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NOTICE

FROM THE TRANSLATOR.

I am persuaded that the majority of readers will doubt the
claim that this work is a translation from the Italian. How can
it be, they will say, that a work whose scene appears to take
place in France, in Paris itself, whose topography is so exact,
and whose characters and names are all French, should have
been composed and printed in Italy? This objection—the only
one that could plausibly be raised—will fall of itself through
the following reflections. First, I might say: the memoirs of the
famous C...m—where have they not been printed? In Ger-
many before being printed in France. But, critics will reply,
the cases are not entirely parallel, since in that instance the her-
oine would have had to be French and only the work itself
printed in Italian. Thus I do not dwell much upon this argu-
ment. Yet is it not true that often, indeed almost always, au-
thors who fear their writing may be seized, or who attack per-
sons whose resentment they have reason to fear, change the
place of the scene and pretend that an event occurring near
them takes place instead among a foreign nation, whose char-
acters, customs, and names they give to their heroes? All alle-
gorical works are written in this manner. See les Lettres d’ Aspa-
sia, les Lettres Persanes, etc., etc.

Well then, dear readers, it is the same with this work: the
events took place in Italy, and the Italian editor—whom I
know personally—so as to thwart the pursuit of his heroine,



asserts that this very true history occurred in France, and it is
for that reason that he has followed the topography so exactly.
Be that as it may, it appears that this editor is as skillful a geog-
rapher as he is an energetic historian; for it must be admitted
that he indicates places with precision. Moreover, another rea-
son, no less convincing than the preceding ones—and which
will entirely triumph over the incredulous, should any still re-
main after what I have just said—is that it is impossible that
among our newly enriched French ladies there should be any
as dissolute as Caroline, and that consequently it is impossible
that this heroine should be French. Let one rather ask the
wealthy purveyors Lisette N..., Catiche N..., Goton N...,
Nanette N...—all of them brilliant parvenues who know per-
fectly well all the ladies of the new France. They will tell you
that if such pastimes were attributed to any of them, it would
be lying by almost one half. After this, dear readers, you are
convinced, 1 think; thus, I shall say no more.

NocEp Liop.



DEDICATION

THE EDITOR TO THE AUTHOR.

I cannot dedicate better than to you yourself, Caroline, the
story of which you are the brilliant heroine, and which your
skillful hand has traced with a pen dipped in burning seed. The
public, who until now know only your charms, will therefore
be instructed in all your great exploits! Like Caesar, who knew
how to conquer the world and write the story of his triumphs,
you have known how to conquer our hearts and our cocks,
and to depict their defeats. By turns muse of history and priest-
ess of pleasures, no one will know whether to praise you more
for the talent of Minerva or the cunt of Venus. You may per-
haps complain that, without consulting you, I suddenly launch
you to the highest degree of glory to which a gitl may aspire;
but it is precisely the fear of that modesty which prevented me
from informing you beforehand, being fully persuaded that
virtues such as yours still like to avoid publicity. Thus the ef-
forts which that modesty would have led you to make with
me might perhaps have prevailed over the public good and the
interest of your glory. I therefore preferred to betray your
modesty in order to spare it the trouble of defending itself. But
if this is a passable excuse for having delivered you to the press,
have I one equally solid to present in justification of the sort of
theft by which your history came into my hands? I leave you,
as well as the public, to judge of that. Perhaps the simple ac-
count of the adventure that procured me this manuscript will
excuse me in your eyes and in theirs.



For two mortal hours—you know it—I had been waiting
with the keenest impatience, in your delightful boudoir, for
the quarter-hour of our rendezvous, for which you had made
me sigh these past six months. Burning with love and impatient
for pleasure, I had already kissed a thousand times the charming
objects that adorned that happy abode of my future bliss. From
moment to moment the faithful and lively Minette came to
distract my impatience, always telling me, by way of excuse for
your delay, that monsieur was still at madame’s levée, but that
he would not delay in leaving her free. After having at last
heard Minette’s little consolations ten times, after having run
through the novels, the engravings, the pretty little indecencies
that embellish this place of voluptuousness and which only
served to electrify all my senses further by inflaming my imag-
ination, I went mechanically to lean near your writing desk;
just as mechanically I pulled out the sliding panel—it yielded,
and the desk was open. An inscription struck me; I read: Secrets
de I’ Amour. The idea of seeing whether my verses, whether my
letters dictated by the most ardent love occupied a place among
these secrets seized my mind and left me no time to reflect. I
therefore searched, but only a single notebook presented itself
to my inquities; it bore the title: Mon Histoire. I had just opened
it when a noise heard in the drawing room made me close the
desk; the notebook remained in my hand. As I believed this
noise to be caused by someone approaching, the fear of being
surprised made me put the manuscript into my pocket, fully
resolved to return it to its place when I could conveniently do
so. The noise having ceased, I opened the door and entered
the drawing room to see what had caused it. What did I see?
Minette on the sofa grappling with a handsome young man.
This sight enlightened me: I believed myself the dupe of both
maid and mistress. Indignant, 1 rushed toward the door to
leave. Minette, frightened, freed herself from her Adonis and,
running toward me, cried: “Sir, come back, you will ruin us!



Not that way—you are going to madame’s room!” In fact, my
head was in confusion, and instead of taking the door of the
hall to leave, I took the door of your apartment; but it was
done—I had entered. And what a second scene presented itself
to my eyes! You, Caroline—beautiful as Venus, naked as Love,
in the arms of a lackey! I confess I felt ashamed for you; but
what was my surprise, or rather my fury, when, without ap-
pearing to notice me, without any other fault than that of a
mistress who scolds, you exclaimed against Minette for allow-
ing an imprudent man, a stranger, a scoundrel no doubt des-
tined to be thrown out of the window, to penetrate even into
your room! Outraged by such indignity, in my despair I was
about to blow out the brains of that vile brute to whom I was
sacrificed, when the clever and ever-prudent Minette, pulling
me forcibly out of your chamber, said coolly: “You rash fool,
all this will be explained to you; nothing is yet lost, if you
wish...” I pushed her away without listening and went out in
despair, firmly resolved to take my revenge. Withdrawn to my
own home, I searched in vain for the means; one scheme de-
stroyed another. I was suddenly distracted by the memory that
I had in my pocket a manuscript that might perhaps serve me.
I opened it eagerly and read the history... which will be seen.
After reading it, no one will be surprised that so many brilliant
exploits reconciled me with so great a heroine. Hatred and the
love of vengeance cannot stand against a great heart that must
rise above injuries. Thus, by reading first the notice that fol-
lows, the public will clearly see that the sentiment guiding my
pen is intended rather as praise than as satire of my heroine—
that is to say, of you, O Caroline!



AN ADDRESS TO

THE FORNICATING PUBLIC.

I present to you the history of a great fucker written by
herself; that is to say, a celebrated woman who will mark an
epoch in our annals—and let this not surprise you: the love of
fucking has always been the seal that distinguished heroines.
Indeed, in every age and among all nations, these women were
tuckers. Let one consult the annals of empires, run through the
history of republics, examine the book of the sciences and the
arts: everywhere one finds that it is fuckers who have stirred
up empires, sustained republics, and enlarged the domain of
the arts. Messalina fucked with the guards of the emperor her
husband and governed the empire. Esther gave her cunt to
Ahasuerus and brought about a revolution. Thebé, wife of Al-
exander, tyrant of Ephesus, fucked with her three brothers in
order to obtain from them the tyrant’s death... The famous
Maid fucked with Dunois and reconquered France. Elizabeth
tucked with her attendants. Catherine with her generals. The-
resa with her captains; her daughter with abbés and clerks—
and all these fuckers, as is known, shook the world. In free
states, what good was not accomplished by fuckers? They were
the best citizens.

Laufella, 2 Roman lady who counted chastity as a dupe’s
virtue and behaved accordingly, was an excellent patriot. Le-
onide, a citizen of Lacedaemon, swore by Castor and Pollux
that she loved to fuck because it made children for the father-
land. Dematrion likewise, a celebrated Lacedaemonian, on



learning of her son’s death in the army, said: my son is dead,
be it so; but our neighbour’s prick is not. Loena, an Athenian
who fucked with the porters of the harbor, bit off her tongue
so as not to betray the patriots Harmodius and Aristogiton.
Aspasia, who fucked with all the youth of Miletus, Mycenae,
and Athens, governed the great Pericles of Greece.

Epicharis, a Roman woman, strangled herself with her gir-
dle rather than betray the conspirators against Nero—and she
had fucked with Nero and with the conspirators. The Gallic
women who formed a senate that deliberated on peace and
war for the maintenance of liberty were public fuckers; but
they did not like priests, and it was because they refused to
tuck with the Druids that these latter had their tribunal de-
stroyed.

Among the celebrated one may cite the famous Daphne, a
Greek priestess from whom Homer borrowed the greatest
beauties of his Iliad and his Odyssey. Daphne tucked in the
public squares with those who found her verses pretty. Asti-
anassa, chambermaid to the fucker Helen, composed the book
De variis concubitus modis, according to her experience and that
of her mistress. Elephantine and Phinecis went further and en-
larged the book—which supposes that they fucked even more
than their models. Phryne and Lais verified the arts and fucked
with philosophers and schoolboys. Spilembergue, a Venetian
woman whose paintings were confused with those of Titian,
her contemporary, fucked with her models and the grinders of
colors. I should never finish if I wished to unfold the whole
catalogue of all the fuckers whose names history has transmit-
ted to us with éclat. For one Marie Coronel, who, in order
not to succumb to the violent temptation of being unfaithful
to her husband, killed herself by thrusting a burning brand into
her cunt, how many women are there who put quite another
thing there without even the temptation, and who are loudly
applauded by their century and by posterity. The celebrated



heroine whose exploits you are about to read deserves, without
doubt, to occupy a place among the women I have just cited,
because all women are her models; and it is very likely that,
after having made such great progress and done so many dif-
ferent things in order to increase her own knowledge, she will
finally devote to public instruction and to the common happi-
ness the remainder of a life during which she may acquire a
more universal glory and fly toward immortality.



APPROBATION

THE AUTHOR TO THE EDITOR.

I have read your Dedication and your Address to the
Fornicating Public. I have nothing to say to you about the
address; but in reply to the Dedication I shall tell you that your
conscience may be at ease: my modesty forgives you the print-
ing, and my kindness forgets the theft. As for your anger against
that supposed lackey, I would punish you for it, if what I am
about to tell you did not already avenge me sufficiently.

Know then that this favored lover, this supposed boor
whom you see only through the lens of your passion, is the
handsome St.-Far, and that your pretty young man was his
lackey, who was amusing himself with Minette. Why this dis-
guise, you will say? It is a little game of love that I am quite
willing to explain to you. My husband is an imbecile, 2 man
tull of prejudices, who has taken it into his head to be jealous
of St.-Far and to forbid him to me. St.-Far therefore adopted
the expedient of a disguise; you see that the precaution was not
useless, since it has succeeded very well.

If therefore you had listened less to your ill-tempered head,
the matter would have been explained to you. You would
have been told that St.-Far, who was about to depart on a ra-
ther long journey, had come to me at the very moment when
I was about to retire to my boudoir. My relations with Saint-
Far, which you knew of'since you possess my history, did not
allow me to send him away. Is St.-Far a lover who must submit
to ordinary considerations?

10



But no—Monsieur is one of those fashionable wonders of
the day who wish that when a woman betrays her husband it
should be exclusively for them. And what merit, presumptuous
young man, had you yet in my eyes that I should sacrifice both
my lover and my husband for you? Is it my fault if, when a
woman wishes to favor you and promises you a rendezvous,
you have not even the courage to sacrifice your impatience to
her, nor enough confidence in her love to refrain from trying
to penetrate her mysteries?

Reflect on what pleasure you deprived yourself of through
your foolishness. St.-Far was about to depart, and for two
whole months you might have filled the empty place he left in
my heart.

From this adventure never forget—if you wish to have any
success with women—that even if you were to see her in the
arms of another, if she denies it to you, you must believe her
without reply; for you must believe your mistress rather than
yourself.

Since my husband reads nothing but the Cours des Changes,
it makes no difference to me; on the contrary, it will amuse
me greatly, because people will laugh at you for not having
tucked me.
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CAROLINE
or
MY FUCKERIES.

The Setting :

Gallery of the Palais-Royal, on the side of the Rue des Bons-
Eunfants. The first days of spring. It is six o’clock in the evening.

“Do you want to come up, my friend? By God, you look
handsome! But are you really obliging?”

“Listen; I have firm tits, a white ass, and a divine cunt: well
then, my complaisance surpasses the firmness of my tits, the
whiteness of my ass, and the beauty of my cunt.”

“That’s what we shall see: I'll follow you.”

“Come this way, mind the railing... It’s not high; it’s on
the second floor: here we are... give me your hand... Come
in... Minette, some light and some chairs... Good; I'll ring
when I need you.”

“By faith, she’s charming.”

“Come, sit down on the sofa... Oh!... little libertine...
ah!... you're too impatient... come now, my friend, give me
your little present.”

“My beauty, you're rather impatient yourself! First let us
consult my purse... Come, here’s a louis, if you please me...
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But by faith, the more I look at you, the more I find you re-
semble the most adorable person... whom I once had in a very
singular way.”

“And what do I care about your resemblance?”

