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INTRODUCTION  



The  120  Days  of  Sodom  was  written  in  thirty-seven  days,  from  October  22  to November 28, 1785. The place of writing was a cell in the Bastille, one of the prisons in which the writer spent almost half his life. And the procedure used to transfer his ideas to paper,  to  materialize  his  overflowing  imagination  in  a  text,  was  to  fill,  with  microscopic handwriting  and  on  both  sides,  a  roll  of  paper  a  little  more  than  two  meters  long  and twelve centimeters wide. The result is a work, barely sketched in three of its four parts, in which  Sade,  with  an  almost  scientific  spirit,  carries  out  the  most  ruthless  annihilation  - 

physical and moral - ever written, both of the human being and of the established social order. A key work in Sade's production in which its author carries out, without any kind of concessions, the systematic annihilation - physical and moral - of the human being and of the established order in a text of a crudeness and radicality never equaled. 

Written  during  the  Marquis  de  Sade's  imprisonment  in  the  famous  Bastille prison,  120  Days  of  Sodom  did  not  see  the  light  of  day  until  the  beginning  of  the  20th century,  having  been  hidden  for  more  than  three  generations,  probably  seized  from  the author  along  with  other  manuscripts,  due  to  his  reputation  as  a  libertine  and  prone  to excess. 

For readers who have never approached the Marquis de Sade's texts, contact with The 120 Days of Sodom will not be just another experience. Beyond psychoanalytic or  anthropological  interpretations,  it  is  worth  remembering  that  this  work  is  a  novel  of surprising quality. Sade's production is often considered, quite rightly, the culmination and overcoming  of  18th  century  erotic  literature  and  has  remained  at  that  peak  ever  since. 

The  force  of  the  complex  story  of  The  120  Days  of  Sodom  is  based  first  of  all  on  the descriptions of all kinds of imaginable barbarities. The reader can feel a strange pleasure at  the  display  of  the  meticulous  and  systematic  breaking  of  all  social  and  family conventions  and  prohibitions  in  sexual  matters:  everything  is  possible  and  everything  is 

 

carried  out  before  their  eyes,  in  a  novel  that  maintains  a  growing  tension  between  the internal order of a group of exploited people (far beyond what is conceivable) who know they  are  going  to  die  and  an  unusual  violence  (which  culminates  in  the  tortures  of  the fourth  part).  But  this  whole  terrible  portrait  unfolds  in  the  midst  of  an  overwhelming didacticism,  an  unusual  desire  for  clarity,  which  leads  the  author  to  weave  a  text  that includes up to six hundred stories, one hundred and fifty of them well developed (in the first part) while the others are limited to a mere plan (in the three remaining parts). This lack  of  symmetry  or  development  can  be  explained  by  the  circumstances  of  the composition  of  the  book,  surrounded  by  a  legendary  air,  since,  if  we  believe  its  author, The 120 Days of Sodom were written in 37 days, although this statement may have to be referred to a clean copy of previous papers. 

Like  other  prestigious  texts,  this  one  also  boasts  of  having  been  born  in  a prison, in the Bastille. In the very theatrical staging of the mechanism in which the stories of  The  120  Days  of  Sodom  are  situated,  one  can  sometimes  guess  the  pleasure  of  the imprisoned  Sade,  whose  imagination  flies  and  enjoys,  as  happens  at  the  end  of  the twenty-third day,  for example.  The  original manuscript,  which  was  published  late,  was a strip or band or tape or roll (bande) that allowed one to intuit a compulsive writing, which had to be hidden with many folds and which possibly, due to its lack of space, forced the schematic ending of the last three parts. It can be said without risk that The 120 Days of Sodom is a unique book. In fact, Sade himself is aware of writing  “the most impure story ever made since the world existed.” The encyclopedic zeal of the book (with the attempt to achieve six hundred very lubricious stories, thus far surpassing that also distant model that is Boccaccio's Decameron, with its hundred novels) is justified by the desire that its reading will cost the interested party, a reader as varied as he is variable, semen. 

 Viantia Durango 

 

BRIEF DESCRIPTION OF THE 120 DAYS OF SODOM  



In the final years of the reign of Louis XIV , shortly before the beginning of the Regency , at a time when the French people were impoverished by the many wars waged by  the  Sun  King,  a  few  took  advantage  to  enrich  themselves  at  the  expense  of  general misery. Four of these wealthy and extremely libertine men, an aristocrat, a clergyman, a banker  and  a  judge  (representatives  of  the  four  powers  of  France),  decide  to  give  free rein  to  their  passions  for  120  days  (four  months)  at  the  Castle  of  Silling  (  Château  de Silling ), property of Durcet (one of the libertines) in Switzerland . There, the 600 types of pleasure will be narrated, staged for 120 days, at 150 per month and 5 per day. 

They  hire  4  "historian"  pimps  to  recount  ways  of  pleasure,  150  each,  every month.  They  kidnap  8  girls  and  8  boys  selected  to  form  their  female  and  male  harems. 

These 16 are joined by 8 young "jokers" or "fuckers" and up to 42 people who will be their servants  and  victims.  The  total  number  of  people  locked  up  in  the  castle  is  46:  the  4 

protagonists,  their  4  daughters-wives,  the  16  teenagers,  the  8  fuckers,  the  4  historians and 10 servants: 4 old women and 6 cooks. 

The  first  part  deals  with  the  “150  simple  or  first-class  passions”  (without penetration). It takes place over the 30 days of November, during each of which there are continuous  orgies  and  we  listen  to  the  historian  who  is  assigned  that  month,  Madame Duclos, who is the only narrator of the four scheduled. Acts of sexual arousal related to various  bodily  fluids  and  objects  and  to  necrophilia  are  described  .  The  first  corporal punishments also appear. 

The remaining three parts (in December, January and February), which refer to 

"complex,  criminal  and  mortal"  passions,  are  only  written  in  outline,  leaving  the  work unfinished. 

During  the  31  days  of  December,  the  150  plots  of  the  stories  that  have appeared  are  listed,  in  which  vaginal  penetration  is  already  contemplated,  including  all ages, kinship and condition, and combined with all kinds of lascivious acts and religious profanations.  Simultaneously  with  these  stories,  the  8  maidens  are  deflowered.  This 

 

month compiles actions carried out between three or more people and adds  torture of all kinds.  In  January,  the  deflowering  of  the  16  young  men  is  anal.  The  150  plots  become more intense, including bestiality and amputations, as well as sodomy . In February, 150 

ways of murdering with cruelty are listed, while some of the castle's inhabitants begin to fall victim to torture, reaching 10 dead. 

There  is  also  a  brief  account  of  what  happened  in  the  first  days  of  March, detailing victims and survivors. In the end, 30 people died and 16 survived. 

 Michelle Blanche 







 



CHARACTERS OF THE 120 DAYS OF SODOM OR THE SCHOOL OF 

LICENTIOUSNESS  



The  Duke  of  BLANGIS,  fifty  years  old,  built  like  a  satyr,  endowed  with  a monstrous member and prodigious strength. He can be regarded as the receptacle of all vices and all crimes. He has killed his mother, his sister and three of his wives. 

THE  BISHOP  OF  ***  is  his  brother;  forty-five  years  old,  thinner  and  more delicate than the duke, a foul mouth. He is perfidious, clever, a faithful follower of active and passive sodomy; he completely despises any other kind of pleasure; he has cruelly caused the death of two children for whom a friend had left a considerable fortune in his hands. He has a nervous system of such great sensitivity that he almost faints when he comes. 

