VICTORIANA

PART THREE

On the other side of the door Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe was in a state not far from panic as the import of what she had set in motion hit her. What had seemed like a good idea when she’d written the note now seemed like folly. Her husband had passed over some twelve years before and this would be the first time she’d been alone with a man since. With Yvette's assistance she'd undressed and now wore only a knee-length chemise of white silk, having shed the rest of her underwear, and the flimsy material clung to her voluptuous body like lover’s hands. Her long glossy black hair, which almost reached her waist, had been pulled back and tied with a red ribbon making her look much younger than she was. This was the way she usually prepared herself, before being ceremoniously conducted to the room where her female friends waited on one of their very special evenings, but the notion of exposing herself like this to a younger man was deeply disconcerting however she was made of stern stuff and, taking a deep breath and licking her dry lips, she called out for Jolyons to enter.

Her son-in-law gave the impression that he was relaxed, confident and faintly amused by the situation. His first glance took her in, an expression of admiration crossed his face as he took in the voluptuous figure barely hidden by the chemise, and then he looked around the room and noted the narrow single bed, the sturdy bench with the padded top, the bucket with a birch rod soaking in it and a rack on the wall displaying a dozen different instruments of chastisement. Straps and canes, paddles of wood and leather, a martinet and a couple of riding whips formed a formidable collection and he knew that he was at the beginning of a new adventure which, if he handled it correctly, could lead to him acquiring a new sex-slave to add to his already considerable harem.

Ignoring her, knowing that it would increase her arrogance, he walked around the room. 'What's this?' He asked Prudence after he'd walked up to the rack and had taken down one of the instruments which was not familiar to him. It had a wooden handle into which was set three slim and very flexible whalebone switches, an inch or so apart.

'Have you ever heard a girl say that she would get toko if she was found out? That, my dear Robert, is a toko and it's a great favourite with strict governess and it stings abominably!' She said not being able to hide her satisfaction at finding out that her son-in-law was indeed rather naïve and therefore malleable. She felt superior and asked herself whether she had rash in her selection of husband fro her only daughter.
Jolyons switched the instrument experimentally, through the air, and it made a snake-like hissing sound as it parted the air and he grinned at the expression on his mother-in-law’s face. He realised that she longed for him to use it on her posterior but he was a master at prolonging anticipation thus heightening the compliance of his victim so he returned the toko to the rack. 'I shall certainly try it later, my dear mother-in-law, but first what is required is a real spanking so that I can learn how much a female posterior can endure for it is the reason for this interlude, isn’t it Prudence.' He said allowing a certain tone of sarcasm to colour his words.

Taking his time he chose a straight-backed chair, in the middle of the room, and sat down on it and beckoned Prudence and she came to him without hesitation. Her expressive face was glowing with a piquant mixture of shame, fright, arrogance and excitement and the voluptuous bosom, under the silk chemise, was rising and falling distractingly and he could clearly see that her nipples were rock-hard. There was no doubt that she was relishing this pivotal moment in her relationship with her son-in-law unaware of the trap she herself had set.

'When I spank my wife she drapes herself over my knees so I suppose we better start there so over you go, Prudence!' He said mildly as if unsure of himself.
Full of her own self-importance Mrs. Prudence Peregrine-Smythe wriggled into position across his lap with toes and fingers touching the carpet to keep her well-balanced. Her heavy, unfettered breasts were dragged down by gravity so that dangled and swung against his calf as he adjusted her position until he was satisfied that she was in the optimum position for what he had in mind. He was sure that she had meant to receive the punishment through her sole garment so, to heighten her humiliation, Jolyons reached for the hem of her chemise and, before she could stop him, he folded it waist-high baring her ivory bottom. He looked down with admiration at the shapely legs and full, firm and delightfully rounded buttocks separated by a deep crevice from which tufts of luxuriant, dark pubic hairs protruded. 

Prudence had been taken completely by surprise by being bared to his gaze but did not want to appear that she was not in control so she controlled her initial urge to try to cover her behind and instead did nothing to cover her nakedness. She was unaware that unconsciously she was flexing her muscles, in anticipation of the first smack, and it caused the fleshy cheeks to ripple enticingly and draw his eyes towards the deep, hairy crevasse. 

