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Prologue
Lady Louisa Wintercrest had always shared a great deal of her life with her sister.  After all, Lucille Rose Furniss was an exact replica of her identical twin sister.   At no time during their eighteen years had they kept secrets from one another.  Not, that is, until the day that Louisa wed.  Her husband, Lord Edward Wintercrest, wasn’t the secret that Louisa was terrified would be revealed.  It was obvious to all who knew the couple that their marriage was one of a deep abiding love for one another.   Edward’s ancestral home, Wintercrest Manor, had sheltered generations of his family as well as kept many a secret safe behind its stone walls.  With the arrival of Lucy, those walls were beginning to crack.  Glimpses of the truth began to appear behind thick doors as echoes of pleas for mercy and promises of better behavior were sung to the accompaniment of sharp cracks of a thick paddle or supple strap being used on a naughty bare bottom.  
Louisa moaned softly in her sleep as her dreams were troubled with her fears.  Her mouth worked around her thumb in an attempt to give the small woman comfort.  From deep within her soul the knowledge that her life was changing gradually made its way into her consciousness.  Even as she fought the knowledge that the secret she had harbored for many months was revealing itself, she was slowly being drawn out of the security of sleep.  Her life was not hers to control; there was only one person who had authority in the manor and he was her husband.  As the beautiful young woman began to stir, Lord Edward Wintercrest was approaching the room of his precious child bride.  He was smiling as he thought of the two beautiful young women who shared his home.  Lucille, his ward of the past few weeks was discovering that her guardian was a stern man who would no longer grant leniency when his rules were broken.  His grin widened at the memory of her presenting her bare bottom for a well deserved birching the evening before.  She had been shocked to discover that Wintercrest Manor ran under his sole authority; under his rules and under his laws.  The young woman had a very difficult journey to make, but Edward was more than willing to help guide her along the way.
As he reached the door of his wife’s nursery, his smile softened.  He thought about the woman who should have been the proper Lady Wintercrest.  Louisa would never be allowed to have such a lofty title as it carried far too much responsibility for his precious little girl.  Instead, she would always be considered as his own ‘little lady’.  As her husband, and far more importantly as her Papa, he was responsible for her continued training.  He was looking forward to reminding his little lady that her sole responsibility was to obey and please the Lord of Wintercrest Manor.



 
 
 
Chapter 1
Edward walked up the stairs and entered the nursery.  He stepped quietly over to the crib and gazed down at his little bride.  She was sound asleep, her thumb tucked into her mouth.  He smiled, knowing he shouldn’t allow her to continue the practice, but finding it so precious and delightful to watch.  He slid his hand up underneath her short nightshirt and began to rub tiny circles against her back.  Louisa began to stir at the contact, but it took several more moments before her eyes fluttered open.  She saw her Papa looking down at her, his face full of love for her.  She was shocked to begin to smile only to discover she had been sucking her thumb -- a horrid habit she had most certainly outgrown.  
Edward saw her shock and grinned, “I’ll have to buy you a pacifier, Louisa.  I don’t want your thumb to get all red and raw when you need to suckle for comfort.  A red and raw bottom is enough for my little lady.”  Louisa blushed hotly at his words, knowing he was most certainly referring to when she was suckling his cock when making her penance after a punishment.  His grin grew wider and he chuckled, “You look so precious with your mouth wrapped around either your sweet little thumb or my shaft, my dear.  Now, am I going to be able to dress my sweet girl and take her to tea or is that same girl going to find herself on her knees practicing her suckling even more today?”  Louisa’s face couldn’t possibly grow any redder.  She flushed all over as his words rang through her.  He hadn’t raised his voice or hardened his tone.  Indeed, his hand kept its gentle circling on her bare back as he continued to gaze down at her.  She watched as his eyes drifted to her bottom and she couldn’t contain a small whimper.  Edward smiled and when she still didn’t answer, he moved his hand from her back to lie against her upturned bottom.   Louisa shrank against his touch and he simply pressed harder.
“Were you my good little girl during your nap, Louisa?  Did you do what your Papa told you to do?  Is your nappy nice and wet from going potty like a good little girl?”  Louisa felt shame flood through her.  Her greatest fears had been realized when she had been led to her nursery a few hours earlier by Mrs. Bremmer.  She had balked and then fought being placed on the changing table, remembering all too vividly what had happened after her nap the previous afternoon.  
Mrs. Bremmer had entered the room the day before and began to prepare her instruments while Louisa slowly awakened.  When her eyes finally opened, she saw the housekeeper leaning over her and unbuckling the strap around Louisa’s waist.
“Good afternoon, Louisa.  Did you have a good nap?”  Louisa had flushed hotly, her shame at being seen in a crib bad enough; the fact that she was restrained and naked from the waist down and lying on what her husband called her naughty mat was just so much worse.  The mat was made of scratchy hemp with hundreds of sharp bristles and dozens of hard knots covering its entire surface.  Its purpose was to cause a girl’s naked bottom a great deal of irritation whenever the naughty one sat or was forced to lie upon it.  Louisa had discovered that the mat did its job extremely well when that bare bottom had received a harsh spanking prior to its use.  Her bottom ached at the pricks and bruises her naughty mat had added to her bottom.   Knowing a response was required despite her shame, she had managed to nod her head and answer softly, “Yes, thank…thank you.”  Mrs. Bremmer had grinned and instead of undoing the straps at Louisa’s wrists, had simply turned her over onto her stomach.  She had run her fingers over the ravaged little bottom; it showed every single prick from the punishment mat.  As Louisa shivered under her touch, Anna had worked the pad out from beneath the young woman and Louisa sighed, very grateful to have it gone.  However, her relief hadn’t lasted long.  Anna had stepped away from the crib only long enough to pick up another pad.  When Louisa saw it, she began to cry loudly, her small head arching back as if she were about to be thrashed again.  
Anna simply clucked her tongue, “Hush now, little one.  You know your Papa wants you to have a nice cleansing.  You know what happens to little girls who tell lies to their Papas.  Now, lift up and let me put your mat down.  No need to ruin your pretty sheets if you have an accident.”  Louisa had continued to sob, even as the woman easily moved her small body until she was able to slip a thick rubber mat underneath her.  Once the mat was secure, Louisa’s knees were guided up to her head and restraints were placed to keep them well apart and secured to the sides of the crib rails.  A small pillow was pushed under her tummy to allow her to bend further forward, her head and shoulders flat against the mattress and her little bottom pointing straight up into the air.  Anna had smiled thinking the little one looked like a small frog getting ready to spring forward.  Satisfied that her young charge would be going nowhere until released from her cleansing, Anna had stepped away from the crib and finished her preparations.  Louisa couldn’t bear to watch, and shut her eyes tightly.  However, she could not close out the sounds of the large enema being prepared.  She heard the water being poured into the pitcher and heard the whisking sound as a great deal of soap was added and mixed into the warm water.  The gurgling sound of the mixture being transferred to the bag seemed to last forever and Louisa shuddered as she thought about where all that water was meant to go.  She felt the housekeeper moving around the crib, as the recently-filled enema bag was then hung from a hook her Papa had installed high on the wall next to her crib.  She heard the lid being removed from the jar of lubricant and the smell of its sharp odor as the long nozzle that was going to be used on her was greased.  Louisa sobbed as she felt the cheeks of her bottom being pulled apart despite her vain attempt to keep her cheeks tightly clenched.  The restraints holding her legs far apart assured that her tiny bottom-hole was unable to hide and the same greasy lubricant was slowly and very deliberately applied to her tightly puckered opening.  
