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PUBLISHERS NOTE




The history of erotic literature is long and distinguished. It holds valuable lessons and insights for the general reader, the sociologist, the student of sexual behaviour, and the literary specialist interested in knowing how people of different cultures and different times acted and how these actions relate to the present. Because of the inherent value to all students of the human condition of these classic erotic works, we have chosen not to alter this book in any way, shape, or form. It is presented to the reader exactly as it first appeared in print. Thus, all of the subtleties are exposed to our view — the haste or extreme care taken by the author and the original publisher, the manner of speech and communication, the colloquialisms of the time, the means of expression, and the concepts of erotic stimulation both real and imaginary — used by the writer who was, in every sense, representative of his time.
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THE SOCIETY OF ARISTOCRATIC FLAGELLANTS




Upon his return from abroad, Colonel Spanker soon associated himself with two or three gentlemen who had the same penchant for the exercise of the birch; and, by their united efforts, succeeded in forming the Society of Aristocratic Flagellants, which included at least half a dozen of the most beautiful and fashionable ladies of the day. Their first care was to rent a house in Mayfair just out of Park Lane. Their housekeeper was an old bawd who was well paid to take care of the place, and after letting in the company she always took care to keep out of the way, hearing and seeing nothing. 

The gallant Colonel worked upon a well considered system at first, so as gradually to educate the lady members till they were all as ready as himself to go to any extremes in order to develop the highest pitch of voluptuous excitement. He began by securing hired victims, young girls out of the streets, such as match and flower sellers, who for a few guineas were very glad to submit their vulgar buttocks to such whippings as the Colonel at first treated the members to. 

The want of modesty and sensibility in such roughly brought up girls was a sad drawback, as the master of the ceremonies had continually explained to his company that only real young ladies thoroughly understood the degradation of being exposed and humiliated before members of their own sex, and what must they feel when they find themselves degraded and punished before a gentleman? 

They got into their power a milliner's apprentice who was a great improvement on the vulgar East End girls they had previously experimented upon, but even her blushes and screams did not come up to the Colonel's ideal of a modest sensitive victim, who would afford them an exquisite treat by her exhibition of blushing sensitiveness at every little exposure, and her final horror and disgust, as she thoroughly realises all the shameful indignities to which she is compelled to submit. These frequent allusions to the insipidity of the pleasures they derived from practising on paid and consenting victims, at length so worked upon the indignations of his hearers, that they all became quite anxious to secure a fitting sacrifice, and deputed their president to try and secure a pretty young lady with real blue blood in her veins, who had been brought up with every care and tenderness, and thoroughly imbued with every modest sensibility, which a careful and religious training would have made part of her nature. 

He explained to them that for some time past he had been using all his energies and persuasion to bring about this unanimous desire for a more heightened and exquisite kind of flagellation; also that already he has had his eye on a young lady well known to most of them, Miss Julia Ponsonby, a lovely young blonde of eighteen, whose widowed mother, being compelled to go abroad for a time, is seeking for a suitable lady to whose charge she can entrust her daughter during her absence; adding that he has instructed an instrument of his, in fact a swell gay lady who being rather passe is willing to undertake the business of procuress to the Society. 

This person is to represent herself to Lady Ponsonby as a Miss Carr Burton and being furnished with first-rate testimonials (of course forged) he hopes she will be able to secure Julia for them.

A general clapping of hands greets this information, whilst the ladies seem to evince even greater anxiety than the gentlemen for the accomplishment of their wishes; such exclamations as; “How nice! What a delicious idea! Only to think of having the pretty Julia's bottom! Why, it will blush like her face! Oh! Colonel, dear, we hope we sha'n't be disappointed of such a little delicate duck for a victim!” assuring him that all were now as thoroughly interested as he could wish them to be. 

Thus encouraged, he fixed upon an evening in the next week when he felt almost certain to have Miss Julia in his power, and promised to give them a lecture upon the sublime Theory of Flagellation in all its various and delicious aspects, and to illustrate it upon the beautiful victim before him.




















THE LECTURE HALL




The Lodge of the Society was a spacious mansion, with an enclosed court before the entrance, so that carriages setting down visitors were not subject to the observation of persons in the street, and victims, who were always brought in closed conveyances, would find it quite impossible to recognise the place again. 

It is not necessary to describe all the luxurious arrangements of this mansion, but the lecture hall or place of punishment was a large conservatory, which the Colonel had constructed on to the back of the mansion and covered in with a double glass roof, in order to prevent the escape of sounds and cries. 

Entering this place by marble steps from the back drawing room the visitor would find himself in a kind of crystal palace the roof of which was as high as the house, the two ends and outer side being fitted with palm trees and other luxuriant exotics, enclosing the centre space in a perfect grove of dense foliage and delicious flowering plants and shrubs. All the back windows of the house looked into this kind of eastern paradise, which was alive with parrots, peacocks, bulbuls, and a variety of birds either remarkable for their voice or plumage. 

The centre space before mentioned was as large as a commodious drawing room, being surrounded on every side by a trellis-work to which was trained quite a hedge of beautiful prickly cactus in full blossom. At one end a powerful fountain threw up its refreshing sprays whilst the gold fish sported in a capacious basin at its foot; the other end was arranged with about a dozen luxurious chairs and a table for refreshments, whilst in the centre stood an old-fashioned Berkeley horse, a thing to secure the victims to, so that they could be arranged at any desired angle, or even suspended so as not to touch the floor with their toes. It was something like a large pair of steps, only made of mahogany, the foot board and edges being padded and covered with red baize. 

The last thing to mention is the floor which was a most tasteful display of coloured tiles, the mosaic of which made it look as if strewed with gathered flowers. 

The assumed Miss Carr Burton is quite successful in her scheme for getting Miss Julia Ponsonby into her power, having represented herself to Lady Ponsonby as living in apartments at Hampton Court Palace; but that she will take a house for the season in Mayfair and act as a guardian and chaperone to the dear Miss Julia. 

Lady Ponsonby is delighted with the arrangement so much to her daughter's advantage, and on the day she is leaving for the continent, she entrusts her beautiful Julia to Miss Carr Burton, who says they will first go over the house in Mayfair which is being prepared for them, and then go down to her apartments for a few days. The mamma departs in blissful happiness at leaving everything so comfortably settled, and then the brougham (hired of course) of Miss Carr Burton, took that lady and her protege to the house near Park Lane. 

They find an elegant dinner set out in the dining room, to which the two ladies do ample justice, waited on by a demure looking femme de chambre, who the old housekeeper has got to assist her. After a while Miss Carr Burton gives orders for the brougham to be prepared to take them to Hampton Court, and says she must write a note, and perhaps her dear Julia, would like to look over the bedroom and boudoir being specially prepared for her, asking Marie to show Miss Ponsonby the way. Julia is delighted with the rooms, but is suddenly alarmed to find herself alone, and the door locked. The Frenchwoman has locked her in. 

'Tis beginning to get dusk. Presently a note is slipped under the door. Julia snatches it up and hastens to light the candle on her dressing table. The note runs as follows:—

“My dear Miss Ponsonby, Excuse any seeming treachery, but I am not what you suppose. Carr Burton is an assumed name supported by false representations. I am compelled to go home, but it is not to Hampton Court. You will find yourself under the guardianship of a nice gentleman, who has employed me to get you into his power. He will be a real parent to you and make you acquainted with wholesome fatherly discipline. You are wanted as a subject to lecture upon before a society of ladies and gentlemen, who meet in this house for the practice of flagellation. They are members of the same aristocratic society in which you have been accustomed to move. They know you quite well, but will be so disguised as to be unrecognisable to you. Prepare yourself, poor dear Julia, for all sorts of exposures, whippings, and humiliations. Their pleasure in watching your exquisite sufferings, will prevent the least sympathy for their beautiful trembling victim! My part of the plot is accomplished, and in bidding you adieu, I hasten to leave a house where the lady visitors stand too much upon their dignity to tolerate the presence of their procuress.” 

A deadly pallor came over the frightened girl as the note dropped from her fingers. She threw herself upon her knees by the side of the bed, her hands clasped in agony as she exclaimed, “Oh! Oh! Oh God! Have mercy upon me, and deliver me from this awful peril.” But there was no comfort for the poor girl, as the reality of her imprisonment seemed more apparent every moment. The room was seemingly filled with her sobs, sighs, and moans, as she buried her face in the feather bed. 

She did not hear the stealthy step of a military looking gentleman, who silently emerged from a closet in one corner of the room. He was a fine looking man of about fifty-five, with a greyish moustache, bald head, and thick bushy eyebrows, which gave his ruddy cheeks a very severe expression when he was at all angry. For a few moments he stood behind the poor, miserable young lady, rubbing his hands, and gloating over her with a most pleased expression, reminding one of a satyr who has surprised a sleeping nymph. 

It was the Colonel. At length he exclaimed in a rather rough tone, “Miss Ponsonby, will you do me the honour of rising, and allow your new guardian to introduce himself.” 

JULIA—“Oh! Is it true?... I dare not look up.” 

COLONEL—“Stand up this instant, young lady. Look me in the face, and see if I am not a man to be obeyed.” 

JULIA—“Mercy! Mercy! Let me go home! How cruel to be thus entrapped!” 

A sudden courage seems to come to her assistance, and she springs to her feet, stamping her pretty boots on the floor in an impotent rage, as she brushes back her golden locks, and displays to the Colonel's delighted gaze, her crimson face and red streaming eyes, as she says with an agonised and impassioned tone, “Is it true sir, that you have got me in your power, that my miserable sufferings may amuse yourself and friends?”

She had evidently intended to say much more, but her first look in the Colonel's face seemed to freeze the blood in her veins, which had the moment before been quite boiling with indignation. 

“Ha! ha! ha!” said the Colonel, with a brutal laugh, “how do you like the look of me for a guardian? Mark my words, Miss Julia Ponsonby, I am a man to be obeyed if I only lift my little finger. Are you prepared to promise the most implicit obedience in every thing I order, even if it is to strip yourself naked.” 

Julia, blushing up to the roots of her hair, seems dazed and bewildered, but after a slight hesitation, her tongue gives vent to her indignation. 

“No! no! no! sir, I would die first. You can never compel me to do that.” 

Colonel fiercely seizes the young lady by her wrist and drags her a few steps, till he sinks into an arm-chair. “Now, girl,” he hisses in her ear, “you are in my power. Will you kiss me, and promise obedience?” 

Shriek after shriek escapes the poor agonised girl as she writhes and struggles to get away from his iron grasp. 

Colonel, angrily, with knitted brows, “Ah! I see what sort of a girl I have to deal with, you must have a lesson at once”; throwing her bodily across his knees. 

“Oh! Oh! My God! For heaven's sake, sir, what are you about?” shrieks out Julia, ready to die with shame and indignation, as she feels her petticoats thrown over her head, and knows there is nothing but her drawers to prevent him seeing her naked bottom. His hand falls in three or four tremendous smacks, each one quite suspending the breath of the struggling girl. 

“Ah! We can feel a little, can we, Miss Julia? Lucky for you that I have no rod handy, or your delicate skin might get cut up the first night you are under my roof; but my hand can do no harm. I'll just open your drawers a little behind, and see if a few slaps on your naked flesh will make you more obedient!” 

Julia is horrified, disgusted, and ready to die with shame. 

The Colonel uncovers her head a little to enjoy the sight of her blushing face, and startling terrified eyes. 

“Ha! Ha! Miss Ponsonby, yours is a very pretty bottom; not too fat,—quite a refined exhibition for a modest young lady,” says he. “How do you like that! and that!! and that!! how deliciously your white skin flushes under my smacks. We shall have a most exquisite lecture to-morrow. You are just the modest blushing kind of young lady we want to experiment upon. Will you obey me now, or shall I continue the lesson?”

 Julia shrieks and screams, “Ah! Ah! Ah-r-r-r-re! Oh! Oh! How rude.” The slaps sting more and more, and even her agony cannot prevent her seeing how delighted the Colonel is with his exercise. Her bottom seems as if the skin was red-hot, and must burst at every smack. She shrieks and sobs, “Ah! Oh! I shall faint!” but only to be jeeringly assured that young ladies never faint from slaps, which are the best possible remedy for hysterics etc. At last the agonised girl is compelled to sob out her submission. 

The Colonel has experienced the most voluptuous enjoyment from this excitement. He kisses her bottom and still more horrifies the poor girl by other dreadful liberties. At last he advises her to go to bed, and assures her that everything is provided for her comfort, and she need not fear interruption till the 'femme de chambre' brings her breakfast in the morning. “Au revoir, Miss Julia Ponsonby; may I find you obedient and dutiful in every respect to-morrow”; as he makes his exit by the door. 

The imprisoned girl passed a restless night, tormented by her apprehensions of what was going to happen on the morrow, but towards daylight her exhausted eyes closed in sound sleep, from which she was roughly awakened by some one shaking her naked shoulder; for she had slept in her chemise. To her horror the dreadful Colonel stood by her bedside in his shirt sleeves, one hand grasping a bunch of twigs elegantly tied up with scarlet silk, and velvet round the handle. 

“Pleasant dreams to you, Miss Julia. You see, I have such a fatherly solicitude as to your behaviour before the Society of Aristocratic Flagellants to-day, that I am here before breakfast, to assure myself that you are in a properly obedient frame of mind”, said the dreadful man. “Now get out of bed and dress yourself.” 

JULIA, her blushes and terrified looks quite delightful to her tormentor... “Oh! Oh! Never before you. This is worse and worse!” hiding her face under the bed clothes. 

With a sudden wrench the coverlets, blankets, and everything are jerked off her, and she finds herself exposed to his searching gaze in a half-naked state. 

COLONEL—“What a beautiful figure! I wonder, Miss Ponsonby, you are not ashamed of going to bed, without a proper night dress. But there, it's the old story; females young or old have no sense of decency when they are alone. Why I should fear the walls had eyes!” 

Distressed and shamed beyond measure by his cutting remarks and the sense of her shameful exposure, Julia tried to cover herself with a sheet, but a clever sting of his birch caught her just on the tender parts inside her thighs, and made her quite spring up with the sudden smart, screaming, “Ah! Ah! Oh! Oh! What shall I do?” 

COLONEL—“Dress.... Dress.... Dress yourself,” as he skilfully cuts her with painfully stinging whisks, which smart more than they do real damage. 

At last she is on the floor. The Colonel drops his rod, and picking up her drawers, persists in holding them for her to step into. He is so awkward and makes so many wilful blunders, that poor Julia, is ready to die with shame as he tucks in the tail of her chemise for her, observing “I shall get more handy bye and bye. I never acted as a lady's maid before.” 