The  President  of  Curval,  sixty  years  old.  He  is  a  tall,  dry,  thin  man,  with  dull, sunken eyes, a rotten mouth, the walking image of debauchery and licentiousness, with a frightful  filth  on  his  body  that  provokes  voluptuousness.  He  has  been  circumcised;  his erection is rare and difficult; however, he occurs and continues to ejaculate almost every day.  His  tastes  are  preferably  inclined  towards  men;  however,  he  does  not  in  the  least despise  a maiden.  His  tastes  have  the  singularity  of  loving  both  old  age  and  everything that  resembles  it  in  filth.  He  is  endowed  with  a  member  almost  as  thick  as  that  of  the Duke. For some years now, he has been as if brutalized by excesses and drinks a lot. He owes his fortune to a few murders and is guilty in particular of a horrible one that can be seen in detail in his portrait. He feels a kind of lustful rage when he cums that leads him to cruelty. 

DURCET,  financier,  fifty-three  years  old,  a  great  friend  and  schoolmate  of  the Duke. He is small, short and plump, but his body is fresh, beautiful and white. He is built like  a  woman  and  has  all  her  tastes;  deprived,  by  the  smallness  of  his  constitution,  of giving them pleasure, he has imitated her, and has himself fucked at every moment of the day.  He  rather  likes  the  pleasure  of  the  mouth;  it  is  the  only  one  who  can  give  him 

 

pleasure as an agent. His only gods are his pleasures, and he is always ready to sacrifice everything  to  them.  He  is  clever,  skillful  and  has  committed  many  crimes.  He  has poisoned his mother, his wife and his niece to get his fortune. His soul is firm and stoic, absolutely  insensitive  to  compassion.  He  no  longer  gets  erect  and  his  ejaculations  are very  rare.  His  moments  of  crisis  are  preceded  by  a  kind  of  spasm  that  precipitates  him into a lustful rage, dangerous to those who serve his passions. 

Constance  is  the  Duke's  wife  and  Durcet's  daughter.  She  is  twenty-two  years old; she is a Roman beauty, more majesty than refinement, plump but well made, with a superb body, a singularly shaped bottom worthy of serving as a model, hair and eyes very black. She has wit and feels very deeply all the horror of her fate. A great fund of natural virtue that nothing has been able to destroy. 

ADÉLAÏDE,  Durcet's  wife  and  daughter  of  the  President.  She  is  a  pretty  doll, twenty years old, blonde, with very tender eyes of a beautiful, lively blue; she has all the appearance  of  a  novel  heroine.  Her  long,  shapely  neck  and  rather  large  mouth  are  her only faults. A small breast and a small bottom, but all this, although delicate, is white and well-formed. She has a novelistic spirit, a tender heart, excessively virtuous and devout, and she hides herself in order to fulfil her Christian duties. 

JULIE,  wife  of  the  President  and  eldest  daughter  of  the  Duke.  She  is  twenty-four  years  old,  fat,  plump,  with  beautiful  brown  eyes,  a  nice  nose,  pronounced  and pleasant  features,  but  a  horrible  mouth.  She  is  not  very  virtuous  and  even  has  a  great disposition to dirt, drunkenness, gluttony and whoring. Her husband loves her because of the  defect  of  her  mouth:  this  peculiarity  is  one  of  the  President's  tastes.  She  has  never been taught principles or religion. 

ALINE,  her  younger  sister,  supposedly  the  Duke's  daughter,  although  she  is really the daughter of the Bishop and one of the Duke's wives. She is eighteen years old, with  a  very  mischievous  and  very  pleasant  appearance,  very  fresh,  with  brown  eyes,  a turned-up  nose,  a  mischievous  air,  although  basically  indolent  and  lazy.  She  does  not seem  to have any  temperament at  all  and she  very  sincerely  detests  all  the  infamies of which she is the victim. The Bishop deflowered her from behind when she was ten years 

 

old.  She  has  been  left  in  crass  ignorance,  she  cannot  read  or  write,  she  detests  the Bishop and is very afraid of the Duke. She loves her sister very much, is sober and clean, answers wittily and childishly; her ass is charming. 

LA  DUCLOS,  the  first  female  historian.  She  is  forty-eight  years  old,  has  great beauty,  is  very fresh, and  has  the  most beautiful ass one  could ever  have.  Dark-haired, wide-waisted, and plump. 

CHAMPVILLE is fifty years old. She is slim, well built, and has lustful eyes; she is  a  tribade,  and  everything  about  her  betrays  it.  Her  present  occupation  is  that  of  a procuress. She was once blonde, has pretty eyes, a long and ticklish clitoris, an ass very worn out by hard service, and yet she is a virgin in this respect. 

La  Martine  is  fifty-two  years  old.  She  is  a  pimp;  she  is  a  fresh  and  healthy grandmother; she is clogged and has only known the pleasure of Sodom, for which she seems  to  have  been  specially  created,  because  she  has,  despite  her  age,  the  most beautiful ass in the world: it is very fat and so accustomed to introductions that it can bear the  thickest  instruments  without  batting  an  eyelid.  She  still  has  pretty  features,  but  they are already beginning to wither. 

LA  DESGRANGES  is  fifty-six  years  old.  She  is  the  greatest  villain  who  ever lived.  She  is  tall,  thin,  pale,  and  has  been  dark-skinned;  she  is  the  very  image  of  crime incarnate.  Her  crumpled  arse  looks  like  sandpaper,  and  the  hole  is  immense.  She  has only  one breast,  and  is  missing  three  fingers  and  six  teeth:   fructus  belli  .  There  is not  a single  crime  that  she has  not  committed  or had  committed. She  has  a  pleasant  tongue, wit, and is at present one of the titular matchmakers of society. 

MARIE,  the  first  of  the  owners,  is  fifty-eight  years  old.  She  has  been  whipped and branded; she has been a servant to thieves. Her eyes are dull and bleary, her nose is crooked, her teeth are yellow, one buttock is gnawed by an abscess. She has borne and killed 14 children. 

LOUISON, the second mistress, is sixty years old. She is small, hunchbacked, one-eyed  and  lame,  and  yet  she  still  has  a  very  nice  bottom.  She  is  always  ready  for 

 

crimes and is extremely wicked. These first two accompany the girls and the next two the boys. 

THÉRÈSE is sixty-two years old, she looks like a skeleton, bald, toothless, with a  stinking  mouth,  an  ass  riddled  with  wounds,  an  unreasonably  wide  hole.  She  is atrociously filthy and stinking; she has 

a twisted arm and a limp. 

FANCHON,  sixty-nine  years  old,  has  been hanged  in  effigy  six  times  and has committed  every  crime  imaginable.  She  is  cross-eyed,  flat-chested,  short,  fat,  with  no forehead,  only  two  teeth.  Erysipelas  covers  her  ass,  a  pack  of  hemorrhoids  protrudes from  her  hole,  a  chancre  eats  away  at  her  vagina,  she  has  a  burnt  thigh  and  cancer gnaws at her breast. She is always drunk and vomits, farts and shits everywhere and at any time without realizing it. 

Seraglio of the girls 

AUGUSTINE,  daughter  of  a  baron  of  Languedoc,  fifteen  years  old,  fine  and  bright face. 

FANNY,  daughter  of  a  councillor  of  Brittany,  fourteen  years  old,  sweet  and  tender appearance. 

ZELMIRE, daughter of the Count of Tourville, Lord of Beauce, fifteen years old, noble appearance and very sensitive soul. 

SOPHIE, daughter of a gentleman of Berry, charming features, fourteen years old. 

COLOMBE,  daughter  of  a  councillor  of  the  Parliament  of  Paris,  thirteen  years old, great freshness. 

HÉBÉ,  daughter  of  an  Orleans  officer,  very  libertine  in  appearance  and charming eyes, she is twelve years old. 

ROSETTE and MICHETTE, both with the appearance of beautiful virgins. The first is thirteen years old and is the daughter of a magistrate from Chalon-sur-Saône; the second is twelve and is the daughter of the Marquis de Sénanges: she was kidnapped in the Bourbonnais, from her father's house. 

 

Her figure, the rest of her assets and especially her ass are beyond expression. 

They were chosen from 130. 

Boys' seraglio 

ZÉLAMIR, thirteen years old, son of a gentleman from Poitou. 

CUPIDON, same age, son of a gentleman from near La Fleche. 