As the tip of the nozzle was pressed against her clenched opening, she began to cry harder as she felt enormous shame of what was about to happen.  Above the sounds of her sobs she heard the housekeeper speak.  “You lied about feeling ill, little one.  You lied to me about your Papa telling you to stay in his bedchamber and rest.  You lied and we all know what that means now don’t we?”  Louisa sobbed harder, her little bottom trying to twist away as she felt the first tiny bit of the nozzle being pushed into her bum.  She felt it being pushed harder and was soon squealing and then begging for mercy as the woman she had lied to worked the entire length of the long nozzle slowly up into the well-thrashed bottom.  As she assured herself that the nozzle was very well seated and made sure the hose was securely fastened, she reached up to the bag.  “Yes, my dear, we know that naughty little liars need a nice hot, soapy enema in their little bottoms to cleanse them of their lies.”  Louisa heard the horrid click as the valve was opened and the volume of her cries increased as she was relentlessly filled.  Anna moved to sit in the rocking chair and casually picked up the sweater she was knitting.  As she rocked and worked on her yarn, she watched the mistress of the house in her crib, rocking back and forth on her knees as she struggled with the cramps of her large punishment enema.  
Anna had remained knitting quietly, only occasionally rising to check on how her little charge was progressing.  Once the bag had emptied completely, she removed the tubing from it, leaving the hose dangling from Louisa’s stretched little bottom-hole.  As Louisa struggled and begged to be allowed to release the enema, Anna had simply reached around and massaged the hugely distended belly of her naughty charge.
“Don’t be a silly girl.  You’ll hold for a good while, Missy.  You told several lies and your Papa wants to make sure all of them are rinsed away.  You need to keep every drop of your medicine in your bottom and give it a chance to do its job.”  Louisa sobbed and continued to beg but a good hour passed before Anna came to release her.  Louisa sobbed out her apology for lying to her and promised she would never ever tell a mistruth again.  Anna chuckled and smiled, knowing little ones always promised impossible things; especially with their little tummies full of good strong medicine and a thick nozzle deep inside their naughty bottoms.  By the time Louisa was allowed to release and had been cleaned and redressed, she was a very compliant young lady.  Edward came into the room towards the end, and dismissed Anna with praise for a job well done.  Louisa burst into tears, and when her husband opened his arms, she flew into them and buried her face into his neck.  Edward rocked her for a while, until she gradually calmed; her submission evident.
“Did you learn a good lesson, little lady?  Are you going to lie to your Papa or Mrs. Bremmer ever again?”
“No…no, Papa…never…ever,” she had said, her voice hiccupping with her tears.  Edward kissed her tenderly. “I hope not my precious little one, and I hope your birching tonight will teach you that it just doesn’t pay to be naughty.”  Louisa began to sob again, his words reminding her that despite her caning, despite his spanking before her nap and the awful cleansings of her mouth and bottom, her ordeal was not yet over.  She may have already paid her penance but her bottom still had the most horrid price to pay.  Edward held her close, allowing her to cry and think about her duties.  As she finally quieted and relaxed against him, he looked down to see her thumb once again in her mouth.  He smiled and kissed the top of her head.
It seemed as if she had forgotten the horrible ordeal of yesterday as she continued to fight Mrs. Bremmer’s determination to get her up onto the changing table to prepare her for today’s nap.  Louisa was sobbing and kicking her feet towards the housekeeper when the door flew open and her husband strode inside.  Instead of rescuing her from the woman’s clutches, Edward had simply scooped her up into his arms, dropped her onto the table and then taken his wife’s flailing hands in his and held her down as she was diapered for the very first time.  Of course, since she had been such a naughty, disobedient little girl, she had been rolled onto her tummy first and spanked long and hard by the paddle that Mrs. Bremmer handed Edward.  Only after her bottom was blazing and throbbing had she been flipped back over and all that awful heat had been trapped inside several layers of white swaddling.  She had been sobbing with pain and shame when she had been lifted and placed in the crib.  She had been mortified when she was told that she was to use her nappy during her nap like a good little girl.  Mrs. Bremmer had simply stood at the end of the crib, a huge smile on her face while the lady of the manor was being ordered to go potty like a baby.  Edward had given her a kiss on her tearstained cheek and whispered that disobedient dry little girls would soon find themselves wishing they obeyed their Papas.  Regardless of the threat and the fear of what would happen, Louisa had been unable to force herself to obey.  Now, seeing her husband’s smile fade as his fingers pushed inside her nappy, she knew she would soon be on her knees, her bottom aching and her mouth busy suckling while she made her penance.  
Edward sighed heavily and, without a word, flipped his little girl onto her back.  Louisa was grateful that the housekeeper was not in sight even as Edward unpinned the cloth and pulled the bone dry fabric from beneath his wife’s bottom.
“I see you chose to be a naughty girl,” he said as he dropped the nappy onto the floor and then stripped her of her short nightshirt.  Louisa had no answer.  She had been given an order and had failed to obey it.  She might have been allowed to act as Lady Wintercrest for several weeks, but it was quickly becoming obvious that was no longer the case.  Edward picked up his naked wife and carried her to the ottoman.  He set her down on her feet.
“Lie down on your tummy across the ottoman, Louisa.”  She very reluctantly did so as she watched her husband stride to the cabinet, open it and remove the long, thin leather strap.  As he turned back to her and doubled the leather in his hand, she broke.
“Please no, Papa!  Please don’t strap me!  I’m sorry…I…I just couldn’t do it…please!”
“Oh, you can and, believe me, Louisa Michelle Wintercrest, you will!  If you need a well- strapped bottom before you obey your Papa, then you shall have one.  Now, up onto your hands and knees, lower your shoulders and cheek to the ottoman and stick that naughty, dry bottom well up.  Ask for your strapping like a good girl.”  Louisa began sobbing even as she forced herself into the position he required.  Once her bottom was high in the air, she felt him place his hand at the small of her back.  “Don’t make me wait, Louisa, as your strapping will be much longer if you do.”  
Sobbing, not truly understanding why this man required this of her, she nevertheless heard herself saying, “I’m sorry, Papa. I’m…I’m sorry I didn’t…didn’t obey you. Please…please, may I have my strap..strapping?”  Edward smiled and allowed the leather to lie against her upturned bottom.  He saw her flinch but she didn’t dare try to lower herself.  
“If you fail in your diaper duties again, little lady, it will not be the strap the next time.  I will use the cane against your little bottom, and then you shall learn what penance is required for the use of such a severe instrument.”  
Louisa felt her heart stutter at his calm warning.  She instinctively knew that the penance she normally performed was not the one of which he was speaking.  She knew she never wanted to discover what he would expect of her if he ever had cause to give her a caning.  She found herself lifting her bottom even higher and saying, “Yes sir, Papa.  I’m…I’m sorry.” Edward lifted the strap and she shrieked as it connected with her bottom.  The blow almost forced her to flatten against the ottoman but she pushed her bottom back into the air.  The act was repeated again and again until ten welts marked her skin, each slightly below the previous one.  She was twisting and turning, attempting to avoid the blows, but Edward kept his hand at her back, his aim never once off its target.  Two additional strokes were given directly on the most tender area where her bottom met her thighs, and she screamed loudest at these.  She continued to cry and then flushed hotly as she felt his fingers slide between her spread legs.  She knew exactly what he would discover in her secret place.  Her body had betrayed her again, her moisture flooding her sex even as her bottom received stroke after stroke of the strap.  Edward smiled as his fingers became slick with her cream. He chuckled a bit enjoying the look of her body flushing with the rosy color of her embarrassment.  Her little bottom was well striped and hot.  She looked exactly as a very naughty little girl should.  He removed his fingers from her after giving her little nub just the barest flick.  He adored the small but soulful moan his fingers drug from her.  His cock was rock hard in his pants as he placed the strap back into the cabinet. 