The drawers are on at last, and he resumes his rod, ordering her to put on her boots and stockings, which operation he watches with gloating satisfaction, as he makes occasional remarks as to the beauty and perfection of her limbs, feeling her calves, nipping her thighs, etc. and otherwise enjoying the distress and shamefaced confusion of his tearful victim. Then he steps back and contemplates her at a short distance, and finally pointing to a ladder standing against the wall, which has somehow mysteriously come into the apartment during her sleep, he orders her to slowly step up three or four rings with her bottom well inclined outwards. 

“Stop! High enough!” he shouts out, making his birch hiss through the air as if about to use it. “Now open your drawers behind yourself, and show me your beautiful bottom.”... There is a slight hesitation on the part of the victim, but the rod instantly slashes down on her covered buttocks with such force, that she gives a fearful scream of agony, and falls off the ladder, writhing on the ground and rubbing her bottom as she sobs “Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!” 

He seizes her by the hair of her head, and fairly lifts her on to her feet, threatening that he will take her life and get some other girl, if she does not promise to obey his most trifling, or most painful orders, without regard to her own feelings of pain. 

“I will torture you slowly to death, silly obstinate girl”, he hissed in her ear. 

Julia thought her last hour had really come, she screamed for “Mercy! Mercy! Mercy! Oh! I will do anything, sir! Oh! Oh!” 

Satisfied with the effects of his threats, he contented himself by making the terribly humiliated girl stand on her head against the wall, with the slit of her drawers so open that he could see the slightly pouting lips of her cunny surrounded by a light chevelure of hair almost as golden as that streaming from her head to the floor. 

At length he left her with strict injunctions to dress herself as if for a ball, assuring her that the best way to secure his approbation would be to attend to his directions in that respect, adding that Marie would furnish her with an elegant change in place of the damaged dress she had on yesterday.




















THE LECTURE - FIRST PART




The Aristocratic Flagellants, after a sumptuous dinner, (from which even the ladies rose slightly flushed by the champagne they had indulged in) adjourned for the evening's entertainment to their Paradise as they styled the beautiful conservatory, having an unshaken faith between themselves that Adam and Eve re-invigorated one another by slapping each other's bottoms, in the original garden of Eden, where, of course, their only pleasure was a luscious indulgence in all the arts of love, nowadays condemned by a hypocritical world as wicked and obscene, but which in those primeval times formed the true end and object of harmless lives continually striving to obey their Maker's first and greatest commandment to “multiply and replenish the earth.” 

The Colonel had left the table some quarter of an hour in advance of the company, begging they would excuse him as he was only going to enquire after Miss Julia's health, and would himself introduce her to them in Paradise. 

Repairing to the victim's room, he found the young lady dressed in an elegant ball costume of dark blue silk, trimmed with Honiton lace, which contrasted in a most fascinating manner with her lovely blonde complexion, the golden hair hanging in a profusion of ringlets over her finely moulded shoulders, which were fully exposed, and a close observer could see the upper part of the ivory globes of her bosom, as they heaved with tumultuous agitation under the thin shading of lace. 

“Excuse my intrusion, Miss Ponsonby,” said the Colonel, with rigid politeness, “I see you have paid attention to your toilette, but by St. Bridget, you look as obstinate as ever with your tear stained face. How is it, girl? For we are going to meet all the ladies and gentlemen directly. Are you going to smile or not?”, as he flourished a sharp cutting ladies riding whip before the terrified girl. 

JULIA—“Indeed, sir, I have paid attention to your instructions, and hope Marie has dressed me to your satisfaction; but it's quite impossible for me not to show my fear and anxiety,” standing up and looking at him with her splendid large eyes red and brimful of tears. 

COLONEL—“Wipe your eyes directly, Miss Ponsonby. This is real childishness! I must make you look cheerful if not delighted,” slashing her with his little whip over her arms and shoulders, the delicate skin of which instantly shows deep red marks. 

Julia, the tears running down her crimson cheeks, and the corners of her mouth twisting up as she suppresses her cries, only sobs, but dashes away from his reach, wringing her hands in agony. Her tormentor follows her up—slash! slash!! slash!!!— the room is too small for her to evade his blows, which fall with a hiss through the air and seem to cut the poor girl like a knife, raising a number of hot smarting weals, one or two of which are on her burning face. 

COLONEL—“I'll cut you to pieces! There's only a few minutes before I must introduce you, and now you are making yourself quite unpresentable,” getting more and more excited. 

She darts about the room shrieking frantically for “Mercy! Mercy! Mercy! Oh! Oh! Oh! Ah-r-r-re!” as she stumbled over a footstool and nearly fainted away. 

COLONEL—“Ha! Ha! I think you begin to know me a little. If it was not for spoiling your appearance, you would not get off so easily, Miss Julia. Now let Marie help you to compose yourself,” as the “femme de chambre” appears in answer to his summons. 

Julia takes a little of a most exhilarating cordial, which seems to make her feel quite gay in an instant; still the marks of her whipping tell a painful tale, even after her eyes and face have been carefully washed with cologne water. The Colonel also was glad of a few minutes' rest to compose his own excited feelings. 

The company were getting slightly impatient when the Colonel entered the conservatory with Julia upon his arm. 

They all rose and inclined themselves gracefully towards their victim as their president presented her, saying, “This is Miss Julia Ponsonby, well-known to most of you, and I trust we shall all enjoy the most delicious sensations; as, by her aid, I am able to illustrate the theory of discipline; unfortunately she has required some considerable drilling with this little tickler to get her into something like an approach to a proper state of submissiveness.” 

Julia is so bewildered at the sight of six ladies in masks, and four gentlemen made up with most ferocious false whiskers and moustaches, that she fails to bow to them in return, but, dropping the arm of her introducer, retreats to the further end of the place close to the fountain, crying hysterically. 

The ladies on their part are quite in a flutter, and, masked as they are, can feel their faces tingling with a kind of reticent shame, as they find themselves in the presence of their victim, a young lady they have been accustomed to meet at all the best houses of the aristocracy, and what were they about to do to her? The thought of all the indignities and shameful insults they should see perpetrated on the beautiful modest girl made their blood thrill with impulsive rushes of excited anticipation. The Colonel is the only one who fairly shows his natural features. The ladies have their masks: Lady Manvers (blue), Lady Curzon (red), Miss Debrette (black), Hon. Miss Cuddleton (yellow); whilst the gentlemen, Sir Charles Dansy, Captain Cooper, Lord Flashington, and the Marquis of Crim.-Con. are known respectively by red, brown, black, and blue beards. 

All are impatient for the lecturer to commence, and Colonel, throwing down the whip which he had retained in his right hand: “There, my young beauty, that will lie on the floor to remind you of the warning you have had. No wonder you have retreated close to the cool fountain! Stand in the middle of the room! Do you hear me, Miss?” he almost thundered, stamping with his foot to make his impatience more terrible to the victim. 

Convulsively sobbing and wringing her smarting hands, Miss Ponsonby takes her stand as ordered, and the Colonel proceeds. “Now ladies, I want you to follow me in my lecture both in its practical as well as its theoretical bearings, and I promise you a treat; but first let me observe that in the case of a young lady, such as the subject before you, it would have been impossible for me to collect my ideas with sufficient clearness and composure unless I had just cowed her proud spirit. An aristocratic young lady is like an untamed filly from the steppes of Tartary or the rolling prairie. She may be modest and retiring in ordinary; but the moment she feels the curb of strict obedience forced upon her, she feels insulted, degraded, and decidedly restive. The only effective plan in such a case is to assume a savage, relentless manner, and use plenty of whip as I have done at the very beginning. It cowes their spirit quicker than anything. I have explained to Miss Ponsonby that she will have to obey the minutest orders I may give, even to strip naked and ask me if such and such a charm is not pretty, if we should not like to feel it, or examine it to please ourselves. I've thrashed her shrieking round the room, and only desisted on her promising the most implicit obedience; and again I told her, giving slash after slash just now, that what I meant by obedience was stripping herself naked when ordered to do so, slowly, one thing at a time, till by a very gradual process she might even be stark naked; and now let me ask you all to come close and examine her marks, her blushes, tears, and quivering lips; imagine all the pain she has suffered before I could bring her into this half-trained state, for I am sure she will be restive again, but that will only tend to make this lecture more piquant it makes our pleasure the greater. That was a painful cut (touching her one); bend your neck, Miss, so that the ladies can see where the marks are.” 

The poor girl is more crimson than ever. She bites her lips till the blood comes, as she tries to repress her indignant feelings. They can see how deeply she feels it all, and the gentlemen amuse themselves by placing their hands on her palpitating bosom, and drawing their female friends' attention to her agitated condition. 

LADY MANVERS, with a flutter of mixed excitement and sympathy, “Poor child, I would kiss and soothe you but for this horrid blue domino. You have cut her about, sir! Augh! what a nasty cut that is! I don't think I like such cruelty; but still it's very exciting to see a man flogging a lady,” as she pats the poor girl caressingly,  “Poor thing, I won't be one to see you punished too severely.” 

JULIA—“Oh! Oh! Don't touch me! Ah-r-r-re! Oh! Dear Lady, you seem to have some kind feeling—let me go; make them give me my liberty. Oh! Oh! what have I done to deserve such punishment? Oh! I can't bear it!” wringing her hands in agony and more distressed than ever. 

MISS DEBRETTE—“Don't be so soft-hearted. She can bear it well enough. I've seen a pretty good lot of birching in my time, and it was always an exquisite sight to see the girls' bottoms exposed! My schoolmistress was quite delighted when once I saw her place three sisters side by side with their clothes turned up and dunces' caps on their heads. She did cut them up, all three at once. Our blood was so delightfully heated by the sight that three of us slipped away for a little salacious amusement afterwards. But perhaps you, Lady Blue, don't understand that sort of thing; if so it will be improper to enlighten you, especially as Miss Ponsonby might hear it. There! there! just look at her; how I have made her blushes deepen! Why, I believe the lewd young lady quite understands what I refer to.” 

Julia is all confusion, as she once had a bed-fellow who secretly taught her some curious but very pleasing practices. 

COLONEL, giving the victim a rather loud sounding slap on her sore neck, which elicits a quite sudden scream of pain. —“I believe you are quite right in your conjectures, my dear Miss Black, or she certainly would never have blushed as she does—she shall confess it all bye and bye. And perhaps you can tell us something amusing when I feel that I require a few moments' rest during my lecture?” 

Then his heavy hand gives a couple more pitiful slaps, as poor Julia screams in agony “Ah! Ah-r-r-re! Oh! How cruel!” Then he continues “Cruelty! Nonsense! Why, you don't know what it is yet! you'll soon give over that idea.... Stand straight, or I'll take up the whip again... Stand up! so!” as he pretends to be looking for the dreaded whip.

 “Now to go on with my lecture,” he continues; “there is whipping fantastic, and there is whipping in earnest. These are used by persons of various temperaments, or like myself they vary their punishments so as to thoroughly enjoy all the voluptuous ideas they can possibly raise by watching the varied contortions and studying all the feelings of their victims, as each kind of humiliation or downright torture is brought into play.” 

“I may describe the fantastic whipping as when a true lover of the rod first makes his victim kiss the rod and ask her flagellator to punish her properly, as he knows it is for her good; then she has to strip herself gradually, removing first her dress, and then her petticoats, one by one, whilst he perhaps kneels down and examines her pretty feet, calves, and thighs, his nippings and touches putting her into an indescribable flutter of shame, as her modesty is shocked more and more every moment. This, with a fresh victim who is quite unprepared for what is going to happen, affords a fine treat to all the spectators, as they watch the tears of shame streaming down her crimson cheeks, whilst the burning blushes may be seen to cross her indignant face in deeper flushes every moment, and then generally there is a little restiveness to be subdued, till at last the young lady stands with nothing to hide all the charms of her lovely person, but her thin chemise, and a deliciously pretty pair of elegantly trimmed drawers. Having got your palpitating modest young beauty into this state, you must order her to turn round so that you may admire her figure from behind; then make her with her own hands open the slit of her drawers and expose her own snow-bottom for your admiration; pat it, and slap it; make each blow sound well through the apartment. Perhaps she will shriek under the smarting impact of your hands on her tender flesh, but that only adds music to your entertainment. Encourage her to cry out well, as it will do her good; make laughing and jeering remarks about her buttocks, how rosy red, or peachlike they look, make her look at her own bottom in a glass, show her the reflection of her own shamed and indignant looks, enjoy her humiliation in every possible way. Next we come to the horse. The one you see before you is a real Berkeley, with a ladder arrangement added to it, besides that convenient article for arranging our subject in almost any attitude we might wish to see her. We have a gibbet twelve feet high, which a couple of gentlemen could put up in the centre of this place in less than five minutes. It is fitted with hooks, ropes and pulleys. We can treat Miss Julia Ponsonby here, to a nice little swing, or if the fancy takes us, suspend her head downwards to receive part of the practical illustrations to this lecture. 

“Yes, this is to be a practical as well as theoretical lecture. I quite fancy Miss Julia is getting impatient of my discourse, and would rather face the reality; but before we begin, I wish to explain how it is that ladies so much enjoy seeing a modest girl abashed and mortified by being unwillingly exposed. 

“Not one of you ladies happening to go into the Parks to enjoy the sights of skating, sliding, and all the various amusements going on, but fully expect to see one of your fair sex make some unwilling display of herself by slipping or falling so as to expose their legs, thighs, or better still a pretty bottom. Such a sight makes you blush, but inwardly a warm exciting thrill passes through your veins in the feverish hope of another such accident happening. The other day I saw a beautiful girl suddenly unhorsed as she was riding in the Park, and for a moment her foot was entangled in the stirrup or some thing of the sort, making a most luscious display of all her charms. A bevy of ladies, a few paces behind the unfortunate equestrienne, blushed crimson at the sight, but I could see their eyes sparkle with unwonted animation, whilst I overheard one fair lady remark to her husband, 'What a bottom for to slap,' in imitation of old Blucher's exclamation about London, as he gazed on our rich and gorgeous shops, 'Vat a zity fur to sack'; and I was of the same opinion, as my hand mechanically gave a flourishing cut with my whip, making my horse almost plunge over the prostrate beauty—she deserved a whipping for falling off and exposing herself so. All ladies, however shamed they may look, are inwardly delighted to witness any little accident of the sort, such as when a young lady's dress gets blown over her head. The very idea of knowing how distressing it is to the sufferer enhances their pleasure. 

