VICTORIANA

PART TWO
After Fenella had left Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe sat down at her rosewood writing desk and reached for a pen. ‘I think that I ought to speak to Jolyons and the result might be interesting,’ she reflected as she wrote a few lines before slipping the perfumed paper into an envelope and ringing for the maid who hurried into the room and stood in front of her with her head bowed. Yvette knew that it only took a few seconds delay to incur a thorough spanking and her bottom was still smarting from the punishment she’d endured the previous day when she’d spilled bread crumbs on the carpet. Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe was a very strict but fair employer with a strong arm and a thorough knowledge of the female anatomy.

'Yvette, go to my daughter’s house and make sure that her husband gets this note and wait for a reply.'

Almost two hours later when she was just beginning to wonder why it had taken so long she heard the sound of a carriage drawing up at the front door and, a few minutes later, Yvette, looking flushed and walking awkwardly, entered the room. 
Before her mistress could berate her for taking so long she spoke. 'Mr. Baker-Steward has come back with me, Madam.' She announced as she dropped a curtsey wincing as if pain had lanced through her pert bottom and, before Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe could investigate the strange behaviour of her maid, she was interrupted by her son-in-law.

'My dear Prudence, I thought that I'd better deliver my reply in person! That will be all, Yvette' A deep masculine voice said  as he stood behind the parlour maid who squeaked, her face showing the expression of a girl who'd just been unexpectedly but enjoyably pinched, then she disappeared leaving Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe alone with her handsome son-in-law.
The French maid did not go far but stood outside with her ear glued to the door and with her legs crossed to keep the liquid filling her cunny from running down her thighs. She was unaware that further up her sex-passage the Honourable Jolyons Baker-Stewart’s potent spermatozoa had begun their epic struggle to find a fertile egg and that one, stronger than the rest, reached its goal.
The Honourable Jolyons Baker-Steward was big with a fierce moustache and sideburns. He was a reasonably well favoured man, with a sharp mind and imperturbable disposition and he'd cheerfully accepted his mother-in-law's suggestion that he should use her first name, after he married Fenella.

'Well, Prudence! Your letter said that you wanted to urgently discuss the way I treat dear Fenella and that suggests that you have some complaint which disturbs me no end as I thought that our marriage was going rather well and that your daughter was happy.'  He said as he sat down on the chair that his wife had recently occupied and, receiving Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe approving nod, he lit a small cigar. ‘The only fly in the ointment, as far as I can see, is that she is not yet with child but it’s early days.’

'I'm sure that she is happy and that your marriage is a good one! What I had in mind was advice rather than complaints. I have to make clear that Fenella has not complained to me but, as an older woman who was married to a man-of-the-world, I am able to see things in a different light. I understand that sometime you put Fenella across your knee and that you spank her posterior.'

'She told you that did she?' He said thoughtfully, a cloud of cigar smoke obscuring his facial expression thereby not allowing his mother-in-law to see that his eyes had lost their bonhomie and had become cold and cruel.

'My daughter has no secrets from me.' Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe said complacently. 'Don't misunderstand me, Jolyons, I in no way disapprove. Fenella tends to act first and think later, a trait which often makes punishment necessary and I spanked her regularly and soundly while she was under my control but now of course I have no further authority over her. I'm not at all displeased that you chastise her but what concerns me is that you seem to be doing it so inadequately and that she might be slipping back into her wilful ways!'

'Dear me, I am sorry that you should find fault with me!' Robert said expressionlessly. 'I don't think I've been described as inadequate before and had not appreciated that my wife is being wilful. You mean, I take it, that I'm not smacking her hard or long enough to keep her in control!'

'Exactly!' Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe exclaimed. 'Of course I realise that you have little experience in such matters. Young people these days lack the thorough training that their elders were subjected to but my daughter was brought up in the old way and she needs strict handling.'

'I did go to public school! However I have to admit to a lack of experience in chastising nineteen years old young, married ladies.'

'Or of any age?' Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe queried as she smirked at he son-in-law’s admittance that she knew more about female correction than he did.

'I'm not sure that I understand you or why I'm here, Prudence.' Jolyons asked in a quiet manner which, if Prudence had not been so full of her own importance, she would have recognised as being more threatening than shouting.

'You are here to gain more experience and to learn, Jolyons, to learn that an adult, feminine posterior can take a great deal of punishment without any real harm.' Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe exclaimed triumphantly.