 Louisa was still sobbing as he walked back to her, lifted her easily off the ottoman and placed her on her knees between his spread thighs.  After asking for and receiving permission, his little one began her penance.  He was soon moaning as she took him into her mouth, her small tongue giving him great pleasure. Her cheeks puffed in and out as she suckled him hard.    Edward knew he could make her ordeal go quickly but chose instead to lengthen her act of penance.  Louisa’s jaws were aching and her eyes watering as she was forced to accept more of his length into her mouth and keep her tongue and lips busy pleasuring him.  It seemed like an hour had passed before she felt his hand at the back of her head, holding her easily in place as he filled her throat and mouth with his cream.  She accepted his tribute, as she had been taught, and it was another several minutes before she was allowed to return him to his pants.  Edward helped her to her feet, led her to the table and lifted her onto it.  Louisa began to cry feeling her bladder threaten to release even as her husband quickly placed another nappy around her burning bottom.
“You will learn to obey me, Louisa.  If you had gone potty in your nappy during your nap, you would not have been diapered again today.  However, you were a naughty girl and will remain in your nappy for the rest of the day, regardless of when you use it.”  Louisa’s cries grew louder, understanding that she would indeed be forced to go potty in a nappy just like a small little girl.  Edward loved seeing her face, as she realized her defiance had earned her nothing but a very hot bottom, a tummy full of his cream and the knowledge that she would remain in nappies for a great long time.  Fastening the last pin in place, he helped her to sit and then lifted her off the table.  She had stopped sobbing, but was still sniffling as he helped her to dress.  She was so wrapped up in the fact that she was expected to use a nappy that she wasn’t truly aware of her clothing.  It wasn’t until she was being led from the nursery when she looked at her dress.  It was a child’s dress and didn’t come close to reaching her ankles.  Her face was shocked as she pulled away from his hold.
“No!  I…I can’t go downstairs like this!  I…I look…look like a baby!” 
Edward chuckled and tightened his grip. “No, my little lady; you look like a precious little girl.  Well,” he paused and grinned, “at least your outside clothing does.  But we both know you do look like a baby under your dress.  Your nappy will help remind you of the fact that you are to be a good little girl and obey your Papa.  Now, it is too late for you to have tea but you may play in the library until dinner.”  Louisa wanted to pull away and hide.  She was terrified of being seen like this again.  She had been dressed like a child before but that had been weeks earlier, weeks she had chosen to push from her mind.  Once word that Lucille was coming to live at Wintercrest had reached them, she had begged her husband to allow her to be once again Lady Wintercrest.  He had reluctantly agreed, but had maintained her regression into childhood and complete submission would continue at his discretion.  It was now obvious that he no longer would allow her to hide her status from her sister.  Tears began to slide down her cheeks.
“Please, Papa…please don’t do this.  I…I don’t want Lucy…”
“It is time for Lucille to understand the ways of Wintercrest my dear.  I was far too lenient and let my love for you cloud my judgment.  You are my bride but, most importantly, you are my special little lady.  No longer will you be allowed to hide the fact.  You are to remember your earlier training or, little one, your poor bottom will be so well thrashed you won’t be able to sit upon it for days.  Now, come along, I have work to attend to and you have caused enough trouble as it is.”  Ignoring her tears, he led her down the stairs and into the library.  Louisa didn’t dare raise her eyes as they moved through the house, but she was aware that they passed several servants.  Her shame increased, though she knew none would belittle her; well, at least not in her or Edward’s presence.  She found she could not think about what was whispered about the mistress of the manor below stairs or in the privacy of the staff’s quarters.  She was led to a chair, and as she climbed up into it, she heard someone enter the room.  She squeezed her eyes tightly shut, mortified at being discovered in her childish attire, the thickness of the nappy between her legs constantly reminding her of what was expected.  
“Oh my, you look precious, Miss Louisa,” she heard Mrs. Bremmer announce.  “It’s about time this household got itself in order.  Now, you’ve missed tea but I know that little girls are quite thirsty after their naps.  I’ve prepared you a nice warm bottle.  Do you need me to feed it to you, or can you be a good little girl and drink it yourself?”  Louisa’s face burned as she looked up to see a large baby bottle before her.  The nipple appeared to be huge, one that would certainly fill her entire mouth.  She wanted to run, to hide, but knowing her husband was probably still in the room, she lifted her hands and took the awful bottle.  She had been given one before, and knew what was expected.
“Thank you, Mrs. Bremmer,” she sniffed even as she put the bottle to her lips.  
Mrs. Bremmer didn’t move until she saw Louisa open her mouth and begin to suckle on the bottle.  “That’s our good girl.  Now, you just drink up, and I’ll be back to check on you soon.  If that bottle isn’t empty, I’m afraid I’ll just have to take you on my lap and feed you.”  The housekeeper began to walk away and then, as if in afterthought, turned and said, “Oh, and sweetie, I’ll be checking your nappy as well.  It won’t do for our little one to sit in a wet, dirty diaper.  We wouldn’t want your skin to get a rash, now would we?”  Louisa closed her eyes, sank as far back in the chair as she could and cried quietly as she drank the milk the bottle held.  She wished she had obeyed Edward and used the horrid nappy in the privacy of her nursery.  That would have been awful enough but this….this was far more mortifying.  When would she learn that to defy her Papa only caused her more anxiety - more shame and pain?  She tried to think of how she could possibly explain all of this to her twin sister.  She could think of no explanation that would be good enough.  Lucille would be shocked and then ashamed of her sister for allowing herself to be treated like a child instead of a grown woman.  How could she possibly understand that Louisa did not truly hate being her husband’s child bride?  How could she ever explain that submitting to her husband satisfied something deep inside?  Louisa didn’t even understand her feelings – how would Lucy?  What she hated was the thought of seeing her sister’s love disappear from her eyes when she discovered her twin’s true submission. Louisa sobbed, but even though she was terrified of what Lucy would think of her, she found she was far more worried about what would happen if she didn’t obey her husband…or, to be more honest, her Papa.  How would he up his ante in order to teach her that defiance was futile? She suckled on her bottle and soon emptied it.  
She blushed as she admitted to herself that she actually enjoyed the comfort of the large nipple filling her mouth, the warmth of the milk spurting into her throat with every pull of the nipple.  She found she only wished that she was curled up in her Papa’s lap, her head cradled in his arm while he fed her the bottle, as he had done the first night he had introduced it into her life.  But, today she was being punished.  She had been a naughty girl, had disobeyed her Papa and, therefore, would not be allowed his comforting embrace.  She sobbed and buried her face in her hands even as the bottle fell to the floor and rolled across the carpet.  Her heart was aching with emotion, her head was full of conflicting thoughts and she was mortified to feel the desperate need to release her bladder. 



Chapter 2
 
Lucille had changed into an appropriate dress for dinner and was walking down the stairs.  She had been so grateful that she hadn’t been strapped after the last quiz that she was smiling and felt better than she had in days.  She was practically skipping down the hall when the sight before her drew her to a swift stop.
A small girl in a pretty pink dress with a large pink bow in her hair was walking out of the library.  Lucy had never seen her before and wondered whose child she was.  She was about to run up to the girl when she saw Mrs. Bremmer step into the hallway from the dining room.  Hating that woman, Lucy pulled back and peered around the corner hoping to see the housekeeper move into another room.  Instead, she saw the woman step up to the little girl and take her arm.  The child shook her head and then began to cry.