“Now, Miss Ponsonby, let me recommend your obedience, or—” flourishing the whip significantly, “you will know what is coming... Kneel down!” 

JULIA, screaming,—“Oh! Oh! Oh! What are you going to do? I can't! I can't! Oh! It's so dreadful! I'm so frightened!... Ah-r-r-r-re! I will! I will!” as he begins to slash the whip across her shoulders.

COLONEL—“Wait a moment. I have a few more observations to make; after you have secured your victim to the ladder, say with her hands stretched high above her head, secured by the wrists high up, then her legs being also secured by the ankles to rings at the post, and the ladder being wider at the bottom than higher up, her legs are well apart. Birch in hand, the operator begins to lecture the victim upon her intractable disposition, her haughty proud spirit, or anything else that comes to his mind as suitable for the occasion, but of course it is best when the young lady has to be punished for some special fault.” 

“Open her drawers behind, and put aside the tail of her chemise, so as to give a good view of her pretty bottom, pin back her drawers or pull them down to her knees, whichever you prefer. The sight of a really modest young lady when first tied up to the ladder is a most exquisite treat. Watch her flashing indignant eyes, and also perhaps she will break out into passionate appeals or reproaches, as anxiety or indignation may have the uppermost place in her mind at the moment. All this you have to enjoy and turn to advantage. Study the blushing waves which cross her tear-stained face, and suffuse their warm tints over both neck and bosom. I have even seen the young innocent bottoms change colour when first exposed to public view. Be very deliberate in all you do; continually ask her how she likes it, if she is disposed to be more obedient; if she is sorry for her faults, etc. touching her up from time to time by smart stinging applications of the green swishtail, make her scream, writhe and wince under your skilful whisks of the rod; suddenly a smarter cut than usual, right up under the crack of her bottom will make the plunging restive beauty cry out in terrible agony, 'Ah! Ha! Ha!' 'You like that better, Miss Rosy Bum, there's another and another!' as you give a couple more, making the tips of the pliant birch search out even the lips of her tender charms. All this is exquisitely agonising to the poor victim, and if anything, the shocks to her modesty cause more painful sensations than the keenest cuts you can give; she feels the depths of her degradation, and is intensely humiliated at the thought of these cruel cuts being given in the presence of her own sex as spectators, and that men are laughing, jeering, and enjoying all her cries and every motion. All I can say, is keep up the game; vary the flagellation by using whips, holly or nettles. If she faints, revive her again, and make her last as long as possible. 

“Now I may go on with the practical part once more. Miss Ponsonby, you've had a little respite; kiss the rod and stand up”; said the Colonel presenting the birch to her quivering lips. 

Julia kisses the birch, with a sob which seems to come from the bottom of her heart, it was so deep and impressive. She looks round appealingly as if in hopes some one may pity her, but only meets the sparkling eyes behind the dominoes of the ladies, which plainly attest the excitement of their owners, whilst the bearded gentlemen are gloating over her agony, remarking to one another, “Look at the darling! How beautifully she blushes! How would our ladies like it themselves? See! See! Miss Black is quite agitated by her excitement.” 

Then old Blue Beard ejaculates, “By Heaven! I couldn't spare her if she was my own child! In fact, it would make it more exquisite!” rubbing his hands in his excitement, giving the Honourable Miss in the yellow domino a most impudent pinch behind, which that spirited young lady resents by a sharp slap on the face, making his ears tingle, which affords great amusement to the others. 

COLONEL (calmly) “Very good.... Now, Miss Ponsonby, Julia I should say; I'm going to ask you to expose your limbs. Of course it's very unpleasant for a young lady of your age and brought up as you have been, to do such a thing. I know you will think it immodest, disgusting, shocking, and awfully degrading, but I am about to illustrate my lecture, and the more humiliated we can make the expression of your pretty, blushing face, the more enjoyable will be the tableau I want my friends here to thoroughly appreciate... Ah! You tremble... don't hide your face in your hands... it spoils my picture... look straight at me and tell me, if you have drawers on, Julia? Eh? I presume it is so.... Answer me!” 

A deeper scarlet flush mantles over the beautiful features of the unhappy girl, as with another choking sob, she nods her head and instantly buries her burning face again in her hands. 

COLONEL (sharply) “Don't nod! Answer! and take your hands away from your face!” 

JULIA—“Ye-e-e-es,” trembling from head to foot in her great agitation. 

COLONEL—“Now I dare say, ladies, you wonder why I asked that question. I will tell you; a gradually slow process of disrobing is so much more exciting to me, as it will be to you. Each article is removed one at a time, till the last skirt, when if she had no drawers on, the sudden exposure of all her delicious charms at once would rather spoil the effect; whereas if a young lady has drawers on, we make her open them herself for us and show us a little of her bottom, explain the use of the slit in front etc. You will find this awfully voluptuous in the curious sensations you will feel, as Miss Julia has to do all this before your delighted eyes. You must see her looks to thoroughly enjoy them and appreciate all her mental sufferings. Long before you can see, you will be picturing to yourselves the beauties that are still to be exposed; you will have a lovable yearning towards your victim, and yet long to humiliate her and shock her modesty still more. It seems to me that the admixture of these opposite sentiments cause the exquisite thrills which rush through our veins. It is indeed the sublimity of Flagellation, and I cannot but assure you that in Buckle's Tracts, which are so usually considered the masterpiece of an expert, there is nothing to be compared to the experience you will have this evening. Colman's Rodiad is better; it is more spirited, but victim was a rough, vulgar workhouse boy; it's as wide as the difference between barbarism and civilisation. Give me Miss Julia here, a most modest, virtuous, and well educated young lady, who will shudder and blush at every order she is compelled to obey.” 

Here a clapping of hands all round assured the speaker of their unqualified applause. 

COLONEL (resuming) “I understand you appreciate my remarks. I know I am far from eloquent, but such a delightful subject warms us all. Perhaps it is best not to make her remove all her petticoats, but order her to raise them for us to examine and handle, (I hope they won't pinch the poor girl) her calves and thighs, if they should be so rude it might make her suddenly drop her skirts, and then, of course, she would have to begin again, and so prolong her confusion and distress. Did I hear some one say 'Begin! Begin!' I will only remark that we shall at last get those pretty drawers off altogether, and your excited expectations will be fully gratified.” 

Poor Julia was a sight, both to pity and admire; her eyes flashing with indignation at the Colonel's glowing eulogy on his process of mental degradation, by making her slowly expose herself, and then tears of fear and shame as she felt her helpless and hopeless situation. The prolonged agony was simply inexpressible. 

COLONEL—“We're now going into the practical illustration of what I have been saying. Look well at Miss Ponsonby; study her emotions. Fancy yourselves before a strange gentleman, pulling up your drawers, letting them down and so on, your disgust at the rude handling, and remarks on the beauty of your calves, the firm plumpness of the ivory thighs, etc.—and then—'Ah! Ah! Oh! Oh!' you shriek from some sly pinch or unexpectedly rude advance. You must keep all these things in mind to appreciate my lecture.” 

Then turning to his trembling victim who has been so awfully shocked and abashed that she stands before him with burning face, and her eyes closed to save her the pain of seeing the excited glances of her persecutors, he proceeds: “Now Julia, look up again—so—now take the whole of your petticoats up to your knees. Look the company full in the face, and see how they feel and sympathise with your sufferings. Now begin slowly!—Ah! you won't?— Ha! I thought you would think better of it.” 

He had given her a sharp awakener with his birch across the tender white skin of her shoulders, making the part look quite bruised with its fiery red marks. Julia does not actually scream, but the flowing tears and the twitching of her mouth show what a painful effort it costs her to restrain her cries. Her nervous fingers clutch her skirts and raise them with a sudden jerk. 

The black-bearded gentleman drops on his knees and handles the beautiful legs, exclaiming in rapturous excitement, “What a lovely pair of calves! What pretty stockings and boots!” passing his hand up and down from the ankles to the knees! then again. “Your garter is unbuckled. Will you allow me to put it right, dear Miss Ponsonby?” as he purposely bungles so as to feel her soft firm flesh under her drawers. 

This is too much. The indignant Julia restively spurns him with her delicate feet, so forcibly as almost to overturn his lordship, who turns pale with anger, as he sees how amused the others are at his discomfiture. 

COLONEL (interposing) “Gently, my Lord! Allow me to make her properly obedient,” as he picks up the dreadful little whip and lays aside the birch rod, then turning upon poor Julia, who is already frightened at what she has done in her impetuosity, gives her a couple of most painful cuts on the ankles which are exposed by the partly raised skirts. “Now, you hot tempered young lady, let me remind you that such pretty little feet were never made to kick with; only brutal men are allowed to do such vulgar things. Fie! Fie! Miss Ponsonby, where are your good manners?” 

Julia almost drops with the sudden pain of these blows, and cannot repress her shrieks this time, each cut eliciting a heart piercing scream of “Ah-r-r-re! Oh! Oh! Ah-r-r-re!” as she wrings her hands in agony. 

COLONEL—“Now, Miss Julia, ask the gentleman with the black beard for his pardon and express your regret at being so hasty.” 

JULIA—Yes! Oh! Yes! I am sorry, sir,—pray forgive that nasty kick—” then seeing the whip about to descend upon her shoulders she screams: “Oh! Oh! Pray don't strike me! I will! I will! I'll bear anything!” 

MR. BLACK-BEARD—“Poor girl! You did make me angry, but I forgive you, as all I did was in sympathy for your wounded and humiliated feelings.” 

COLONEL (sternly) “Now, Julia, you had better remove your dress and outer petticoats, leaving only your fine white underskirt to lift. Take them off one by one, and mind, look as pleased as you can.” 

The poor girl is in a dreadful state of apprehension. Her hands tremble so she can scarcely help herself as she tries to divest herself of her dress, and old Blue-Beard hastens to help her, laughing, “Ha! Ha! Ha! I've done duty as a lady's maid before now. I'm sure dear Miss Julia will be glad of a little assistance; that nasty whip and his lordship's blundering rudeness have quite unnerved her.” 

The victim instinctively shrinks from his touch as she knows it is only to increase her shame and humiliation. What hot burning blushes suffuse her tear-stained face as she feels his hand roving over her neck and bosom in pretended officiousness. 

The Marquis is delighted with his self-imposed task, calling the attention of the ladies and gentlemen to the throbbing globes of Julia's bosom. “Look did you ever see a sweeter bust? What a downy pillow for your lover's head, my dear,” as he pinches the little strawberry nipples quite painfully, till fresh tears roll down her distressed cheeks, and deep sighs attest the depth of her exquisite agony and shame. 

Then by a spasmodic effort she gets rid of her next two underskirts, and stands a picture of grief and shame, in white petticoats and drawers, which fit tightly to her figure. 

COLONEL (who is greatly excited at the sight) “Now, be careful; not too quick! Just lift your petticoat, Julia, as high as the middle of your thigh, and allow Mr. Black-Beard to resume his examination. I believe he will marry you if he approves of all your charms, and I can assure you, he would be a good match.” 

Julia is in such confusion, that she slightly hesitates before lifting her skirt, but the relentless whip cuts her pretty plump arms till she shrieks in agony and is really unable to hold anything, wringing her hands and sobbing “Oh! Oh! Oh! How cruel! I will! I will!” 

COLONEL (getting still more excited and seeing that his audience are almost in the same state) “Will you mind what I say in future and not let that obstinate proud spirit of yours so continually show itself; eh! Miss? Must I be so cruel? Is it not your own stupid hesitation which drives me to it?” slashing away, over her shoulders, neck and arms, till Julia, giving a prolonged cry of agony, falls to the floor and they find she has fainted. 

All the excited ladies and gentlemen crowd round their victim. The lady in the blue domino is really the most tender-hearted and sympathetic. She lays the poor girl's head in her lap, chafes her hands with strong aromatic vinegar, puts pungent salts to her nostrils, and as soon as there is the faintest sign of returning animation, pours some most invigorating cordial down Julia's parched throat, which has such a wonderful effect, that in less than ten minutes she is standing stronger than ever before the Colonel. 

Her swollen eyes run over with hot scalding tears which trickle down her burning cheeks; her tongue almost cleaves to the roof of her mouth, but the cordial gives her strength to make a pitiful appeal. Extending her arms, which are seared with raw looking weals, and slightly blood-stained in places, she sobs out, “Have you no pity, ladies? Are your hearts as cruel as these gentlemen's? Look at these cuts and bruises. Ah! Ah! Oh! Oh! What pleasure can you find in this torture?” as she sees their sparkling eyes all glow with extraordinary vivacity. 

COLONEL—“I'm sure they all feel for you. We all do. As I said before the mixture of sympathy and excitement is so deliciously voluptuous. Now lift your skirt nearly up to your bottom. Mr. Black-Beard is excitedly anxious to go on with his investigations; he thinks as the French do that every lover ought to be perfectly assured of all the charms of his inamorata before marriage, and begged me to procure a suitable young lady, whom he could examine in our presence.” 

Julia, looking down in confusion, and not daring to disobey the order, lifts up the skirt as high as the middle of her thighs, sobbing out at the same time, “Oh! sir, have mercy. I don't want to be married. Oh! Oh! Oh! I couldn't help it! Oh! not to him, no! Oh! Oh! forgive me, sir,” as the whip cuts round her thighs a little above the knee, raising their marks even under her drawers, which fit tightly on the plump well rounded contour of her figure from her hips downwards. The poor girl fairly writhes and twists in agony, and goes on sobbing hysterically, “Oh! Oh! Oh!” 

COLONEL—“That was to make you more polite to your lover in future. Really Julia, I think you have lost all your good and polite manners somewhere, at least you don't show them here. Now as a special penance, pull up your drawers, so as the gentleman may see the painful bruises on your white thighs.” The drawers are pulled up as far as her plump thighs will allow. 

JULIA—“Oh! sir, pray don't touch me again; the contact of your fingers....” Here she breaks down, as she feels his hands feeling and pinching the flesh with a kind of savage pleasure. 

COLONEL (with a savage groan) “What were you going to say? Speak out! I hope it was nothing to hurt his Lordship's sensitiveness again. What was it, Julia?” making his whip this time cut the naked skin, so that little drops of blood ooze from the abraded part. 

JULIA (in intense pain) “Mercy! Mercy! I'll submit to anything, if you only spare me! My flesh is so tender; every cut will draw the blood! Oh! Heavens! What an accumulation of fearful shame and pain!” she goes on sobbing while the tears roll continually down her crimson face. 