NARCISSE, twelve years old, son of a notable man of Rouen, knight of Malta. 

ZÉPHIRE, fifteen years old, son of a general officer of Paris; he is destined for the Duke. 

CELADON, son of a magistrate of Nancy; he is fourteen years old. 

ADONIS, son of a president of the Paris Chamber, fifteen years old, assigned to Curval. 

HYACINTHE, fourteen years old, son of a retired officer in Champagne. 

GITON, king's page, twelve years old, son of a gentleman from Nivernesado. 

No pen is capable of painting the graces, the features and the secret charms of these eight creatures, beyond all that can be said, and chosen, as we know, from a very large number. 

Eight fuckers 

HERCULE,  twenty-six  years  old,  rather  handsome,  but  a  very  bad  person;  a favourite  of  the  Duke;  his  cock  is  8  inches  2  lines  in  circumference  by  13  in  length;  he ejaculates a lot. 

ANTINOÜS  is  thirty  years  old,  very  handsome;  his  cock  is  8  inches  in circumference by 12 in length. 

BRISE-CUL, twenty-eight years old, looks like a satyr; he has a crooked cock; the head or glans is enormous; it is 8 inches and 3 lines in circumference, and the body of the cock is 8 inches by 13 in length; this majestic cock is completely bent. 

BANDE-AU-CIEL is twenty-five years old, very ugly, but healthy and vigorous; a great  favourite  of  Curval,  he  is  always  hard,  and  his  cock  is  7  inches  11  lines  in circumference by 11 in length. 

 

The remaining four, 9 to 10 and 11 inches long by 7.5 and 7 inches and 9 lines in perimeter, are from twenty-five to thirty years old. 





 




PART ONE 

   

The  150  simple  or  first-class  passions  that  comprise  the  thirty  days  of November used in the narration of the Duels, are interspersed with the scandalous events of the Castle in the form of a diary during the aforementioned month. 



 




INTRODUCTION 

The  considerable  wars  that  Louis  XIV  had  to  sustain  during  his  reign, exhausting  the  State  Treasury  and  the  faculties  of  the  people,  nevertheless  found  the secret  of  enriching  an  enormous  number  of  leeches  always  on  the  lookout  for  public calamities, provoking them instead of appeasing them, in order to be able to obtain more advantages. The end of that reign, so sublime on the other hand, is perhaps one of the periods  of  the  French  empire  in  which  the  greatest  number  of  these  dark  fortunes  were seen, which only shine through luxury and orgies as secret as they are. At the end of that reign  and  shortly  before  the  regent  had  tried  through  the  famous  court  known  by  the name  of  the  Chamber  of  Justice  to  have  the  ill-gotten  gains  restored  by  this  rate  of leasing  contributions,  four  of  them  imagined  the  singular  orgy  of  which  we  will  speak.  It would be a mistake to believe that only the plebs had been concerned with this exaction, since it was led by three great lords. The Duke of Blangis and his brother, the Bishop of 

...,  who  had  made  immense  fortunes,  are  incontestable  proofs  that  the  nobility  did  not disdain the means of enriching themselves by this route any more than others. These two illustrious personages, intimately linked by pleasure and business with the famous Durcet and  the President  Curval,  were  the  first  to  imagine  the orgy  whose  story  we  relate, and after communicating it to these two friends, the four of them were the actors of the famous excesses. 

For  more  than  six  years  these  four  libertines,  united  by  the  similarity  of  their wealth  and  their  tastes,  had  imagined  strengthening  their  ties  by  alliances  in  which debauchery played a greater part than any other motive which generally forms such ties. 

These were their arrangements. The Duke of Blangis, widower of three wives, by one of whom he had two daughters left, having noticed that President Curval showed a certain desire  to  marry  the  eldest,  although  he  was  well  informed  of  the  familiarities  which  the father had allowed himself with her, the Duke, I say, suddenly imagined this triple alliance. 


“You  want  Julie  for  a  wife,”  he  said  to  Curval.  “I  will  give  her  to  you  without hesitation,  but  on  one  condition:  that  you  do  not  show  yourself  jealous,  and  that  she, although  she  is  your  wife,  continue  to  grant  me  the  same  favours  as  always,  and, furthermore,  that  you  join  me  in  persuading  our  mutual  friend  Durcet  to  give  me  his daughter Constance, who has aroused in me the same feelings that you feel for Julie.” 

-But you are not unaware that Durcet is as libertine as you are... - said Curval. 

“I know all that can be known,” replied the Duke. “Do you think that at our age and with our way of thinking they can stop such things? Do you think that I want a woman to make her my mistress? I want her to serve my whims, to watch over and conceal an infinity of little secret orgies which the cloak of matrimony wonderfully conceals. In a word, I love her as you love my daughter. Do you imagine that I am ignorant of your end and your  desires?  We  libertines  take  women  to  be  our  slaves;  their  quality  as  wives  makes them more submissive than if they were mistresses. You know how despotism is seen in the pleasures we enjoy.” 

At this moment Durcet entered. The two friends brought him up to date with the conversation, and the landlord of contributions, delighted by the opportunity offered to him of confessing his feelings for Adeldide, daughter of the president, accepted the duke as a son-in-law on condition that he should become Curval's son-in-law. The three marriages were soon arranged, the dowries were immense and the terms equal. 

The  President,  as  guilty  as  his  two  friends,  confessed,  without  Durcet  being upset,  his  little  secret  affair  with  his  own  daughter,  whereupon  the  three  fathers,  each desirous  of  preserving  his  rights,  agreed,  in  order  to  extend  them  still  further,  that  the three  young  women,  bound  only  by  the  property  and  name  of  their  husbands,  would belong,  corporally  and  equally,  to  each  of  them,  under  penalty  of  the  severest punishments if they infringed any of the clauses to which they were subjected. 

On  the  eve  of  concluding  the  contract,  the  Bishop  of  ...,  a  companion  in pleasures of his brother's two friends, proposed that a fourth person should be added to the alliance, if they would let him share in the other three. This person, the duke's second daughter, and consequently his niece, belonged to him more than was believed. He had 


had  affairs  with  his  sister-in-law,  and  the  two  brothers  knew  beyond  a  doubt  that  the existence of this young girl named Aline was certainly more due to the bishop than to the duke;  the  bishop,  who  had  cared  for  Afine  from  the  day  of  her  birth,  had  not  seen  her reach the age of charms without having wished to enjoy them, as might be supposed. 

On  this  point,  then,  he  was  on  a  par  with  his  fellow-confreres,  and  his  commercial proposal was of the same degree of avarice or degradation; but as the girl's charms and youth  surpassed  those  of  her  three  companions,  the  proposition  was  accepted  without hesitation.  The  bishop,  like  the  other  three,  yielded  without  losing  his  rights,  and  thus each of our four characters found himself the husband of four wives. For the convenience of the reader, let us recapitulate the situation based on the agreement: The Duke, Julie's father, became the husband of Constance, Durcet's daughter. 

Durcet,  Constance's  father,  became the  husband  of  Adélaïde,  daughter  of  the President;  The  President,  Adélaïde's  father,  became  the  husband  of  Julie,  the  Duke's eldest daughter. 

The bishop, Aline's uncle and father, became the husband of the other three by giving Aline to his friends, without giving up the rights he had over her. 

These  happy  weddings  were  celebrated  in  a  magnificent  property  which  the Duke  owned  in  Bourbonnais,  and  I  leave  readers  to  imagine  the  orgies  which  were celebrated there; the necessity of describing others deprives us of the pleasure which we would have experienced in painting these. 

On their return, the association of our four friends became more stable, and as it  is  important  to  make  them  well  known,  a  small  detail  of  their  lewd  arrangements  will serve,  I  believe,  to  shed  light  on  the  characters  of  these  unbridled  men,  while  we  await the moment to treat them separately in order to develop them still better. 