Jolyons certainly wasn't thinking that this was his wife's mother but that here was an extremely attractive woman, of forty two, with a penchant for having her shapely bottom tanned and who knew what else and who thought that she was more knowledgeable than him. It was the one thing about Prudence which had always irked him, her arrogance but if she wanted her bottom tamed he was only too happy to oblige her. Taking his time and judging the moment precisely he delivered the first resounding slap to her left cheek enjoying the sensation of warm, bare, feminine flesh quivering and undulating under his hand. A swiftly matching slap to the other cheek left red, stinging fingerprints glowing on the creamy skin then, before she had time to realise her mistake, he settled down to a thorough and methodical spanking. 

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

The remorseless regularity and accuracy of his solid and stinging slaps quickly flooded her sensitive buttocks with a smarting heat which invaded that neglected pouch between her sturdy thighs and made her squeal, wriggle and yelp out unavailing protests and it was then that she realised that she’d underestimated her son-in-law and that he was displaying a remarkable skill in chastising a female bottom.

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

'Please, Jolyons...that's too hard...that's much too hard.... please...have pity! I'm roasting!' She cried out as fire invaded her large bottom.

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!
'Nonsense, Prudence!' Jolyons said as he temporarily changed the area of punishment to her upper thighs. Her squeals became louder and shriller as the tender flesh glowed, first pink then scorching red under his big, hard hand. 'You're just getting nicely warmed up and can take a lot more and moreover do not forget that it was your idea that I should practice on your bottom to gain the expertise to make your daughter happy!'

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

Squirming miserably Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe remembered all too clearly the many times she'd used those same words to Fenella and the strength of the further punishment which had followed as the excitement of handing out the punishment had overridden any mercy she might have felt for her daughter’s misery.

'In any case, Prudence, it's impertinent of you to use my first name while I'm correcting you. It seems clear to me that since your husband’s passing your sense of your own importance has got out of hand and needs to be reined back and, as the only male member of this family, it is my duty to impose order and discipline and to restore the natural order.' 

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!
SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!
SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!
A dozen resounding slaps, on the left cheek, were followed by tearful repentance. 'I'm sorry...I'm so sorry I didn't think and should have consulted you first.'

'You should have remembered that a male is always superior to a female whatever the gap in their ages!' said Jolyons severely as he gave the right cheek twelve matching stingers.

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!
SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!
SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!
'Waaahhh...aaahh...aaaahhh...aaaaahhhh!’ The beautiful and bare-bottomed widow wailed as she desperately sought for the right words to save her suffering seat from further discipline. 'I'm so sorry...Mr. Baker-Steward!'
'’Not a correct form of salutation, my dear!' Jolyons reprimanded her as he reached out to lift up a hairbrush from the dressing table. He employed it briskly and the elegant, independent, rather haughty lady he knew so well was transformed into a wriggling, shamefaced, blubbering penitent as the breathtaking sting of the smooth and hard ebony relentlessly punished her roasting rump, again and again.

SWEEEEIIISSSHHH!!! SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

'Aaaaahhhh! Ooooohhhh! Aieeeee....please Master...please have mercy on this poor widow!'

SWEEEEIIISSSHHH!!! SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

'Almost right but not quite!' Jolyons said as the hairbrush rose and fell again and again and the voluptuous bottom.

SWEEEEIIISSSHHH!!! SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SWEEEEIIISSSHHH!!! SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SWEEEEIIISSSHHH!!! SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

He paused but her continued screams echoed, in the room, as the pain gripped her bottom before spreading through her voluptuous body. He had only meant to teach her a lesson but her behind was so inviting that he could not resist the temptation to reach out and touch the silken skin which he caressed, stroked and tested for elasticity.  He gripped the hair protruding from the deep crevasse and yanked them upward and her cheeks parted allowing a brief glimpse of the puckered, volcano-like entrance of her anal passage. He thought he heard her murmur though whether from embarrassment or comfort he could not say but, regardless of the reason, he raised his hand high above his shoulder and brought another blow crashing down on the flaming flesh. 

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

He kept his hand pressed down, where it had fallen, and felt her muscles tighten then relax as the shuddering flesh became still. As the palm came down he'd parted his fingers and, when he lifted it away from her bottom, the fiery imprint of his hand was clearly visible on the pale skin of the right cheek.