“Poor thing, I hope she doesn’t have that witch for a grandmother,” Lucy thought thinking the girl had been caught where she didn’t belong.  She continued to watch as Mrs. Bremmer led the child into the library!  Lucy wondered what was going on and chanced to sneak down the hall a bit until she was practically at the library door.  She dared to peek around the doorframe and then her hand flew to her mouth to cover a stifled cry.  The little girl was not a stranger!  She saw a reflection of how she herself had looked when she had been about five years of age.  Lucy recognized that the child didn’t belong to Mrs. Bremmer.  The child wasn’t truly a child at all.  Her own twin, her own sister was standing before Mrs. Bremmer, tears streaming down her face as the woman apparently scolded her.  Lucy couldn’t truly hear what was being said from across the room, but watched in horror as her sister nodded and then walked to a large leather ottoman and laid herself down upon it.  With her sister looking away and Mrs. Bremmer’s back to Lucy, Lucy slipped into the room and scurried to hide behind the settee.  She sank down and then lay on the floor and looked beneath the settee to see what was happening.  She didn’t once think about what would happen if she were to be caught in her eavesdropping.  She was far too confused and too scared of what was happening right before her eyes!
“You are being a very naughty girl, Miss Louisa,” Mrs. Bremmer said as she dug into the deep pockets of her apron.  “You know your Papa is busy working in his study and you were told to stay in the library and do your deed.”  Lucy watched as the woman bent to pick up something off the rug and realized it looked like a large bottle.
“At least you were a good girl and drank your bottle.  Now, I’m sure you need to go potty don’t you?”  
Lucy’s eyes flew back to the ottoman to see her sister squirm and then heard her whisper, “Please…please, don’t make me do this.  Please…I want my Papa!”  Lucy kept her eyes glued to her sister even as the words worked themselves through her mind.  
“Nonsense!  You know what you must do before you see your Papa.  I’m going to give you another bottle to ensure your need outweighs your stubbornness.  But first, I am going to put your rubber pants on over your nappy so that you won’t mess your nice dress when you wet your nappy and, believe me, little lady, wet it you will.”  Lucy almost fainted.  The scene was something out of a nightmare and yet she was wide awake.  She watched as Louisa’s legs were pushed back and her dress lifted.  She saw white swaddling between her sister’s legs and understood that her grown, married sister was wearing a nappy, a real nappy just like a small child.  Louisa sobbed as Mrs. Bremmer worked a pair of red rubber pants over her legs and then was made to lift her bottom in order for the pants to be pulled up over her nappy.
“That’s our good girl.  Now, you can go potty and your dress will remain dry.  Come along, Louisa.  Right up onto my lap and take your bottle.  Cook has put some nice medicine in it for you to let you go potty quickly.”  Lucy was stunned and remained frozen in place as she watched Louisa get off the ottoman and then climb up into the housekeeper’s ample lap.  She watched as her sister accepted the thick nipple of the bottle into her mouth and began to suckle.  She watched as Mrs. Bremmer’s hand reached up under the short hem of Louisa’s dress to rub and pat at her bare leg.  She watched as her sister seemed to snuggle into the older woman and saw Mrs. Bremmer smile, cuddle her mistress closer and bend down to press a kiss on her forehead.
“Such a sweet little lady.  I know you can be a good girl for your Papa, Louisa.  You were very naughty, but I know it is because Lucille has come to live with us.  You were doing so well in your training, and I was heartbroken to see you so confused.  You know you want to be a good girl for your Papa.  I know you want to obey him and not have to have so many spankings on your poor little bottom.  I know you are hurting from that strapping your Papa had to give his little girl.  You deserved it and I’d hate to have to spank you again so soon.”  Lucy heard her sister whimper, but saw that she still didn’t fight to get off the woman’s lap.  Mrs. Bremmer smiled, held the small woman even closer and continued.  “I know you will drink your bottle, go potty and then be able to go tell your Papa you are sorry you were naughty but are wet and need a new nappy.  Do you think you can be our good girl, little one, or am I going to have to spank that poor little bottom again?”  Lucy’s heart was pounding but she found she couldn’t have moved for the world.  The scene before her continued to play out, and she held her breath anxious to hear what transpired.  Louisa pushed the nipple from her mouth, and her voice was very soft in the room causing Lucy to have to strain to hear it.  Even the tone of her sister’s voice had dropped to that of a young child.
“I…I don’t want a span…spanking.”   
Mrs. Bremmer chuckled, pushed the nipple back into Louisa’s mouth and said, “No little girl wants a spanking sweetheart but in this house, spankings and paddlings and strappings, birchings and canings are used to teach naughty little ones to be good.  Now, finish up and then we’ll just sit here until you go potty.”  Lucy suddenly found herself wishing she could escape the room.  She didn’t want to witness the humiliation of what her sister was evidently expected to do.  She was about to rise in an attempt to sneak out of the room when she looked over at the door to judge the distance only to see Edward staring straight at her.  Her heart stopped beating, as his eyes bored into hers.  
She wasn’t aware she whimpered until she heard Mrs. Bremmer say, “Who is there?” Lucy pleaded with her eyes for Edward to ignore her but, of course, he had his own plans. “Lucille, come out from behind there right this minute!”  Lucy heard her sister gasp and then cry out as she realized she was being watched.  Louisa began to struggle to get down, to get the bottle out of her mouth, to run from the room, to run from her sister, however, Mrs. Bremmer gripped her tightly and told her to be still.  When that didn’t immediately work, she slapped her leg trying to stop the girl’s frantic will to flee.  Lucy remained frozen and Edward finally shook his head and stepped into the room.  
As he walked towards Lucille, he said,  “Louisa, be still unless you wish to taste the cane!  Lucille Furniss, stand up and come here immediately unless you’d like the same!”  Louisa had frozen at the threat of a caning and though her cries were still heard, the bottle had been pressed back into her mouth and stifled her cries somewhat.  Lucy pushed herself to a standing position and tried to run around Edward.  He simply reached out and snagged her arm, drawing her to a quick stop and then pulling her to him.  She reached out and began to beat her fists against his chest but he simply gathered her hands in his and held her in place.  Her chest heaved with her panting as she tried to kick out at him.  
He shook her and commanded, “Be still!” The events were too much for Lucy.  She, too, froze and broke into sobs.  Edward shook his head and marched her over to the settee.  He sat down and pulled her down and across his lap.  Before she even realized what was happening, her dress was flipped up onto her back along with her petticoats.  Her bloomers were raked down to her knees, baring her bottom; his hand began slapping onto her bottom-cheeks.  She began to howl and kick her feet, her head lifting to scream out her frustration and her humiliation.  She saw Mrs. Bremmer smiling, as she continued to hold Louisa.  Louisa was crying as well, her eyes locked onto Lucy’s as if begging for something.  Lucy was so confused, so shocked, that it wasn’t until at least two dozen swats had landed on her bottom that she realized she was being spanked in full view of everyone in the room.  The pain in her bottom grew; the spanking continuing until she was truly sobbing and begging for him to stop.  Edward ignored her, and painted her bottom crimson with nothing but the palm of his hand.  His gaze moved between Lucy’s rapidly swelling bottom to his little wife -- held tightly, a bottle pressed into her mouth.  He saw the milk was almost gone and said, “I am going to continue spanking Lucille until you have obeyed me, Louisa.  I will not tolerate either a naughty little sneak who enjoys eavesdropping or a little lady who refuses to obey her Papa.”  Lucy continued to struggle but was soon exhausted as swat after swat after swat assaulted her bottom.  Louisa began to suckle harder as if desperate to empty the bottle, in order to obey her husband and end her sister’s painful spanking.  Regardless, the last suckle was taken and the bottle finally drained.  Mrs. Bremmer removed the nipple and then sat her charge up on her lap, Louisa’s back to her chest as she was forced to witness the spanking of her sister.
“Are you wet, young lady?  Did you use your nappy as you were told?” Edward asked, as his huge hand landed another swat on the bruised bottom over his lap.  