The  society  had  a  common  purse,  which  was  administered  by  one  of  its members in turn for six months, but the funds in this purse, which were to be used only for pleasure, were immense. Their excessive fortune allowed them very singular things in this respect, and the reader should not be surprised when told that they had set aside two millions annually to be used only for the pleasures of fine dining and luxury. 


Four famous pimps for women and as many pimps for men devoted themselves entirely  to  finding,  in  the  capital  and  in  the  provinces,  everything  that  could  satisfy  their sensuality in one way or another. As a rule they had four dinners together each week, in four  different  country  houses  situated  at  the  four  corners  of  Paris.  At  the  first  of  these dinners, intended solely for the pleasures of sodomy, only men were admitted. At it were regularly  seen  sixteen  young  men  between  twenty  and  thirty  years  of  age  whose immense faculties made our four heroes, as women, enjoy the most sensual pleasures. 

They were chosen exclusively for the size of their member, and it was almost necessary that this superb member be of such magnificence that it could never have penetrated any woman; this was an essential condition. And as no expense was spared for the pantry, it was seldom a time when it was not full. But in order to enjoy all the pleasures at the same time,  to  these  sixteen  husbands  were  added  the  same  number  of  young  men,  much younger,  who  had  to  perform  the  functions  of  women.  These  were  chosen  between  the ages  of  twelve  and  eighteen,  and,  to  be  admitted,  it  was  necessary  to  possess  a freshness,  a  face,  a  grace,  a  bearing,  an  innocence  and  a  candour  far  superior  to anything  our  brushes  could  paint.  No  woman  could  be  received  into  these  male  orgies, where everything that Sodom and Gomorrah invented was carried out in the most lustful way. 

The second dinner was devoted to the young ladies of good taste, who, forced to  give  up  their  proud  luxury  and  the  ordinary  insolence  of  their  behaviour,  were compelled by the sums they received to indulge the most irregular caprices, and even the outrages,  of  the  libertines.  There  were  usually  twelve  of  them,  and  as  Paris  could  not supply  them,  in  order  to  vary  this  with  the  necessary  frequency  these  evenings  were alternated  with  others,  where  only  the  same  number  of  distinguished  ladies  were admitted, from  the  class  of  solicitors  to  that of officers.  There are more  than  four or  five thousand  women  in  Paris  who  belong  to  one  or  the  other  of  these  classes,  whom necessity  or  luxury  compels  to  take  part  in  these  kinds  of  parties;  it  is  only  a  matter  of being  well  served  to  find  women  of  these  kinds,  and  as  our  libertines  were  to  a  great extent,  they  often  found  wonders  in  this  singular  class.  But  even  if  she  were  an  honest 


woman, she had to submit to everything, and the licentiousness that never admits of limits was  particularly  inflamed,  imposing  horrors  and  infamies  on  those  whom  nature  and social  conventions  seemed  inclined  to  keep  away  from  such  trials.  She  went  there, everything  had  to  be  done,  and  as  our  four  wretches  had  all  the  tastes  of  the  most debauched and famous debauchery, this essential consent to their desires was no small thing. 

The  third  supper  was  intended  for  the  vilest  and  most  defiled  beings  that  can exist.  To  those  who  know  the  deviations  of  debauchery,  this  refinement  will  seem  very simple;  it  is  very  voluptuous  to  wallow,  so  to  speak,  in  the  garbage  with  beings  of  this class;  in  it  one  finds  the  most  complete  abandon,  the  most  monstrous  debauchery,  the most  complete  debasement,  and  these  pleasures,  compared  with  those  enjoyed  the previous day or with the distinguished creatures who provided them, make both excesses more piquant. In this case, as the orgy was more complete, nothing had been forgotten to make  it  more  numerous  and  exciting.  About  a  hundred  whores  took  part  in  it  during  six hours,  and  very  often  not  all  of  the  hundred  came  out  in  one  piece.  But  let  us  not  get ahead of ourselves; these refinements have details that we cannot deal with yet. 

The fourth supper was reserved for virgins, whose ages ranged from seven to fifteen. Their condition was of no importance, only their face was important, which had to be  charming,  and  as  for  the  safety  of  their  first  fruits,  it  was  necessary  that  they  be authentic. 

What  an  incredible  refinement  of  licentiousness!  It  was  not  that  they  really wanted  to  take  all  those  roses.  How  could  they  have  done  so  when  they  were  always offered in the number of twenty, and when of our four libertines only two were in a state to indulge in the act in question, and one of the other two, the lessor of contributions, had no erection,  and the  bishop  could not  at  all  enjoy  himself except  in  a  manner  that, I  agree, might  dishonour  a  virgin  but  which  always  left  her  intact?  It  does  not  matter.  It  was necessary that the twenty first fruits should be there, and those who were not harmed by them  became  the  prey  for  them  of  certain  servants  who  were  as  licentious  as  their masters and who were always near them for more than one reason. 


Apart from these four dinners, there was a secret and private one every Friday, much  less  numerous  than  the  other  four,  although  perhaps  infinitely  more  expensive. 

Only  four  young  ladies  of  high  rank,  abducted  from  their  parents'  homes  by  means  of deceit and money, were admitted to this dinner. The wives of our libertines almost always took  part  in  this  orgy,  and  their  extreme  submission,  their  care,  their  services,  made  it always more exciting. As for the food at these dinners, it is needless to say that it was as abundant as it was exquisite. None of these dinners cost less than ten thousand francs, and there was accumulated there everything that France and abroad can offer that is rare and exquisite. The wines and liquors were of the highest quality and abundant, the fruits of all seasons were found there even in winter, and it can be assured, in a word, that the table of the first monarch of the earth was not served with such luxury and magnificence. 

Let us now retrace our steps and paint each of these four characters as best we can  for  the  reader,  not  by  embellishing  them  to  seduce  or  charm,  but  by  painting  them with the very brushes of nature, which, for all its disorder, is often sublime, even when it is most  depraved.  For,  let  us  dare  to  say  it  in  passing,  if  crime  lacks  that  kind  of  delicacy which is found in virtue, does it not continually have a character of grandeur and sublimity which makes it always superior to the monotonous and effeminate charms of virtue? You will tell us of the utility of the one and the other. But is it for us to scrutinize the laws of nature;  are  we  to  decide  for  ourselves  whether  vice,  being  as  necessary  to  it  as  virtue, does not perhaps inspire in us in equal proportion an inclination towards one or the other by reason of its needs? But let us proceed. 

The  Duke  of  Blangis,  who  had  already  acquired  a  vast  fortune  at  the  age  of eighteen,  and  had  since  increased  it  by  the  income  he  received,  suffered  all  the  many inconveniences  that  arise  around  a  rich  young  man,  with  influence,  who  does  not  deny himself  anything;  in  such  cases  the  measure  of  one's  strength  is  almost  always  that  of one's vices, and one is less restrained the greater the facilities for obtaining everything. If the  Duke  had  received  from  nature  some  primitive  qualities,  perhaps  these  would  have balanced the dangers of his position; but this extravagant mother, who sometimes seems to come to an understanding with fortune so that the latter favours all the vices which she 


bestows  on  certain  beings,  from  whom  she  expects  care  very  different  from  that  which virtue  supposes,  and  this  because  she  needs  these  as  well  as  those,  nature,  I  say,  by bestowing immense wealth on Blangis, had precisely also offered him all the impulses, all the inspirations necessary to abuse his fortune. With a very black and perverse spirit, he had  given  him  the  vilest  and  hardest  soul,  accompanied  by  the  disorders  of  taste  and caprice from which sprang the frightful licentiousness to which the duke was so singularly inclined. He had been born false, harsh, imperious, barbarous, selfish, as prodigal in his pleasures as he was avaricious in being useful; a liar, a glutton, a drunkard, a coward, a sodomite,  an  incestuous,  a  murderer,  an  arsonist,  a  thief;  and  not  a  single  virtue compensated for so many vices. What am I saying? Not only did he not respect any, but all virtues caused him horror; and he was often heard to say that a man, to be truly happy in this world, should not only indulge in all vices, but also never indulge in any virtue; and that it was not only a matter of always doing wrong, but also of never doing good. 