'That's a very interesting suggestion and whose posterior is going to suffer, Prudence? Yvette...she's a very attractive woman, in a pert Parisian way, but would she accept the indignity of a whipping?' Jolyons said calmly as he tapped the ash from his cigar.

'’Yvette, for your information, has had her bottom well birched before now and will undoubtedly be birched again, sooner or later, but she is just a servant so for the moment the bottom to be chastised...will be mine!'

For the first time, since she'd known him Jolyon's face wore an expression of utter astonishment then he began to laugh softly. 'Prudence! One of the many joys of marrying Fenella is that I gained a beautiful and wildly unconventional mother-in-law but can you really be serious? Pardon me but any man would be startled and some quite shocked by the prospect of spanking the bottom of his wife's mother!'
'I'm sure I can conjure up many men who would be only too delighted to have the chance. Is the idea that shocking that a mother would want her daughter to be happy?' Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe asked haughtily.

'Not to me! I know that some women receive intense satisfaction from a stinging bottom and that some have understanding husbands and others have female friends with similar tastes.' Jolyons said bluntly hinting that he knew more than she’d imagined. ‘But that you would volunteer to teach me how to punish a female posterior is rather unconventional but delightful.’

'Any mother would do the same and I am fortunate to have a collection of canes and other instruments of correction, that my late husband collected, upstairs and which he used on a regular basis however this time I'm proposing that you use them as I instruct you what is good and what you should not do!' Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe said giving him an enchanting but smug smile. 'Do I have an understanding son-in-law who is willing to learn to make my little girl happy?'

'Indeed you do!' Jolyons replied, managing to conceal his anger. 'Of course I am willing to do anything to make Fenella happy and fortunately I am a quick-learner so I am sure I will make you proud of me. Shall I come upstairs with you now?'
Shaking her head his mother-in-law replied. 'I will go and prepare myself and Yvette will bring you when it's time. Please help yourself from the liquor cabinet.'
Jolyons sat sipping sherry while he mulled over what his mother-in-law had said and he decided that the lady had stepped over an invisible line and needed to learn that no one tells the Honourable Jolyons Baker-Steward how to treat his wife especially one who had been patient and decided to take his time in educating his young wife into the art of serving her husband.
Fifteen long minutes later the French maid entered and dropped a curtsey. 'My mistress is ready for you now, Sir.'
Jolyons looked at the slim self-possessed maid, in the neat uniform, and thought back to earlier that afternoon when he’d pulled her across his knees and had given her a jolly good spanking before making her kneel, on all fours, on the carpet and giving her a seeing-to she’d never forget. He knew that she’d had no time to clean herself up and that probably his sperm would be dripping from her cunny even as she stood in front of him.  

'Do you know what's going to happen?' He asked the blushing maid.

Nodding Yvette replied. 'I've been with Madam since I was a girl and there are no secrets in this house. Sometimes she craves punishment and other ladies come and she cries a lot then finds it very uncomfortable to sit down for at least a day but I think it will be better for her to be punished by a man because that is the natural order of things.'

‘Well said and you, Yvette, would you rather be punished by a man or woman?'

'It's very humiliating to be punished by my own sex, Sir. When Madam makes me bend over, in front of her friends, I know that they enjoy the sight of my bare bottom squirming under the birch and it humiliates me while, at the same time, it makes me feel all funny in a good way. Sometimes they take turns to spank me and I have to lie across each woman's lap, one after the other, till I'm weeping and pleading for mercy while my bottom feels as if it is on fire. It's not dignified especially when they dismiss me without allowing me to have my satisfaction...you do understand what I mean, Sir?' Suzette asked as she blushed vividly.

'I do understand, Yvette, but you could always give notice.' Jolyons suggested.

'Leave my position with Madam just because sometimes I have a sore bottom…that's out of the question, Sir!’ Suzette blurted out as she stared at him as if he was mad to make such a suggestion. ‘However to sometime be punished by a man would be a pleasant change…as you did today.'  

'That was a very pleasant interlude and I definitively believe that it should be repeated, at regular interval, but that is something we may discuss later! You have probably guessed what I am going to do to your mistress and I can assure, whatever you hear, that I will not harm her so I would appreciate it if you would not interfere.' Jolyons said as he handed her a guinea then followed the maid up two flights of stairs to a room at the end of the corridor. 
Yvette knocked and announced that the Honourable Mr. Baker-Steward was awaiting her mistress.