“But truly, it is she! it is you! Don’t you have a little spot
near the jewel?... Why yes, well then!...”

“Ah! good God, let me see... wait... let me look... Why
yes, by fuck, there’s no doubt... What! it’s you... Caroline!
It’s you whom I saw at Arcis, near Nancy! You whom I
snatched from the bosom of the waters, whom I laid naked
upon a thick and flowering moss, and from whom I ravished,
half willingly and half by force, the finest gift of the gods—
your charming maidenhead.”

“What! you are St.-Far? Oh, little monster! Forgive me for
not recognizing you. Though I only saw you twice—the first
time when I encountered you so strangely; the second when
you did it to me so well—I ought not to have forgotten you,
for 2 woman always recognizes the lover to whom she has
given herself, even in the midst of darkness.”

“But, too charming rogue, what adventures have dragged
you into the abyss where I now find you? How is it that I
discover you at the Palais-R oyal—you whom I believed wor-
thy to dwell in a palace, though another than this?”

“Indeed, my friend, I will tell you that tonight, for I hope
you will give the whole night to me; for the moment, content
yourself with receiving my apologies for the infamous tone I
used when I first addressed you. But, my dear friend, men are
so depraved, so jaded, so worn out, that nothing but obsceni-
ties—both in words and in deeds—can still attract or hold
them. Unhappy, a thousand times unhappy, the lost girls who
are forced, in order to exist, to abandon themselves to such
excesses of corruption!

“But it is enough for you to know for the moment that I
am still worthy of being conquered by you; that for more than

13



a full month I have been a virgin again; that it is only for nearly
fifteen days that I have been at the Palais-Royal; that no man
has sullied my nights; and that the dreadful state of a public
girl—whose hideous vileness and horror fifteen days have been
enough to teach me—is more odious to me than the most
frighttul poverty.

“I therefore believe myself at the height of happiness in
having met you, because I take you for a man of honor and
place my hopes in you. But that is enough morality for the
moment; [ abandon myself to my dear St.-Far. Give yourself
without fear to my embraces, to whatever desire or remnant
of your former love may inspire you.”

“Well then, yes, Caroline, see in me only a lover. I believe
you sincere—let us give ourselves to joy and pleasure, and let
the devil take fear and remorse! Come, abandon yourself with-
out reserve, and let me devour your charms, intoxicate myself
with the pleasure of doing it a hundred times, if I can.”

“Ah! may the god Priapus grant your wishes! Away with
this cursed, troublesome garment! What charming skin! A
neck of ivoryl... I break this lace that keeps captive two rose-
buds... what lively, fresh color! Mischievous little hair stirred
by the breath of love! What elasticity! What a beautiful breast
lifted hastily by burning desire! Oh, St.-Far, how your hands
burn me; they wander like a devouring flame over my whole
body—they set me ablaze. Take oft this troublesome gar-
ment... Ah! rogue! your hands stray furiously; you lift my all-
too-compliant petticoats...”

“More slowly—let us prolong our pleasures. I want to see
everything, feel everything, devour everything. Away with
that little shoe that hides that pretty foot; away with that stock-
ing, too fortunate, which clasps and envelops a divine leg!...

What soft and delightful skin—like velvet! What firm and
burning thighs, living and active columns of the temple of vo-
luptuousness. What intoxication! Oh! no more petticoats, no
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more veils—insolent guardians of the sanctuary of the greatest
delights!”

“How you arrange me, Saint-Far... leave me... finish...
oh! at least leave me my shift.”

“No, by Priapus! You shall be naked—mnaked like Jupiter’s
daughter in the arms of Mars.”

“Well then, little rake, put yourself too in the posture of
Mars and let nothing be lacking. See—every garment has dis-
appeared.”

“Indeed—very well! There are even the features of the god!
But no—the weapon of Mars, I wager, did not fill the hand of
the goddess better than yours fills mine... There it is, proud
and threatening, that conquering shaft which on the edge of
the water gave me so deep a wound... a charming wound... a
divine hurt...”

“Come then—Ilift that shift; the combat begins... I shall be
worthy of such a rival.”

“God! how you thrust... It is a fury... Ah! St.-Far, spare
your Caroline!... what intoxication!... what pain!... what de-
light!...”

“Hold me, Caroline—press me, move yourself... Ah! what
pleasure!... I devour you... your tongue in my mouth... dart
it quickly... I expire with pleasure!”

“I die in torrents of delight... you flood me with a burning
fuck that sets me aflame...”

“Ah! you answer my strokes... I feel your fuck that has just
mingled with mine—hold me fast in this ecstasy!...”

“Forward!...”

“I drive deeper!...

“You will reach my heart!”

“I wish my whole being could be placed in your cunt. Ah!
it only I were nothing but fuck!”

“And I—it only I were nothing but cock!”

“Ah! so that I may breathe at last, withdraw, St.-Far.’

ba

3
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“No—I want to die there.”

“Remember that we have the whole night, for you give it
to me, do you not?”

“How so? It is I who beg it of you.”

“It is agreed: ring for Minette.”

“Minette—warm water and linen.”

“Yes, madame; I shall return at once.”

“See, St.-Far, how you have... you have... do you realize
that you are worth another maidenhead?”

“Ha! ha! ha!”

“What are you laughing at?”

“I remember that 2 moment ago you told me I had taken
your maidenhead during our first adventure—and that was not
true.”

“It is very strange that men think they know something
about that; yet the cleverest are always fooled—you were, my
friend. You will know how when I tell you my story... But
Minette is taking a long time... Ah! there she is.

Here, St.-Far, step into that little room—Iight Minette’s
way... How happy I am about today’s meeting!... Well, Mi-
nette, what do you say of my lover?... He is adorable, is he
not? Come, give me my négligé—the one you say makes me
irresistible... good...

St.-Far, you will sup and sleep here; but while waiting for
supper you shall give us a little collation.”

“Yes, madame; I go and return at once.”

“Ah! St.-Far, come back.”

“What—already dressed again? What elegance! What
charms you show me... Truly, without your severe prohibi-
tion I would already be very bold again—I would take my
revenge... What! Minette brings Milaga, biscuits, sugar—di-
vine!... Oh! it is settled, Minette—I install myself in this new
earthly paradise.”
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“Well then, St.-Far, I promised you the story of my adven-
tures; but first I want to know what brings you to Paris, and
by what chance we have been able to meet—you whom I be-
lieved in the other world.”

“Caroline, my story will not be long, because I shall tell
only what may have some relation between us.”

I had, in the first days of the Revolution, the foolish pride
to emigrate. I was at Coblenz when the deadline reached me
ordering emigrants to return to France under penalty of being
treated as criminals of state. I left my foolish companions, took
the post road, and, wishing to reach Paris, passed through
Strasbourg and Metz; but my carriage broke down a few
leagues from Jouy.

My accident drew a crowd about me, and among the on-
lookers was a young officer, one of my former friends, who
had come from the neighboring town to spend a few days in
the country. He begged me to accept a bed at his house until
my carriage could be repaired. I accepted; he took me to sup
at the chateau. We spent a most delightful evening, and the
night was already far advanced when we left. The moon was
magnificent; we were a little flushed with wine. My friend said
to me: “If you wish, Saint-Far, we can finish the night as we
began it. I know two charming women in the neighboring
village; it is not half an hour’s walk if we cross the river. The
terry is behind my house, and the ferryman is obliging enough
that he will not refuse to get up and take us across.”

The plan seemed divine to me. The boatman ferried us
over, and soon we were in the meadow that borders the vil-
lage, when mutftled cries and repeated complaints reached our
ears.

We ran toward the sound, shouting that we were coming.
By the moonlight we saw two people fleeing, and we found
stretched upon the ground, almost senseless, a charming girl—
it was you. What a divine impression you made upon my
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senses then! Your charms half veiled, and still more beautified
by the pale brightness of the moon, your disordered state, your
languor—everything moved my heart in your favor.

We begged you to tell us whether you wished to be
avenged and who your enemies were.

“Ah!I forgive him,” you told us gently. “He is an unhappy
lover who says he is outraged by the disdain with which I re-
paid his love; and tonight, almost from my mother’s arms, he
carried me oft, wishing to force me to follow him. His chaise
stood at the entrance of the village. With the help of his servant
he was about to force me into it when I threw myself into this
plain, resolved to cast myself into the water rather than yield
to that cruel admirer. A false step threw me down; they had
seized me at last when you arrived and came to save my honor
and my life.”

Moved by this story, we asked permission to escort you
home. You even begged us to do so; and when we reached
your house—telling us nothing except that your name was
Caroline, refusing us permission to come and greet you the
next day—you gave each of us a kiss and disappeared. ..

That kiss... But why those stifled laughs while I tell my
story?”

“Ah! ah! I will explain all that when I tell mine—you will
laugh as I do. Come, go on.”

“That kiss, then... Well! that kiss made me the most pas-
sionate of men. I told my friend that I would possess you,
though it cost me my life, or I would blow out the brains of
my rival.

Since the excursion we had planned had been interrupted
by this adventure, we returned to Jouy. The next day I went
back to the town that held everything I adored; but the place
was so large that I could not discover the house that contained
the object of my love, and all my searches were useless.

That evening, wandering sadly along the riverbank, I

18



pushed my way into a grove of willows where a branch of the
river wound slowly in many bends. In the center the water
formed a basin whose shaded banks, covered with thick grass,
seemed a retreat for Naiads.

I had scarcely taken a few steps in this enchanted place when
I saw two women, lightly clad in their shifts, gliding in a little
boat upon the river, whose calm waters were stirred only by
the gentle breath of the zephyrs.

What was my surprise and joy when I saw that one of these
women was my adorable unknown! I wished to throw myself
into the water; I hesitated, I feared—but soon my passion and
my frenzy prevailed. I cast off my clothes, plunged in naked,
and swimming to you, I overturned the little boat and threw
you both into the river.

Then, without troubling myself about what might become
of your troublesome companion, I seized you and carried you
to the bank beneath some willows that bent together like an
arch. Fright had deprived you of your senses; I tore off your
shift and covered you with burning kisses, devouring with my
hands and my eyes all your charms. It was then that [ saw that
little pink mark which has just allowed me to recognize you.

My passion finally overcame every other consideration, and
I violated you as best I could. You cried out at my first tri-
umph, which I obtained only with difficulty, leading me to
think that I was conquering a maidenhead.

You did not seem to have recovered from your swoon
when, at the second assault, you opened your eyes languidly
and said with a sigh: “Monster... who are you?... what... is...
your audacity?”

“See in me only a lover who adores you,” I answered. “It
is [—St.-Far—who saved you from the violence of the ravisher
you detest.”

For an instant it seemed that a smile wandered across your
lips.
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“So, you saved my honor,” you replied softly, “only to bet-
ter satisfy your fury! You profit from my weakness... I can no
longer speak... I am dying...”

During this dialogue I was pursuing my second career; at
last, you seemed to share my pleasures. Then I proposed that
we depart together, offering you my fortune, which was im-
mense at Marseille.

Meanwhile I continued my efforts; and for the sixth time
love was rekindling my torch when, through the leaves that
formed a protective roof above us, I saw the head of a young
man appear.

That head was to me the head of Medusa. I would have
wished to change him not into a stag but into a toad, to crush
at once that cursed Actacon who smiled maliciously while de-
vouring your naked charms with his eyes. I suddenly covered
you with my cloak and cried to the indiscreet spectator:

“Impudent fellow—Hfifteen paces from here, or you are
dead!”

Instead of withdrawing, he leapt toward me and said, grasp-
ing my hand firmly:

“In that case, there is no need for you to dress. I shall strip
myselt naked like you. I have an excellent pair of pistols, and
the man who kills the other shall possess the beauty upon
whom, besides, I have rights as sacred as yours.”

[ hardly knew what to reply to so singular an address. While
[ hesitated, he threw off his clothes, and soon, naked, he pre-
sented me with a pair of pistols in one hand while with the
other he held a firm and vigorous priapus that seemed to
threaten me with its proud head.

“Accept,” he said, “or I fire.”

At last enraged by such insulting audacity, I took a pistol.
Fate decreed that he should fire first; he missed me. I replied—
and though blinded by rage I aimed well. The insolent priapus
of an enemy still more insolent received the fatal ball.
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I saw it suddenly fall, and with it the wretch, now become
a eunuch, who in dying uttered only the word t——.

This incident suddenly brought back to me the danger in
which I stood, and I thought it prudent to flee.

“What!” T said to myself. “Drown a girl, violate a virgin,
kill 2 man! There is no hesitation—Iet us flee!”

Yet I wished to say farewell to you and learn your resolu-
tion at that extreme moment. I returned to the place of our
pleasures—I found my cloak—but Caroline had disappeared.

This sudden disappearance increased my agitation. I imag-
ined justice already at my heels. Without taking time to dress,
I seized my cloak, swam across the river, and returned to my
friend, to whom in a few words I told my adventure.

We mounted horses immediately—bareback. I, still with no
clothing but my cloak, my thighs naked upon the horse, gal-
loped tull speed toward the neighboring town. There I dis-
guised myself, took the post, and finally reached my father
without further mishap.

I have thought a thousand times since of that extraordinary
adventure; yet I have never been able to learn its consequences,
having received no news from my friend since that time.