The duke said: 

"There are many people who only indulge in evil when their passions lead them on; and once they have recovered from their errors, their souls return quietly to the paths of virtue, and spend their lives in struggles with errors and errors with remorse, without it being possible to say what part they have played on earth. Such beings," he continued, 

"must  be  unfortunate: always  floating, always  indecisive,  their  lives  passing by  hating  in the morning what they have done in the evening. Quite certain of regretting the pleasures they enjoy, they shudder to allow themselves them, so that they become at once virtuous in crime and criminals in virtue. My character, which is firmer," added our hero, "will never be contradicted in this way: I never hesitate in my decisions, and as I am always sure of finding  pleasure  in  what  I  do,  regret  never  affects  what  attracts  me."  Immutable  in  my principles,  because  I  was  solidly  formed  in  them  from  my  youth,  I  always  act  in accordance  with  them.  Through  them  I  have  known  the  emptiness  and  nothingness  of virtue;  I  hate  it,  and  I will  never  fall  into  it. My  principles have  convinced me that  vice  is made so that man may experience that moral and physical vibration which is the source of  the  most  delicious  voluptuousness,  to  which  I  give  myself  over.  From  an  early  age  I 


placed myself above the chimeras of religion, convinced that the existence of the creator is a scandalous absurdity in which not even children believe. I do not even need to force my  inclinations  to  please  them.  I  have  received  these  inclinations  from  nature,  and  I  do not want to irritate it by restraining them; if nature has granted me bad ones it is because they were necessary for its designs. I am only a machine in its hands which it makes work at will, and not a single one of my crimes fails to serve it; the more crimes it advises me to commit, the more it needs, and I would be a fool to oppose it. Therefore, I have only the laws against me, but I defy them. My gold and my influence put me above those vulgar scourges that should only affect the people. 

If it was objected to the duke that all men have ideas of right and wrong, which could only be the product of nature, because they were found in all peoples, even in those who were not civilized, he replied that these ideas were always relative, that the stronger always found what the weaker considered unjust very just, and that if they were changed from one place to another, both would at the same time change their way of thinking, from which  he  concluded  that  the  only  thing  really  just  was  that  which  caused  pleasure,  and unjust that which caused distress; that the moment he took a hundred louis from a man's pocket,  he  did  a  very  just  thing  for  himself,  although  the  man  who  had  been  robbed thought it quite the opposite; that all these ideas, being arbitrary, served to chain fools. By these  reasonings  the  duke  justified  all  his  misdeeds,  and,  as  he  was  very  clever,  his arguments  seemed  decisive.  The  duke,  therefore,  conforming  his  conduct  to  his philosophy, had, from his youth, given himself up to the most shameful and extraordinary errors.  His  father,  who  had  died  young,  had  left  him,  as  I  have  said,  the  owner  of  an immense  fortune,  but  had  made  a  clause  in  his  will  according  to  which  the  young  man was  to  leave  his  mother,  as  long  as  he  lived,  to  enjoy  a  large  part  of  this  fortune.  This condition soon displeased Blangis, and as a criminal, considering that only poison could help him, he resolved to use it immediately. But as the scoundrel was then beginning the career of vice, he did not dare to act personally; he commissioned one of his sisters, with whom he had criminal relations, to carry out the poisoning, giving her to understand that if she succeeded, she would give him part of the fortune that he would receive as a result of 


the death of his mother. But the young girl was horrified at such a project, and the duke, seeing  that  his  ill-informed  secret  might  betray  him,  immediately  decided  to  add  to  his victim  the  one  he  had  intended  to  make  his  accomplice;  he  took  them  to  one  of  his estates, from whence the two unfortunate women never returned. Nothing encourages so much  as  a  first  crime  with  impunity.  After  this  trial,  the  duke  broke  all  his  restraints.  As soon  as  anyone  opposed  the  slightest  obstacle  to  his  desires,  poison  was  immediately used.  From  necessary  murders  he  soon  passed  to  those  of  voluptuousness;  he conceived this unfortunate perversion which makes us find pleasure in the misfortunes of others; he perceived that a violent shock imposed on any adversary gives to the whole of our  nerves  a  vibration  whose  effect,  by  irritating  the  animal  spirits  circulating  in  the concavity of these nerves, forces them to press the erector nerves and produce, after this shock, what is called a lubricious sensation. He therefore began to commit robberies and murders, having as his sole principle debauchery and licentiousness, just as another, to inflame these same passions, contented himself with going to a public house. At the age of twenty-three, together with three of his companions in vice, into whom he had instilled his philosophy, he resolved to stop a stage-coach on the main road, rape both the women and the men, murder them afterwards, seize the money which they had no need of, and all three of them, that same evening, meet at a ball at the Opera in order to have an alibi. 

This  crime  was  committed:  two  charming  young  ladies  were  raped  and  murdered  in  the arms of their mother, and many other horrors may be added to that, but no one suspected anything.  Tired  of  the  charming  wife  his  father  had  given  him  before  he  died,  young Blangis  soon  sent  her  away  to  keep  company  with  his mother's men, his  sister,  and  his other victims, in order to marry a very rich but publicly dishonored maiden whom he knew well was his brother's mistress. She was the mother of Aline, one of the protagonists of our  novel,  of  whom  we  have  spoken  before.  This  second  wife,  soon  sacrificed  like  the first, gave way to a third, who soon suffered the same fate as the second. It was said that it was his corpulence that killed all his women, and as his gigantism was exact in every respect,  the  duke  allowed  a  rumour  to  spread  which  veiled  the  truth.  This  hideous colossus  gave  the  impression  of  Hercules  or  a  centaur.  The  duke  was  five  feet  eleven 


inches tall, had limbs of great strength and energy, joints endowed with tremendous vigor, elastic  nerves;  and  add  to  this  a  fierce,  virile  face,  large  black  eyes,  beautiful  dark eyebrows, an aquiline nose, fine teeth, a healthy and fresh appearance, strong shoulders, broad  but  shapely  shoulders,  beautiful  hips,  superb  buttocks,  the  most  beautiful  legs  in the  world,  a  temper  of  iron,  the  strength  of  a  horse,  and  the  member  of  a  real  mule, surprisingly  hairy,  endowed  with  the  faculty  of  ejecting  its  sperm  as  many  times  as  it pleased in a day, even at the age of fifty, which was his at the time, an almost continuous erection  of  said  member,  which  was  eight  inches  in  circumference  by  twelve  in  length, and we have the true portrait of the Duke of Blangis. But if this masterpiece of nature was violent  in  his  desires,  what,  my  God,  did  he  become  when  the  intoxication  of voluptuousness took hold of him? He was not a man, but a furious tiger. Woe to him who then  served  his  passions!  Frightful  cries,  atrocious blasphemies  issued  from  his  swollen chest, his eyes blazed, his mouth foamed, he neighed, one might have taken him for the god of lust. Whatever his manner of pleasure at that time, his hands necessarily did not know what they were doing, and he had been seen more than once to strangle a woman at  the  moment  of  his  perfidious  discharge.  When  he  came  to,  the  most  complete indifference  to  the  infamies  he  had  just  allowed  himself  soon  took  the  place  of  his bewilderment,  and  from  this  indifference,  this  sort  of  apathy,  new  sparks  of voluptuousness were born almost immediately. 

