VICTORIANA - LosING CONTROL

PART ONE

'How are you enjoying married life, my dear?' Fenella’s mother asked as she sipped tea while admiring her daughter’s deportment. 

The pretty, dimpled face of her daughter, beneath the frivolous bonnet, smiled a little complacently. ‘I find it very pleasant, Mamma. Dear Jolyons is the most generous husband and I have a beautiful home, respectful servants and an ample allowance. It's a promising beginning to a happy marriage, is it not? I am so lucky and I know that I must thank you for having found such a wonderful man for me, Mamma.'
Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe, severely elegant in a high collared floor-length dark green, satin dress, leaned back on the chaise-longue in her luxuriously furnished drawing room. She was too well bred to sigh audibly with relief but that was how she certainly felt. It had not been easy for a woman widowed far too early to bring up a pretty, high spirited daughter and then to have her safely married, at the age of nineteen, to an indulgent handsome and extremely rich young banker, was an undeniable triumph of perseverance and cleverness and social nous.

'Perhaps it will be your turn next, Mamma.' Fiona teased. 'I'm sure your many admirers are as attentive as ever and now that I am safely married more persistent than ever to make you their wife.'

'My admirers may continue to admire but that is as far as they’d better go!' Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe said dryly.

Fenella knew that her mother had dozens of admirers and that she could have married again easily enough however her late husband had left her well provided for and she enjoyed being that rarity, in Victorian England, a truly independent woman. 

What the young woman did not know was that having enjoyed the energetic, and imaginative, bedroom pleasures to which the late George Peregrine-Smythe had introduced her to she did miss the excitement but she was not inclined to offer her person and property to some lusty young fortune hunter for the sake of a handsome profile and vigorous loins when there were always alternatives to ease her secret lust. The memories of George’s robust lovemaking prompted her to ask. 'Tell me, dear daughter, the more intimate aspects of matrimony, do you find them satisfactory?'

Fenella, startled by her mother’s intimate question, blushed very prettily, staring at the dainty white kid shoes peeping out from beneath the hem of her blue silk dress. 'Indeed, Mamma, I find it...it's so very...' she stuttered then impulsively added. 'Oh, Mamma, it is marvellous isn't it? I'm glad that you explained everything so carefully before the wedding. Knowing what to expect made such a difference and allowed me to fulfil all my husband’s wishes without fear and embarrassment!'

Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe nodded. For all their outward decorum many women, of her generation, knew how to be startlingly frank when necessary. No daughter of hers was going to be told to simply lie back and think of England and then have to share her husband with some hussy because she did not satisfy her him in bed. She’d instructed Fenella how to be the perfect wife and a skilled courtesan in the boudoir and her careful tutoring seemed to have born fruit.

'But, Mamma, there was one thing you failed to warn me about and it came as quite a surprise and somewhat shocking!' Fenella said a little reproachfully, encouraged by her mother’s frankness.

'Really, what did I leave out?' Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe asked, as she sat bolt upright, her mood of well-being fading because her daughter seemed to have found fault with her competence as a teacher in the art of matrimony. The Honourable Jolyons Baker-Steward had seemed a perfectly normal and conventional young man of some twenty-nine years of age, when he'd asked for Fiona’s hand, but she well knew that some men picked up very odd habits in those discreet establishments which no respectable woman was supposed to know about. 'What exactly are you referring to, Fenella?’ She asked in an acid tone.
Fenella paused as if she was trying to find the right words then she blurted out, 'Jolyons beats me regularly!’ and she blushed fiercely as she looked at her mother, from underneath her eyelashes, not sure that she should share such intimate details with her mother.

‘The beast beats you?' Her mother exclaimed as she felt rage begin to stir deep in her bosom. Of course it was possible that her daughter was speaking the truth. Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe knew that some married women fell downstairs regularly or at least that was the public explanation for black eyes, bruised faces and limping gaits. Her beloved daughter however showed none of those symptoms and, if she'd been consistently ill-treated during the first month of her marriage, she seemed remarkably unperturbed by it and even jolly. Calming her emotions she decided that she needed more information before she could make a judgement.

'How does he beat you, my dear?' She asked quietly, hiding her turmoil beneath a pasty smile.
Fenella, not sure that she should have been so forthright, blushed even more strongly as she recalled the last time her husband had chastised her and she wriggled uncomfortably on the chair as if her posterior had become red-hot with the remembrance of the pain mixed with pleasure. '’My husband...Jolyons makes me take my drawers off then puts me across his knees and smacks my bare bottom, Mamma!' She glanced nervously at her mother. 'Am I allowed to say bottom?'
'Between married ladies, with no gentlemen present, bottom is quite permissible.' Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe said gravely then she lay back and burst into helpless laughter and, when she'd recovered, she went on. 'My dear child, please forgive me. I suppose it's not at all funny, from your point of view, but honestly it never occurred to me to warn you of that possibility. Some husbands spank their wives but by no means most of them. Does it distress you very much to have your bottom warmed?'