“I am delighted at last to have found again the charming
heroine of it. It is unnecessary for me to tell you what I have
done since that time; I will add only that for the past eight days
I have been in Paris to collect funds from several bills of ex-
change drawn on a supplier—formerly a bankrupt of Marseille,
now a wealthy creditor of the Republic, which already pos-
sesses his furniture, his houses, and his forests.”

“Indeed, my dear Saint-Far, your story has greatly amused
me; but I think you will find it much more entertaining when
I have told you certain episodes which, besides, do not change
the facts of it, but somewhat alter its cause and its outcome.
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However, let us postpone my story until after supper.

“Minette, you shall serve us.”

“What, Caroline—such luxury! And who, then, is the cook
who...?”

“Why, it is Robert.”

“Sir Robert is a charming fellow—these pigeons are ex-
quisite.”

“Taste this dish of cocks’ combs.”

“It is perfect; I cannot say as much for his wine.”

“In general, my friend, one is rather badly served with wine
by the restaurateurs of the Palais-Royal. They bought as many
of the cellars of the emigrés as they could; but the revolution-
ary committees had visited them before. And you know how
they ‘visited’ them.”

“Ah yes—when they visited them they carried oft the casks.
Faith, one must admit that since the poor devils had long done
nothing but rinse bottles, it was only fair that they should at
last see what was put into them.”

“Come now, look what there is in this paté.”

“Kidneys, crayfish, truffles. Is that Robert’s invention?”

“No—it is Minette who invented this medley; so I have
given the pretty invention the name of pdté Minette.”

“Come, let us drink to the authot’s health... Do you realize
that after such a supper you ought to tremble for tonight—
unless, in telling your story, you have the art to restrain the
flame you are feeding so well?”

“Listen—Ilet us make an arrangement: you shall do it to me
only at the moment when I recount the first favor granted to
each new conquest I have made, and never during the epi-
sodes.”

“Caroline, I can assure you that I have the will to obey;
but—devil take it!—from what you tell me I begin to suspect
that I may well be defeated in these arrangements.”

“But it seems to me, my friend, that I share equally in the
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combat. Will you then allow yourself to be defeated by your
mistress? Truly, I believed you had more courage—especially
after devouring two pigeons, a dish of cocks’ combs, a kidney
paté, and emptying two bottles of Bordeaux.”

“Ah, little rogue—you are mocking me, I think. Very well,
I accept: and the vanquished shall abandon himself to the dis-
cretion of the victor.”

“Come, Minette, remove the attributes of Bacchus and
adorn the altar of Venus.”

“But who is ringing? Go and see, Minette.”

“Madame, it is a note.”

“For me?”

“See.”

“Let us see then:

“To the beautiful Caroline.

“Charming girl, I saw you yesterday in a box at the Montansier Theatre;
I was opposite you, beside St.-Hilaire. I asked her for your address, which
jealousy at first made her refuse, saying that you were a newcomer and that
she did not know you; but I know that this girl keeps an exact list of the
novelties of the Palais-R oyal, and two écus made her see reason. The good
she told me of you—while thinking she was speaking ill of you—made me
wish to become your lover. If a louis a day, in exchange for seeing you for
a quarter of an hour, suits you, I shall present myself tomorrow at your
rising, where we shall seal this agreement.

Entirely yours.”

“Without a signature! Who could think of writing to me in
such a way? Minette, who brought this letter?”

“A great fool.”

“Let him come in. Who is your master?”

“A young man, rich and generous.”

“And his name?”

“He forbade me to tell it to you, saying he wished to tell
you himself.”
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“So he wants an answer?”

“He ordered me to insist on having one.”

“Very well—I shall give it to you for madame. Come here,
rascal—down with your breeches! Down with them, I say, or
I'll blow your brains out!”

“Oh my God, my God! what are you going to do to me,
sir?”

“Minette, the switch. Don’t move, wretch, or you'’re
dead.”

“Ohi! ohi! ohi!”

“Come, Minette, lay on with all your might on the back-
side of this big rogue.”

“Ohi! ohi! ohi!”

“Harder, Minette—very good!”

“Ahi! ahi! ahi!”

“Ha! ha! ha! ha!”

“My friend, I'm suffocating with laughter—enough, leave
the poor devil alone. That will teach you, scoundrel, to carry
a message to an honest woman! Ha! hal hal Go tell your master
that you have made the experiment; if he wishes to present
himself to receive as much, no one will rob him of his money.
Tell him besides that St.-Hilaire will provide him with gitls
who will not ask him a louis for a flogging... Minette, show
this rascal to the door.”

“That’s well, Caroline; let us forget this little diversion and
think of our pleasures.”

“Minette—come now—twenty candles in the salon; on the
floor my charming carpet, my fine mattress, a pair of muslin
sheets, my eiderdown coverlet, and six cushions.”

“Ah! what attention, Caroline.”

“You will not forget two dozen biscuits, two dozen mac-
arons, and the bottle of ratafia.”

“You are a divinity!”

“Well then—try to be a god.”
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“O my dear! what a delighttul night you promise me! I see
it—I shall die of pleasure!...”

“Madame, the salon is prepared.”

“Go, Minette—leave the sacrificer and the victim free...
Let us enter, St.-Far.”

“But what do I see written in letters of fire? “T'his temple is
open only to the children of nature; far from it all finery and
every deceitful veil.””

“I obey—come, let us leave our clothes at the entrance of
the temple.”

“It is done.”

“Let us enter. Perfumes—what a sweet odor! what charms!
what voluptuousness! you intoxicate me... Come upon the al-
tar and sacrifice to the god.”

“One moment, St.-Far. You know our agreements—think
only of fulfilling them; but to favor your impatience I will has-
ten my story. Let us sit on the down; I hope you will give me
credit for my frankness—it shall be complete. I listen.”

“I begin.

“A simple village, Saint-Genty, a few leagues from Lyon,
saw my birth. Orphaned at an early age, I was occupied under
the supervision of one of my uncles with gardening work,
when a lady named Durancy—whom I had sometimes seen in
our villige—appeared eager to take me away with her. My
uncle, quite pleased to have found an opportunity to rid him-
self of me, for I was, he said, too lazy for my condition, con-
sented, and I followed her with joy.

“It was night when we arrived at Lyon. We stopped at
Madame Durancy’s house. I was made to go up into a magnit-
icently furnished room and was told that it was my apartment.
Supper was served to me a moment later; I was alone and did
it full justice.

“After my meal I examined my new lodging carefully and
was delighted with it. For nearly six months nothing occurred
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except a very simple and monotonous life. During that time I
did not go out once. It is true that my days were filled and that
I had little time for walks; besides, I could relieve my boredom
in a superb garden (to which I was admitted two hours a day),
but as it was winter I scarcely made use of it.

“During those first months I was occupied with my teachers
in reading, writing, dancing, and the pianoforte; whatever time
remained I spent reading plays and novels. I usually ate alone,
though sometimes I dined with Madame Durancy, who
treated me rather coldly. I found it difficult to reconcile all that
she did for me with her reserved manner and with the useless-
ness I seemed to be to her. At first, I had supposed she had
taken me as her maid; but the education she gave me was not
the ordinary education of such people.

“The only thing of which I was deprived—something I did
not at first think about, but which time, age, and that instinct
of nature which never loses its rights soon made me ardently
desire—was the sight of men. I knew, however, that men came
into the house, but I had never been able to find an oppor-
tunity to see them. Sometimes, near the partition beside my
bed, I heard voices without distinguishing what was said; but
the sound of one voice assured me it was 2 man’s voice, and
made my heartbeat without my knowing why. Yet that was
all I discovered before the six months had passed.

“At that time my face, my arms, my hands had gained
whiteness; my eyes expression; my figure was formed. I danced
well, played fairly well, and sang delightfully—such were the
compliments of my teachers when, with the spring, I reached
my sixteenth year and the late signs of my maturity.

“I was indisposed for a few days; everyone then showed me
the greatest care, and my health soon recovered its bloom. It
seemed to me that a change had taken place in my whole be-
ing; I became sad and dreamy without knowing why.

“Madame Durancy, dining with me, asked the cause—

26



though she knew it very well—but I could not explain it, since
I did not know it myself. She sent me back to my room, calling
me sullen. I murmured; soon she followed me, armed with a
light switch. She looked at me with a feigned anger which I
believed real. She threw me upon my bed, lifted my skirts, and
delivered a long lecture to me which my agitation prevented
me from understanding. Then she applied a few awkward
strokes to my buttocks, which I tried to avoid by turning
around and presenting my belly to her, covering it with both
hands.

“She seemed to cast a curious glance there while pretending
to turn me over again to strike me once more, when suddenly
a young man entered and saw my situation and my shame.”

Furious at the humiliation I felt on being seen in such a state
by the first man who had appeared before me in six months, I
made so violent an effort to free myselt from Madame Du-
rancy’s hands that I nearly fainted. But the young man threw
himself at Madame Durancy’s feet, calling her his mother, and
begged her to forgive me, whatever my fault might be. He put
so much grace and sincerity into his plea that it moved me to
tears. Madame Durancy, after a show of resistance, was willing
to set me free and lett the room, calling to her son, who pressed
my hand, cast a passionate glance at me, and gave me a kiss.

This strange scene would have thrown me into despair, had
it not been for the thought that it had given me the happiness
of seeing a young man; if the kindness he had shown in inter-
ceding for me, if the kiss he had given me, had not erased from
my mind all that Mrs. Durancy's anger had been so humiliating
to me, leaving only the thought of my kind protector. All night
long, I dreamed only of him; my head was heated by romantic
reading, my temperament fiery. I had never seen any young
man but Madame Durancy's son, judge if I should love him
then... So I adored him... The next morning, I was brought
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some very fine linen; I had barely finished dressing when Mad-
ame Durancy entered. Caroline, she said to me (that was the
name she had given me when I entered her house), I have
come to compensate you for the unjust punishment I made
you suffer yesterday; my son has shown me that my bad temper
carried me too far, and I want you to forget everything. Mad-
ame Durancy was followed by another lady, tall in stature,
whose face was hidden from me by a taffeta veil. She told me
that she was a dressmaker who had come to take my measure-
ments for new clothes that had been ordered for me. Soon she
had stripped me naked, except for my chemise; but before tak-
ing my measurements, she explained to Madame Durancy that
it was necessary to initiate me first into the mysteries of wom-
en's dress, as my age made this precaution necessary. It was the
seamstress herselt who was tasked with giving me my first les-
son. Madame Durancy had a piece of furniture whose purpose
had been unknown to me until then; she removed the lid, re-
vealing an oblong porcelain basin, slightly indented in the mid-
dle, which filled the concavity: warm water was poured into
it. I sat on it, one leg on either side; I didn't dare lift my shirt,
but I had to, for fear that it would get wet. This modesty, so
natural to young gitls who still have it and which is nature's
true coquetry, made me seem awkward and naive enough to
inflame the coldest of mortals; for if T lifted it on one side, it
fell back on the other, so that my charms were suddenly
glimpsed, only to be veiled almost immediately; then the seam-
stress made me stand up and pinned the shirt high up with pins,
exposing the entire lower part of my body from the waist
down. I sat down, and this eager, officious lady immediately
began to sprinkle the area around that little place that love of-
fers to its favorites, which we call the vagina. She gently slid
her finger to a spot where I suddenly felt such a delicious sen-
sation, caused by a slight rubbing, that I fainted, letting myself
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go in her arms. Here she stops, makes me stand up after re-
moving her pins, and prepares to dress me: she begins by trying
a corset on me; she spends a long time adjusting the fit around
my throat, my shirt was either too high or too low, so they
pulled it up from the bottom, but so high that half of my
charms were exposed. Her two hands frolicked freely over all
parts of my body where some disturbance seemed to require
her care. The ladies finally left me after telling me to get
dressed. When they left, all these movements and situations
had set me on fire. I felt an unfamiliar turmoil; I made my way
to my bed and slowly and delightedly lay down on it; I lifted
my shirt as high as possible and tremblingly touched the place
where a gentle rubbing had given me so much pleasure: nature
was finally my first teacher, and I could hardly describe to you,
my dear Saint-Far, the pleasures I was experiencing. Imagine,
to give you a little idea, a sixteen-year-old girl, pretty as a pic-
ture, still fresh, in the situation I found myself in at the time,
seeing her beautiful thighs moving in all directions, sometimes
revealing the most beautiful rose to be picked; then, as she
lifted herself up, revealing two buttocks as white as lilies, pretty
and firm, like ivory; two thighs which, following the circular
movement of her pretty rump, lightly brushed the bed that
supported them. However, the approach of pleasure made her
immobile, and she increased the movement of her finger; en-
tirely absorbed in the delicious sensation she is experiencing,
her breathing seems to stop, and soon a moist heat floods her;
then her whole body leaps, and, in the voluptuous emotion
she feels, she successively reveals an admirable curve of her
lower back, plump hips that end a nymph-like waist, a belly as
smooth and satiny as a beautiful mirror; finally, thick hair sur-
rounding the oval, round door of the temple, which the queen
of graces, which Venus herselt would have envied.

Such was my dear St.-Far; such was your Caroline. With
your delightful paintings, the originals of which I am touching
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here, do you think I can wait any longer? You have set me
ablaze, you see, and this will wreak as much havoc as your
finger, I hope; come now, yield, I beg you, or I will unload.
— As you wish; but remember that I still have many favors to
grant you. — Yes... yes... ah! Now you know yourself well,
you have just painted yourself... those firm thighs... those ad-
mirable nipples... that temple I penetrate... I am... in the sanc-
tuary... love... accept this libation... I am expiring... with pleas-
ure. "Ah! St.-Far, that is even better than the finger, even if it
were the middle one... drink this glass of rota... take this bis-
cuit... I will continue my story.