The duke, in his youth, had discharged his member eighteen times in one day, and never was seen more exhausted the last time than the first. Seven or eight times in succession did not frighten him, even though he was fifty years old. For nearly twenty-five years he had become accustomed to passive sodomy, the attacks of which he sustained with the same vigor with which he returned them actively, a moment later, when he liked to change roles. In a bet he had withstood up to fifty-five assaults in one day. Endowed, as we have said, with prodigious strength, he only needed one hand to rape a girl, which he had done several times. One day he bet that he would smother a horse between his legs,  and  the  animal  burst  at  the  moment  the  duke  had  indicated.  His  excesses  at  the table exceeded, if that is possible, those in bed. The quantity of provisions he swallowed 


was almost inconceivable. He regularly ate three meals a day, as copious as they were long,  washed  down  with  ten  bottles  of  Burgundy  wine;  he  had  drunk  thirty  at  one  time, and was willing to bet against anyone that he would drink fifty; but his drunkenness took on the character of his passions; when spirits or wines went to his head, he became so furious that he had to be tied up. And yet, who would have thought it so, it is true that the soul  responds  so badly  to  bodily  dispositions;  a  determined  child would  have  frightened this  colossus,  for  when  he  could  not  use  tricks  or  treachery  to  get  rid  of  his  enemy,  he became timid and cowardly, and the idea of a less dangerous fight, even on equal terms, would have made him flee to the ends of the earth. Nevertheless, as usual, he had taken part  in  one  or  two  military  campaigns,  with  so  little  honour  that  he  had  to  leave  the service.  Maintaining  his  baseness  with  as  much  wit  as  impudence,  he  haughtily pretended  that,  since  cowardice  was  a  desire  to  preserve  oneself,  it  was  perfectly impossible for sensible people to consider it a defect. 


"With  the  same  moral  traits,  and  adapted  to  a  physical  existence  infinitely inferior  to  that  which  has  just  been  sketched,  we  have  the  portrait  of  the  Bishop  of  ..., brother of the Duke of Blangis. The same blackness of soul, the same inclination to crime, the  same  contempt  for  religion,  the  same  atheism,  the  same  villainy,  the  weaker  spirit, and  yet  more  skilful  and  artful  in  losing  his  victims,  but  with  a  more  slender  and  light figure,  a  puny  body,  of  wavering  health,  delicate  nerves,  a  greater  refinement  in pleasures,  mediocre  faculties,  a  very  common,  even  small,  member,  but  handled  with such  skill  and  always ejaculating  so  little  that  his  continually  inflamed  imagination made him susceptible, as in the case of his brother, of enjoying pleasure as frequently as this one; on the other hand, his sensations were of such fineness, his nerves were excited to such an extreme, that he often fainted at the moment of his discharge, and almost always lost consciousness. 

He  was  forty-five  years  old,  with  a  delicate  face,  very  beautiful  eyes,  but  a wicked  mouth  and  rotten  teeth,  a  white,  hairless  body,  a  small,  well-formed  rear,  and  a member  five  inches  in  circumference  and  six  inches  long.  An  idolater  of  sodomy,  both 


active and passive, and more of the latter than the former, he spent his life having himself fucked in the ass, and this pleasure, which never required a great expenditure of strength, was accommodated by his meager means. We will speak later of his other tastes. As for the pleasures of the table, he carried them almost as far as his brother, but he put a little more sensuality into them. Monsignor, as infamous as his elder brother, had, on the other hand,  certain  traits  which  undoubtedly  put  him  on  the  same  level  as  the  celebrated exploits  of  the  hero  we  have  just  described.  We  will  content  ourselves  with  citing  one, which will suffice for the reader to see what such a man could be capable of, and what he knew and could do having done what is about to be read: One of her friends, a very rich man, had once been in love with a daughter of a good family, by whom he had had two children, a boy and a girl. However, he had never been  able  to  marry  her,  and  the  girl  married  another  man.  The  lover  of  this  unfortunate woman died young, but possessed of an immense fortune; without relatives for whom he felt affection, he decided to leave his property to the two unfortunate fruits of his love. 

On his deathbed he confided his plan to the bishop and gave him the two large dowries, which he put into two equal purses, entrusting him with the education of the two orphans and asking him to give each of them what was due to them when they came of age. At the same time he asked the prelate to manage the funds of his wards so that his fortune would be doubled. He also testified to him that he wished the mother to always be unaware  of  what  he  did  for  his  children,  and  demanded  that  the  matter  never  be discussed  with  her.  These  arrangements  having  been  made,  the  dying  man  closed  his eyes,  and  the  bishop  found  himself  the  owner  of  nearly  a  million  in  banknotes  and  two children. The wretch did not hesitate long to take his side: the dying man had only spoken to  him,  the  mother  was  to  be  unaware  of  everything,  the  children  were  only  four  or  five years old. He made public that his friend, before dying, had left his property to the poor, and from that very moment the infamous man took possession of it. But it was not enough to ruin the two unfortunate children. The bishop, who never committed one crime without immediately plotting another, had these children, with the consent of his friend, removed from  the  obscure  boarding-house  where  they  were  brought  up,  and  placed  them  in  the 


houses  of  persons  he  trusted,  determined  to  make  them  soon  victims  of  his  perfidious pleasures. He looked after them until they reached the age of thirteen. The first to reach this age was the boy; he made use of him, subjected him to all his orgies, and as he was very handsome, he amused himself with him for about eight days. But the girl was not so successful; she reached the prescribed age, being ugly, but nothing could stop the lewd fury  of  our  scoundrel.  His  desires  satisfied,  he  feared  that  if  he  let  these  boys  live  they would discover something of the secret that concerned them. He led them to his brother's estate, and convinced that he would find in a new crime the sparks of lust that pleasure had  just  made  him  lose,  he  sacrificed  them  both  to  his  ferocious  passions  and accompanied his death with episodes so spicy and so cruel that his voluptuousness was reborn  in  the  midst  of  the  torments  to  which  he  subjected  them.  The  secret  is unfortunately  too  safe,  and  there  is  no  libertine  anchored  in  vice  who  does  not  know  to what extent murder influences the senses and to what extent it determines a voluptuous discharge. This is a truth that the reader must assimilate before beginning to read a work that has to develop this 

system. 

Calmly, after committing his crimes, Monsignor returned to Paris ready to enjoy the  fruits  of  his  misdeeds,  and  without  the  slightest  remorse  for  having  betrayed  the intentions of a man incapable, due to his situation, of experiencing either pain or pleasure. 

President  Curval  was  the  dean  of  the  society;  sixty  years  old,  and  singularly worn out by debauchery, he looked like a skeleton. He was tall, gaunt, thin, with dull blue eyes, a livid, unhealthy mouth, a prominent chin, and a long nose. He was covered with hair  like  a  satyr,  with  a  straight  back  and  soft,  hanging  buttocks,  which  looked  like  two dirty tea towels swinging over his thighs, the skin of which was bruised by whipping and so  tanned  that  he  did  not  notice  when  he  was  pinched.  In  the  midst  of  all  this,  without having to separate the flesh, there was a huge orifice whose enormous diameter, smell, and color made it look more like a telescope than the hole of an ass. And, to top it all off, it was the habit of this Sodom-swine to always leave this part of his body in such a state of  filth  that  there  was  always  a  circle  of  filth  two  inches  thick  around  the  anus.  On  the 


lower part of the wrinkled, livid, and flabby belly, there was a forest of hairs, an instrument which, when erect, might be about eight inches long and seven inches in circumference; but this state was very rare, and a whole series of furious circumstances were necessary to make it erect. Nevertheless, it still had erections at least two or three times a week, and the President then went indiscriminately to all the holes, although the one in the backside of a young man was the one he liked best. The President had been circumcised, so that the head of his member was never covered, a ceremony which greatly facilitated pleasure and  which all  voluptuous  people  should undergo. Although  this  ceremony  is  intended  to keep  this  part  clean,  in  Curval's  case  it  was  not  so:  as  dirty  as  the  other,  this  hairless head, naturally large, was at least an inch wider than the circumference of the member. 