Louisa shook her head and pleaded, “Please, Papa….please stop spanking Lucy….I….I just…can’t!.”  Edward was not satisfied with her answer, and he continued his spanking of Lucille, his hand moving down to the backs of her thighs.  Lucy screamed at the new assault.  Her bottom had grown somewhat numb, but this new attack brought intense waves of pain rolling through her body and she begged her sister to do something she had never thought possible.  
“Go potty, Louisa.  Please, oh please, use your nappy….go potty now!”  Louisa was humiliated, but hearing her sister begging her to do the only thing that would stop the awful punishment, she sobbed, clenched her eyes shut, and allowed her bladder to release.  Edward knew instantly the very moment his wife had obeyed his order.  Her face was an open book, showing both intense humiliation as well as intense relief as she finally complied.  He continued to spank Lucy’s thighs until he was quite positive that Louisa was finished wetting her nappy.  He lifted his hand, and gave it a small shake as if to ease the pain of the spanking.
“Do what is required, little lady, or do I need to get a paddle to use on your sister’s bottom?”  Louisa sobbed.
“I’m sorry, Papa.  I’m sorry I disobeyed you.  I…wet my nappy….”
“Correctly, Missy,” Mrs. Bremmer ordered feeling the little woman squirm on her lap.
“I..I went po….potty in my…my nappy, Pa…Papa.  Please…please change…change me,” Louisa sobbed, the words horrid to speak, but knowing they must be said.  Lucy’s spanking stopped, and though she continued to lay over Edward’s knees and sob, he was looking at his wife.
“That’s my very good little girl.  I am very proud of you, Louisa.  I’m proud that you obeyed your Papa and went potty in your nappy like a good girl.  Don’t fret; Papa will change you in just a moment.”  Louisa hung her head with shame, her hands covering her face as she sobbed.  Edward stood Lucy up and marched her to the corner.  He pressed her nose into the wall.  
“You, young lady, will stand here and hold your dress up and present your bare bottom.  I will have more to say to you after I tend to Louisa.  Don’t you dare move a single inch or I will take a strap to your bottom.  Do you understand me, Lucille?”  She sobbed as she felt him tuck the rolled fabric of her dress and petticoats into her hands.  She lifted the fabric high and sobbed in further shame as he bent and pulled her bloomers down to her ankles.  “Get that bottom stuck out, Lucille, and keep it out.  I want everyone to see what happens to naughty little sneaks in this house!”  
Lucy felt exactly like a sneak, and was ashamed of herself.  ”Ye…yes, si..Sir.”  Edward was satisfied and turned to his wife.  He lifted her off Mrs. Bremmer’s lap.
“I’ll take Louisa up and get her changed.  Please stay and keep an eye on Lucille.”  
“Certainly, Sir,” Mrs. Bremmer said, sitting back in the chair.  She was extremely pleased with the turn of events.  This might not have been the way his Lordship wanted to inform his charge of the proper way Wintercrest was run, but, all in all, it was now out in the open and all this subterfuge could cease.  She found herself wondering with glee at how often she’d see bare little bottoms, pulsing and red from good hard thrashings, peeking out from various corners of the manor.  She thought the opportunities would be most plentiful, indeed, as it would be a long hard battle in training these two identical little girls.
 



 
 
 
Chapter 3
 
Louisa remained silent as she was carried up the stairs and into her nursery.  Her mind was swirling with thousands of thoughts, none of them very pleasant.  Her wet nappy felt horrid against her skin and she pressed her face tightly into Edward’s neck.  He grinned and held her tighter as he walked across the room.  He laid her onto the table, and loved the fact that she whimpered and squirmed, her discomfort from a wet nappy evident.
“Lift your bottom, sweetie so I can get your dress out of the way,” he ordered and she complied.  He smiled as he lifted her dress to lie over her tummy and, without thinking; he bent and blew a soft raspberry onto the naked soft skin of her tummy.  She jerked and then squirmed as he moved his lips and did it again.  Louisa felt her stomach flip as he continued to press his lips all across her tummy and she realized her sex was tingling.  God, how could she react this way?  She had been discovered by her sister, she had been forced to use a nappy and actually admit the act and ask to be changed.  Yet, as Edward’s lips moved to kiss her lightly again, she wanted nothing more than for him to strip her naked and take her as his.  She blushed and squirmed again until Edward finally lifted his mouth from her.
“I love kissing your tummy, little one.  You can be such a good little girl for your Papa.”  She blushed at his praise but found her tummy continued to tingle with desire.  Edward grinned as he pulled down the rubber pants and set them aside.  She was extremely wet, her nappy soaked, and he knew she must be very uncomfortable.  Her comfort was not his concern; however, her obedience was what mattered.  He unpinned the nappy and drew it out from under her bottom.  Louisa whimpered as the air blew across her wet skin, her shame intense as he took a cloth and began to clean her.  He took his time, making sure to use his fingers to open her outer lips and drag the cloth again and again through them until she was wet for another reason.  Her little clit jumped under its hood and Edward shocked her by bending down and placing a soft kiss on it.  She moaned, her hips lifting as if begging for another.  Edward felt his sex harden and he grinned.  His little lady was becoming soaked with her adult juices even as he cleaned her from using a child’s nappy.  He frowned, seeing the curls hiding her from his view.  
“I want you to stay here and lie still, Louisa.  I’ll be right back and if you know what is good for you, you will not get off this table.”  She nodded, her skin pebbling from the arousal she was feeling, and the sound of his voice.
“Yes, Papa,” she said, and as he left the room, she found her thumb making its way back into her mouth.  She felt her other hand drifting down over her clothing bunched at her waist and had almost touched herself before she remembered it was absolutely forbidden to do so.  She uttered a short gasp and jerked her hand back.  Her mind flooded with the memory of the severe thrashing she had received one evening when her husband caught her touching her throbbing bud.  Edward had not allowed her to take her pleasure when he had taken her to their bed, and she felt she would explode from her need.   She had thought he had fallen asleep while she continued to twitch and throb with the need for release.  Her fingers had drifted to lie on her engorged clit and while she had only stroked herself a half dozen times before her Papa had grabbed her hand, he had been livid.  He didn’t even have to say a word; her guilt was so intense at being caught.  He had flipped her onto her stomach and reddened her bottom with his hand.  She had promised never to do it again as he climbed out of the bed only to retrieve her paddle.  Sobbing with the pain of the paddling, she had again begged for forgiveness and pleaded for mercy.  None was given as he traded the paddle for the strap.  After he had laid twenty burning hot welts across her well-roasted bottom, and restrained her hands to the rail of their bed, she was a throbbing, very sorry little girl.  Many additional nights tested her resolve when she felt she was only one stroke from completion after her Papa refused her permission to spend.  The memory of that intense thrashing always gave her the strength she needed to lie still and accept the fact that she would throb for hours simply because that was what her Papa wanted.
Remembering, she lay still, and turned her mind to wondering how she could face her sister.  Lucy must think her husband was a monster and her sister was some type of fool to have wed him.  She felt tears fill her eyes as she felt a loss she couldn’t explain.  Her mouth worked harder on her thumb as she pictured her twin standing in the corner, her bottom aching all because of Louisa.  Edward returned to the nursery and saw his little one’s tears.  He sighed and placed the items he had brought with him on the table.