After everything that had just happened, after what I had
just felt, my thoughts were so confused that I got up and sat
on my bed, remaining motionless for some time, overwhelmed
by a flood of disjointed, unrelated thoughts that delighted me.
Meanwhile, my disheveled shirt left my charms exposed, and
the air circulating in my room, entering through a window
open onto a garden where a thousand different flowers were
blooming, caused my lingerie to flutter slightly, increasing its
freshness and giving me a sensation less intense than the previ-
ous ones, but sweet, pleasant, and intoxicating. I assisted the
efforts of the zephyr by casting a curious glance at the temple
of voluptuousness, where I saw considerable moisture. My first
instinct was to bring it to my nose, and the smell was strange;
[ brought it to my tongue, and the taste was bland. Still una-
ware of where this liquid, which was not urine, might have
come from, I got up and, to make it disappear, sat on the bidet,
whose name and use I had learned from the great coutu-riére;
the water calmed me, and I finally got dressed; looking at my-
selt closely, an idea I had not had until then, I touched my
buttocks and looked at them in the mirrors, running my hands
over my thighs and always stopping near my beloved temple.
I tried to kiss my nipples, intoxicated with pleasure, when I
heard a noise in the neighboring apartment. My ears were
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struck by that kind of whistling sound caused by passionate
kissing; a sound like sighs echoed around me, and I compared
them to those I had just experienced, and they seemed to come
from the same source. The noise stopped, and I finished get-
ting dressed.

Madame Durancy came during the day to inform me that I
would be dining with her. Her son seemed jealous to see if I
still harbored any resentment over his mother's reprimand... he
hoped to preside over a perfect reconciliation... I went down-
stairs and we sat down to dinner. For the first time, Mrs. Du-
rancy showered me with praise; her son paid me compliments
that I was very touched by, and I responded timidly... I loved
him... I was shy... that's the rule. I did not respond so coldly to
his glances; it is true that my expressions of love were still an-
imated by excellent wine, succulent dishes, and an ablution of
excellent liqueur.

The moment of rest arrived: Madame Durancy informed
me that she would be sharing my bed, as she had given hers to
one of her relatives who had arrived that evening and, being
tired, had already gone to bed. I retired to my room; I was
eager to get into bed so that I could indulge in the sweet
thoughts that the pleasures of the day had inspired in me. No
sooner had I laid down in my sheets than sleep overtook me.
A happy dream repeated the pleasures 1 had enjoyed during
the day, but how different they were! I dreamed that young
Durancy was by my side, leaving me only to enjoy the slightest
touches of pleasure that his complacent hand provided me.

During the night, I was awakened by an excessive and over-
whelming heat, and | remembered that I was lying with his
mother; but I found myself in an extraordinary state of disor-
der; my shirt was pulled up on one side to shoulder height;
Madame Durancy had one hand placed on my breast and the
other quite far forward between my thighs; This bothered me,
and what's more, one of my buttocks was being strangely
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pressed by something hard that was protruding. I turned
around to see what was causing my surprise; it was under my
shirt. I tried to lift it up, but it was so tightly wrapped that I
was afraid of waking her up with my eftorts. This obstacle
could not be overcome. I felt around several times, and it
seemed to me that it was long, round, and above all very hard.
I thought long and hard about what it could be, but I saw no
trace of such a thing at the bottom of my belly. Since the nov-
els I had read were fairly decent books, I could not guess what
it was. I lost myself in my thoughts and fell back asleep. The
next day when I woke up, I found myself alone. I went down-
stairs after getting dressed, and my first instinct was to check
whether Mrs. Durancy's petticoats had been pushed forward
by this affair that I couldn't quite define. After breakfast, we
left for the countryside. This trip was necessary for a matter of’
interest that concerned me, though I knew nothing about it. I
would not mention it if I had not had a little adventure that
amused me greatly. I did not yet know the difference between
a man and a woman, since the recent events. I was very eager
to learn this difference. Since the exterior of a man is almost
identical to that of a woman, except for the nipples and beard,
I suspected that the difference lay between the thighs. I did not
know how to verity my suspicions, but a mischievous little boy
who played a prank on me provided me with the opportunity.
I was alone in the garden, under thick foliage, when my little
mischief-maker approached me. Under the pretext of punish-
ing him for teasing me, I took off his pants and whipped him.
Instead of getting angry at my apparent anger and trying to get
away, the little rascal, who was about eight years old, let me
do it. I lifted his shirt high and, striking him lightly, I saw his
little instrument. I was immediately instructed and wanted to
leave the mischievous little boy. “Well, my beautiful mistress,”
he said to me, “punish me again; if my fault is not great
enough, punish me for the first time, and I promise to deserve
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my punishment.” I saw that the little rascal was more mischie-
vous than I was, but I was satistied and let him go. During the
eight days we stayed in the country, I thought only of this dif-
ference between the sexes and was consumed with curiosity as
to what purpose it served, when one day at dusk, behind the
foliage where I had punished the little rascal, I saw him with
his pants down, bowing his head and carefully examining the
thighs, the buttocks, and the slit of a little girl of about nine
years old, who said to him: let me, let me do it to you; yester-
day, without being seen, I saw my big sister, who was under
the big pear tree with Nicolas; she was standing against the
tree, and taking what he had between his thighs, she pushed it
into her hole, and they seemed to be very comfortable, because
they were kissing and kissing again and again. Well, let's do
like them, said the little boy, bringing his short instrument be-
tween the little girl's thighs... That's how it's done... But you
can't get into the slit... How hot you are... How tight you are...
Oh! But I think you're peeing, yuck! You naughty boy! Come
on, get out. Indeed, the little boy was peeing, and he with-
drew, ashamed. As for me, this lovely scene set me on fire and
made me want to.

Madame Durancy's son came to take us back to Lyon. He
asked me how I had found the countryside; the beauty of the
place and the acquaintances I had made there made it seem
charming to me, so I replied that I had found it delighttul. He
smiled, and the next day we returned to Lyon. It was night
when we arrived. We sat down to dinner, I was showered with
affection, and Madame Durancy told me she would be sharing
my bed. This time, I resolved to examine her closely and clear
up my suspicions. I could never explain that hard thing I had
felt between her thighs. Is it 2 man? I wondered, but she has
nipples and no beard, so it can't be a man. But why is there
something between her thighs? I sensed a mystery that I could-
n't unravel.
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I could see that I was keeping everyone busy. Madame Du-
rancy's son loved me and let me know it without saying so.
Madame Durancy seemed to fuss over me a lot in front of her
son, but when he was away, she was cold and reserved with
me. Jeannette, Madame Durancy's maid, about whom I shall
have ample opportunity to speak in a moment, looked at me
constantly, sighed when she was near me, and never spoke to
me. The old woman who served me became more obliging
and less taciturn with me: in short, I was the subject of some
intrigue that I hoped to discover that evening. It occurred to
me to drink wine only in moderation, as I believed it was the
cause of the drowsiness I had felt the last time. I even decided
not to drink an excellent liqueur that was served to me as being
very good for the stomach, and consequently I rose on the
pretext of weariness.

[ obtained permission to withdraw and went up to my
room. Hardly had I reached it when the maid brought me the
bottle that contained this liquor, with an urgent invitation on
Madame’s part not to go to bed without taking some; but in-
stead of following this advice I poured into a glass the portion
I was supposed to drink and got into bed. I was curious to see
Madame go to bed: I nestled to one side and waited impa-
tiently for her arrival. Half an hour later someone came in;
Madame Durancy asked in a loud voice whether I was asleep;
[ did not answer. “She is asleep,” she said in a half-voice, “let
us undress.” A moment afterward the curtain of my bed was
drawn slightly aside, and I felt myself kissed on the mouth with
such ardor that I trembled inwardly; the coverlet was lifted
with care; burning lips were pressed upon my breast, squeezed
its nipple, and light touches of the tongue caused me a deli-
cious tickling sensation. They tried to raise my shift; but I had
wrapped myself so closely that it was impossible to manage it
without the risk of waking me. I was turned over carefully,
and soon I felt my shift gently lifted as far as my breast; my
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body was immediately covered with kisses. Two trembling
hands parted my thighs so that the entrance to the temple of
love was entirely free: ardent kisses were lavished there. With
the tongue its edges were caressed, and an attempt was made
to introduce it; with one hand my buttocks were pressed,
while with the other the nipple of my breast was lightly teased.

These various sensations made me experience an inconceiv-
able intoxication; I half opened my eye, and by the dim light
of a shaded lantern I distinctly perceived Madame Durancy na-
ked at the foot of my bed; but I could not conceive who it was
that had their head between my legs and was lying flat upon
my bed. Madame Durancy with one hand held up her shift,
and with the other she lightly flogged her buttocks; if she
stopped, it was only to press her mouth upon her backside,
after which she resumed her former occupation. It seemed to
me that this ceremony gave her a rather sweet sensation, for at
each stroke her posterior bounded with pleasure. This game
lasted only a short time. Afterward Madame Durancy threw
herself back upon the bed so that her head touched my hip,
and the unknown person—whom I could not distinguish—Iay
upon her, so that Madame Durancy’s mouth being level with
my jewel, that person could spread his kisses over both of us.
Nevertheless, I understood nothing of all that was happening:
the backside of the person who was on top rose and fell re-
peatedly, but with such a racket that the wood of my bed
groaned. As for Madame Durancy, she seemed to taste a great
deal of satisfaction. The unknown one—for I suspected well
enough that it was a man—covered her with kisses from mo-
ment to moment; then his tongue came to make me tremble
with its charming play, and this mischievous tongue wandered
thus from the mouth of Madame Durancy to the jewel of Car-
oline. Everything that was passing around me, the fire of my
imagination, the lively sensations the unknown person pro-
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cured for me, hastened the moment of pleasure; at the move-
ment I made he perceived it, and then the rapidity of his action
completed my plunge into delirium, and pleasure was ex-
pressed in my sighs and in the agitation of my whole body.
From their movements and their exclamations, it seemed to
me that they too had tasted the same enjoyment.

However, they withdrew, and the absence of this libertine
couple allowed me to give myself over to the reflections awak-
ened in me by all that had just taken place. Sleep overtook me
in the midst of the confused ideas that agitated my mind. It
was eleven in the morning when Madame Durancy entered
my room with her son; they had come to inform me that they
were leaving for the country. Until their return they were
leaving me with the cook and with Jeannette, who was unwell;
moreover, the house was abundantly supplied. They both em-
braced me. The son slipped twenty-five louis into my hand
“for my little pleasures,” as he said. As for Madame Durancy,
she recommended that I behave sensibly as usual and not see
Jeannette, because that would be lowering myself—or at least
not to become familiar with her; otherwise, I might act as the
absolute mistress of the house. We then parted.

Scarcely was [ alone when 1 began to think about the pro-
hibition Madame had given me—not to become familiar with
Jeannette. It was the first time this girl had ever been men-
tioned between Madame Durancy and me. You suppose, St.-
Far, that this Jeannette is my maid; but no! Madame Durancy’s
household consisted of an old cook who never left her kitchen,
a maid who served at table and was more particularly attached
to my service, and Jeannette—a lively young brunette, charm-
ingly pretty—the chambermaid exclusively occupied with
Madame Durancy.

During the three months she had been in the house I had
not spoken two words to her, because we had never happened
to meet together. Madame Durancy’s room was forbidden to
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me, and Jeannette scarcely ever left it. I do not know why I
was dying to speak with this girl; this desire increased all the
more when it was forbidden me. My first thought, therefore,
as soon as I was free, was to see Jeannette; but since she was
indisposed, as I have said, and as I did not think it proper to go
to her, I rang for the cook so that she might give me news of
her and bring me my breakfast. What was my surprise to see
Jeannette herself enter immediately.

“How is it that you appear in such good health,” I said to
her, “you who were a moment ago so ill?”

“Listen, Mademoiselle Caroline,” she replied, “I will speak
to you frankly. I thought I should be happy if I could speak
with you for a moment. When I learned that they were going
to the country, and that, not being of the party, you would
remain with your tiresome maid—which perhaps would be
insupportable to you—I feigned an indisposition so as not to
accompany them to the country, where their affairs will keep
them for a full eight days. I managed things so that your maid
was taken in my place. They have gone; I am no longer ill,
and [ shall try to make these eight days less tedious for you than
it you had remained alone with your imbecile—pardon the
word, but it is the truth.”

I thanked her somewhat ironically for the care she wished
to take to amuse me; but inwardly I was grateful for this little
stratagem, which pleased me as much as it did her, though I
did not know why. I then asked for my breakfast, which was
served promptly; and while I was eating she told me a hundred
stories at which I had difficulty keeping from laughing. Hardly
had I finished breakfast when she offered her services to dress
me.

“How, mademoiselle, if I wish it? But it is your duty.”

She burst out laughing and immediately took hold of me;
but she did everything awkwardly. It seemed to me she sought
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every possible means to prolong the process of dressing. Dur-
ing this interval I questioned her. She told me she had been
born of poor parents, that Madame Durancy had taken her into
service three months before out of charity, and that she was
patiently waiting for the moment when she might learn a trade.
I questioned her about Madame Durancy’s habits and about
her son; but she was discreet, and I esteemed her the more for
1t.