COLONEL (delighted at the effect of his cuts) “So you have such a thin delicate skin, Miss Julia, then you will feel the cuts more acutely! If your bottom is as tender as your thighs, we shall have an exquisite treat presently. Now, turn your back to me and open your drawers behind, and mind you ask the gentleman who is so attentively solicitous about you, to kindly put his hand inside and pull up the tail of your chemise for you, whilst you hold them open for us all to have a good view.” 

All this the trembling victim has to submit to but the Colonel and his company thoroughly enjoy all the looks of disgust and bitter shame which pass in rapid succession over her distressed features, more especially when the gentleman's hand in searching for the tail end of her chemise, makes her feel all sorts of indignities, as it invades her most private parts. The chemise pulled up, they can see that Julia's bottom, although beautifully shaped and plump, is quite refined in its proportions, the skin white and delicate, with pretty looking dimples all over it, and every touch of the gentleman's hand seems to bring up a slight rosy tint, as he exclaims in ecstasy to the Colonel, “What a duck of a bottom! No wonder there are cannibals in the world. Any one could eat such delicate flesh as that,” giving a loving bite, on one cheek of the victim's buttocks which makes her scream with pain, and feel the most intense mortification. 

COLONEL—“How pretty your teeth marks look in her flesh! If I had had a bite, there would have been a piece out.” Then he gives the other cheek of her bottom a couple of light lively cuts, which leave long red marks and make the surface blush all over, as he says, “There! There!! They're a couple of smarters just to make you forget about his teeth. Pay attention! Pull your drawers more open. Now walk round the company two or three times, keeping them well open as they are. March! March!! March!!!” giving light smarting cuts at each word to keep her on the move. “Look, ladies,” he continues, “how beautifully her skin flushes under even these light touches of the whip. “Now, Julia, do you thoroughly feel your humiliation? Do you feel the uttermost possible shame?” 

At this last cruel question the poor girl quite breaks down, crying, and between her tears sobbing out hysterically, “Ah sir! How am I to bear all this? For mercy's sake let me die.... Put an end to this torture,” and then giving vent to her pent up feelings, she shrieks, “Mercy! Mercy!! Have you not a particle of pity in your cruel hearts?” 

Here the Colonel, who is delighted at the mental agony into which he has thrown his victim, goes up to her, and whispers in her ear that the lady in the blue domino is the only one who has a little softness in her disposition. “Ask her, poor Julia, if she does not indeed pity you?”

JULIA—“Oh! Madame, can you see all this without pity for the poor victim?” casting her eyes with a most pitiful look towards the blue domino. 

LADY—“Well, to say the truth, I really do, poor girl, but, at the same time, it all excites me so that I really revel in your shame and humiliation. Turn round, child; open your drawers as wide as possible... What a love of a bottom!” 

COLONEL (slightly pricking her buttocks with a pin to test the delicacy of the fair skin) “See, the least touch brings the ruby virgin blood to the surface. Now, Julia, have the goodness to unfasten your drawers... You'd better obey quickly, Miss.... That's right.... Now push them down to your feet.... Do you hear?” 

The victim is fairly dazed with shame and confusion. The Colonel whispers in her ear that she must slap herself well. Then saying loudly, “Do it slowly so that each slap may be distinctly heard! Harder! Harder!! Make them sound louder, my girl. It's a most amusing and exciting sight to see a young lady slapping herself, and exposing her beautiful person in such a variety of ways. All your motions are graceful. Each incident of your degradation is most voluptuously interesting to every one of us. Now, Miss Ponsonby, I can see his lordship is getting quite excited at the rude exhibition you're making of yourself, and no doubt it has been most irksome and shamefully degrading to your feelings. You must oblige him now with a full view of your virgin charms. Here rest yourself in the president's easy chair. Kick off your drawers. That's it. Sit down and rest.... Pull up your chemise to your waist.... Just so. Now one leg over each arm of the chair, so that I may fully dilate upon all your charms to his lordship, who intends to marry you at the close of my lecture.... He has arranged for a most respectable clergyman to attend when called for, and has a special license from His Grace the Archbishop of Canterbury.” 

Julia is quite overwhelmed at this compulsory exhibition of herself, but is slightly comforted to think that by being married, her disgrace and shame will be covered, however she may dislike her bridegroom. Still this last degradation cuts her modesty to the quick, although she is so afraid of the whip as to submit as quietly as possible. 

COLONEL (continuing) “Now we have a model of virtuous immodesty. Miss Julia, I would give £1000 to have that position of yours preserved in coloured marble with all your shame and indignation truly depicted in your face as we see it at this moment. But to go on. Let me point out all your beauties to your intended husband. My Lord, in the first place, notice the pretty light curly hair which adorns her prominent mons veneris. Look at the Vermillion lips which her position has caused to slightly open in a most inviting manner. Ha! Ha!! she little imagines what a luscious sight she presents to your view. Then, you observe that little knob of flesh hiding its head between them. What do you call it, Julia? Eh? You don't know, my dear young lady?” giving it a painful little cut. 

JULIA (with a painful shriek) “Oh! Oh!! Ah-r-r-r-r-re! Spare me! Oh! How can I say what I don't know?” 

COLONEL (with a most delighted look all round) “How funny that ladies generally don't know the name of the most amorous little bit of themselves! Well, Julia, it is called the clitoris, and is a most excitable little affair. By the bye, I remember your confusion at first; did you never have it touched by a bedfellow? It was something said by the lady in the blue domino which seemed to disconcert you. Now I must know all about it. Speak up. Look me straight in the face.” 

JULIA—“Oh! Oh!! To be compelled to speak of such a thing! It was one of the governesses got me to sleep with her, and then she tickled me so there, that... that...” here she breaks down overpowered by the sense of her burning shame, covering her face with both hands as well as with her chemise, and again sobbing as if her heart would break, thus unconsciously making a still more ravishing exposure of her beautiful snow-white belly. 

COLONEL—“Come! Come! It's nothing so bad after all. Now, how did she make you feel? Speak up, or the whip shall make you,” giving a slight switch across the navel, which leaves its cruel mark on her delicate skin. 

JULIA—“Indeed... Indeed, I never trusted myself with her again. She made the blood so hot in my veins that I seemed to blush all over, and at last... at last.... Oh! Oh! Don't ask me any more,” she sobs again, hiding her crimson face in her chemise. 

COLONEL (his whole frame quivering with delightful excitement) “Well now, Miss, you are making a beautiful lewd exposure of yourself. Can't you tell us what the 'at last' was?” 

JULIA—“Ah! Oh! I couldn't help it, but I... I... don't know... I... I... was all wet.” This was gasped out with a terribly distressing effort. 

COLONEL—“Ha! Ha!! Ha!!! You innocent child, that is what most ladies call 'coming or spending.' I believe the rest of the company quite understand it. Look, Julia see how your exhibition has excited them.” 

The fact was, three of the gentlemen had dragged Miss Debrette (black domino) and stretched her on the horse, turned up her skirts and displayed a lovely pair of drawers and legs, and they were in the act of opening her drawers behind, their victim was as excited as themselves, kicking, plunging and shrieking for mercy. 

The Colonel takes Julia by the hand and they all crowd round to see the fun. The victim being a very dark lady, her exposed rump formed quite a contrast to that of Miss Ponsonby's. She was of Spanish extraction, and had a slightly olive tint to the complexion of her skin. 

The Captain, as he pulled her drawers fairly down, exclaimed in delight, “Now, Miss Ponsonby, you can enter into the fun of the thing. I think, Colonel, that Miss Julia ought to handle the twigs, and repay on this lady's posteriors some of the indignities she has herself had to feel.” 

JULIA—“Oh! Pray excuse me. I'm neither cruel or revengeful. It's so indelicate,” turning down her eyes, and blushing at the sight. 

COLONEL—“The Captain has made a most proper suggestion. You must take the birch in hand, Julia, whilst I will whisper in your ear how to apply it, so that we shall soon see if the blood of the Spanish Dons is better than our own blue strain.” Then producing a very tight fitting pair of drawers, the gentlemen assist the blushing agitated girl to put them on, his lordship taking care to arrange her chemise comfortably inside with his hands, till Julia quite sobs for shame at his prolonged attentions. 

CAPTAIN—“What a pretty effect tight fitting drawers give to a modest young lady! They leave so much to the imagination, which acts as a stimulant to our excitement. The unseen invariably has a certain fascination. It is the greatest peculiarity of human nature that we always desire forbidden fruit, and the ladies so thoroughly appreciate the weakness in men that they know the surest way to excite love or admiration is to hide all, or at least the tenderest charms, from sight, leaving us, as we watch their graceful motions, to burn with feverish desire as our heated imaginations picture every thing in the loveliest possible colour. Heaven grant the day may never come when female beauty is fully exposed to view! The very surfeit as well as the sameness of the charms would pall upon our senses and render us indifferent. I consider the man who wrote 'Beauty unadorned is adorned the most' was a fool, and could not possibly have estimated the effect of a world full of naked unblushing females. Where could we then look for the timid modesty which suffuses the maiden's cheek with a flush of shame? Every thing would be rude, and rough, and vulgar, to say nothing of the loss of delicate complexions, always so lovely to look upon, when we occasionally get a real Venus unveiled.” 

COLONEL—“I quite agree with you, but it is not only the gentlemen but the ladies also who would regret such a return to barbarism. They derive such exquisite pleasure in seeing the accidental humiliation of one of their own sex before a number of laughing men and boys. There is a secret voluptuous feeling which they do not even admit themselves. Their acute and sensitive imaginations make them enjoy the mortification, distress, and feeling of smallness, which they know the unfortunate lady must feel as she frantically struggles to arrange her disordered garments, and retreats from the scene of her discomfiture with scarlet face and a feeling of wanting to sink into the ground. You have all had it illustrated in the case of Miss Ponsonby this evening. You have seen the innate modesty of a sensitively virtuous young lady shocked in every possible way, and I feel sure have enjoyed the sight of her pain, shame, and awful humiliating sense of degradation. If I said more I should appear too prolix. Now Miss Julia, I expect you to illustrate a little of my theory on the inviting bottom before you,” as he hands the blushing, hesitating girl a fine large birch rod, elegantly tied and ornamented with blue velvet and red silk ribbons. 

Julia takes it with a trembling hand, and flourishes it through the air, thinking in her innocence to delay the commencement of her indelicate task; but the Colonel whispers in her ear, “Well done! Now bring it down with a good whack right across her buttocks. Now another and another,” and then again he whispers, “Lecture your victim upon something; accuse her of pride, obstinacy, indecency, anything you can call to mind as suitable,” adding a most fearful threat, which makes the blushing face of Miss Ponsonby turn quite pale for the moment. 

Thus urged and threatened, the sense of self preservation impelled the poor girl to try and tease her tormentors, and she soon began to cut away quite willingly. The Colonel was pleased, but he took up the whip to frighten Julia into beginning her lecture. She understood his significant hint, and blushing to the very roots of her hair, commenced. 

JULIA—“I am glad to have this lady in the black domino as my victim, as I think she richly deserves to feel what pain and mental torture, such as I have been through, is like. Now, Miss, will you beg my pardon for your unkind remarks and the cruel pleasure you evinced at the sight of my sufferings? How do you like that? and that?? and that???” warming to her work as she remembers she is cutting into the bottom of the most cruelly sensual lady in the room. 

VICTIM—“No, no! Never! Never! You are such a sensitively modest little chit that I revelled in your shame and mortification. Your strokes only recall to me the delicious sensations that thrilled through my veins as I enjoyed the intensity of your humiliation.” 

Julia, prompted by the Colonel, and excited by this very aggravating reply (for Miss Debrette was so fond of flagellation she delighted in being whipped and excited by the rod till the skin was literally thrashed off her bottom, being after a while quite insensible to pain, and oblivious to everything but the voluptuous emotions she was so fond of experiencing even at the expense of intense preliminary suffering), cuts her most painfully inside the thighs and then right up under the crack of the bottom, so sharply that the blood began to trickle in little streams down the inside of the victim's thighs and into her drawers as they hung about her knees. 

VICTIM—“Ah! Oh! My God! Have mercy! You'll kill me! Oh! To think of such a modest young lady turning into a cruel sensualist!” screamed Miss Debrette, unable to restrain her cries, and yet urging her tormentor so as to hasten the access of pleasure. 

JULIA, blushing and crimson at what she is doing, yet seems to experience a thrilling sense of warmth and pleasure as each cut descends on the victim's flesh. She cuts away with all her might, making the olive tinted flesh look like the damask cheek of a full ripe peach, but scored in every direction with dark looking angry weals. “How obstinate! How insulting! I really will try to subdue your pride. Now I see your blood slowly trickling from the weals.... Ah! I can't express myself... but every stroke gives me quite a strange pleasure... I... I... I'll kill you if you don't apologise!” exclaimed Julia, as rage and a confused sense of shame seemed to make her almost beside herself. 

All the company were in ecstasies of voluptuous excitement, but the Colonel was sufficiently collected to continue his suggestions and threats in Julia's ear, so that although she was really willing enough to punish Miss Debrette in the cruelest manner, she felt that her tormentor was deriving a double satisfaction in mortifying her modesty at the same time. 

“Cut away. Make your birch cut her dark hairy pussy in front. Slash round her hips!” he hissed in her ear. “Ask how she likes such loving touches? If it doesn't make her feel funny? Speak up, Julia, or by all the powers of heaven you shall rue it, Miss!” he said in another ferocious kind of whisper. 

JULIA (trembling from both fear and excitement) “Ah! She shall feel... she shall feel... if her impudent obstinacy does not give way. There! There!! There!!!” slashing three most painful cuts exactly as ordered by the Colonel, drawing the blood from the tender belly of the victim, who fairly writhed in agony for a moment or two and then seemed to be unconscious of further pain, although Julia fairly flayed her richly coloured buttocks till they were bruised and bleeding all over. The victim sighing and giving little cries of excitement rather than of pain, till her head droops and she falls into a lethargy of blissful oblivion, whilst the spectators can actually see the proofs of her enjoyment as the spendings and blood trickle down her thighs in a mingled stream. 

COLONEL, (in a fit of excitement) “Seeing is believing, but tasting is better,” as he passes his hands over the slimy lips of the victim's cunny, which can just be seen from where they stand behind her, the pouting lips of her vagina throbbing in a kind of spasmodic ecstasy. “Here, Julia, open your mouth and taste it. It is exactly the same as what you told us happened to yourself. Ha!! Ho!! You keep your lips closed, then, there!” as he wipes his fingers on her mouth, “Now, young lady, it is not only the floggee but the flogger who also experiences this voluptuous pleasure of spending under the rod. Have you not also enjoyed yourself?” as he gloats over the awful confusion which his disgusting action and question have brought upon poor Julia, who is sobbing at her degradation and quite unable to find words to express her horror.  