'Not at all if Jolyons is spanking me, because he enjoys it, but what I’m afraid of is that perhaps I've been behaving badly and he is cross with me.' Fenella replied candidly.

'If your husband is ever cross with you I don't think he'd leave you in the slightest doubt about it. Jolyons is a strong-willed man and, I am sure, would soon let you know if he found fault with you so he must be doing it for another reason' Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe said.

'Actually, Mamma, I think that you are right because he always spanks me in the bedroom and afterwards, when my bottom is so hot that I am sure I could toast bread on it, we get into bed and he does such wonderful naughty things to me!' Fenella said smugly nevertheless blushing furiously as she remembered what her husband had done to her the previous evening.

'If you remember, Child, while you were growing up, you were spanked often because you were so naughty!' Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe pointed out with her lips twitching as she tried to suppress a smile as she remembered her daughter’s chubby posterior glowing redly after she’d been spanked.

'Oh this is much nicer than those, Mamma, and what follows makes it all worthwhile' Fenella assured her mother then added, as a thought struck her. 'Did Papa ever spank you like Jolyons spanks me?'

'’Fenella! That is a most improper way to speak about your father! Well...I'll be honest with you because now you are a married woman. He did spank me frequently, enthusiastically and very, very thoroughly and I always looked forwards to those times. Of course things changed when you were on the way but I know all about spanking in the bedroom and what happens afterwards. What I cannot understand is that, if you're not unhappy, what's the problem?'

'Well, let us put it this way, I'm not one of those feeble and fragile girls who swoon all over the place...am I, Mamma?'

'Indeed you're not! You're a sensible and healthy young woman a tribute to my rather strict upbringing.' Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe said haughtily.
'Thank you, Mamma, if that is so then I do not see the need for Jolyons to treat me like delicate porcelain! You used to smack me harder than he does and it made me feel very good but I am sure that if my husband used the same amount of force it would be sensational.'

'You would like him to be more severe?' Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe asked raising surprised eyebrows.

'If I go across Robert's knee I want to be spanked not patted! He brings me to a certain point where I can feel something wondrous is going to happen and that it will only take a few more blows to make it happen but  then he stops and leaves me all trembling and longing for just a few more smacks to taste heaven.' Fenella retorted enthusiastically.

'With time and practice there's no doubt that he will improve.' Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe said as she remembered the ecstasy her husband had engendered whenever he’d spanked her. 'Six months from now you may fervently be pleading with him to show some restraint and wish you could turn back the clock.'

'Just as I begged you to stop when you were using the slipper on me? Not that you ever seemed to take the slightest notice!' Fenella said giggling.

Mrs. Fenella-Smythe smiled affectionately as she looked at her lovely daughter. 'Of course I did not stop! If I'd stopped, when you wanted me to, you wouldn't have got half the punishment you deserved and would not be the well behaved lady that you’ve become. You're lucky that I didn't use the tawse or a cane on your bottom. My dear mother was making me bend over for both when I was older than you are now and you don’t know what pain is, my girl, until your bottom has been graced by those instruments!'

'I've heard of Granmama's strictness and sometimes wondered why you never caned or strapped me the way she did you.' Fenella said wistfully.

'I didn't think there was any need. I always seemed to get satisfactory results with slipper or hairbrush and besides you were never as naughty as I was.' Mrs. Peregrine-Smythe said shrugging as she remembered fondly the thrashing she’d suffered at the hand of her mother and later on her dear husband.

'Satisfactory is not the word I would have chosen!' Fenella said with deep feeling as she recalled the number of times she’d gone to bed with her bottom glowing with almost endurable pain and had cried herself to sleep.

'If you'd stayed at home much longer I might have invited you to bare your bottom for the tawse or cane! Anyway if you really feel that you've missed something we can spend the next half hour in your old bedroom and I will be happy to demonstrate all three and perhaps even a birch rod and then you will thankful that your husband is so merciful!' 

'No! No thank you, Mamma.' Fenella exclaimed knowing well enough that her mother would do exactly what she'd suggested if given the slightest encouragement. 'I must be going now as I have an appointment with my dressmaker but I am glad we’ve spoken.'

'Can't she wait half hour? Oh well...perhaps the next time you visit me we can talk about it again. Give my love to Jolyons. He'll be home soon...won't he?'

'No doubt he will be! If I'm not there to meet him he'll just have to wait till I return.' Fenella said shrugging and displaying that hint of defiance which had brought so much punishment as she grew up.
