonous lips and tongue.
“I'm still hungry to flog you?” she said suddenly, leaping to her feet, wet and bare.
With a neurotic twist of her lascivious loins, she stooped and picked up a new rod while I, tamed and obedient, calling myself for the birch's terrible smart on my raw buttocks, wsa just about to lie down again. But she had a new idea, seating herself on the edge of our couch, and throwing me across her lap like a child.
In this position, her arm had not much room to swing the rod. I was very happy at finding myself tightly clasped in her embrace, feeling her body pressed against mine. But she grew tired at having to birch me, without finding me plunging or quivering.
So she lost all patience, and ordering me curtly to bend over the bed, she got her whip again. After a few barbarous strokes, dealt with the greatest possible violence, I writhed on the carpet at her feet in a superhuman spasm where acute pain produced the acme of manly felicity. The gush of blood from my mangled bottom kept time to the throbbing torrent of my essence of virility torn from me by the red-hot searing stripes of the whip.
Miss Rosey ws perfectly exhausted. She reclined at full length, languidly on the bed. Her ravishing little feet were abandoned to my loving moist caresses. Seeing the adorable young creature close her eyes, I grew more bold. My fierce kisses of lust mounted in spiral garlands of wet tonguing delight all along her divine legs and massive thighs, until the sacred depths of paradise were reached.
My mouth officiated at the soft altar of female worship where every delight is centred. I greedily sucked the dewy rosebud, until Miss Rosy's soul melted between my clipping lips-and I once more joined her in the ineffable bliss of the highest degree of ecstasy to which man or woman can possibly reach.



CHAPTER XVI


The hours I passed with adorable Miss Rosey in our discreet apartment will always remain in my mind as imperishable memories, for she caused me to enjoy sensations that can never be forgotten.
I now had to think of my departure. It was drawing nigh. I regretted to have to go. In Chicago, I had met the incomparable female flagellants: Miss Nelly Lamb, Miss Florence, and above all, Miss Rosey, the sweet little hotel-bookkeeper, who, beneath an appearance of candid simplicity, hid the soul of a bacchante and the sculptural form of a legendary princess. Where on earth should I ever find again such a casket of pearls? My passionate devotion to birching games had increased and developed through being enjoyed in the company of such ideal partners.
That lovely Thursday with Miss Rosey had been one long dream of radiant voluptuousness, but her rod unnerved me, when it ought to have appeased my craving. Her strokes, on the contrary, had awakened my desires, creating an impetuous inward need for some great, energetical shock. Therefore, before leaving the windy city, I sought for some severe punishment, which I thought should be inflicted on my shrinking stern, not by a lascivious flogging beauty, but by a severe governess, capable of inspiring me with awe.
I was within an ace of going to see Miss Florence, when a fortuitous circumstance caused me to find something better.
I luckily met once again the disciplinarian matron of the neighbouring school, who, it will be remembered, had so rigorously birched the young chambermaid at my boarding-house. The flogging lady was alone at this time, and I had to summon up all my courage before I dared address her. I stammered out my request quite timidly, but I had hardly uttered a few words before she flatly refused.
“No, sir, I don't whip men for their pleasure! There are heaps of women who make a business of this sort of thing. Go to them!”
I persisted, telling he that I prized a beating at her hands, because she was no common whipping woman, and that to be punished by her was almost ah honour; a privilege possessing peculiar piquancy.
“No, no, I cannot consent,” she said, “except on one condition. Had you committed some fault that really deserved chastisement, I might see things in a different light.”
Her declaration caused a glimmer of hope. I fancied I had found a way to realise my secret longing idea by mentioning some trivial motive, but I had hardly opened my lips than she stopped me.
“You are about to invent some foolish story. It won't go down with me. If you should do something deserving of punishment, write to me at the school. I shall then reflect. If I judge that the nature of your backsliding permits me to intervene, I will drop you a line to that effect.”
She turned on her heel and left me rather puzzled. I imagined a thousand things, rejecting them soon afterward one by one, until, at last, I recollected perfectly well that a few days before I had indeed been guilty of an error that was worthy of expiation.
I bought some gloves and neckties in a large drapery story, paying with a hundred-dollar bill. The young woman who served me had handed me fifteen dollars too much when she gave me my change. I saw the mistake soon after I left the shop, but out of sheer carelessness, I did not go back to reimburse the lady assistant.
I therefore wrote to my stern governess accusing myself of this slight sin of heedlessness. I awaited a reply with a feeling of great anxiety, but a note soon reached me. It read thus:
“Sir, ” wrote the whipping matron, “what you call negligence is real larceny. You had discovered the mistake and knew who would have to suffer from it. Your education and your social position ought to have rendered you incapable of such lightheaded conduct, causing you to neglect to set that striking example a man of your rank in the world should always be able to show his inferiors. There is not the slightest doubt but that your duty is to return without a moment's delay the sum of money you dishonestly appropriated to the person to whom it belongs. I will chastise you. You deserve severe corporal punishment. In order to endure it, you will present yourself at the school to-morrow, Saturday, at three o'clock, after the pupils have left. The janitor will show you my office. My fee is one dollar.”
I had attained my ends. I was to be deservedly birched by an official whipping matron, almost a legal flogging governess, if I may venture to say so. The modest figure of her emoluments proved that she deemed herself invested with honourable functions and did not seek to make money.
When I reached the school, a boy between twelve and thirteen, holding a letter in his hand, was talking to the janitor, who, as he lead me to the office of the disciplinarian schoolmistress, told the lad to follow him as well.
The flogging teacher, without troubling about me, except by replying to my respectful bow by a slight nod, glanced at the note brought by the youth.