“Now, do you hear, girl?” he exclaims, giving her a tremendous cut with his whip on the tight fitting drawers which cover her bottom, “I'll soon cut through your rags if you don't speak,” repeating his blow again and again, till she shrieks fearfully and runs in and out between the ladies and gentlemen to avoid his blows, till he drives her into a corner and makes her dance what he facetiously calls a whip hornpipe, Julia, screaming for “Mercy! Mercy!! Oh! I will do anything! I will! I will!! Oh! Oh!! Oh!!!” 

“Then,” said the Colonel, “step into the middle of the place and open your drawers in front,—mind, no hesitation. His lordship shall tell us if you have experienced sensual pleasure or not.” 

The black-bearded gentleman instantly kneels down by her side with every appearance of devotion and sympathy as soon as she has assumed the proper position, saying, “Permit me, dear Julia. You know all my tenderness, and no one has such a good right to investigate your charms. Don't blush so, dearest; we shall soon be married. Why should my attentions confuse you so?” as he steadily watches her agitated features, and in reality finds exquisite pleasure at the sight of her distress. His hands pull aside the envious front of her chemise, which hides her mossy mount, even after her nervous fingers have opened the slit of her drawers in front, “Ah! What beauties! Did ever any one see such a soft golden chevelure of curly hair covering the grotto of love? And then, dearest, I can see the coral lips of your pussy just peeping out, as if impatient of being quite kept out of sight, and,—Ah! Ah!! how they still glisten with the dews of love. What better proof could we have of your ability to feel and confer pleasure? 'Tis the real nectar from your virgin fount!” tickling her with his fingers and then excitedly sucking them as if it was the most delicious treat in the world. 

This is an awful ordeal to Julia, who seems to drink the very dregs of shameful degradation, as her brimming eyes encounter the delighted looks of all around her, and she feels they are gloating over her moral torture. All the whipping and painful punishments have not eradicated a particle of her innate modesty, which this outrage seems to make more sensitive than ever. 

COLONEL—“Ha! This is exquisite, and I see you have all fully appreciated my lecture thus far. I think the first part of my theory has been exceedingly well illustrated by Miss Ponsonby. Her flagellation of our lady friend did her credit, and I feel sure after marriage she will prove an artiste worthy of our society. 

Now we will rest ourselves for a few minutes, whilst some one gives a relation of their experience; but first, Julia must be secured to the ladder ready for me to renew the lecture in its last and most serious part, viz., the flagellation in earnest. We have up to this point been comparatively playful, and amused ourselves more by studying the mental than the bodily phase of the subject. Tie her up to the ladder, with her back to the rungs; secure her ankles to the lower rings so that her toes cannot touch the ground, and her arms well stretched and firmly secured high above her head so as to let all the strain of her weight be on the wrists and ankles, only slightly relieved by her back being inclined against the ladder.” 

Then, seeing that his lordship and the Captain had exactly carried out his ideas in the arrangement of the victim, he added, “That was a favourite position of the Grand Inquisitors in Spain. They used to fix up a young lovely victim in that painful manner, and then sit before her for a long time, whilst one of their acolytes would read descriptions of fearful and shameful tortures and outrages to which previous young ladies had been subjected, the Chief Inquisitors stopping the reading every now and then to ask their terrified and horror stricken victim how she would like 'so and so, or, perhaps something a little more degrading would suit you better?'“ etc. 

I will tell you a little more about their practices before this is over.




















THE LECTURE - SECOND PART




After a little refreshment, the Colonel observes, that he thinks “Miss Debrette is sufficiently recovered to relate a little of her experience, but he hopes that her smarting bottom will not distract her ideas too much.” 

The lady in the black domino when thus appealed to, thanks him for his consideration, saying, “I will let you all into an excellent secret, by which anyone whose poor posteriors have been flayed as mine have, not only gets instant relief but can sit quite comfortably at once. I have a short light quilted down petticoat, the inner surface of which has been rubbed all over with a most cooling ointment, made of cold cream, mixed with tincture of arnica, and as soon as my flogging is over I slip it on next my raw skin and dispense with my drawers till next day. You cannot imagine how cool and comfortable it is, and how quickly I am ready for another delicious whipping. Now I will go on with a little incident which has recurred to my recollection, and may perhaps, afford you some amusement. You don't want to know when it happened; but I was once upon a visit to a young widow in the country, who had been an old schoolfellow. The second night of my stay in her house I was astonished, when, after supper, just as we were going to retire, she asked, in a manner which clearly implied my presence was neither expected or desired, “If I was willing to attend prayers?” “No, thanks, Bella, dear, and I should think you had enough of that sort of thing at school,” I replied as I took my candle, thinking it was somewhat strange there were no prayers the previous night, and I soon found as the days went on that she only had prayers every other night, which was a curious puzzle to me. At school we had never had any secrets, but now she was very reticent, and I determined secretly to examine into her half system of piety rather than question her on the subject. I never let things wait, when I once make up my mind; so next morning, whilst my young widow was gone to call upon a sick neighbour, I quietly investigated the room where she usually retired with her footman (a handsome young fellow of two and twenty), and the three female servants all young and good looking. There was a fine large couch, besides an easy chair and other seats; on the table lay a fine family Bible, and also a book of domestic devotion, but which to me looked singularly new and unused. This made me look carefully into the cupboard where I found three or four fine new birch rods quite ready for use. Enlightened at once by this discovery, my curiosity to see them in use was aroused. But how was I to get a view of my friend's precious prayer meeting? That was the question. Was she a female Cornelius Hadrien making her servants pray and submit to flagellation at her hands? I must see for myself. It was a comfortable kind of breakfast parlour in the lowest part of the house, whilst I slept two flights higher up, and was no doubt supposed to be quite safe in my room before their prayers commenced. The room had a half glass door, furnished with a silken curtain inside, stretched tightly from two small brass rods at top and bottom upon which it could easily be slipped a little at the side or one corner if desired. My first care was to purchase a pair of slippers with list soles so that I could walk the passages and go up or down stairs quite noiselessly, then, previous to the next evening for prayers, I managed during the day to slightly draw the curtain at the lower corner so as to leave a small aperture not likely to be noticed. Upon retiring to my bedroom after wishing my friend good night, I purposely made as much noise as possible in bolting myself in (I had been purposely talking of burglars to make them think I was timid), but in reality leaving the bolt back so as I could quietly open the door. Rapidly divesting myself of my boots and rustling silk skirts, I slipped on a warm dressing gown and my list slippers; then silently opening the door, went down a few steps and listened. I heard Bella ask Robert if he had seen all safe, and then say, “Come on all of you Miss Debrette has bolted herself in. We needn't wait so long this evening.” I waited till they had all retired to the breakfast parlour, and then, hearing the key turned in the lock, at once quietly descended and took my place outside the glass door, where I could see all over the room. It was a curious kind of prayer meeting. Robert was rapidly divesting himself of his coat, trousers, and vest, whilst my friend, Bella, and her three pretty domestics were also slipping off their things, so that they soon stood in nothing but chemise, drawers, etc., and I also noticed that the three pretty servants had their underclothing, hose and boots of the most elegant and exquisite quality, no doubt at my friend's expense. It was a rare sight for me, as I dote upon a girl in drawers, and am sure that ladies, although supposed to be used to the sight, quite appreciate all the ideas we have heard from the Colonel and the Captain this evening. Well, to go on with my story, the first act of devotion was my friend taking a good birch from her cupboard, as she asked, “Whose turn was it to be first, this evening?” “It's me, Marm,” said Hannah, a sprightly looking brunette of about nineteen, as she turned down her eyes under the ardent gaze of Mr. Robert, and seemed to blush for shame. “Hand her to the sofa, then, sir, without any more delay. Jane shall horse Polly on her back and present a double bum to my birch, and the sight will do us all a little good.” They pushed the table from the centre of the room close up to the wall, and then Jane, leaning her body forward over the shining mahogany, presented a finely rounded bottom just over the edge of the table, and her feet stretched wide apart, were tied by her fellow servant by the ankles to the legs of the table; then Polly opened the drawers behind, and turned them down so that at least half the thighs were exposed.” 

MADAME BELLA (whisking her rod impatiently) 

“Make haste and seat yourselves, and then we can at once jog on. Meanwhile Robert was trying to incline the blushing Hannah backwards on the sofa, but she did not like that position, protesting that it prevented both of them seeing nicely how Madame was using her rod. “Let me lean forward over the head of the sofa, and be on my knees, so you can have me dog fashion. I love it so that way; it's more exciting, and not so likely to do mischief,” she said, giving his affair a loving squeeze. His shirt prevented me seeing the actual act of coition between them, and her drawers were only just opened sufficiently to admit his advance; still their excited motions and flushed faces were a most voluptuous treat to see, especially when she twisted her head round to kiss and suck his tongue at the ecstatic moment when he seemed to shoot his very life into her. I am getting ahead of the other actors in my relation, although the others were equally busy at the same time. Polly had mounted on Jane's back and had given her hands to the latter, who held them in front of her by the wrists, whilst the mistress had carefully opened the drawers, and exposed another fine rump by tucking the drawers out of sight under the girl's belly in front, whilst the chemise was pinned up to the shoulders. The double bum presented a pretty contrast in the way of complexion. Jane, the cook, was a pretty red-haired young woman of twenty-five, with the whitest possible skin; and her fine plump buttocks looked all the prettier for a few freckles, the light brown spots making it peculiarly attractive; and then again (it seems such a rude thing to mention but I must tell my story properly) she had a deliciously pink bottom hole, whilst underneath could just be seen the cherry lips of her cunny nestled in a thicket of light reddish hair. Polly's posteriors were beautifully white and firm, but not quite so large as the fine rump she bestrode; she was a nice looking girl of twenty-one, with pale face but hair and eyes as dark as night, and there was the peculiar difference in the kind of whiteness of her skin, which is so perceptible in dark people, however delicate their complexion may be, whilst her little wrinkled hole was shaded round by the darkest possible crown, and a luxuriant growth of black hair quite hid her crack from sight. As this lecture by the Colonel is to elucidate all kinds of voluptuous facts, I may remark that it's a curious circumstance in relation to the chevelure of ladies' affairs, that the blackest are always furnished with the most luxuriant growth of long hair, whilst very fair girls generally have it so short, curly and light, as to be of very little use for the purpose of screening their pouting charms. My friend applied her birch most vigorously, so that both girls screamed for “Pity Mercy! Oh! Oh!! Ah-r-r-re! I can't bear it! Oh! Oh!! Not so hard! Not so hard!!” Jane held fast by Polly's wrists, and both bottoms wriggled in the most delightful manner under the smarting cuts which Bella administered with such artistic skill as to raise a beautiful dark red flush all over the two bottoms without breaking the skin. It would take too long to relate how Polly took Hannah on her back whilst Robert had Jane on the sofa. The latter was a most luscious love encounter, as the red haired beauty had her naturally voluptuous temperament so excited by her birching. How she hugged the footman to her bosom and entwined her lustful limbs over his buttocks! I am sure he deluged her with his sperm at least three times. She only let him go most reluctantly when Polly had to take her place and my friend again rung the changes with the double bums. At last Robert had done with all three of the servants, and evidently knowing the regular routine of his mistress in her family devotions, seated himself for a minute or two on the sofa till my friend had arranged the three girls into a treble bum, one above the other. The cook with her fine rosy rump at the bottom, Jane astride of her buttocks, and Hannah on the top of her, a most delightful pyramid of blushing bums, as they were all still smarting from the effects of the cuts. The mistress takes up a pretty new light bunch of twigs; Robert springs up from the sofa, thrown off his shirt, displays his splendidly developed dart of love to my eyes in all its rampant glory, surrounded by a black fringe of hair; his silk stockings and fine elegant boots seem to set off his figure to great advantage, as with a most graceful step, he advances to the rear of his mistress, and assists her to remove her chemise and drawers. Bella was a beautiful fair woman, only twenty-three, of the Venus height, pretty figure well rounded and developed without any superfluous fat; her blue eyes sparkled with amorous excitement as she turned and gave her man servant a most loving kiss, and then saying, “Mind you hold me tight, Robert,” turned her back to him. He seemed to lift her in his strong arms and seat her across his stiff affair, whilst she putting one hand behind her, directed the excited member to the slit; her feet were off the ground, but he seemed to hold her easily in his iron grasp, as she delightedly wriggled upon his peg, and thrashed away with her birch on the treble bum, making them keep up quite a lively chorus of cries under the smarting whisks. This was a most lascivious and exciting scene, and when I afterwards obtained her confidence by confessing to her what I had seen, she told me that her idea was to obtain the greatest possible pleasure without risk of pregnancy, which she did not think was very probable after the man had to satisfy her three servants; and her idea, besides giving her all the preliminary excitement of birching the double bums and seeing the delicious encounters with her girls, made his affair so stiff and strong from continued excitement, that there was very little limit to her indulgence, as she might wriggle and plunge and spend upon it without pumping much more from his exhausted reservoir; in fact, it went on till she felt fatigued with the combined exertions of flagellation and coition. That is the end, and I shall not satisfy your curiosity as to whether I joined in the family prayers or not, whilst I remained in the house; but I always recollect it as the most luscious thing I ever saw or heard of in my life.” 

They are all delighted with this anecdote, and thank the lady most enthusiastically; the Colonel observing that it has been a beautiful illustration of the fantastic style, which he has already enlarged upon. 

OLD BLUE-BEARD says, “I have known some curious people in my time, especially in reference to drawers. One was a gentleman—a widower. (Pray do not imagine I am speaking of myself, as you all know what an innocent reputation I have.) Well, he had an only daughter of eighteen, a good looking pretty girl, who was so cowed by his strict manner, that she would obey without a word anything he might fancy to order. And his favourite amusement was to sit, after dinner, over his dessert quietly smoking his cigar; whilst his daughter stood before him for half an hour or more, her skirts well up so as to expose her drawers nearly up to her waist. He would lean back in his chair without a word, all the time enjoying the sight of her aching arms as they were gradually dropping. Then a sudden angry twitch of his eyebrows would frighten the poor girl into clutching up her petticoats again as she was dreadfully afraid of the old gentleman, who gloated over the sight of her flushed face, brimming eyes, and puckering lips as she strove to restrain the sobs which she was afraid to give utterance to. Another one of my acquaintances was nearly ready to go out of his mind if he could not find out whether a girl had drawers on or not, and what they were like. He would waylay young ladies, and coming behind them, turn their skirts over their heads and give two or three slaps on their bottom before they could recover or see their assailant. He was always differently dressed, and would be some distance off with his back to them when they looked round. He had a favourite plan of using a small walking stick with a curved handle so that he could put it right under the crack of their bottoms and hook out the tail of their chemise to see the complexion of their delicate flesh, and you can imagine that sometimes the hook would go into their pussies and almost kill the poor girls with the pain, shame and fright, in fact two or three were found lying insensible in the road or path, but were generally ashamed to say much about how they had been treated. Others fled in frantic terror, screaming for assistance. He carried on his game for months, till he thought it prudent to transfer the theatre of his operations to a distant locality.” 