This was not what Prudence had anticipated when she’d offered to let him use her body as a guinea pig to teach him how to spank her daughter as she needed to be spanked. He was no beginner but obviously a master of the art and she could understand how he would have felt insulted by her presumptions and she began to fear for her safety. She moaned and crossed her legs at the ankles tensing and relaxing her buttocks in a futile attempt to ease the throbbing heat which seemed to tingle throughout her bottom and seeping into her soppy cunny. She knew that, as soon as Jolyons lifted his hand, another stinging slap was on its way but here was nothing she could do except simply clench her jaw and wait. With a crisp smack the anticipated blow impacted squarely against her mature behind sending a tremor through her left cheek and thigh and her cry echoed through the large room.
Each smack reverberated through her body and caused her large, dangling breasts to swing from side to side and collide with a loud, fleshy sound adding another dimension to her humiliation.
SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

 Until now her son-in-law had been leaving fairly long pauses between each smack and, although each one had stung like blazes, the pain had ebbed away before the next one landed. Not so with the next one however which fell barely a second after the previous one and was followed, almost immediately, by another three firm slaps which alternated from cheek to cheek.

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

SSSMMMAAACCCKK!!!

Prudence had tried to be brave but, as the smarting began to build and the heat seemed to become more intense, she felt, with just a little shame that tears were welling up in her eyes. Jolyons' blows soon began to rain down, dotted about all over her backside; some landing almost on her hips while others struck the tops of her thighs. The smarting was becoming hard to bear and she pleaded with him to stop but he was far too absorbed in the administration of her punishment to reply or heed her pleas. Only when the needling pain, in her bottom, seemed to have reached the point when it could not become fiercer did she realise that her son-in-law had allowed his hand to rest on the middle of her bottom. She could feel the tears dribbling down her nose while she was sobbing and sniffing loudly.

'Stand up, Prudence!' Jolyons ordered without emotion.

Prudence was far too aware of the agony gripping her bottom to object to his abrupt tone. She slipped off his lap and staggered to her feet and, the moment she was on her feet, she clamped her hands like limpets on her throbbing behind. Her bottom cheeks were burning like the embers of a fire and her lovely face was streaked with tears, but if she was expecting sympathy she was due to be sorely disappointed.

‘I want no arguments and no impudence, Prudence, take off your chemise now!'

The words horrified Prudence but the instruction had been explicit and she knew that she had to do what this man ordered or face even greater pain. Feeling deeply ashamed she reached up and undid the buttons then pushed the sleeves from her shoulders allowing the garment to tumble down around her ankles and, as she stepped out of it, she was horribly aware of the lewd exposure of her mature body before this terrifying young man.

'Good. Now spread your legs and pull your shoulders back!'

Silently she obeyed his instructions as she stood stark naked before the man who was married to her daughter. Her hands fluttered uncomfortably at her sides but she resisted the temptation to try to cover herself up, pride forcing her to make this small gesture of defiance. While she stood blushing fiercely she became aware of a new sensation. The embarrassment was still there but at the same time she was also experiencing a tentative excitement which was humiliating and unwanted!

Jolyons' eyes explored her lush, naked body at leisure, from her deep blue eyes and wide mouth past the dark hair, which tumbled around her shoulders, lingering on the over-generous firm breasts, with their prominent fiery-pink nipples, before continuing down to the sweep of her slightly rounded stomach and to her hourglass hips and the thick fan of lush black hair adorning her crotch. The hair began at her navel and covered her mons like a luxuriant forest and nestling deep in the darkness was an almost crimson cunny with extremely swollen lips from which a veritable flood of thick liquid flowed. Beads of it clung to the long hairs so that it seemed as if her pubic hair had been adorned by pearls. 

After a long scrutiny during which she blushed fiercely he spoke, 'Turn around and let me see your bottom!' He demanded and, when she slowly turned, he saw the crimson skin and, where so many blows had fallen, a couple of small bruises were visible in the centre of each cheek. It looked terribly sore and he had no doubt that it was but he was determined to make the most of this golden opportunity to imprint his will on his mother-in-law once and for all.