We spent the day occupied with a few pieces of women’s
work; my companion showed no great skill at them. The day
passed without incident. The next day Jeannette appeared
more timid than usual; she did not frolic; there were no more
witty remarks or lively sallies. She trembled while pouring my
chocolate and almost spilled it entirely upon me; she trembled
while dressing me; she was extraordinarily serious. In short, she
was playing my role of the day before. That did not suit me; I
resolved to play hers.

I frolicked, played her a thousand tricks, made a thousand
jokes, teased her about her bad humor, and asked her pardon
for having treated her the day before with so much haughti-
ness. T'o make my peace with her I insisted that she dine at my
table.

The cook gave us an excellent meal; I made Jeannette drink
several glasses of a very sparkling white wine, and soon I saw
my young madcap, excited by my caresses and by the wine,
begin to contend with me through her mischievous tricks; she
skipped about me, seemed a little light-headed, kissed my
hands, disarranged and snatched away my fichu, lifted my pet-
ticoats, and by sudden sallies tossed them high enough to reveal
part of my thighs. While playing these little pranks we drank
fine wines and liqueurs, and there we were, both more than
merry, continuing all our follies. As she was much stronger
than I, I had great difficulty freeing myself from her; in vain I

38



tried to take my revenge by slipping my hand beneath her pet-
ticoats—her dexterity always surpassed my expectation, and I
grew vexed; her persecutions had made me quite warm. I
asked for a truce in order to remove our clothes; she agreed,
adding that if my wish was to wrestle, she would, like me,
prepare for it, and soon we were both in short petticoats and
white corsets. We agreed that whichever of us raised the
other’s skirts the highest might impose whatever penalty she
pleased. The sturdy Jeannette seized me at once and threw me
upon the bed; despite my eftorts I soon saw my petticoats fly-
ing over my head. Jeannette triumphed and immediately dic-
tated her orders: I was to stand up; she blindfolded me and
made me raise my clothes as high as my hips; in this state she
exclaimed at the beauty of my body. Her repeated caresses at-
tested her enthusiasm; it seemed to me that the borders of the
abode of pleasure were swelling. Jeannette placed her hand
there, just as I was about to beg her to do so. I was all on fire;
she threw me back upon the bed and lay upon me. I could not
feel her in that position without recalling the scene that had
taken place between Madame Durancy and the unknown man;
my heartbeat violently; a kiss that Jeannette gave me on the
mouth inflamed me, and I returned it while clasping her in my
arms. Then she raised her petticoats and her belly pressed
against mine; that sweet contact electrified me as her hand ap-
proached and passed between my thighs. I parted them volup-
tuously; soon her finger became animated. .. what delights... |
returned a hundredfold the kisses she gave me; I clasped her in
my arms... I raised her petticoat to the middle of her back and
caressed her pretty backside. The assaults of pleasure began to
make themselves felt; my thighs lifted amorously, my legs
crossed upon her rump, and in that posture the fountain of
love opened, and its effusion sent through my veins that deli-
cious sensation which seizes all the faculties of the soul. I was
only brought out of this state by the pain caused by Jeannette’s
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efforts to introduce her finger into the temple—her finger
which she had until then kept at the entrance; I uttered a cry
and tore away the bandage that covered my eyes as I sprang up
suddenly. At once Jeannette withdrew, and I clearly saw her
petticoats pushed forward in an extraordinary way; I leapt from
the bed, seeking to surprise her while she stood at the window,
where she pretended to look into the garden to hide her con-
tusion. I slipped my hand beneath her shift; at the top of her
thighs I seized I know not what hard object, which her quick
turn prevented me from holding. Suspecting then that Jean-
nette was a man in disguise, [ was so delighted that a universal
tremor of pleasure seized me and a disturbance difficult to con-
ceal. I resolved to send Jeannette away on the pretext that, as
[ wished to sup early, she should give orders to the cook; ac-
cordingly, she went out. She soon returned; but her manner
was embarrassed, uneasy, mysterious; she lowered her eyes and
her cheeks were brightly colored. I gave her a light slap, telling
her it was to punish her for having hurt me with her finger;
then she looked at me with such tenderness that I was tempted
to press my lips to her beautiful mouth.

After supper we shut ourselves up in my room. The
weather was stormy, lightning flashing on all sides. I pretended
to be frightened and persuaded Jeannette to sleep with me,
firmly resolved to verity my suspicions. I knew where the bot-
tle was that contained the liquor whose soporific virtue I sus-
pected; I made her drink a large glass of it on purpose, and
shortly afterward she indeed grew drowsy, to the point that
she had only strength enough to get into the bed, where she
immediately fell into a deep sleep.

After remaining a few moments longer at the window to
observe the effect of the storm, so as to make sure that Jean-
nette was asleep, I approached the bed step by step, filled with
desire, curiosity, and hope. I gently raised the coverlet and,
trembling, carried my hand to that place which had excited my
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curiosity. My surprise was extreme, as was my joy, on perceiv-
ing a small singular member stretched along her thighs and at-
tached between them, in the middle of two little oval balls.
“Ah! I can no longer doubt it,” I cried in transport, “it is a
man! it is a god! it is Love who sends him to me!” I pressed
this object in my hands; I kissed and kissed it again, recalling
the pleasure it had procured me. I lifted my shift and my finger
began to act; but what Jeannette possessed had something far
more enticing. I undressed myself completely, climbed upon
the bed, parted my thighs, and bent down so that, taking this
finger—ot a kind entirely new to me—I raised it to the cleft
of love; and, moving it along the shore of pleasure, I felt it
grow, swell, stiffen, striving to lie against the belly at the base
of which it was fixed, so that I could scarcely keep it upright
toward my opening, against which it soon discharged a burn-
ing liquid that flooded the entrance of the temple of pleasure
and fell back upon the thick down that surrounds it. This
abundant eftusion crowned my pleasure and my joyful aston-
ishment; it I had not restrained myself, I should have fallen,
intoxicated, upon the body of my charming Adonis...

However, 1 examined the construction of this object
which, in his hands, had become the charming instrument of
my pleasure. How astonishing its structure and all that de-
pended upon it appeared to me! From the narrow opening
placed at the top of the head there still distilled a liquid which
[ believed to have been excited by the same pleasure that had
produced in me the same effect: a slight shudder that had
passed through Jeannette at the moment of the emission helped
to persuade me of it. After having considered it attentively, I
ended by covering it with kisses. After that I went to bed,
where I soon fell asleep.

I had taken the precaution of moving far enough away from
my pretty sleeper to leave her no suspicion; I delighted in the
thought of letting myself be surprised at the first opportunity
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when we should resume our games.

“What! Caroline, Jeannette did not wake up, did she
not...?”

“I must wait a little longer!”

“Ah! cursed sleeper, why did you drink from the bottle!”

“Truly, Caroline, I can wait no longer—make haste and
wake your pretty sleeper.”

“Patience, patience, dear St.-Far, we shall come to that
presently.”

The next day I awoke and rose before my sleeper, who ap-
peared quite vexed and rather foolish when he saw me already
up. I pretended to notice nothing and teased him about his
laziness. It seems that the dose of the soporific liquor had been
very strong, since it had prolonged his sleep for so long. I
passed the whole morning without saying anything to him or
letting anything appear; but when dinner time came and Jean-
nette sat down at table, the white wine soon stimulated our
mutual gaiety.

We shut ourselves up in my room; she began by giving me
a little smack on my petticoats, but I told her that I no longer
wished to play with her, since the conditions she had estab-
lished the day before were too advantageous for her, consider-
ing the disproportion of our strength. To satisty me, she first
proposed to subscribe to whatever I might demand of her, and
that she would in turn submit to whatever laws I might impose
upon her. This being more reasonable, I agreed. Immediately
I received the order to remove my clothes: she sat in an arm-
chair at the foot of my bed while I remained standing. Jean-
nette ordered me to raise my shift to a certain height; every
time [ failed to reach the exact point I was to be whipped. At
her command I turned around and lifted my shift so as to show
her only one buttock. As I could not comply precisely with
the order, she laid me across her knees and flogged me. The
rods were so slender that their fall delighted me infinitely; their
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tickling made me part my thighs, and the tips brushed that re-
gion which lies near the temple of love. I often found myself
obliged to receive this agreeable punishment, for it was very
difficult to execute exactly what she commanded. I had to re-
veal my thighs in turn halfway, three-quarters, and finally up
to the hip; at another time it was my right buttock or my little
mound. I succeeded only twice—in raising my shift succes-
sively above my rump and to the height of my navel; and as
the reward for my skill those two parts of my body were cov-
ered with kisses. Meanwhile the fire of love penetrated me by
degrees; how fond I had become of the one who awakened its
effects with so much grace and delicacy. Seeing me animated,
Jeannette immediately changed her commands: she rose, made
me stand upon the bed, ordered me to part my thighs; her
mouth approached, her tongue played lightly; with one hand
she clasped my hips, and with the other she continued to flog
me, pausing from time to time.

“Ah! Jeannette,” I said to her in those intervals, “how sweet
it is to lose at play with you! My dear Jeannette, the intoxica-
tion into which you plunge me makes it impossible for me to
resist you.” She made me change position once more; all these
changes, by suspending the course of the delights my soul was
savouring, served only to stimulate my desires; every pore of
my body seemed to open to give them free passage. Jeannette
took me lovingly in her arms; docile in assuming the new po-
sition to which she wished to lead me, I was soon bent over
the bed, my backside exposed to her gaze; a cushion placed
beneath my belly raised it higher, my shift fluttered above my
shoulders, and the rods began again to act upon my buttocks
and part of my thighs; their gentle pricking spurred my senses.
Soon her belly pressed against me; then the tickling I felt was
no longer the work of her finger—I felt the other finger of the
man... I parted my thighs to give him greater freedom.

Ah! what an increase of delight! Stretched out and almost
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without sensation from feeling too much, my existence
showed itself only in the sort of convulsions of my hips. The
rods and Jeannette’s action opened abundantly the source of
pleasure. From my breathing and the active, repeated shudder
that seized me, Jeannette perceived my state; suddenly with
both hands she opened the entrance to the temple of love; to
guide his dart there and drive it in was the work of but a mo-
ment... A sudden and cruel pain tore from me a sharp cry and
I fainted; but the unknown effect of this new act soon recalled
me to myself... The sort of tearing I had just experienced was
almost effaced by a sensation that spread through every part of
my body and suspended the faculties of my soul. At last, I re-
turned entirely to myself, feeling myself flooded with abundant
streams of love, whose lively and varied eftfusion added to my
delirium. My young lover embraced me, raised me up, and
wiped away even the traces of the burning tears that sensitive
pleasure had made us shed.

Such, my friend, are the circumstances that preceded the
loss of that flower—the object of the envy ot all men—which
you believe you conquered during our adventure. “Ah, little
rogue! how happy he must have been, Caroline, to have
plucked your charming rose! But truly you are so tight that
with you it is always a virginity: come, let me now be avenged;
let a thousand kisses cover your crimson lips; let me gather
even the slightest breath you exhale... Charming globes,
rounded by love! What freshness stilll what elasticity! what
thighs still full of life! And that little grove, the refuge of pleas-
ure, whose black ebony heightens the whiteness of your fine
and velvety skin! That temple... I am its god... I enter it... I
flow... gods... I die... in... delight...” “Yes, I swear it, Car-
oline, you are still worth a virginity.” “Come now, that is
enough, St.-Far, wipe yourself; some macaroons... some rata-
fia... good! be sensible. Listen:”

After what had just taken place, Jeannette was trembling at
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my side; having embraced her, I spoke to her thus: “You have
deceived me, Jeannette—you are a man; but nevertheless I ex-
cuse everything, if from this moment you swear to be hence-
forth entirely frank with me: I demand a full confession.” —
“Adorable Caroline, my frankness shall equal your kindness,”
replied Jeannette tenderly; “I am indeed a man. My name is
Brabant, and here is the reason for my disguise. About three
months ago Madame Durancy was walking outside the city
along the river; I was sitting, sad and pensive, upon a small rise
in the ground, deeply distressed by a theft that had been com-
mitted against me. One hundred louis—the sole remainder of
the fragments of my fortune, which unhappy lawsuits had con-
sumed, causing the death of one of my relatives—had just been
taken from me at the inn where I had spent the night. Near a
large city, without resources, without acquaintances, I was re-
flecting on what I ought to do, when this lady came and sat
down beside me, accompanied by a person who seemed to me
one of her friends. We entered into conversation; my situation
interested her so much that she invited me to follow her.

We set out; she led me to the house of a lady of her ac-
quaintance, left her some money, and went away, inviting me
not to worty, assuring me that she would not be long in re-
turning. For my part, [ resolved to abandon myself to whatever
fortune this adventure might bring; it was the best thing I could
do, since I did not have a sou. The next day I saw my patroness
arrive; she spoke to me very amicably and told me that her
intention was to take me to her home, if I would resolve to
change my sex outwardly. She added that I would not have
reason to repent of my compliance. As she spoke thus, she
passed a gentle hand under my chin, drew me toward her, and
came so close to me that I kissed her on the mouth. “You look
like a little libertine,” she said to me; “but we shall correct you.
Come, let us go.” We then left the lady of her acquaintance; I
got into her carriage, and we arrived at a house where we were
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shown into a secluded room.