THE CAPTAIN—“I think in a club like ours every one who has had any practical experiences ought to relate them for the general benefit, so I will tell you of the amusement I sometimes derive from associating with the lower classes down in the workman's neighbourhood, feigning to be one myself and properly disguised. I used to make friends with any particularly brutal sort of fellow by standing lots of beer; any one who will do that is one of the proper jolly sort with such men. I well remember one fellow, a sadler by trade, whom I met one day in a low street just over London Bridge. He looked more like a brewer's man, but was going along the street with a fine bunch of twigs, tied up into a regular looking rod, as if he had just made it from a birch broom. It was carried under his arm as an officer would his sword. He had a pipe in his mouth, but what struck my fancy at once, was a peculiar look about his eyes, and he seemed almost ready to laugh, as he walked along evidently delighted at something he was picturing to himself. “I’d stand a pot to know what your game is with that tickler, old boy,” I said.—“Nothing like em for the gals, and the old woman alius gets the benefit of it arter; its a rare go for a fine whacking as well as making kids, I can tell 'e, my boy; stand another pot or two at my house and see the fun I gets out o' my gal.” I soon made the bargain, and when we got into his dirty parlour, sent out the wife for a pint of gin and half gallon of beer. “Missis” said the brutal fellow, “where’s our brat? My chum here wants to see the fun.” The woman, who was tolerably good looking but with a very sensual cast of countenance evidently had as much pleasure as her brutal husband in the whipping of the girl, and soon brought in a trembling thing of about eighteen years of age, who would have looked rather pretty if well dressed, and cared for. The half drunken father seized her and throwing her across his knee used the birch with terrible effect. Her shrieks and cries filled the whole place, and he only let her down when his own arm ached from his exertions, and the poor gal ran out of the room with the raw weals on her buttocks streaming with blood till it trickled into her shoes. Another day the besotted brute, encouraged by my laughter, stripped the little Milly as he called her, stark naked, laid her on the table face downwards, fastening her in such a manner that she could not move; then he amused himself by making her shriek in agony, as he from time to time applied the bowl of his almost red hot pipe to her thin bottom; then he knocked out the burning tobacco ash, and left it smoking on her scorched skin, and finished this exquisitely refined exhibition of cruelty by taking a red hot coal from the fire and placing it on the right cheek of the victim's bottom, seating himself in his chair to enjoy the heart rending shrieks, pointing out to me with a brutal chuckle, every spasmodic movement of the burning bum, saying the smell of cooked meat made him think the Missis had got something good for his supper. It really was a most voluptuous treat to watch all the 'resserrc-ments,' of the victim as the French call it.” 

COLONEL—“That's more approaching the earnest style, which is made up of downright hard whipping and serious torture. Now look at our victim. How she is amused by these tales! Julia, you look more interesting than ever, and I must now proceed to illustrate the second part of my lecture. I want these ladies and gentlemen to understand the beautiful effect of some soft touches which I am going to begin with; but first I must pull down your drawers. A little action must be preferable to your painfully stretched position.” 

He has taken up a fine bunch of fresh stinging nettles fixed in an elegant bouquet paper for a handle. He loosens her drawers, and pulls them down to her heels, so that, as her feet are rather wide apart, she looks as if she had linen shackles on; then taking a chair he sits down in front of the victim. Julia, who has heard all the previous tales, is in a dreadful state of apprehension, her face is more crimson than ever; the marks on her thighs have turned to a dull dark colour, and the tears are streaming down her distressed looking face, as her eyes are turned down to avoid the delighted looks of the company, who are in a state of expectant excitement. 

COLONEL (resuming) “We are now changing from the mental to the physical aspect of the lecture. In my previous remarks I have dwelt mostly upon the feeling of shame and degradation which such a modest young lady would feel at every exposure or humiliating order. Now I come to the real bodily suffering to be caused by applications of whips, scourges and any contrivance which will create intense pain, and if to that we can also add the mental element which we have been previously working upon, and which is never really exhausted in such a sensitively modest young lady as Miss Ponsonby here, why, it will materially add to our voluptuous excitement as the lecture progresses, and my practical illustrations will bring out all the erotic propensities of those who are here present.” 

He begins to apply the nettles first round her hips and buttocks, which the victim bears without wincing. 

COLONEL—“I'm only tickling her for a moment or two. You don't mind it yet, Miss Julia; it's not quite so bad as you expected. Suppose I try a tenderer part. Eh! How do you like nettles applied to your little clitoris, Miss Ponsonby?” 

Here he roughly thrusts the bunch right under her cunny and rubs them well in her slit. The pain is terrible, and the horrified victim shrieks out, “Not there.... Oh! Oh!!... Ah-r-r-re!” with a long frantic yell of pain, and then again, “Stop! Stop! For pity's sake, sir! Oh! Not there again! Not there!! Ah-r-r-re!” 

COLONEL (with an excited laugh) “Ha! Ha!! How you seem to enjoy it! Do you mean there, Julia?” as he switches them right under her three times and draws the nettles painfully along her tender crack, and then goes on, Swish.... Swish.... Swish with the bunch, enjoying all her agonising contortions, and piercing cries. 

JULIA—“Oh! Oh!! Oh!!! What shall I do? What shall I do? Oh! No! No!! No!!! Not again! Oh! Pity! Have mercy!” as she almost faints under this excruciating application of the nettles. 

The Colonel throws away the nettles, and two of the gentlemen release Julia from her painful position. His lordship and old Blue-Beard vieing with each other in their assumed sympathy for the poor girl, chafing her ankles with their hands, and drawing on her panties with great care and tenderness. It is an exquisite treat to them as they put the finishing touches to make her comfortable by tucking in her chemise all round her bottom, the Marquis taking great care to arrange the tail of her under-garment well over the smarting clitoris and the red looking lips of her virgin vagina. 

They give her a glass of champagne, with about a tea-spoonful of invigorating cordial, and then at a sign from the master of the ceremonies, she is again fixed up to the ladder with her back to the company, and the drawers are opened, pinned back on each side, exposing her pretty bottom to the lecturer and audience, who can see the dark marks of the previous strokes of the whip. The Colonel now has a whip made of about two dozen long thin strips of moderately hard leather, fixed in an ornamental handle, and resuming his lecture, goes on to say:— “For sensual cruelty and real degradation of their victims, nothing comes up to the old Inquisition in Spain. That arch fiend Torquemada knew how to draw the greatest possible gratification for himself and colleagues from the sight of his suffering victims. Their torture was inflicted in the most sensual manner. They would have a lovely trembling girl stripped stark naked, and her bottom carefully flayed, then whipped with nettles, then burnt with hot iron plates, and then the acolytes had to turn her round for them to gloat over her speechless agony. At first they would let the poor thing scream, and enjoy the music of her cries; then, as the torture progressed, she was gagged to increase the horrible intense agony, which they could see in her writhing face, and knowing the fact that agony which cannot be expressed by cries is doubled in its intensity by the victim's inability to let it off by her shrieks. They amused themselves by every kind of insulting and obscene observations as to the victim's lewdness or chastity, had them whipped with scourges made from wire, every cut from which brought away pieces of flesh, and usually finished off a victim by pinching her all over with red hot pincers, beginning at the fingers and toes till the most vital parts were reached, stopping every now and then to prolong the torture, and enjoy the last spasmodic contortions of the victim. I could enlarge on their cruelty, but it is too shocking. But there is one practice of theirs so awfully humiliating to a modest nature that I should like to mention it, if you would not be too shocked.” 

Both ladies and gentlemen promise not to be offended, assuring him that every thing which relates to the creation of sensual feelings is perfectly in order between the members of the Society, Miss Debrette exclaiming, “We shall listen with breathless interest!” 

COLONEL—“Well in one place they have trained dogs for the torture of their female victims. Ha! You don't seem to understand me, (he laughs). Well you must pardon my being excessively plain. They used to strip a girl and fasten her down to the floor by her hands and knees, so that she was what we call on all fours, the same as an animal; then she was cruelly scourged all over till her buttocks and loins were literally raw. Presently an acolyte would bring in a large mastiff. The well trained dog at once going up to the horrified victim, licks the shrieking girl's naked body all over, delighting especially to thrust his long tongue under her bottom and into her crack in the most lasciviously exciting manner, the Inquisitors all the while taunting their victim about her brutish sensuality, and would read out to her the well known texts from Leviticus, about the shameful crime of women, who would kneel down before a beast. You can imagine the fearful agony and shame of the trembling victim, her piercing cries for death as a mercy, rather than have to submit to such dreadful infamy. After gloating over this scene as long as possible the Chief Inquisitor would give a signal which the well trained brute instantly obeyed by mounting its bleeding agonised victim, and... I suppose I must speak it out, rape her, with all the impetuosity of his animal nature.” 

The ladies cover their faces and give a little scream of horror. They really can't believe such things could ever have been. 

COLONEL—“All quite true I assure you, and done to uphold the glory and purity of the Catholic Church. Some of the monkish Inquisitors would enjoy studying all the phases of suffering on the victim's face whilst others delighted in watching the actual act of coition between the female and the dog, as the most exciting to their sensual natures. Try if possible to realise to yourself the crushed and degraded feelings of the poor girl as she was permitted to retire to her dungeon, and also that she knew this disgustingly inhuman outrage would be repeated upon her chastity day by day till they finished her off; four or five times of this horror invariably killed a delicate modest minded girl. 

COLONEL (after a slight pause) “Luckily for you, Julia, we have no trained dogs. What a delicious sight it would be to see you run screaming round this place, with a fine mastiff biting your pretty bottom or touching up your lewd clitoris with his long tongue. But I must not let it sink too much into your mind; these little leather straps will make you forget every thing for the moment. Do they sting as well as the nettles, Miss Ponsonby?” he asks as the first whisk of the whip brings the leather tips in smarting contact with her bottom, leaving a lot of red spots to mark their effect. “There! There!! There!!!” he repeats as each cut is increased in force, till the victim writhes and screams in exquisite pain. 

JULIA—“Ah! Ah!! Oh! Oh!! Oh!!! Ah-r-r-re! Will you never have pity? Ah-r-r-re! Each thing is worse than the last! I shall die! I can't bear it!” as she twists about under the scathing cuts. 

COLONEL—“You must bear it!” swish... swish... swish. “Ha! a spot of blood!” swish... swish... swish. “It will soon trickle down the white flesh of your thighs, and, perhaps, to your feet. I think after all I should like to see you caper. Will you oblige me by setting one leg at liberty and pulling the drawers down to her heels.” (addressing the Captain). 

This is done, and the chemise pinned up; then again swish... swish... as the leather tips wind round her bottom and buttocks. 

COLONEL—“Ha! Ha!! They do cut a little, eh Julia? The virgin blood is trickling finely now.... I'll have the little riding whip again, if you please.” 

JULIA—“Oh! Mercy! Mercy!! Spare me! Will nobody have pity? I feel as if burnt with hot irons.” Here she breaks down, and is almost choked with hysterical sobs. 

COLONEL—“What did you think about those dogs, Julia? Speak out; we want to know your thoughts. There's something to make you collect your ideas, Miss,” giving the poor girl a fearful cut up under her bottom, so as to draw the blood from the tender lips of her cunny. “How do you like it there yourself? I noticed you took great pleasure in giving these undercuts when you handled the birch. Now, answer, answer, answer!” with a stroke at each word cutting terrible weals on the inside of her tender thighs. 

The excruciating pain, together with the dreadful sense of degrading humiliation, had such an effect on the victim, that, although she plunged and writhed and gave fearful screams, she was perfectly unable to even gasp out a reply to his questions. 

Here the Colonel was afraid she might faint too soon, so the whip was stayed whilst a few drops of the cordial were poured down Julia's parched throat. Then going on again, he says, “That's right; she must not faint yet. Perhaps Julia, you can find your tongue now, or I'll cut the flesh off your bones with this whip,” as he goes on whack... whack... whack, but not quite so hard as before. 

Julia (frightened and distressed) “Was ever misery like this? Such torments of body mixed with unspeakable mental horror; these outrages on my sense of modesty are worse than all the tortures you can think of or inflict. You ask my thoughts about such awful things. I can but describe them by saying how degraded I felt at being compelled to listen to every word of your fearful tale. Your words are as distressing as your cruel cuts, each one of which makes me wish for death, to release me from such abominable humiliations.... Oh! Oh!! Are all your hearts steeled against pity? Do women revel in such cruel outrages on modesty and decency as well as men? Oh! May the earth rather swallow me up and hide my awful shame!” 

Her eyes are streaming with tears, and the muscles of her bottom still quiver from the effects of the whip and scourge, whilst her face, which, as she said this, was mostly looking towards the ladies, had a most sorrowful expression, relieved each instant by a burning blush, deeper and deeper still as she so pathetically depicted her shame and sense of degradation. The effort to speak was finally too much for her. A thick mist seemed to obscure her vision, so that all around seemed laughing, gibbering demons glorying in her sufferings. She could say no more. Her head turned once more to the ladder, as she gave vent to a succession of broken hearted sobs. 

COLONEL—“Poor thing! This lecture is rather too strong for her innocent nerves. What was it that one of you ladies suggested to me a few minutes ago?” 

LADY CURZON (in the red domino)—“Oh! Do let the poor girl down for a little! It's deliciously exciting, dear Julia; it makes me love you with an indescribable yearning, and I long to see more of it, and want to see you walk round just as you are, with your drawers dragging about your heels. Colonel dear, just as you did before: March! March!! March!!! early in the morning, you will remember.” 