Equally filthy in his whole person, the President, who added to this inclinations as filthy as his person, was such a stinking character that not everyone could be pleased to approach him. But his cronies were not people who were likely to be shocked by such a trifle, and they did not speak to him about it. There had been few men as clever and unrestrained as the  President,  but  completely  fed  up,  absolutely  brutalized,  only  the  depravity  and debauchery of debauchery remained to him. It took more than three hours of excess, and excess  of  the  most  infamous  kind,  to  obtain  from  him  a  voluptuous  tickling.  As  for ejaculation, although it occurred more frequently than erection, and almost once a day, it was difficult to obtain, or it was achieved by doing things so singular, and often so cruel or filthy, that the agents of his pleasure often gave it up, which aroused in him a sort of lewd rage, which sometimes had better effects than his previous efforts. Curval was so sunk in the mire of vice and debauchery that it would have been impossible for him to talk about anything  else.  He  always  had  on  his  lips  as  well  as  in  his  heart  the  most  vulgar expressions, which he mixed with crude blasphemies and imprecations, arising from the genuine  horror  he  felt,  like  his  companions,  for  everything  that  concerned  religion.  This disorder of the spirit, increased still further by the almost continuous intoxication in which he liked to feel himself, gave him for some years an air of imbecility and brutality which, he declared, was very pleasant to him. 


As gluttonous as he was a drunk, he was the only one who could compete with the  duke,  and  throughout  this  story  we  will  see  him  perform  feats  that  will  undoubtedly amaze our famous eaters. 

Curval  had  not  held  office  for  ten  years,  not  only  because  he  was  unfit  for  it: even if he could have done so, I believe he would have been begged to abstain from it for the rest of his life. 

Curval had led a very dissolute life, every misadventure was familiar to him, and those  who  knew  him  particularly  suspected  that  he  owed  the  immense  fortune  he possessed  to  two  or  three  execrable  murders.  Be  that  as  it  may,  it  is  very  likely  for  the following  story  that  this  kind  of  excess  had  the  art  of  moving  him  intensely,  and  it  was because  of  this  adventure,  which  unfortunately  had  little  repercussion,  that  he  was excluded from the Court. We will relate it to give the reader an idea of his character. 

Near Curval's palace there lived a poor porter, the father of a beautiful girl, who was ridiculously a man of feeling. More than twenty times messages of all kinds had tried to corrupt this unfortunate man and his wife with propositions concerning their daughter, without  being  able  to  subdue  them;  and  Curval,  the  inspiration  of  these  embassies, irritated by the continual refusals, did not know what to do to enjoy the girl and subject her to his libidinous whims. At last he decided to simply overwhelm the father in order to be able  to  take  his  daughter  to  his  bed.  The  means  was  as  well  conceived  as  it  was executed. Two or three scoundrels in the pay of the president took care of the matter, and before  the month  was  out  the  unfortunate porter  found  himself  involved  in  an  imaginary crime supposedly committed before his door, which soon led him to the dungeons of the Conciergerie. The president, as we may suppose, immediately took charge of the matter, and as he had no wish to see the case dragged on, in three days, thanks to his rascality and his money, the unfortunate porter was condemned to the torture of the wheel, without having  committed  any  other  crime  than  that  of  defending  his  honour  and  that  of  his daughter. 

After this the siege began again. The mother was spoken to, and it was made clear  to  her  that  the  fate  of  her  husband  was  in  her  hands,  that  if  she  satisfied  the 


president,  she  would clearly  rescue her husband  from  the terrible fate  that  awaited  him. 

There  was  no  longer  any  room  for  doubt.  The  woman  went  to  seek  advice;  it  was perfectly  known  to  whom  she  would  go,  and  as  the  advisers  had  been  bought,  they immediately replied that there was no time to lose. The unfortunate woman herself carried her daughter, weeping, to the feet of her judge; he promised everything that was asked of him,  but  in  reality  he  was  far  from  keeping  his  word.  Not  only  did  she  fear  that  the released  husband  would  make  a  fuss  when  he  found  out  at  what  price  he  had  been saved, but the scoundrel took a keener pleasure in having what he wanted handed over without giving anything in return. 

On  top  of  all  this,  his  spirit  had  been  presented  with  episodes  of  wickedness that increased his perfidious lubricity. And here is what he planned to bring to the scene all the infamy and excitement he could: 

His palace was opposite a place where criminals were sometimes executed in Paris, and as the crime had been committed in that quarter, he arranged for the execution to  take  place  on  this  square  in  question.  At  the  appointed  time  he  had  the  mother  and daughter meet at the palace. Everything was well closed on the square side, so that in the chambers where he had his victims nothing could be seen of what was about to happen. 

The scoundrel, who knew the exact hour of the execution, chose that moment to deflower the  girl  in  her mother's  arms, and everything  was  arranged  with  such  skill  and precision that the wretch ejaculated into the maiden's ass at the moment when the father expired. 

Once he had finished, he said to his two maids, opening a window that looked out onto the square: 

-Come and see... Come and see how I have kept my word. 

And  the  two  unfortunate  women  saw,  one  of  them  her  father,  the  other  her husband,  dying  under  the  executioner's  iron.  Both  fell  unconscious,  but  Curval  had foreseen everything. This fainting was their agony: both were poisoned and never opened their eyes again. However much he took care to shroud this crime, in the shadows of the deepest  mystery  something  transpired:  the  death  of  the  two  women  was  unknown,  but prevarication  in  the  affair  of  the  husband  was  strongly  suspected.  The  motive  was  half 


known, and the result of all this was his retirement. From that moment Curval, no longer needing  to  maintain  decorum,  rushed  into  a  new  ocean  of  errors  and  crimes.  He  had victims sought everywhere to sacrifice to the perversity of his tastes. By a refinement of cruelty  atrocious, and yet easy  to  understand,  the  class  of misfortune  was  the preferred one to launch the effects of his perfidious rage. He had women who sought him out night and day in the garrets and pigpens for all the helpless things that poverty could offer, and under the pretext of helping them, he would poison them, which was one of his favourite pastimes, or he would lure them to his house and sacrifice them himself to the perversity of his tastes. Men, women, children, everything was good for his perfidious rage, and he committed excesses that might have brought him to the scaffold a thousand times over, had not his name and his gold prevented it. It is easy to understand that such a being was as far removed from religion as his companions; he detested it no doubt as supremely as they did, but he had done more to eradicate it from their hearts, for, taking advantage of his  wit  to  write  against  it,  he  was  the  author  of  several  works  whose  effects  had  been prodigious,  and  these  successes,  which  he  continually  recalled,  were  one  of  his  most dear pleasures. 

The more we multiply the objects of our enjoyment... (1). 


(a)...the weak years of childhood. 

(b)  Durcet  is  fifty-three  years  old,  short,  fat  and  robust,  with  a  pleasant  and fresh  face,  very  white  skin,  his  whole  body  and  especially  his  hips  and  buttocks, completely like a woman's; his arse is rosy, firm and plump, but excessively open due to the habit of sodomy; his penis is extraordinarily small, barely two inches in circumference by four inches long; he never gets an erection; his discharges are few and painful, sparse and always preceded by spasms that put him in a state of fury that leads him to crime; he has breasts like a woman's, a sweet and pleasant voice and is very honorable in society, although  he  has  a  head  as  depraved  as  that  of  his  friends.  A  schoolmate  of  the  Duke, they  still  have  fun  together  daily.  One  of  Durcet's  great  pleasures  is  having  his  anus tickled by the Duke's enormous member. 


Such,  in  a  word,  dear  reader,  are  the  four  criminals  with  whom  I  am  going  to make you spend a few months. I have described them to you as best I could so that you may  know  them  thoroughly  and  that  nothing  may  surprise  you  in  the  account  of  their various  misadventures.  It  has  been  impossible  for  me  to  go  into  the  particular  details  of their tastes, because to do so would have damaged the interest of the work and its main plan. But as the story progresses, you will only have to follow them closely and you will more easily discover their habitual sins and the kind of voluptuous mania that each one liked  best.  All  that  can  be  said  now,  roughly  speaking,  is  that  they  were  generally susceptible to the pleasure of sodomy, that all four had themselves fucked regularly and idolized asses. 