“What is it, little lady?  What is making you so sad?”  Louisa cried harder at the concern in his voice.  She adored this man, but would never ever be able to admit that what he did to her caused her both pain and intense pleasure.  She had no words to explain how he made her feel -- even at the awful, humiliating things he made her do.  All she knew was that this was her life, and that she wanted to be his wife, no matter what age he expected her to be.  She continued to cry until he picked her up and settled them both in the large rocker.  She buried her head in his chest and sobbed.  Edward was a very astute man.  He knew without her admitting it that she was terrified and ashamed.  He knew she was struggling to truly accept not only her enforced lifestyle, but also her deep need for submission.  He knew that she loved her sister and that they were connected in ways that not everyone could understand.  He knew that she felt she could never face Lucille again and yet, he also knew, somehow deep inside himself, that Lucille was far more identical to Louisa than she would ever want to admit.  He had seen her watching the scene from behind the settee and had known that she felt somehow drawn to what was happening.  Lucille might not yet understand the pull of her desire; might never truly admit it to anyone including herself, yet he knew that these two women were born to be submissives.  They were intelligent, beautiful and capable adult women but their psyche required -- no demanded, that they submit their minds, their hearts and their bodies to dominant men.  He knew all this, but also knew he would not explain it to his wife.  She would have to work it out on her own.
“Hush, little one.  I know you are hurting but must trust that all will be fine.  Lucille loves you and, Louisa, both of you will learn things about each other that you never questioned.  You were born together and, sweetie, you will always have each other regardless of your status.  Now, stop crying, and trust your Papa.”  He allowed her a few more minutes of pity for herself, but then stood her erect, stripped her naked and had her back on the table.  Louisa looked at the items he had brought and confusion lit her face.  One bowl held a steaming cloth, one held what was obviously warm water, and the other held a brush and a bar of soap.  She wondered why on earth her husband intended to shave up in her nursery.  However, as he pressed her to lie back and then used his hands to first push her knees up and then spread them wide, opening her sex to him, she gasped.  Chuckling, he watched her confusion disappear as he worked the brush against the soap until he had worked up a huge lather.
“That’s right.  Little girls who wear nappies don’t need hair on their sweet little pussies.  Papa is going to shave you now, and you will never have hair between your legs again.  Be still and don’t move.  I don’t want to cut my sweet girl.”  Louisa barely dared to breathe as she felt his fingers moving through her blonde curls.  She had never considered the fact that he would shave her down there.  She felt his fingers move to open her outer lips and she shuddered.  
He grinned and reminded her, “I know this feels good little one.  I know Papa’s fingers are playing with your sweet little pussey but don’t move.”  She blushed and had to close her eyes to avoid the shame.  She felt him lift his hand from her sex only to take one of hers and guide it to her mouth.
“Go ahead and suckle, baby.  I want you to feel comfortable while Papa shaves you.”  She didn’t protest, though it made her feel like a baby.  She accepted her thumb and was soon drawing on it as she felt him begin to snip away the curls from her pussey.  When he was satisfied that the scissors would no longer do him any good, she felt the warm lather being applied to her sex.  She moaned at the warmth and then froze when she felt the first swipe of the razor.  Edward heard her small whimper and reassured her.
“Shhh,  it is okay, Louisa.  Papa will be very careful. I won’t cut this precious little pussey.  Just suckle your thumb and lie still.”  It took several minutes and he lathered the entire area two additional times before Edward was satisfied that her pussey was shorn smooth.  She blushed anew as she was guided to her hands and knees and then her face and shoulders pressed to the pad of the changing table.  He again guided her thumb into her mouth and she had to shut her eyes in humiliation as she felt the fingers of one of his hands pressing open the cleft of her bottom.  She felt the brush touch against her puckered opening and she clenched it tightly.  She whimpered as she well remembered the last time her bottom-hole had been exposed.  She didn’t see him grin as he lathered her well.  His cock was rock hard in his pants, aching to explore the tiny forbidden opening.  He knew it would be quite an experience when he first took her bottom, one she had never possibly imagined.  For now, he satisfied himself with carefully shaving all around her little rim and then washing the foam away.  Once the bare, smooth surface of her skin was visible, he bent down and pressed his lips to her opening.  Her eyes flew open and she gasped loudly, trying to pull away, her thumb popping from her mouth as her hands clawed at the padded surface of the table.
“Be still, Louisa,” he ordered, his voice only slightly louder than normal as he easily pulled her back towards him.  She felt her eyes fill as she felt his lips press into her cleft again.  Edward kissed the tender skin all up and down the divide of her bottom, his fingers holding her open to allow his mouth to taste her freshly shaven bottom.  His tongue finally pressed once more, directly into the center of her pucker, and she felt her stomach clench and her clit jump.  She knew she would die before she ever admitted to anyone the feelings that were rushing through her at this moment.  Edward continued to lick and kiss her opening, his tongue pressing just the tiniest bit inside.  Her face was burning as she thought of where his mouth was. Despite his warning, she continued to squirm and moan but didn’t pull away.  Edward grinned, even as he reached down to remove himself from his pants.  He knew he could not take her that way; not yet at least.  She would need far more training in order to learn to relax her bottom-hole and accept his cock deep inside her rear passage.  However, his need was great and her freshly shaven little pussey would serve him well.  Once he was free, he pulled her down the table until her bottom was barely over the edge.  He had not yet taken her from behind, but her lessons were continuing.  She didn’t know what was happening, but knew he had stopped kissing her there and that her clit was throbbing.  When he pushed into her, she arched and moaned as he moved deep inside her pussey.  
“Ohhhhh,” she moaned as he claimed her deeply.  “Ohhh, Pa…Papa.”  Edward gripped her hips and pulled her further back towards him, burying himself as deeply as possible.
“That’s my good girl.  That’s right, open that sweet little pussey for Papa.”  Shame at his crude words flamed across her face, but her nipples tightened and her hands gripped the edge of her changing table as he fucked her from behind.  She was soon moaning and lifting her hips as his pace increased until he was slamming into her, his balls slapping against her pussey.  She felt her climax building and knew it would be intense if he allowed her to find her pleasure.  
Before she earned herself a spanking or worse, she hoarsely begged, “Papa…Papa…may I…ohhhh, please…may I take my ple…pleasure!” She shrieked as he rammed into her again and again.  Edward continued to thrust in and out of her and she wondered if he had heard her. “Please…oh…please, Papa…I’m…I can’t…oh….Please!” she screamed as she felt the end approaching.  She knew she was going to spend no matter his answer, and sobbed with relief at his words.
“Yes, my little lady.  Come hard for your Papa.  Come now.”  It wasn’t a second later before the room echoed with her screams; this time from pure pleasure.  She came again and again as he continued to take her.  She felt herself building to the peak again and, when she fell over the edge, her body actually slumped as the contractions took everything from her.  Edward grinned, pulled her hard against his belly and then filled her with his seed.  He lay over her back, his shirt rough against her bare skin as he rested from the ordeal.  He felt as if he had emptied every ounce of himself into his wife but, as he lifted himself to pull out of her, he caught sight of her sweet, virgin little bottom-hole and vowed that her lessons would begin soon.  He intended to sodomize her often, and the sooner she learned to open herself to him, the sooner he could take his pleasure in that sweet, tightly-puckered forbidden little hole.
Over an hour had passed before Edward led his freshly-shaven, freshly-fucked and freshly-diapered wife back into the library.  He nodded to Mrs. Bremmer, who rose and informed him that dinner would soon be served.  He settled Louisa into a chair and walked to the corner where Lucille was still standing, nose to wall, dress held up and bottom presented.  Though her skin wasn’t as crimson as it had been immediately after her spanking, it was still obvious she had gotten quite a hard lesson.  Her bottom was swollen and a few bruises were evident.  Edward knew that they were both old and fresh marks; after all, she had gotten her bottom caned, spanked, birched and paddled quite a few times in the last few days.  He felt her tremble as she realized he was watching her, but she didn’t dare move.  