COLONEL—“Just so; it will refresh her a little. Julia, you hear what her ladyship wishes.” (They untie her hands and feet.) “Now, gather the chemise under your arms and walk round so that we can see the effects of your punishment so far. Step out! Step out!” touching her bottom with smart little applications of his whip. “What graceful action! Don't stumble!” as the dragging drawers almost throw the poor girl down as she capers at each stinging cut. “Hold up! Don't jump so! I'm sure you've no cause to be so restive!” as he laughingly switches in front of her delicate mount, till the blood can be seen hanging in little drops to the light curly chevelure of her pussy. “Halt!” shouts the Colonel in a loud voice. “You've seen boys play leap-frog. Stand still and make a back. These gentlemen would like to fly over you.” 

The poor girl is so cowed she instantly obeys, and the first three gentlemen bound over her back in succession with the lightest possible touch; but old Crim.-Con. purposely bungles so as to bring both himself and the victim to the ground. 

COLONEL (in assumed rage) whips the victim without mercy as she lies on the floor saying, “Take that! and that!! and that!!! You've hurt the gentleman by your giving way under him.” He cuts her everywhere; over her head, face, neck, bosom, legs and feet, delighted to see her writhe about in agony, whilst her screams of pain echoed through the conservatory with thrilling and piercing effect. At last, after enjoying her exquisite agony for a few moments, he orders her to make another back for himself, and as she once more assumes the bent position, steps back a pace or two, as if for a run, but instead of going over the victim, passes behind giving a terrific running cut which completely doubles poor Julia up with pain, eliciting a regular screech of anguish, and also a little cry of excitement from the ladies, who had been looking on with breathless interest. 

This last cut raised an awful looking weal right across the victim's buttocks, and along its line the bruised skin oozed with little drops of blood. 

“I think,” said the Colonel, wiping the perspiration from his forehead, “that was a practical illustration of flogging in earnest. We all require a drop of champagne, and I hope his lordship won't forget Miss Julia. Those little attentions will cement the very natural affection she must begin to feel for him. Ha! Ha!! Ha!!! What a joke to see one's bride well whipped, and degraded on her wedding night! But his lordship is one of the lucky ones, as I warrant she is learning to love, honour and obey, and will say it with unfeigning lips when the clergyman begins his office. Well, we all wish his lordship every joy with such a charming partner. Miss Julia will be in the best possible condition and temperament to reciprocate his love between the sheets. This wedding puts me in mind of another curious tale. I once heard of an old millionaire about sixty, who had a fancy to amuse himself with a poor but beautiful girl of nineteen. After a hasty marriage, they travelled through to Italy, and went to a secluded villa belonging to him, deep in the gorge of the Appenines, his only attendant being a young footman of eighteen named Charles. He had given secret orders; and everything had been arranged to further his plans for amusement. The young wife was much stuck by the absence of servants, and still more surprised at finding a real Berkeley horse in their bedroom, which gave rise to the following exciting incident.” 

WIFE, examining the horse with considerable curiosity, 'My dear, what on earth is that thing for? Isn't it a pair of steps?”

HUSBAND, with a chuckle of delight, 'Yes, Rosa, it's a pair of steps, on purpose for you to walk up and let me see your legs, and point out your beauties to my valet Charles.”

WIFE, incredulously, and thinking her husband is only joking, yet slightly flushes with indignation at the idea of being exposed before the man servant; 'That you never will, sir. I'd have the ugly thing knocked to pieces and burnt first,' getting still more indignant as she sees that there is something in the wind, from his curious twinkling eyes, and quiet subdued chuckle. 

HUSBAND—“Is that the way you keep your promise to love, honour and obey, Madame? Suppose I order you to undress this instant to your chemise and drawers like a naughty school girl, and stretch yourself on that thing ready for the rod. How would you like it, eh?' 

WIFE, with rising indignation, and not yet being aware of his real character; “You might order for a long time before I should think proper to obey. That is anything but applicable to the kind of obedience women are supposed to owe their loving spouses.” 

HUSBAND—“I’m the best judge of that, and you will obey my slightest whim, unless you would rather I should shoot you on the spot. A man can do anything with his wife in a place like this. Strip.... Strip.... Strip! to your drawers this instant or I will fire,” presenting a loaded pistol at her bosom. 

WIFE, with a scream of terror; “Ah-r-r-re! Oh! Oh!! For Heaven's sake don't point that deadly thing at me!” as she draws back in horror.

HUSBAND, with a fierce look; “Do as I tell you, or I will put a bullet through your heart,” following up the terrified girl as she retreats to the wall of the apartment. 

WIFE, awfully scared; “I will! I will!! Oh! Spare my life! What must I do, sir?” going on her knees. 

HUSBAND, with a furious kick to her bottom: “Get up! Get up! Off with your dress and petticoats, and do exactly as I order. I'll teach you to obey me. It's best to take all pride and obstinacy out of a wife at first.” The poor thing springs up hardly knowing what she is about, pulling off her things in a dreadful hurry, for fear he may call Charles to act as lady's maid, as he threatens. 

HUSBAND—“Now, Madame, step on the footboard of what you call my pair of steps; but it's a horse, do you understand? A horse you'll ride, whilst a good rod will regulate the motions of your bottom, and acquaint your delicate posteriors with the virtue of birch discipline.” 

The young wife, blushing for shame, and tears coursing over her crimsoned face, is afraid to hesitate, and steps up as she feelingly appeals; “You really cannot mean it! Oh! Pray, sir, don't humiliate me so! You will find me always loving and obedient!” 

But there is no pity in his looks; she is ordered to tie one wrist herself to a ring well above her head; and then the old man, laying his pistol upon a table, secures the other wrist and also one ankle tightly to a ring at the foot, the wife all the while piteously begging him not to carry his joke too far. “Pray be merciful! Oh! You can't be going to hurt me!” she sobs hysterically. 

HUSBAND, ironically; “Hurt you! Only make a few fine weals on your bottom, and let out a little of your obstinate blood—at least, Charles will do it, (ringing the bell.) It's too fatiguing for me, and I shall enjoy looking on best. What do you think I married you for? For your smirking face, eh? No! No! You never made a greater mistake. It was to invigorate my used up energies by the sight of your suffering. Ha! Ha!! Ha!!! You little thought of that when you sold yourself to a rich old man!” 

His wife is quite overwhelmed with shame and confusion as the valet now entered the room with a couple of fine birches. She is crimson to the roots of her hair, and shuts her eyes to avoid seeing the young man's astonished and delighted gaze. 

HUSBAND—“Will you please ask Charles to open your drawers, so as your bottom is properly bared to the rod? Say, Undo my drawers, Charles, please.”  

WIFE is too agitated to do anything but shriek out: “Help! Help!! Oh! For shame! Let me down! I won't! I won't be whipped!” 

HUSBAND, delighted at her fright and shame; “But you must be whipped, my dear. I begin quite to dote upon you. I feel for all your shame and humiliation. It makes my usually chilly blood begin to thrill through my veins with an unusual warmth, which nothing but such a sight could have done. I wouldn't spare you for all the world; it's too delicious.”

Tears, shrieks for help, as well as entreaties are all unavailing. He threatens to shoot her if she does not ask the valet to undo her drawers. The old fellow gets so impatient that he strikes her several times with a cane over her bare shoulders, leaving dark red bruises, and heedless of her cries for mercy, keeps on till at last she falters out, “Oh! Oh!! Charles, please do open my drawers!” The husband laughing at the success of his caning remarks; “Now mind, Charles, put them well back; put the tail of her chemise out of the way so it does not interfere with the effects of your birch.” 

Thus admonished, the valet, delighted with his task, paid particular attention to the careful exposition of his mistress' beautiful bottom, the poor young lady all the while sobbing for shame, or expressing her sense of the indignity in subdued expressions, such as; “How dare you touch me, Charles? Oh! Oh! Let me alone! For shame! Let your master do it himself! How degrading! I can never look up again!” her confusion increasing, till at last she seems going to faint. 

HUSBAND—“What a pretty bum! Would you believe me, Charles, that's the first time I have been allowed look at it. But see, she's likely to faint; all her blood has flown to her face. Make haste and draw it back to that pretty plump bottom”, delighted at the increasing distress of his victim. 

WIFE, in terror: “Ah! No! No!! Oh! No! I can't bear it! Oh! Let me down! You surely cannot carry such a horrid joke any further”,  then, as she feels the first light switch: “Charles, Charles, pray don't hit me very hard, my skin is so tender”: tears of shame and mortification coursing down her burning cheeks. 

HUSBAND—“Go on! Go on! Never mind a little whimpering and screaming. Ha! Ha!! That's better! Put a little more force into your blows!”: getting quite excited as the peach-like bloom of the first strokes gradually deepens into a damask shade, set off with a lot of angry looking weals. The valet is almost as excited as his master, the more the lady screams and cries for mercy, the more he cuts on the excoriated bum, till at last the ruby drops ooze from her lacerated weals and trickle over the flesh. Here the old gentleman hastily interposes, observing: “I shall lose half the pleasure if I can't see it run over the white flesh of her thighs. Now, cut away again, my boy”: rubbing his withered hands in delight, as the wife writhes about and kicks frantically with the disengaged leg, as each smarting stroke adds to her agony and shame. 

HUSBAND, with a delighted chuckle: “Now, will you obey better in future? Will you admit I am the best judge of what is proper in future? Make the obstinate jade speak out, Charles”: gesticulating in his excitement, for the valet to cut her up between the thighs and tenderest parts. Their victim promises and shrieks by turns, but nothing stops the rod till she has fainted under her exquisite suffering, and they have at last to lay her in bed in a state of insensibility. 

The sequel of this tale is the old gentleman died very mysteriously within three or four days after this humiliation of his young wife. The lady succeeded to a good share of his large fortune, and very soon after married the valet Charles. This incident would never have come to the light had not one of his executors afterwards found a written account of the delicious scene in the old man's own handwriting, finished off with a note at the end to the effect that she would not last long—the excitement was too delicious to spare his victim, and that he should soon have to look out for another wife. 

Julia, although so painfully cut about, had not been seriously hurt, and all her thoughts were soon engrossed by this tale, whilst shame and fear of what was going to happen to herself, kept her in a continual state of agitation, as she crouched at the foot of the horse making her chemise cover as much as possible of her nakedness. 

COLONEL (turning to their victim): “I think Miss Ponsonby would feel more comfortable in a fresh pair of drawers. My lord, will you kindly assist her to step into these? They may be rather tight fitting, but your gallantry will suggest how to arrange that most comfortably for your fiancee”: handing the black-bearded gentleman a rather small looking pair of fine lawn panties trimmed with most delicate lace. 

MR. BLACK-BEARD, taking them, goes on one knee before Julia, saying: “Allow me, Miss Ponsonby, to assist you in putting these on. Will you please stand up and step into them? Never mind, dear Julia, what you may expose to me—I will cover you as much as possible from other prying eyes.” 

JULIA, all her delicate sensitiveness rushing to her face in repeated blushes, as she sobs for shame, makes haste to obey, saying in a low broken voice: “Oh, sir! Pray turn your head. I can't bear you to look at my limbs so”: looking down in the greatest confusion as if it was the first exposure she had had to experience. 

COLONEL, with assumed anger: “Speak up, Miss! No whimpering; everything must be spoken out for the benefit of the company”: whisking about a leather scourge tipped with fine steel points as fine as pins, which glitter in the brilliant light of the place. The victim puts one leg into the drawers which are so tight as only with difficulty to admit her plump thigh, after considerable persuasion and smoothing from his lordship's hands; then the same has to be gone through with the other, and they fit so tightly across her pretty rump, that although furnished with buttons behind, the delicate flesh can be seen peeping through the interstices, and the chemise has to be pinned up in a roll round her waist, it being impossible to otherwise dispose of it, the drawers being so tight that they look as if the least motion would split the fine material. 

COLONEL—“Turn her round. I want to see if the hair of her pussy is all properly covered.” Julia blushes deeper than ever. This tight pair of drawers seem to her so ludicrously humiliating, and she knows they do not cover her in the most delicate parts. The Colonel continues: “Ha! Just as I expected. Why, Julia, your slit and the tip of your lewd clitoris are quite exposed. The sooner I cut such a pair of drawers off the better.” The gentlemen surround the poor girl, and understanding the Colonel's programme, turn her upside down, and fasten her to the horse head downwards by one ankle and at the bottom by one wrist, patting and kissing her bottom as they do so, and taking all kinds of liberties with the horrified girl, who shrieks in great terror as she is adjusted in this position. 

COLONEL—“Now I can again resume the practical illustration of the earnest style of whipping. This scourge which you see is made of small strips of leather tipped with fine steel points, is an instrument which inflicts terrible agony, but if skilfully handled does not do serious harm. It will crimson her buttocks all over with her virgin blood, and I shall cut those flimsy drawers to smithereens; but that will be all, unless, perhaps, Miss Ponsonby should treat us to a genuine fainting fit. But don't let that alarm you, she will soon revive; and come up again quite reinvigorated by our careful applications of restoratives and stimulants. Look at that touch. See the little specks of blood instantly stain through the thin texture of the lawn, but they are only slight pin pricks. Observe the effect of every lash. It may look terrible, but it's more in imagination than in reality.” His first light application of the steel tipped scourge is more startling than painful in its effects. Poor Julia indeed winces every time it strikes, as it is impossible to prevent showing that she does feel it. 

COLONEL—“Observe well her writhings and contortions. These tight-fitting drawers show us every muscle as well as if she was quite naked, and they also answer the purpose of increasing her shame and mental degradation, as at every cut the victim dreads they may split or still further expose her delicate charms. Is it not so, Julia? Tell us if you now feel the dregs of humiliation?”: giving as a wind-up to his question a terribly hard cut round her buttocks, making his tips of steel puncture all over her delicate mount, which is instantly suffused with little drops of blood all over its surface, and hanging like dew from the short curly hair. 

JULIA shrieks in agony, but not in time to avert two or three more cuts like the last, one of which makes her clitoris spurt with blood which has collected in the cellular tissues of that excitable part. She shrieks out again and again in excruciating agony: “Oh! Oh!! Oh!!! Kill me in mercy! Let me die now! Ah-r-r-re!” 

COLONEL—“Will you answer, please, Miss Ponsonby? We want to know (especially the ladies) what you think of your shameful position. Didn't that last cut warm your feelings a little? Eh! Speak out!” as he cuts again and again on her tight looking bum, making the blood-saturated material of the drawers rend and crack under the effects of his strokes and the twisting of the victim. 