A woman entered carrying several garments, and Madame
Durancy, after examining them, informed me that they were
intended for me: they were women’s clothes. “My child,” she
said to me, “I am going to take you to my house; you will
remain there until a new arrangement is made; but as my hus-
band is singularly jealous, under this disguise you will give him
no cause for suspicion. Now let me teach you how to dress
yourself, for fear your awkwardness might betray you; come,
oft with all your clothes.” Her presence at this new toilette
intimidated me so much that I carried out the operation only
slowly. The two women grew impatient. “Ah! ah! Sir, mod-
esty!” said Madame Durancy, “you are playing the child;
come, help me.” The other woman to whom these words
were addressed unbuttoned my coat and removed it; Madame
Durancy set to work at my breeches, which were soon down
around my heels.

“Come now, Sir, modesty aside: let us pull his shirt up from
above.” “Ah! ah!” she cried as it rose higher, “so this is what
Monsieur did not wish to show us; indeed he was right—he
has quite a pretty little jewel.” As she spoke she pressed it del-
icately in such a way that it soon filled her hand. “You are a
little rogue,” she said, giving me a light slap on the behind. She
then began to arrange my hair; for fear that the powder might
whiten her petticoats, she had tucked them up very high in
front and fastened them behind with a pin, so that only her
chemise covered her charms in front. Leaning against the man-
tel of a fireplace, her legs apart, she drew me so close that our
bellies touched. “But make that rascal keep still,” she added,
placing her hand upon what she called my jewel and pretend-
ing to try to turn it aside; the nearness of her hand produced
in me so agreeable a sensation that its stiffness increased and
always returned to the same point. The charms of Madame
Durancy, separated from me only by a linen whose texture
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equaled the fineness of her skin, increased my ardor... Mean-
while, her activity in arranging my hair made me sway so much
that I thought it necessary to steady myself by placing my hands
upon her hips. “Lean on me,” she said. By virtue of this ar-
rangement I gradually crossed my arms behind her back; I pre-
tended to play with my fingers, but in reality I carefully tried
to raise her chemise with dexterity. I trembled lest the friction
caused by lifting her linen might betray my design. With what
impatience I longed to lay my hands upon her buttocks, which
[ imagined to be of dazzling whiteness and polish! I was already
almost at the end of her chemise when a movement too sudden
made me fear I would fall, and I abruptly placed my hands
upon her buttocks. “What does this mean?” she said to me in
the coldest tone. I was so confused that she must have felt my
jewel slacken and almost shrink into nothing; I no longer dared
move, and I did not abandon my position, though with regret,
until she informed me that my toilette was finished. Then they
completed dressing me as a chambermaid. I breathed a volup-
tuous softness beneath this clothing and believed the whole
ceremony finished, when Madame Durancy laid me on the
bed and lifted up my clothes; I then compared myself to a for-
tunate victim of the god of pleasures. She seized my jewel: “It
must be prevented,” she said to the other woman, “from be-
traying itself by its tension to my husband; with the help of this
tie he can fasten it beneath the cords of the petticoats. We must
also take care of the two little globes.” Saying this, she slowly
moved them with her hand... What shall I say? My jewel soon
became as splendid as it had been a moment before. “You are
more of a rogue than ever,” she said, lifting my thigh and giv-
ing me several rather strong blows; this was hardly the way to
quiet my ardor, and immediately a flood burst forth and cov-
ered Madame Durancy’s face. “How now, you shameless fel-
low!” she cried; “ah, heavens—" “Ma... da... me, ... beg...
oh!... pardon...” were the only words I could utter during the
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escape of the amorous fluid! Meanwhile she was briskly strik-
ing my backside. “I beg your pardon,” I said to her with a deep
sigh; “but in truth it gives so much pleasure that even the
greatest respect cannot interrupt its course.” She began to
laugh, finished arranging me, and we went out.

[ arrived at Madame Durancy’s house; she presented me to
her husband as an excellent acquisition for a chambermaid. He
received me fairly well, passed his hand under my chin, and
gave me a little slap while laughing. As for Madame, she over-
whelmed me with kindnesses of which I was not the dupe,
presuming that before long I should make him pay dearly for
them. Indeed, as he was obliged to leave two days later for the
country, she wished me to sleep with her, and from that time
we have never ceased with our little doings, and I console her
in advance for the absence and the coming infidelities of M.
de Varennes. — “And whom do you call de Varennes?” I said
to Brabant. — “Why, it is that young man whom before me
she calls her husband, whom before you she calls her son, and
who is nothing other than a very rich young man who has
been living with her for four years.”

But I greatly fear that soon the beautiful Caroline will sup-
plant Durancy. Two days ago, she said to me: “It is all over;
de Varennes is escaping me; he is mad about little Caroline.
But you will remain with me, will you not, my dear Jeannette?
[ am now rich enough to make your fortune. Oh yes, yes, you
will remain with me.” Such is my position with regard to
Madame Durancy; but what a difference between that woman
and the amiable Caroline! I saw you very rarely, as you know;
I did not dare speak to you, knowing on the one hand that
you were destined for M. de Varennes, and on the other seeing
myself closely watched by Madame Durancy. It was only for
you, in order to speak with you and tell you how much I loved
you, that I feigned a serious indisposition at the departure of
our guests; and Madame Durancy left me at the house only
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with anxiety, and under a severe prohibition, on pain of in-
curring her indignation, if I spoke to you and revealed the
mystery. — “Ah! dear Brabant,” I said to him, “how happy I
am that this charming mystery is discovered. Come, let us
swear to love each other always, and seal this pretty oath with
a thousand kisses.”

During the few days that still passed before the arrival of our
guests, there was no sacrifice we did not make to love, no
strange worship we did not invent to please him. Brabant had
learned a great deal from Madame Durancy; but our imagina-
tion furnished us with a thousand new and charming ceremo-
nies besides. Yet, of all the positions we invented, there was
none that gave us so much pleasure as this: naked, I was kneel-
ing upon a cushion, my head lowered upon another cushion
placed likewise on the floor, so that my backside was raised.
Brabant, likewise kneeling upon a cushion behind me, had the
cleft of happiness at the height of his jewel; he leaned against
my buttocks and entered me, and at the same time he passed
his hand along my hip, slipped it to my lower belly, and his
finger was upon my clitoris, while the great finger of his other
hand was in the opening of my backside and touched, through
a light fabric, the top ot his Priapus as it was buried within me.
By this means he could excite or restrain the mutual tickling,
and thus, by a skilful manoeuvre, one could enjoy a quarter of
an hour without provoking the libation; but it then it were
allowed free course, it was so abundant that we both swooned,
and the excess of pleasure seemed to confound and annihilate
us together.

“Ah! by heaven, Caroline, let us renew the experiment at
once.” — “No, no, Saint-Far, let us reserve that method, as
they say, for the best bite at the end; for indeed, after it, noth-
ing more can be done.” — “Very well, I resign myself.”

Meanwhile Madame Durancy and her supposed husband—
or son—arrived; fatigued by the journey, they withdrew early.
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As for me, I went sadly to bed, complaining of the absence of
my lover. M. de Varennes came to see me the next day. “Car-
oline,” he said to me, “it is time at last that I make you happy,
it on your side you will consent to my happiness.” — “You
are very kind,” I replied; “but what can I do? You know that
I am your very humble servant.” This air of innocence en-
chanted him; yet, not trusting appearances, he said: “Permit
me, before saying more, to examine you at my leisure.” At
once he had my bed rolled in front of the window, removed
the coverlet, and told me to spread my thighs. I innocently
obeyed the order, and soon I saw his eye sparkle and his face
gradually inflame. I forgot to tell you that Brabant had given
me, to wash myself after our orgies, a water used by Madame
Durancy. It had the property of refreshing and tightening the
skin, of maintaining the rosy color at the entrance of the tem-
ple of pleasure and love; and poor M. de Varennes was, like
you, deceived as to my virginity. I therefore saw this lover fall
into raptures; his eye sparkled and his face gradually inflamed.
Suddenly he threw himself upon me and bit my thigh so vio-
lently that I uttered a sharp cry. The pain made me turn over,
and at once he set his teeth into my buttocks with the same
fury. I turned around hastily: “Mercy!” I cried to him in the
excess of pain that pierced me; I moved my arms and thighs in
every direction. M. de Varennes remained standing and con-
templated avidly all these movements occasioned by the pain,
which in an instant revealed my charms to him a hundredfold.
“This little friend,” said he, “how she suffers! Let us see that I
cure her.” — “Ah! how cruel you are,” I said to him gently,
“how much you have hurt me! See in what a state you have
left me.” I naively presented him my backside. “The poor
child,” said he, passing his hand lightly over it; “what a pity.”
Suddenly he seized both my buttocks and bit them both so
strongly that I almost lost the use of my senses: a burning heat
held my spirits; then my whole body leapt in various ways; I
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called him executioner, tyrant. In this state de Varennes sprang
upon me. Too occupied with my pains, it did not occur to me
to resist him, and I did not perceive his intention until I felt
within me the action of his Priapus. Being very tight, and the
passage not yet well opened, I again felt much pain, because
de Varennes was large; on the other hand, the hurt in my but-
tocks tormented me so much that, fearing to rest them upon
the bed lest I increase the pain, I kept my backside suspended;
the places where he had bitten me seemed to contain sharp
points whose sudden and repeated pressure increased and var-
ied the movement of my hips. De Varennes did not move; he
relied upon my activity for his pleasure, and if my pains, be-
coming calmer, suspended their eftects, he took care to touch
somewhat roughly the part he had bitten; then my hips would
rise spontaneously, giving new value to his enjoyment and pre-
paring the most agreeable delights for him, delights purchased
solely by his cruelty. At last, he departed, after leaving beside
me a considerable purse; I tried to forget my pains by examin-
ing it: it contained a thousand louis. The greatness of the gift
made my pains more tolerable, and, placing myselt on my side,
I tried to fall asleep, my head resting upon a pillow of gold. I
had spent two hours in this state when someone came to in-
form me that dinner was ready; but I replied that an indisposi-
tion kept me in bed and that I could not come down. It was
not until the day after the next that I was able to stand upright.

De Varennes came to see me again; I received him with
such bitterness that he withdrew. The next day he presented
himself once more and made me apologies which I was obliged
to accept. He then told me everything that his love had in-
spired him to do for me. It was he who had insisted that Mad-
ame Durancy take me into her house; it was he who had su-
pervised and paid for my education and my masters; it was he
who had disguised himself as a woman and presented himself
under the title of a seamstress; it was he who had come at night
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into my bed when I believed I was receiving Madame Du-
rancy. After this account of the conduct he had pursued toward
me, and after having, as he said, sighed for me during six
months, he wished at last to become my lover. He told me that
Madame Durancy—whom he believed he was informing me
was not his mother—was already forewarned, that he had just
secured her future, and that within three days he would be rid
of her. As for me, mistress of his happiness, I should equally be
mistress of his fortune, if I wished to be wise and constant.
Such brilliant promises made me forget the bites I had re-
ceived. My future happiness seemed assured, when a singular
event caused so many fine projects to miscarry. After a din-
ner...

“One moment, Caroline; I have willingly allowed the pains
of your buttocks—which gave so much pleasure to your brutal
lover—to calm before enjoying my right; but now that you
are cured, permit me to recall to you, though in a gentler man-
ner, the wound that extravagant fellow gave you.” — “Oh!
my dear Saint-Far, you give me as much pleasure as he gave
me pain. Heavens... what charm!... what vigor... You seem
always to be at your first onset... oh... oh... you overwhelm
me... Ah! divine Saint-Far, you are... invincible, and I greatly
fear I shall be conquered... Well then, give me the macaron
and the little glass... Good; but where was 1?7 — “You were
at the point after dinner.”

FIN DU TOME PREMIER.
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CAROLINE
or
MY FUCKERIES.

After a dinner that love and delicacy seemed to have pre-
pared by the hands of De Varennes, I had gone back up to my
room; De Varennes followed me there. “My adorable one,”
he said, embracing me, “it is tonight that we shall cement our
union; I am going at once to my notary to assure you a thou-
sand écus of income, and that shall be the gift of the night. You
have seen that country house to which you came, and which
you told me pleased you—it shall be yours; that was the motive
for our journey.” He left; soon Brabant entered, threw himself
at my feet. “So it is done then,” he said to me, “my dear Car-
oline, I have heard everything. De Varennes is going to take
you away from my love. He leaves this house to Madame Du-
rancy; he is taking you to his chiteau of Mont-Brison. Mad-
ame Durancy wishes to keep me; she is thinking of giving me
the title of her husband.” — “I see it, my dear Brabant,” I said
to him, “we are both the victims of fortune; but if you love
me, we may remain united. Refuse Madame Durancy and ask
De Varennes to enter my service.” — “Ah! divine Caroline,”
he replied, “do you first believe that Madame Durancy would
not avenge herself’ by revealing our intrigue? And besides,
could I, without dying a thousand times, see you in the arms
of a rival? No, I see it well—we must yield to my fate. If I
follow you, I prevent your fortune; if I carry you off, we are
without resources.” — “My friend,” I said to him, “you see
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all our misfortune; let us wait before deciding.” Saying these
words, I pressed him to my breast, and with the most ardent
kisses I poured into his soul the sparks of the fire that consumed
me. Distracted in his arms, I allowed myself to be led almost
lifeless to my bed, and there my young and vigorous lover
made me experience the liveliest pleasures one can taste with
what one loves.