“Quite well, Harry?” she said. “Your father and mother ask me to give you a good dressing down. Come along here, I shan't be long over it!”
On hearing these threatening words, the little chap started as if he had received a shock from an electric battery, and began to sob.
“Oh no, please ma'am! Don't whip me! Oh don't, I pray you!”
“I shan't be more than ten minutes birching this young fellow,” she said coolly, addressing me. “I will attend to you immediately afterward.”
She opened the door of an adjacent room and dragged the boy, still lamenting and struggling, in with her.
“Down with your pants!” was the order given to the weeping lad.
“Oh no, please forgive me, ma'am! I'll never do it again!” howled the child.
The door had been left ajar. I could see distinctly what was going on in the other room, where there was a heavy form and a heap of birch-rods piled up in a corner.
“Didn't I tell you to let down your pants!” repeated the matron in an authoritative tone.
“Yes, ma'am. But oh! — do pardon me. Never again will I be naughty!” the wretched boy trembled like a leaf, and the impatient woman slapped his face with such force that his head waggled about his shoulders for a few seconds afterward.
“So you won't take down your breeches?” she said.
“I'm letting them down-really I am!” stuttered the youth.
Without allowing him to complete this necessary act of partial disrobing, the termagant, in a rage threw herself upon him. Gripping both his hands, she tied them together at the wrists. She then threw him brutally on to the bench, passing a thick rope over his loins so as to bind him securely face downward. She then tore off his trousers completely, and wound a second stout cord round his legs, while he never ceased struggling and howling.
Catching up a strong rod, she set about flogging him with might and main, hitting him with real vigour. The lad yelled as if mad, bounding and writhing, despite his bonds. The terrible birching lady paid no attention to anything but her task. It looked to me as if she had lost her wits, for putting her entire strength, she literally covered the brat's little bottom with formidable slashing strokes.
It was a thrilling sight-this tall female, as frenzied as an enraged lioness, mercilessly cutting these palpitating boyish buttocks with practised, mighty blows of her stout birch. Her victim roared with acute pain. I trembled in every limb thinking how in a few minutes, I also should be bound down on that same bench, to be birched still more brutally, as I was older, and able to support still greater agony.
Nevertheless, the sensation that benumbed my entire being was not devoid of infinite voluptuousness. I struggled against a natural impulse prompting me to fly from such severe correction, and yet I remained as if my feet were nailed to the floor, incapable of movement. I was actuated by a furious desire to endure the torturing ordeal.
The spectacle became very thrilling; the teacher going on with her fierce birching, and her captive twisting about under the burning twigs, as he uttered heartrending cries.
Bits of birch flew about all over the room, and when at last the female executioner threw away the work stump of her rod, I breathed again. She unfastened the ropes and bundled the boy outside, without even giving him time to adjust his disordered garments.
Passing in front of me, she gave me a look that made me shudder.
“Go in the corner and undress!” she said roughly.
Just as the little boy left, a girl of about fifteen years of age came in. she brought a letter that the governess glanced over after tearing it open impatiently.
“What! More punishment?” she exclaimed. “Can I never have a moment's peace? They won't let me alone even during play-time!”
At the word 'punishment' the lass started.
“If you care, madam, to attend to this young lady before me, I can wait.”
She turned toward me in a fit of temper, and again eyed me with her cruel, piercing glance.
“I told you to strip, did I not? Have you heard what I said?”
I retreated in fear, and rapidly divested myself of coat and trousers. I felt very awkward at having to undress in the presence of the young girl, who, in the next room, could see me quite plainly.
The schoolmistress, without troubling about such a trifle, rummaged in the pile of rods, choosing a couple-the longest and strongest. She threw them on the floor near the bench, towards which she pushed me.
She tied a rope tightly round my back, winding another cord about my legs. They she bound my hands, without saying a word; her eyebrows knitted and her face distorted. Taking up the rod, she at once set it going smartly on my bare bottom. Blow succeeded blow at express rate, and I started and plunged, howling with pain. She flogged me with insensate exasperation, soon causing me to shriek in agony. I made useless desperate efforts to burst my bonds, but my struggles only caused the ropes to sink deeper into my flesh. The rod never ceased torturing me with its reiterated sting; swishing, cutting, mangling the sensitive skin of my posteriors. I groaned and choked, losing my breath under the excruciating avalanche of lashes that swept over my smarting rump like a torturing hurricane. The cruel monitress, caring nothing for my sufferings, never ceased flogging me pitilessly. Throwing down her rod, reduced to a mere stump, she grasped the second one, and my martyrdom continued without a moment's respite.
The fresh birch dug deeper than its predecessor into my raw rump, now bruised and tender. My blackened, swollen flesh quivered and pulsated at the renewed attack. I tugged at the ropes in despair, not knowing what to do to escape from such intense suffering. Each blow that flattened out the twigs with a tremendous crashing noise on my scalded stern, caused me to jump like a fish just hooked.
Blow after blow fell with regular monotony. The torture seemed to have lasted hours. When it came to an end at last, and the disciplinarian governess had loosened my bonds, I could hardly stand, so weak was I. Passing my hand over my excoriated hindquarters, I found my fingers suffused with blood. When I returned home after this thrilling experience, I met Miss Rosey in the hall.
“What ails you?” she said stopping me. “You're quite pale! You seem quite upset.”
“It's nothing,” I replied. “Just a trifling bilious attack.”
I had formed an idea that this brutal chastisement would perhaps have quenched my passionate thirst for birching torments, and even cure me entirely of my love for passive flagellation.
Nothing of the kind took place, and a night or two after this terrible punishment, my blood boiled again in my veins, carrying to every artery the burning lava that impelled me to seek for the ardent voluptuousness which can only be aroused by the influence of the rod.
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