VICTIM—“Ah-r-r-re! Mercy! Mercy!! How can I tell my awful feelings?”: then, as his cuts seem really killing her, she screams: “Oh! Oh!! It's far worse than my tongue can tell! I'm only fit to die now. You can't inflict a greater humiliation than this. I feel the very acme of despair and shame! Oh! How I smart and burn, I can't describe.” Then she breaks down into low sobs, whilst all the company are rapt in silent yet excited awe, as the dull sounds of the scourge mingle with this hysterical weeping. The drawers are in tatters and the ensanguined surface of her buttocks look as if really flayed, the blood dripping and clotting all over her rent panties and delicate legs even down to her boots. 

COLONEL—“This has been an eminently practical bit of flagellation. Now, suppose we let her down, and refresh the poor girl with a little drop more of my wonderful cordial. Make her kneel down, and every lady should provide herself with a good rod.” The gentlemen soon carry out this arrangement, with the victim kneeling in the centre of the place, whilst the four ladies pin up their skirts so as to show their beautiful legs and feet, and wait impatiently for the Colonel to proceed as they playfully whisk the twigs about. 

COLONEL—“Miss Ponsonby, you seemed just now to think it impossible to be yet more humiliated, and little suspected this new degradation for your sensitive modesty. Look up! I've got the lady's riding whip again. Pull your chemise over your head; never mind how the damaged drawers may happen to hang round your sore rump. All your attention is required in front. We five gentlemen are so excited and stiffened by the sight of your lewd contortions and delicious exposure, that we must be relieved. Each one of us is going to present his rampant affair to your lips for a loving kiss; you must take them in your hands, rubbing and kissing them in turn as quickly as possible, or this whip shall slash you to ribbons. Now then, sirs, present arms, and fire into her face as soon as you are ready—if altogether it will increase our fun and her shame. Ladies, ladies, do your duty to us behind!” 

All the breeches were dropped in an instant, each male member holding up his shirt and coat tails behind, whilst the ladies thrashed away with their birches on the tough bottoms presented to their view. It would be impossible to properly describe this salacious scene. Julia's horror-stricken, shamefaced looks, as the Colonel slashes over her shoulders till she begins to carry out his directions. He makes her take the head of each pego fairly in her mouth, and also use her light fingers as dexterously as possible. The poor girl is distracted and does not seem to know what she is doing, but mechanically obeys his fierce orders, to use her tongue more, and not forget to play with her fingers. 

The ladies are as excited as the gentlemen, now and then giving sly and painful cuts on the stiffened organs of their friends, which, with the weals in the rear, have such an exciting effect that the Colonel feels himself coming and calls out to the others to join in the fusillade as he shoots his sperm into the poor girl's gasping mouth. The others join in, and Julia's blushing countenance is deluged with the life giving juice of love; even the old Marquis keeps company, his enervated nature is so reinvigorated by all he has experienced during the lecture. The slimy streams run all over the victim's neck and bosom; and this last indignity is so awfully degrading, that she sobs and gasps for breath for a moment or two, and finally drops to the floor in a second death-like swoon. The victim was left on the floor for a few minutes, whilst the members of the society mingled in an indiscriminate orgy of voluptuous excesses, the last scene having quite demoralised both ladies and gentlemen, who were now obliged to give the rein to their erotic passions in order to reduce themselves to a cooler state by letting off the steam of their excitement. 

COLONEL (who is the first to recover his equanimity): “Miss Julia will be all the better for her rest. Now, gentlemen, apply some of those pungent salts to her nostrils, and rub a little on the palms of her hands. A friend of mine brought it from Constantinople where they always keep it ready to restore any poor thing they may have to whip for the Sultan's pleasure or excitement, and I can vouch for its being a most marvellous reviver. Whilst she is coming round, I will tell you how I first experimented with it. About a year ago I had a snug little hunting box in the country, and my housekeeper (who was a very demure and staid sort of person, left in charge by the gentleman I hired the place from) had a pretty dark-eyed daughter, about eighteen years of age. This girl at once took my fancy as a most delicious victim to operate upon with a birch; but how to manage it? They were almost independent of me, although I had three other nice female servants who were quite in my confidence.” Here the ladies tittered and seemed quite horrified at the Colonel, exclaiming: “Oh! Oh!! Did you ever know such an English Rake! Oh! For shame don't mention it, sir!” etc. 

COLONEL, not at all abashed: “I'm sure, ladies, some of you only want to look a little nearer home to find I'm not worse than many others, both ladies and gentlemen; for let me assure you there are female rakes who can easily accommodate themselves to three or four husbands or lovers at once. Besides I have to thank my former salaciousness for bringing me into that rather enervated state which has made me turn to these delightful experiments and practical illustrations for the purpose of occasionally warming my blood up to the requisite heat for voluptuous emotions.” 

LADY MANVERS—“Indeed, Colonel, dear, we did not mean anything serious, as we find you a most delightful instructor, and would be sorry to have you different. Excuse our joking remarks; they were intended rather as a compliment to your manly abilities than otherwise. Was it not so, ladies?” 

ALL THE LADIES—“Yes! Yes! What should we do but for a few such gallant rakes in the world?” 

COLONEL, smiling: “Don't make any more excuses, pray; my remarks were only in return for your joke. Now, about my pretty girl, I found she was very fond of sweetmeats, and often indulged her taste by presents of the finest I could procure at the pastry cook's. Meanwhile, I several times hinted to Mrs. Spooner, the housekeeper, that I suspected some one of tasting the spirits in the cabinet of my sanctum whenever I happened to leave the key in the lock by accident, assuring her that if I could only catch the thief I would take the law into my own hands and birch her bare bottom till it was raw, which she seemed to think would be proper. Having prepared the ground, I got some very curious sugar plums made with a most insidious and delightfully intoxicating liqueur concealed inside. I knew pretty Emma usually had a glass of beer for her lunch, and managed to beckon her into my room directly she had swallowed it one afternoon, and gave her about half a dozen of my special sweets, which she enjoyed immensely as she sat on a chair at my table. Presently she was drowsy and sleepy, sinking to the floor quite unconscious. Putting the keys in the partially opened door of my cabinet, I then poured about a tea-spoonful of rum into her gaping mouth to make her breath smell, and then slipped out unobserved into the grounds, where I talked with the gardener for about a quarter of an hour, and then going back to the house by the front door, which Mrs. Spooner opened to me herself, she followed me to my room for the purpose of taking instructions about a proposed party, and we of course discovered the thief drunk upon the hearth rug before my fire. The mother turned pale with emotion, but I calmly asked her to smell the girl’s breath to see what she had been tippling, and rang the bell for another of the servants to witness our discovery. Mrs. Spooner could not restrain her tears as she lifted up her Emma, sobbing: 'My Gracious! to think of her drinking rum. Oh! sir, I'll whip her finely for this, leave her to me.' 'No, indeed. It's far too serious a case for the correction to be left to a tender-hearted mother who has evidently ruined her daughter for want of correction when she has been at fault before. If it had been one of my servants, you know what I intended to do. And now I shall send for a constable and take her before a magistrate, unless you like to leave the punishment to me.' Mrs. Spooner was amenable to reason in a moment, but I made her sign a paper confessing the guilt of her daughter, and asking me to whip her well for the fault, which she signed crying, and distressed beyond measure. Then the pretty culprit was put to bed in order to be brought up fresh for punishment the next day. After dinner the ensuing evening I had the whole household in my sanctum. Pretty Emma, all of a glow, was brought in by her mother, her eyes full of tears, and yet I could see the bursting indignation as I asked her to confess her fault. 'Indeed! no, sir, I never touched the rum or anything except the sweets you gave me; they must have sent me to sleep,' she replied, with flashing eyes and crimson face. 'Mrs. Spooner,' I said, angrily,, 'bare her naughty bottom immediately, there is nothing will do such an obstinate female any good, except this tickler makes her repent that impudent lie,' as I whisked my rod through the air. The mother's hands trembled so, and such a deluge of tears rolled down her face, that one of the servants had to assist her in turning up the clothes of the victim, who kicked and shrieked with all her might. But what a delicious bottom they exposed, firm, plump and almost rosy, which I afterwards found out was the effect of a preliminary slapping from her mother's hands. 'Ah! No! No!! I won't be whipped. I didn't do it, sir!' she screamed, struggling to get away. Whack.... Whack.... Whack... fell my birch, each stroke crimsoning her buttocks with a confused lot of red angry looking marks, as I went on lecturing her on her obstinacy, and the awful sin of telling lies to screen her fault, assuring her that I would flay her alive unless she confessed the theft. She was obstinate in the extreme, biting her lips till the blood dripped over her chin, rather than confess she had tasted my rum. Her bottom soon got quite raw, the blood dripping down her lovely white thighs till her stockings were stained, and her shoes were invaded by the dropping claret. At last she fainted, and her mother's distress, as she sobbingly asserted that I had cruelly murdered her darling, was so ludicrous, that I had half a mind to order her to be tied up as an accomplice with her daughter. Just then I thought of this salt, and taking it out of a cabinet, where it had been for some time quite forgotten, every one was surprised by the marvellous reviving effects.” 

Whilst this was being told, Julia had been brought round, first opening her eyes, and then sitting up, when a little pinch of the salt was applied by Miss Debrette to her nostrils, and instantly produced such conclusive sneezing that she was thoroughly aroused and heard the conclusion of the lecturer's anecdote. 

“Now, Julia,” resumed the Colonel, “my lecture is drawing to a close, and I dare say you think I have been playing with you in the wolf and lamb style quite long enough. But that is another point for me to make an observation upon. The very fact of accusing your victim of some offence, which she knows herself to be innocent of, adds to your pleasure; it arouses all those blushing indignant looks, and gives you full scope to work upon her obstinate disposition for they scarcely ever will acknowledge what they know is false; their rage and indignation urge them to die rather than give in, and thus we get the greatest possible enjoyment from the prolonged excitement. Please step to that post, Miss Ponsonby, which the gentlemen have kindly put up for your benefit.” 

The black-bearded gentleman takes Julia by the hand with the most affectionate solicitude, whispering in her ear as he secures one wrist, that they have not much more to go through before their final happiness will be crowned, and: “Oh my dearest Julia, what excess of delight we shall have when you surrender to me all the charms I am now assured you possess!” 

She blushes tremendously at this allusion to their marriage, but a sudden painful jerk suspends her by the one wrist to a ring high up the post, with her feet quite off the floor; her wrist seems broken, and the anguish both of body and mind, throws her into renewed fits of hysterical sobbing, as she piteously begs her persecutors to hurry through what they intend to inflict. 

COLONEL—“My dear Miss Ponsonby, you ask a most unreasonable thing. My lecture is for your edification as well as the rest of the company. How can you be so absurd as to ask me to spoil the whole effect by bungling hurry? Now I must get those tight fitting drawers off your posteriors. You have both legs and one arm at liberty, and you can plunge about to your heart's content at every stroke, and delight us all by the sight of your beautiful motions.” 

Slash... Slash... Slash!!! He is armed with a big hunting whip, and each cut sounds with a sharp crack on the tight fitting drawers, fraying and tearing the fabric, and cutting the skin underneath. The poor girl writhes, waving her arm, and kicking her legs about in every possible way, but her struggles only increase the agony by the jerking strain upon her wrist. “Oh! Oh!! Oh!!! A-r-r-re! I am dying now!” she screams, and then sobs in a lower tone: “When will this fearful torture be over? Oh! Let me die now! Kill me! Kill me in mercy!” 

COLONEL, getting dreadfully excited: “Now, my ladies, watch the beautiful effects of every slashing cut. Drink in all the cries, sobs and groans. Look at the tattered drawers, and the delicious virgin blood as it runs all over her person. How the sensation of erotic voluptuousness thrills through my veins at every stroke. I must really kill her!” 

His blows search out every unscathed portion of her body; chemise, drawers and stockings are all cut to ribbons. Still the poor victim screams and struggles with extraordinary vigour, sometimes climbing up the post in her agony by entwining it in her legs and arms to relieve the wrist, and then now again falling with all her weight upon the strained joint, as she fails to sustain the exertion of a more fearful cut than usual pulls her down. Her bottom is a mass of raw flesh. None of the company utter a word except with bated breath or hot excited whispers; all are in a state of intensely voluptuous excitement as they watch the scene and listen to the thuds of the whip. The victim is now too agonised to scream, her tongue clings to the parched roof of her mouth, and presently the Colonel drops his whip from exhaustion, and the wretched victim swoons again. 

COLONEL, with a gasp for breath: “Let her down. Now for the finishing tableau. We can marry your lordship without the clergyman, now she is unconscious. It will be a delicious treat to see how she feels and thinks of her degradation when she comes round.” 

They apply the salts again, and pour some cordial down the burning throat. The effect is again magical; the sufferer opens her eyes for a moment, whilst the hands relax their previous clenched position. 

The ladies at the Colonel's suggestion proceed to act as bridesmaids, by arranging Julia on a large mattress on the floor with a pillow under her head and another under the bleeding rump with her legs wide apart, offering a most luscious sight to the excited lover, who throws off his coat, lets down his trousers, and falling on his knees, instantly presents the head of his rampant priapus to Julia's slit; the pouting lips of which are slightly open, and allow her sore clitoris to be seen in its stiffened state. The steed plunges on his impetuous course, with a most painful thrust. Julia winces, and the sudden shock thoroughly awakens her to the outrage that is being attempted. She struggles to throw him off, but the ladies hold her down, encouraging his lordship to thrust home and make a woman of her, which he does with such effect as to split through the hymen and crash through every virgin obstacle to his progress. 

His victim gives a most piercing shriek and almost faints, but Miss Debrette, putting her hand underneath, applies some of the salt to her wounded clitoris and just inside the lips of her cunny, so that the poor girl almost springs with agony, to the intense delight of her lover and his friends. He keeps himself well in hand and restrains his own ardour, whilst enjoying all the emotions of the horrified and agonised girl beneath him. The Colonel chaffs and jeers the victim on her lascivious motions, adding to the intensity of her profound disgust and humiliation. 

Julia screams, sighs and tries in vain to screen her face from their sight, but her hands are pulled back that they may gloat over the picture of her misery. Miss Debrette seizes a birch and lays on his lordship's posteriors till she makes him start on the race of love with renewed fury. Julia's feelings, too, are no longer to be restrained; her burning heat and the soothing effect of his motions carry her away in spite of herself. She swims in a heaven of delight, her screams and cries change to hysterical sobs of delirious joy, and she spends in ecstasy in response to the drenching shower of love which he shoots for the third time into her still insatiate womb. Every one is entranced with the delightful sight, till at last the Colonel announces that the curtain must fall upon this blissful conclusion to his lecture. 

Julia was really married to Lord Flashington as soon as possible, and became one of the most energetic members of the Society of Aristocratic Flagellants. 
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