(1) Place here the portrait of Durcet found in notebook 18, bound in pink, and after  having  finished  this  portrait  with  the  words  from  the  notebooks...  (a),  continue  as follows (b): 


The Duke, however, because of his great corpulence and, no doubt, more out of cruelty than pleasure, also fucked pussies with the greatest pleasure. 

The president also did it sometimes, but more rarely. 

As  for  the  bishop,  he  detested  them  so  supremely  that  their  mere  presence would have unhinged him for six months. He had only screwed one in his life, that of his sister-in-law, and with the intention of having a son who could one day provide him with the pleasures of incest. We have already seen how he achieved his aims. 

As  for  Durcet,  he  idolized  the  ass  at  least  as  ardently  as  the  bishop,  but  he enjoyed it in a more accessory manner; his favorite attacks were directed against a third temple. This mystery will be deciphered later. Let us finish with the portraits essential to the  understanding of  this  work  and now  give  readers  an  idea of  the  four  wives  of  these respectable husbands. 



What a contrast! Constance, the Duke's wife and daughter of Durcet, was a tall, slender  woman,  worthy  of  painting,  and  formed  as  if  the  Graces  had  been  pleased  to beautify  her;  but  the  elegance  of  her  figure  was  not  in  the  least  surpassed  by  her freshness; she was plump, and the most delicious forms, which were displayed under a skin  whiter  than  lilies,  gave  rise  to  the  idea  that  Love  himself  had  taken  the  trouble  to fashion her. Her face was somewhat elongated, with extraordinarily noble features, more majesty than gentleness, more authority than refinement. Her eyes were large, black, and full of fire; her mouth was extremely small, and adorned with the most beautiful teeth that could  be  suspected;  she  had  a  thin,  narrow  tongue,  of  a  beautiful  red  colour,  and  her breath  was  sweeter  than  the  scent  of  roses.  Her  breasts  were  full,  firm,  and  white  as alabaster, and their sides sloped delightfully down to the most artistically formed arse that nature had long produced. It was quite round, not very large, but firm, white, plump, and only  opened  to  offer  the  neatest,  prettiest,  most  delicate  little  hole.  A  faint  rosy  tinge coloured  this  arse,  a  charming  refuge  for  the  sweetest  pleasures  of  lubricity.  But,  good God, how short a time did it retain so many attractions! Four or five attacks by the Duke soon withered all the graces, and Constance, after her marriage, was soon nothing more than  the  image  of  a  beautiful  lily  that  the  tempest  had  just  broken.  Two  round  and perfectly  moulded  thighs  supported  another  temple,  less  delicious  no  doubt,  but  which offered  to  its  adherent  so  many  attractions  that  it  would  be  useless  for  my  pen  to  try  to paint  them.  Constance  had  been more  or  less  a  virgin  when  the  Duke married  her,  and her  father,  the  only  man  she  had  ever  known,  had  left  her,  as  has  been  said,  perfectly whole  in  that  respect.  The  most  beautiful  black  hair,  which  fell  in  natural  curls  over  her shoulders,  and,  when  desired,  reached  to  the  pretty  down  of  the  same  colour  which shaded  her  voluptuous  little  cunt,  became  a  new  ornament  which  it  would  have  been wrong to omit; and had just lent to this angelic creature, who must have been about two and twenty years of age, all the charms that nature can bestow on a woman. To all her charms  Constance  added  a  spirit  that  was  fair,  pleasant,  and  higher  than  might  have been  expected  from  the  sad  situation  in  which  fate  had  placed  her,  and  the  horror  of 


which  she  fully  felt;  and  with  a  less  delicate  sensibility  she  would  doubtless  have  been happier. 

Durcet, who had brought her up more as a courtesan than as a daughter, and who had only cared to give her good manners than morality, had not, however, been able to destroy in her heart the principles of honesty and virtue with which nature had endowed her.  She  had  no  religion,  she  had  never  been  spoken  to  about  it,  she  had  never  been allowed  to  practice  it,  but  all  this  had  not  extinguished  in  her  that  modesty,  that  natural modesty which is independent of religious chimeras and which, in an honest and sensitive soul, hardly vanishes. She had never left her father's house, and the wretch had used her for  his  debauched  pleasures  from  the  age  of  twelve.  She  found  much  difference  in  the enjoyment the duke had with her, her physique was noticeably altered because of it, and the  day  after  she  had been  sodomitically  deflowered  by the duke  she  fell  seriously  ill.  It was  thought  that  the  rectum  had  been  completely  perforated,  but  his  youth,  his  health, and  the  effect  of  some  medicines  soon  restored  the  Duke  to  the  use  of  this  forbidden route, and the unfortunate Constance, forced to become accustomed to this daily torment, which  was  not  the  only  one,  recovered  completely  and  became  accustomed  to everything. 


Adelaide,  Durcet's  wife  and  the  President's  daughter,  was  perhaps  a  beauty superior to Constance, but of an entirely different kind. She was twenty years old, short, slim, delicate and fragile, made to be painted, and had the most beautiful blond hair that one could see. An air of interest and sensitivity enveloped her whole person, especially in her  facial  features,  giving  her  the  appearance  of  a  heroine  from  a  novel.  Her  eyes, extraordinarily large, were blue and expressed both tenderness and decency. Two long, fine  eyebrows,  regularly  drawn,  adorned  a  forehead  that  was  not  very  high  but  of  such nobility  and  attractiveness  that  it  was  the  temple  of  modesty  itself.  Her  narrow  nose,  a little  pinched  at  the  top,  slanted  imperceptibly  into  a  semi-aquiline  shape.  Her  lips  were thin and bright red, and her mouth, a little large, was the only defect of her blue face, only opening  to  reveal  thirty-two  pearls  that  nature  seemed  to  have  sown  among  the  roses. 


Her neck was rather long, and peculiarly shaped, and, by a quite natural habit, her head was always bent towards her right shoulder, especially when she was listening. But how much grace this interesting attitude gave her! Her breast was small, very round and firm, but could hardly fill a hand. They were like two little apples that Love, playing around, had brought  there  after  stealing  them  from  his  mother's  garden.  Her  breast  was  slightly sunken  and  very  delicate,  her  belly  smooth  and  as  if  made  of  satin,  and  a  little  blond mound with little hair served as a peristyle to the temple where Venus seemed to demand her  homage.  This  temple  was  narrow,  so  narrow  that  one  could  not  put  a  finger  into  it without  making  her  cry  out  in  pain,  and  yet,  thanks  to  the  president,  for  nearly  two decades the poor girl had not been a virgin, either on this side or on the other, delightful, of which we have not yet spoken. How many attractions this second temple possessed, how beautiful was the line of her flanks, what a cut of her buttocks, how much whiteness and  rosiness  united!  But  the  whole  thing  was  rather  small.  Delicate  in  all  her  forms, Adélaïde was more the sketch than the model of beauty; it seemed as if Nature had only wished to indicate in Adélaïde what she had so majestically achieved in Constance. If one opened that delicious ass, a rosebud would then present itself to one, and it was in all its freshness and in the softest pinkness as Nature had wished to present it; but how narrow, how small! So small that only with infinite effort had the President been able to succeed in his attacks, two or three times at most. 

Durcet,  less  exacting,  made  her  little  unhappy  on  this  subject;  but  since  she was  his  wife,  with  what  cruel  indulgences,  with  what  a  quantity  of  other  dangerous submissions, did  she have to  purchase  this small  benefit!  And on the other  hand, given over  to  the  four  libertines,  by  virtue  of  the  established  agreement,  how  many  cruel assaults awaited her, of the kind that pleased Durcet, and all the others! 

Adelaïde  had  a  spirit  to  match  her  face,  that  is  to  say,  extremely  romantic;  it was  the  solitary  places  that  she  sought  out with  the greatest  pleasure,  and  in  them  she often  shed  involuntary  tears,  tears  which  one  does  not  quite  know  the  cause  of,  and which  one
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