I embraced him, pressed him close, returned a hundredfold
the kisses he gave me, and through a happy accord of feeling
our movements together were about to precipitate us into that
state of insensibility born of the most delicious sensation... A
sudden noise was heard in the neighboring apartment: fury
seemed to be its cause; everything announced that we were
discovered. Silent and trembling, we separated, and I remained
alone in the room, delivered over to the cruellest uncertainty.
I approached the side from which the tumult seemed to come:
De Varennes and Madame Durancy were quarreling violently.
At every moment | expected to see De Varennes arrive in a
rage; but [ saw no one, except the cook who came to bring
me my supper. Not daring to question her, and she probably
not daring to tell me anything, I went to bed without learning
what had happened; the night passed amid alarms. In the
morning De Varennes entered: the air of gaiety that reigned
upon his face astonished and disturbed me. “I did not think,”
he said in a distracted tone, “that chance had made you find a
lover here; Durancy has deceived me. Jeannette is a man; she
received him in her bed as you in yours; from that place I saw
everything, heard everything.” At the same time, he set a
spring in motion and showed me that a simple gauze had al-
ways separated his bed from mine; it was from there that the
sighs I had sometimes heard came when he was with Madame
Durancy. “I ought to be very angry,” he continued, “especially
with you, whom I sincerely loved; but I should be wrong, for
women are essentially libertines; thus, beautiful Caroline—no
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resentment; but also no country house, no contract.” He left
coldly... At the hour of dinner they had me come down, and
there De Varennes openly explained his intentions toward us.
First he demanded that Brabant present himself dressed in the
clothes of his own sex; he then told us that he wished to send
us away both satisfied, as much as we had the right to hope,
but that he wished to conclude with a party of pleasure which,
by its novelty, would leave nothing to be desired for each per-
son’s taste and for voluptuousness. Accordingly the dinner was
crowned by abundant libations which, enlivening the imagi-
nation, gradually warmed us.

Afterwards we went into Madame Durancy’s apartment...
De Varennes seized me, embraced me ardently, lifted my pet-
ticoats... Madame Durancy on her side, wishing to rid Brabant
of his usual timidity, had thrown him back upon her bed and,
after unbuttoning his breeches, she clasped with rapture his
jewel, which had reached a degree of vigor fit to delight the
most difficult woman. I looked at him, and I read in his eyes
that the sight of my charms, which the voluptuous De
Varennes exposed to view, was the sole cause of his ardor. Al-
ready I was naked, Madame Durancy likewise; in their turn
our two cavaliers were stripped by our hands:

We admired one another’s jewels in turn. Kisses quickly
followed our mutual praises. De Varennes, drunk with volup-
tuousness, overwhelmed me with caresses; his activity and the
sight of Brabant, who was opposite me with Madame Du-
rancy, increased my illusion. Meanwhile each of us armed our-
selves with a handful of switches; we drew nearer. De Varennes
let them fall upon my backside; I struck Brabant’s, who flogged
Madame Durancy, who in her turn whipped De Varennes.
Nothing could be more voluptuous! What a picture that four-
some presented: each of us breathed sighs provoked by the
touch of pleasure. Our senses, spurred by the action of the
switches and the objects that inflamed love presented to our
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eyes, manifested themselves by the various movements of our
bodies. De Varennes had one hand between my thighs; with
the other he tickled my backside with the sceptre which old
age is said to use to excite its desires, but which in youth is
only the prelude to the most delicious pleasures. With one
hand I clasped the jewel of my dear Brabant; with the other I
excited his hips to move in different ways; he stirred Durancy
in the same manner. Soon a more ardent fire circulated
through our veins; mute and beside ourselves, each let himself
fall upon the carpet that covered the floor: De Varennes had
his head placed between my feet; Durancy turned toward him,
and I clasped my dear Brabant in my arms. Then it was no
longer an illusion; all that love had painted for us as most al-
luring became reality. In the position in which I was, I saw
clearly the play of Durancy and De Varennes. Sensitive to the
deterence he showed toward me in leaving me with my young
lover, I delicately tickled the two globes attached to his jewel.
Brabant meanwhile devoured me with kisses, and by a volup-
tuously executed movement he enchained my senses. All that
presented itself to my sight, and the sensations that the tender
Brabant excited within me, soon drew me from that charming
state to plunge me into a sea of delights, which my exclama-
tions, my sighs, and the sweet trembling felt at the same instant
in every part of my being expressed. Lovingly stretched beside
Brabant whom 1 clasped in my arms, I suddenly felt myself
seized by the robust De Varennes; he turned me over, leaned
upon my knees, and, my thighs being parted, he in his turn
introduced his torch of love into the sanctuary... Heavens!
how full of attraction this new position seemed to me! My
head was bent upon Brabant’s body; my tongue caressed the
head of his prick and my hands set it in motion. On his side
he made his finger flutter about the seat of pleasure; but what
he himself experienced transported him. In the excess of his
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ardor he pressed his mouth to the entrance of Madame Du-
rancy’s temple, who, kneeling, had each of her thighs beside
his head and by her position offered her secret charms to the
avidity of his kisses; one of her hands lightly brushed my thighs,
the other struck the backside of De Varennes, while their
mouths, pressed together, darted reciprocal strokes of the
tongue. Entirely given up to the pleasures De Varennes pro-
cured for me, my mind sought only to lavish upon Brabant
caresses that increased as the sources of pleasure opened. At last
the desired moment arrived. De Varennes, who in his new
position penetrated to the bottom of the sanctuary of love and
traversed all its extent with as much variety as rapidity, caused
abundant floods of love to spring forth. Almost lifeless I let
myself fall upon Brabant, clasped him languidly in my arms,
and my mouth—which already gave him only those kisses
whose intervals and gentle impression attest to what degree the
sense of happiness and pleasure had taken possession of me—
my mouth received the proof of Brabant’s pleasure. An abun-
dant ablution filled it, while his received that which the same
pleasure caused Durancy to shed; all four of us were plunged
in equal intoxication: all four of us received unmistakable
proofs of the liveliest voluptuousness. Thus was executed and
concluded that party which De Varennes wished to hold be-
fore our complete separation.

Left alone in my room, they brought me supper there; and
the next day I received, by the hands of an unknown person,
a very considerable sum from M. De Varennes, with orders to
leave the lodging that very day. I would have wished to inform
Brabant of the situation in which I found myself and to per-
suade him to follow me; I hoped he would probably make
some attempt to rejoin me; but I did not see him. The love
Durancy had for him made me suspect that they had departed
together. This unhappy idea inflamed my resentment. I had a
carriage brought, had all my effects placed in it, and entered it
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myself without having seen a living soul in the house. I had
myself driven to the most distant suburb, and there I stopped
before the first furnished hotel.

I announced myself as newly arrived in Lyon and retired to
the apartment given me in order to reflect upon my situation
and the course I ought to take. I was young, pretty, and pos-
sessed about twenty thousand francs, besides my jewels and
other effects. What should I do? Should I follow the school of
pleasure? Should I listen to the lessons of wisdom? In the latter
case I might find an honorable marriage that would make my
days happy; but what am I saying—happy? Is it in marriage, at
seventeen, that one tastes happiness? To have always beside
oneself a husband like Argus who might one day learn what
had been my first school, and who would avenge himselt by
contempt or otherwise? No, my ardent soul could not endure
it. Since my destiny seems to have made me born for pleasure,
let us leave austere and tiresome wisdom aside and abandon
ourselves to the god who formed me to enjoy. Life is so short
a passage! It one can, one must pass it among roses. Besides, |
am at the age to make my fortune in the world; it must be
taken advantage of. Consequently I resolved to go to a rich
and flourishing city. A seaport appeared favorable to my plans;
I decided to go to Bordeaux. I spent five or six weeks putting
my affairs in order. I sold my useless clothes; I disposed of my
jewels, and after realizing thirty thousand francs from them I
placed that money with a celebrated merchant. I kept only a
hundred louis; I took a seat in a public coach, and there I was
on the road. Resolved as I was to give myself up to all the
appearances of adventure in order to produce real ones, you
may well suppose that I was not long without finding them.
Indeed chance had placed me in the coach between a man of
sixty and a young man of twenty-eight; both hastened on the
first day to pay court to me. I answered their civilities with an
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air of decency and honesty which gave them the highest opin-
ion of me. The old man, more enterprising, was always alert
to render me every service that occasion presented. At table he
seemed to divine in my eyes whatever I lacked, while the
young man bore upon his face all the traits that characterize
sorrow. On the second day the old man showed me the same
deference and much tenderness; cheerful and witty, he amused
and entertained me; I was gratetul for his attentions. Mean-
while his rival sighed and was constantly agitated; in a word,
everything in his gestures announced that love and jealousy
tormented his soul. It was night, and we were still nearly two
leagues from the place where we were to stop; my young ad-
mirer ventured to take one of my hands—I let him have it. He
carried it to his lips. This slight favor seemed to efface all the
torments he had suffered. He drew closer to me, pressed me to
his breast, and told me in my ear that he adored me. We
squeezed one another’s hands and remained silent. I was ex-
tremely fatigued by the jolting of the coach; sleep was begin-
ning to overcome me when I felt the old man slip his hand
between the folds of my petticoat; 1 then feigned a deeper
slumber. My silence emboldened him; though trembling, he
managed to overcome the difficulties that separated him from
my charms, and after some efforts he reached the garden of
Cythera. If my embarrassment had had for its object certain
pleasures which the hope of seeing my charms at any moment
in his power procured for me; if every movement he made to
reach them had made me start—what was my alarm when, by
the movement of my petticoats, I perceived that my young
neighbor was lifting them with the greatest precaution! This
time [ was beside myself.

A mortal chill slips into my veins; but already it has reached
my thigh, and too ardent to be satistied with that slight pleas-
ure, it has arrived at the place where the old man’s hand sought
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to kindle the fires of love. As I seized that hand, my two ador-
ers were taken aback. The younger approached my ear and
told me that it was his place to procure for me the pleasures
which, he said, I was trying to excite myself. As he spoke thus,
he pushed away the old man’s hand, who, believing me of-
fended, said in his turn that he begged me to excuse his bold-
ness on account of the excess of his passion. I laughed inwardly
at the mistake of these two characters; I felt with pleasure that
my charms had remained in the power of the one for whom I
had the greatest inclination. While his obliging hand prepared
my pleasures, I allowed mine to be carried oft by the old man,
who introduced it into his breeches: I had to grope several
times before finding his pitiful instrument. However, enrap-
tured by my touches, he sighed with such force and agitation
that one might have thought him delivered over to a painful
dream. But when, after much searching, I had encountered his
meagre charms, 1 turned abruptly to the other side, and, as if
by chance, I let my hand fall upon the other’s thigh. This time
[ was not mistaken, and under the cover of the night’s shadow
nothing escaped the avidity of my caresses; my bosom, the en-
virons of the garden of Cytherea were equally in his power.
Our kisses full of fire, our broken transports, the extreme agi-
tation of our hearts carried us away, and, had it not been for
our neighbors, who might at any moment have discovered
what was going on, we would have tried to give free course to
our ardor. The constraint in which we found ourselves only
inflamed our desires; but the more precautions we had to take
to conceal even the slightest trace of our pleasures, the more
delicious those which we succeeded in furtively procuring
seemed to us: such at least was what I experienced. Obliged to
act with the greatest caution so as not to betray our secret frol-
ics, I still had to fear that the old man, to whom I had aban-
doned my behind and who had managed to slip his finger into
the depths of the canal of Venus, might be discovered by the
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young man who amused himself by exploring its edges with
much art and prudence. I remained in this charming situation
until the moment when the carriage stopped.

The young man, whose name was Beville, was married; his
wife was waiting for him at the inn where we alighted. Then
I conjectured that I would see him no more; we pressed hands
as we descended from the carriage; I afterward accepted that
of the old man. He remained constantly at my side throughout
supper and did not cease to charm the company by his gaiety.
We rose from the table; he accompanied me to my room and
took the key, under the pretext of coming to wake me the
next morning; he preferred to take this care himself rather than
let me be disturbed by inn servants, usually brutal and awk-
ward. I go to bed, not without making some reflections on
what had happened; I was sorry to be separated from Beville.
But this old man, whose dress announced much ease, seemed
capable of compensating me for the loss my heart suffered. I
suspected that he had taken the key of my apartment with the
intention of securing entry to it: indeed, I soon heard him
come. He called to me. I feigned great surprise and anger at
the liberty he was taking. He replied in the name of his love;
he nevertheless ended by offering me a considerable present if
I would allow him to share my bed. After some discussion
which decency required, I received him at my side; but first I
carefully placed between the two mattresses what he had
brought me. Out of gratitude I united all my attentions to
make him happy. Alas! in him age had chilled feeling. In vain
did I lend myself to everything he demanded of me; in vain
did I assume all the positions which his desire to enjoy sug-
gested to him—nothing could overcome the constant softness
of his wretched member. He wished me to lie upon him; he
claimed that this other position would revive fires of which no
spark had existed for a long time. I even complied with that
fancy, but soon I perceived that he had fallen asleep. However,
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I was angry with this cursed old man, beside whom all my
attentions had served only to inflaime me without allowing me
to hope to satisty my ardor. Some noise, which I thought I
heard in the room, stopped my reflections. I suspected that it
was Beville, and, so as not to let him perceive that I was in bed
with the old man, I remained in the position I was in. I pushed
the legs of my nocturnal companion to the edge of the bed and
delivered my behind to the attacks of the other. He came for-
ward to the foot of the bed, and, feeling that my behind was
advanced, he set about taking advantage of my position: he
gently uncovered me from below, threw the cover over my
head, knelt upon the bed, placed an eager hand upon my
charms, devoured them with kisses, and finally hastened to
obey his desires. Silent and motionless, I feared to let him per-
ceive that I yielded to his wishes. Obliged to steady myself for
fear of awakening the old man, the pleasure seemed more pi-
quant, since his preparations were hindered on both sides. At
last Beville ceased his great movements; the supple play of his
blade was the pledge of the delirium into which he had
plunged himself; his vigorous exertions had already made me
teel the attacks of voluptuousness, and a lesser rapidity prepared
delights all the more sensitive because they unfolded succes-
sively.