He found he was proud of her,  “That’s a good girl, Lucy.  You may remove yourself from the corner and pull up your drawers to cover your naughty spanked bottom.”  Lucy’s face was flaming with shame as she quickly pushed away from the corner, pulled up her drawers and adjusted her dress.  Her bottom and back ached from having to stand so long in one position.  She saw her sister seated in a chair, the same little-girl clothing covering her small frame.  Again, she was shocked at how small and youthful Louisa, looked dressed as she was.  She briefly wondered if there was a nappy under her dress and, seeing no sign of any type of bloomers, blushed realizing that there quite possibly was.  Lucy had no idea what to do or say.  However, she quickly remembered one rule.
“I’m sorry, Sir.  Thank you for spanking me.”  
Edward nodded his approval and said, “Good girl.  I’m glad you remembered your manners.  Please take a seat on the settee, Lucy.  I believe it is time we discuss a few additional things.”  Terrified of what she was about to hear, and yet finding herself eager to have this afternoon’s events explained, Lucy stepped to the settee and carefully seated herself upon it.  She couldn’t look at her sister, and didn’t want to look at Edward.  Instead, she kept her eyes on her feet.
“Look at me when I talk to you, Lucy,” Edward said quietly, as he approached the chair where Louisa sat.  Lucy forced herself to look up and her mouth dropped open when Edward bent down, picked up Louisa and then sat in the chair, holding her on his lap as if she were indeed his little girl.  She watched as Louisa blushed and buried her face in her husband’s chest.  Lucy’s eyes darted to Edward to see him smile.  She didn’t know what to say, but saw that Louisa was no longer crying or squirming or seemingly uncomfortable.  Instead, though her cheeks were flushed, her twin appeared to be quite content snuggled up on her husband’s lap, his arms wrapped possessively around her.  
“Lucy, I owe you an apology,” Edward announced and grinned seeing how the small woman reacted.  Her mouth dropped open and though she appeared to be trying to speak, no words issued forth.  “Not for anything I have done mind you.  Not for birching you last night, paddling you in my study this afternoon or spanking you when I caught you sneaking around this afternoon.  No, I owe you an apology for ever allowing you to believe that Wintercrest Manor was anything but what it truly is.”  Lucy was beyond confused.  Her bottom had clenched when he mentioned the several punishments he had delivered to it; her heart began to race and she finally acknowledged what she had witnessed earlier.  Edward paused and allowed his ward to think about his words before he continued.  He absently stroked his hand down his wife’s arm as he cuddled her to his chest.  
“I am the Lord of Wintercrest, Lucille. As such, this household runs as I dictate.  Your sister is not only my wife, she is my little girl.”  He saw Lucy’s glance slide to Louisa and her face flushed.  What he was saying now appeared obvious.  Her sister was curled up on her husband’s lap, her long hair loose around her shoulders, her legs covered in white stockings, her feet clad in slip-on shoes.  Her dress was more appropriate to a very young child, unlike the long, stiff dress that Lucille had changed into for dinner.  Lucy looked even more closely at her twin and realized that while she herself was seated stiffly due to the tight corset Molly had helped lace her into, Louisa appeared for more comfortable.  Lucy’s color heightened as she realized that Louisa was obviously unencumbered by the stiff garment, indeed her rounded breasts pressed against the bib of her juvenile dress, their fullness filling out the dress quite nicely.  Lucy saw the lace of a petticoat peeking out from under the hem of the pink dress, and again noticed the absence of drawers.  She blushed and tore her eyes away from the sight.  
Edward grinned and nodded, “Yes, Louisa is treated -- not as the lady of the manor -- but as a precious child.  She does not run the household, as most in her position do.  Mrs. Bremmer is the true mistress of Wintercrest.”  Lucy felt her heart pound as she remembered the awful woman.  She turned her attention back to Edward.
“Why?” she managed to squeak out, hoping she wouldn’t find herself bottom-up for daring to ask the question.  She twisted her hands in her lap but knew she had to have a far better explanation.  Edward didn’t chastise her for the question.
“Because I make the laws governing Wintercrest, and it is how I desire it should be.”  He didn’t elaborate for a moment, and Lucy realized that he was indeed the true Lord of his kingdom.  He took a moment to shift Louisa a bit, bending down to whisper something in her ear.  Lucy watched as Louisa shook her head slowly and then settle herself back into her husband’s embrace.  “I never wanted to wed a woman strictly for society reasons, Lucille.  I do not care what anyone thinks about my household or me.  I have a close circle of friends who all share my desires and my lifestyle.  Woman should be treasured and pampered and most certainly taken care of.  However, I have no desire to answer to any female.  I wed your sister with the intention of training her to become how I desire her to be.  She will always be safe with me.  I love her deeply and will always treasure her.”  He bent to press a kiss to Louisa’s temple and she smiled with contentment.  Lucy still found it hard to accept the words she was hearing.  Never would she have imagined Louisa happy or content at being so coddled.  She might be loved and treasured, but at what cost?  She didn’t want to listen to Edward any more.  What she wanted, what she needed was to be alone with Louisa and be able to talk directly to her.  She squirmed on the settee and winced as her bottom reminded her of her last spanking.  Humiliation burned through her, remembering how Mrs. Bremmer had reminded her several times to stick out her ‘naughty little bottom’ as she had spent all that time in the corner.  She had sworn she had heard others moving about the room, but her shame at being caught sneaking had kept her from daring to attempt a glance to see who else witnessed her shame.  She felt Edward’s eyes on her and her anger grew.
“I don’t understand this, Edward.  I can’t believe a grown man wants his wife to behave like a child.  If you want a child, then have one and let Louisa be the grown woman she is.  This is unspeakable!  You…you diapered my sister and made her….made her wet herself!  How can that be what Louisa wants?  How can she possibly be happy with you as -- not her husband, but as her father!  You made her call you Papa, for God’s sake.  Our father is dead and, God, how he would have hated this!  He would have called you out for treating his daughter like this.”  Edward allowed her to rant a bit, though he was aware her words were causing Louisa pain.   
As Lucy’s voice grew shriller, he finally said, “Enough!  You forget yourself, Lucille.  I am your guardian, and perhaps you haven’t heard me.  I am Master of Wintercrest, not your sister, and certainly not you.  You are a no more than a very naughty little girl that most certainly needs a great deal of discipline and training.  You have no idea of what you are speaking, and are only showing your ignorance.  You are not to raise your voice to me or any one in my household, unless you want to have your bottom warmed yet again.  My rules are to be learned and followed, little girl.  It is not for you to question my authority.  You are simply to obey me, and I suggest you begin to do so immediately.”  Lucy jumped to her feet, her hands fisted in her dress.  She wanted to scream and shout, yet his threat of a spanking caused her mouth to clamp shut.  She turned to run from the room. “Lucille, sit down!  You have not been dismissed young lady.”  
She twirled back around, her eyes full of tears. “I won’t!  You can’t do this.  I won’t let you….”  With that, she ran from the room and had made it down the hall and out the door before Edward could put Louisa on her feet and go after his ward.  Lucy ran blindly down the long drive, her breath hitching with her sobs as she tried to put as much distance between herself and this horrid man as possible.  She stumbled over her skirts and soon pulled them up in order to quicken her pace.  Her breath came in huge gulps, as her corset reminded her of her constricted lungs.  She wished she could take time to tear off the garment but continued to flee, not knowing where she would go, just determined to get away.  Edward didn’t run after her, he knew she would not go far.  He didn’t even follow her.  Instead, he walked to the stables and after calling for a groom, leapt onto the back of his horse and turned it down the drive.  He rode slowly knowing his prey was only a few yards in front of him.  He knew he had shocked Lucille but felt a huge sense of relief that the truth was now out in the open.  He would allow Lucille certain latitude as she adjusted to the truth, but direct disobedience would never, ever, be tolerated.  He gave a sigh, knowing he would soon be administering yet another dose of discipline to her saucy little bottom. Though part of him truly wished he could spare her additional pain, he knew the lesson was needed.  He would never hesitate to punish either of his girls, regardless of the condition of their little rumps.  His authority would be obeyed without question and, if Lucy continued to defy him; he’d simply continue to redden her bare bottom. As his horse carried him further down the lane, he saw his charge dashing in front of him, her pace slowing as she tired.  He kept his steed back as she finally staggered to a stop, bending over trying to catch her breath.  He could hear her sobs and quietly slid off his mount.  Lucy gave a shrill screech when she felt arms being wrapped around her and she felt herself lifted off her feet.  She began to struggle immediately, her hands and feet flailing, trying to escape his grasp.