Beville withdrew; I remained for another moment in that
position, and finally, judging by the silence reigning in the
room that he had completely gone, I restored my old man to
the bed and stretched myself beside him. Unable to close my
eyes and thinking of the present I had just received, I was cu-
rious to know of what it might consist. Taking therefore the
packet in which it was contained, I got out of bed in order to
unfold it in a corner of the room near the window, whose
shutter was not well closed. While groping I believed I felt a
watch and pieces of money which I perceived to be louis; I
hastily shut it again at the noise that was made in my room.
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Someone was warmly embracing the old man, and by the noise
of the bed I conjectured that Beville had returned to the
charge. I nearly burst into laughter, but at a muftled cry that
was heard I ran to the door without quite knowing what I
wanted; I tore away the key which the old man had left in it
when entering, and I was about to lock it again when it seemed
to me that a new actor was introducing himself there, which
made me withdraw into a little closet I had seen in this apart-
ment before going to bed. Immediately violent blows re-
sounded in the room; a dull noise similar to a fall was heard;
the cries of “Help!” increased, and soon people came running
with a light; I remained hidden. The host of the house with
some servants had come to put a stop to it; they were greatly
astonished to find in my apartment Madame de Beville, who,
rage upon her brow, was striking her husband who sought to
cover the old man with his body. “Infamous man,” she said,
redoubling her blows, “what! before my eyes!” “Alas, she is
dead!” cried Beville on his side; meanwhile they restrained the
wife, they tore the husband with difficulty from the body he
held tightly embraced: judge of the spectators’ surprise! Beville,
ashamed of his mistake, gained his apartment followed by his
wife, who lavished upon him the most biting mockeries.
Meanwhile they busied themselves searching for me, and
they carried the old man into his room. The master of the inn,
a light in his hand, entered the cabinet. At his approach I
feigned having lost the use of my senses. Thrown back upon a
sofa, I was in his eyes the image of expiring beauty; but my
charms, which were only half veiled, awakened his desires. He
immediately sent away the boy who accompanied him, under
the pretext of going to fetch the help proper to bring me back
to life, and scarcely had he gone than he set about satistying his
desire. I was greatly embarrassed; for the sake of my honor I
had to sustain the role I had begun; besides, my host was al-
ready under the power of my charms. Urged by a most brutal
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ardor, he held my two legs beneath his arms, and by the vehe-
mence of his movements he soon succeeded in making me lose
the use of sensation. He had scarcely begun to enjoy the hap-
piness excited by the sweet outpouring of love when his wife
arrived. Too occupied with the charm he was experiencing,
he was not master enough to interrupt his action; but I leave
you to judge the fury of the woman; she overturned upon him
the water she brought to aid me, so great a quantity of drops
tell upon my body that I involuntarily uttered a cry and opened
my eyes; then [ had indeed to feign wishing to free myself from
the hands of my host, and I implored the assistance of those
present. Their efforts combined with his own to remain at his
post gave more liveliness to his action and more value to my
pleasure, so that I cried out, “Pull him away, ma... dam...
madam, pull... him... away!” My eftorts, those of hlS Wlfe the
insults she showered upon him, the hail of blows with which
she overwhelmed him, did not make him loosen his hold until
he had finished his course. He was driven away by his dear half
with all the fury that the sight of his infidelity deserved.

—Ah! one moment, Caroline... and this Beville and this
rogue of an innkeeper—must I owe each of them a stroke? —
In truth, my friend, one will suffice for two; one must spare
oneself, you see that I am traveling. —I understand you, I'm
there, ah God! it is done. —I have drunk. —Again. —Give...
and the biscuit... good... —I continue:

Upon the return of the innkeeper’s wife, 1 was sitting up-
right: “Where am I, madam?” I said to her with an air that
breathed the greatest indignation. “What! thieves come by
night into my apartment: terror seizes me, and at the very mo-
ment when it casts me upon the brink of the tomb, your hus-
band is insolent enough to commit toward me one of the most
atrocious actions!... I shall, madam, complain to the officer of
police.” The good woman took all this in good earnest; she
invited me, she begged me not to dishonor her house; it was
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the first time such an affair had happened to her. She wished
me to take some rest, promising that she herself would watch
over my safety.

I disdained her ofters; she begged me so much, pressed me
so earnestly to hush up the affair, that I resolved to turn this
adventure to my own advantage. I therefore told her that I
consented to forget everything; but that, being on my way to
... tor a lawsuit very important to me, and as one cannot have
too much money to secure victory, I demanded of her two
hundred louis to keep silent. I made her understand that I had
three or four lawsuits already, that one more or less would not
inconvenience me; that consequently, if she would not satisty
me, I would ruin her entirely, both by discrediting her inn and
by dishonoring her personally, and by having her husband con-
demned to twenty thousand francs in damages for the affront
he had offered me. The poor woman threw herself at my feet
and told me she did not have that sum, but that she offered me
one hundred louis. After many difticulties I accepted, as if by
favor, and added that my intention was to depart immediately
and that 1 wanted four horses in order to remove myself as
quickly as possible from that infamous place.

Delighted to have overcome my resistance, she had four
horses harnessed to a berline with which I intended to get
ahead of my traveling companions. The scandal that had just
occurred and the present 1 had received from the good old
man weighed greatly on my mind. Consequently, in order to
avoid the eyes of everyone and for fear that my champions
might reveal my little escapade to the hostess, I skillfully took
advantage of the woman’s fright; I dressed, packed my belong-
ings, and set out with my hundred louis and the old man’s
packet.

I waited impatiently the coming of daylight in order at last
to see the extent of the present of my old admirer. Scarcely
had the light allowed me to unfold it than I untied the cords:
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a watch enriched with diamonds and a roll of fifty louis were
the fruits of my conquest. I began to laugh at the thought of
the little benefit he had drawn from his excessive generosity.

I arrived at the place where I was to stop; but soon I re-
flected that if there were no carriage ready, my travelers of the
previous evening might find me there, which I certainly
wished to avoid. This thought itself determined me to change
my route. As I had taken the road to Bordeaux, some of the
travelers, 1 said to myself, might discover me in that city, and
this adventure might harm my designs. I theretore offered my
driver twenty pistoles it he would take me to ...... , A route
entirely opposite to that of my journey. He consented with
joy; we stopped only haltan hour, and we resumed at full speed
the road I had indicated. Three leagues from the place we had
just left, we were crossing a wood about half a league long
when a young man on horseback, who was coming toward us,
having cast a glance into the carriage, uttered a cry that drew
me from my reverie, and rushing toward the postilion ordered
him to stop. The latter, believing him to be a robber, spurred
his horses and set off at a gallop, delivering a lash of his whip
to the rider, who was thrown down. A minute later another
rider approached at a gallop, fired a pistol shot which knocked
the postilion from his horses, fastened his own horse behind
the carriage, took the postilion’s place, and set off like light-
ning. I had witnessed this event with fear and terror, and with
emotion.

The new postilion drove at a furious pace; at last we ap-
proached the town of *** my guide stopped, removed his hat,
and said to me: “Madam, you probably have a very bad idea
of the adventure that has just happened to you; it is therefore
possible that as soon as you find the opportunity you will have
me arrested, and the proximity of the town might provide it.
But you must see from my conduct that my intentions do not
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appear evil. However, as the death of the rogue who was con-
ducting you might bring pursuit upon my track, and as I can-
not be assured of you any more than you can be certain of the
purity of my intentions—which it is not possible for me to
persuade you of—permit me, through a prudence for which
you will later thank me, to place you in the impossibility of
harming me as well as yourself; but I beg you, let me do it and
do not be frightened.” Saying these words, he dismounted,
climbed into my carriage, asked for my handkerchief with
which he covered my mouth, tied my hands behind my back
with his own, and at the same time made me a thousand apol-
ogies for these measures which he said he was always obliged
to employ for his own safety and mine. He remounted his
horse and set off like lightning; he did not enter the town but
left the high road and, by a cross path, after six hours of a forced
ride, we arrived very late at a place which I do not know to
have been a town or a village; for I arrived there at night and
left it the same way. We stopped opposite a park; three strokes
of the whip opened the gates, and we entered. The postilion,
always very polite, made me a thousand apologies for the way
he had treated me; he released me and told me that T was at
home, that I might dispose of everything, that tomorrow my
lover would be at my feet and that I might reign. This last
speech, though having nothing positively reassuring in it, nev-
ertheless made me forget the terror of the journey, and I began
to think that this adventure might indeed have nothing disa-
greeable for me; I therefore resigned myself easily to await its
outcome.

I had taken nothing all day; I was hungry. I asked for supper:
while waiting, having grown somewhat bolder, I cast my eyes
around me; I saw charming furniture, exquisite engravings, di-
vine paintings. A charming portrait represented Venus with
beautiful buttocks; it bore an inscription, which I read. It was
thus conceived: Is that not yet Caroline? My surprise began to
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become a surprise of pleasure, especially when I saw the excel-
lent supper, the zeal of the servants, and the refinement that
reigned in everything. I wished to ask questions, but everyone
was silent. My curiosity and impatience were at their height; I
was obliged to go to bed without having been enlightened,
and I slept until ten o’clock in the morning.

Ah!I forgot—since you saw that according to my system I
had begun by being interested, you will ask what I had done
with my money. It was tightly secured in a leather purse which
I had had made for the journey and which closed with a secret
clasp. I went to bed with it and took care not to let it be sus-
pected that I possessed more than a few louis.

At ten o’clock therefore I rang; a well-built young man pre-
sented himselt and asked what his mistress desired. He was a
handsome blond of eighteen; but in his replies and his conduct
he displayed that simplicity known among experienced people
by the name of innocence. However, he was discreet in the
answers he gave to my questions, both concerning the place
where T was and the master of the house. For the rest, I con-
vinced myself of his perfect naiveté. I soon forgot my ques-
tions, to pay attention only to my great innocent. I always re-
called with delight that moment when, feigning to mistake
Brabant’s sex, I had delivered myself for the first time to his
desires; jealous of procuring for myself, while awaiting the
lover who had been promised to me, a pleasure equally volup-
tuous with this stranger, my mind set itself to finding the means
of accomplishing it.

Philippe was so dull-witted that my teasing, for the past two
days, had produced nothing upon his imagination. As I desire
with violence what I have once desired, I resolved to hasten
the moment of my pleasure since the lover who had been
promised did not come. In order to inflame Philippe’s mind, I
tried partially to unveil my charms to him; accordingly I asked
him several times to fasten my garter. The fool, in lifting my
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petticoats, tightened them so closely upon my knee that, with
the best intention of letting him see my charms, he turned his
eyes away from the slightest opening that might allow his gaze
to plunge there. If I told him to loosen my corset, he immedi-
ately raised my fichu, so that my bosom found itself veiled.
“You have raised my chemise too much,” I said to him impa-
tiently; “pass your hand beneath my skirts to pull it down.” 1
then felt the pleasure one tastes when our charms are touched
or uncovered by a new object: innocent and timid, he trem-
bled, and his timidity, the sole cause of his slowness in fulfilling
this office, caused me that sensation which increases the nearer
one approaches the garden of Cytherea. However, he lowers
my linen slightly; he was about to withdraw when I compelled
him to pass his hand between my thighs, in order to render me
the same service from behind. He looks at me with a bewil-
dered air; his eyes are inflamed. I profit from the moment
when nature speaks to his soul in order to succeed in my de-
sign; I press my mouth upon his; I make circulate in my veins
an unknown ardor. Not knowing what agitates him, he re-
mains motionless at my knees; he seems to await that I should
define for him the cause of the fires that burn him; I throw
him down, and after having spread my legs beneath him, I
place myself so as to give him the facility of satistying his curi-
osity by contemplating my charms. My hand brushes his thigh;
a slight movement warns me that he is sensitive to my action;
his breeches swell before my eyes, and the strong tension of his
jewel, which I continue to rub and press lightly, is the proof
that my attentions are not fruitless. Everything is natural in the
man to whom the vigor of temperament causes him to feel by
degrees the charms of voluptuousness; thus, as I remove a but-
ton, his sighs announce the rapture he experiences; it increases
when his breeches are entirely open, and the rubbing of his
shirt, when I remove it, makes him start with joy. At last his
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