“Stop it, Lucille, before you hurt yourself,” Edward ordered as her elbow connected with his chest, causing him to grunt.  
She continued to fight.  “No!  Put me down!  You are the one who wants to hurt me.  You are the one who wants to hurt Louisa.  You are a monster.  Put me down!”  Edward simply tightened his grip, and before she knew it, she was tossed over his shoulder as if she weighed no more than a sack of flour.  Her fists beat against his back, her hair loosening from its weave to tumble almost to the ground.  She felt his hand hard against her legs, and then screeched as she felt his free hand land against her bottom.  Her skirts gave her protection but having been spanked so much recently; even that protection gave her little comfort.  Edward strode to his horse, tossed her easily face-down over the saddle and then climbed up behind her.  He grinned seeing her struggle to sit up, but he easily kept her in place before him as he turned the horse back to the stable.  Lucy sobbed with the humiliation of how easily she had been caught and tossed onto the horse.  She felt his hand slap into her bottom again and again.
“I’ll give you a proper thrashing when we get back to the manor, Lucille.  It might take you a longer time to train than your sister, but I guarantee you will be trained.”  His words caused her to sob harder and she realized she had no way of escaping.  He ruled not only the manor but every person under his care.  She had no legal means to escape him.  She would remain his ward, remain his to discipline any way he might choose, until she wed.  She was now terrified of marrying any man.  Surely Louisa had no previous knowledge of how her husband would expect her to live her life before she stood in the church before God and her family, vowing to give herself to this man, to honor and obey him until death parted them.  How could any man be trusted?  How could any woman ever know what horrors might wait for them upon the exchanging of their marriage vows?  Confused, hurt, terrified and ashamed, Lucy stopped struggling and simply lay over the horse as he guided it back to the house where she knew she would soon be receiving a thrashing for trying to run away from her fate.
Louisa stood at the door of the manor and saw her husband return with her sister.  She saw him slide off the horse, toss the reins to the groom and then pluck Lucy off the horse and throw her once again over his shoulder.  Louisa trembled, fearing the spanking her sister was sure to endure in mere moments.  Edward walked up the stairs of the porch, and Louisa quietly opened the door for them.  
He paused to smile down at his wife.  “I will join you in a bit, my dear.  Do you need your nappy changed before I take care of Lucy?”  Louisa knew he was asking her not out of true concern for her needs, but to reinforce the fact of how his household was run.  
She blushed but managed to shake her head. “No sir, Papa.  I’m…I’m dry.”  
He smiled and bent just a bit to kiss the top of her head.  “That’s good, honey.  Run along and ask Mrs. Bremmer to start your dinner.  We will join you in just a bit.”  Louisa hurried to do his bidding, her tummy clenching, knowing it would be hard to take even the smallest bite, considering what would be happening in the study.  Edward walked past the dining room; his naughty ward easily slung over his shoulder, and saw Mrs. Bremmer helping Louisa into her chair.  
He nodded at the woman and she said,  “Shall I come to assist you after serving Miss Louisa her soup, my Lord?”  Knowing her presence would cause Lucille much humiliation, he was tempted to take her up on her offer; however, he decided to handle it differently.
“I don’t believe I shall need your help, Mrs. Bremmer.  If I find that Lucille won’t submit to her strapping, I shall ring for you.  Until them, please make sure our little lady eats her dinner.”  Mrs. Bremmer nodded, though she wished she was to be included.  If some little girl needed to have her bottom tended to, it was definitely the one currently hanging over the Lord’s shoulder.  Lucille was lying limply, her hair hanging practically to the floor, her fists clenched where Edward had captured them at her waist with his huge forearm.  His free hand rested directly on her bottom as if to remind the poor child which part of her anatomy would soon be paying a heavy price for her disobedience.  Anna knew the little one was feeling both deep shame at her position as well as fear of what was to occur.  She contented herself with the knowledge that, if the last few days were any indication of the future, the strapping about to occur in the study would certainly be the first of several.  She was sure she would be asked to assist him in at least a few. 
Smiling with that thought, she respectfully answered, “Certainly, Sir.”  Edward adjusted his load a bit, and then headed down the long hall to his study.  He pushed open the door and unceremoniously dumped his cargo onto the settee.  Lucy was still crying, her hair tangled and loose about her.  She jumped to her feet and was prepared to flee again but stopped when she heard,
“Run from me again, Lucille, and I shall call the entire household together to witness your punishment.”  The threat froze her.  She knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that he would not only do as he threatened, but that he would actually enjoy it.  Her posture shrank as she accepted his threat.  
“That’s better.  I allowed you to ask questions but will not tolerate your attitude, or allow you to hurt your sister with your words.  You need to learn to care more about the feelings of others than about yourself.  You are an extremely stubborn little girl, but I have ways of dealing with such naughtiness.”  She was extremely afraid of that.  She saw him walk to the cabinet that she knew held nothing but terrible things, and watched as he opened it.  He took several minutes before selecting his implement.  He shut the door, and she saw he had a thick wide leather strap in his hand.  Her hands flew back to her bottom, and she backed away from him.  She couldn’t tear her eyes off that horrid strap of leather.
“Ple…please, no….please, don’t.”  
Edward shook his head and said very quietly, “You know better, Lucille.  You know you deserve a good thrashing.  You know your own father would never have allowed you to act like such a hellion.  You know he would have your bottom bared and welted minutes after you dared to be so disobedient.  Well, your father is no longer with us but, little one, I am your guardian and will never hesitate to step in to teach you.  Now, you are to lift your skirts, remove your drawers and place yourself across the arm of the chair.  I want your legs well apart and your bottom lifted.  I want you to apologize for your ridiculous behavior and ask me to give you a good hard strapping.  If you decide to try to flee from me again, I shall simply call for Henri who will hold you down while Mrs. Bremmer collects the rest of the household and you will still receive your strapping.  The choice is yours, Lucille, but I shan’t wait long for you to make that choice.”  Lucy clenched her eyes shut, his words ringing in her ears, her fear of taking yet another spanking pulsing through her body.  With a loud sob, she found herself reaching under her dress and untying her drawers.  She felt them puddle at her feet, and she stepped out of them.  Sobbing, knowing she was about to be thrashed within an inch of her life, she stumbled to the chair and threw herself across the thickly padded arm.  She reached back and pulled her clothing up and off her bottom until it lay in a mass at her waist.  She knew she looked exactly like a naughty child, baring her bottom to her betters, accepting her need for discipline.  However, even as she forced herself to open her legs and lift her bottom, she realized that naughty little girls were not strapped or punished in this manner.  Her father had never asked her to present her bottom high in the air, her legs apart so that her womanhood was evident.  She realized that she was being put in a position of an adult woman and suddenly did remember hearing cries from behind her parent’s bedchamber door.  With a soft sob, understanding that her mother had presented herself to her father’s discipline flooded through her consciousness.  
Sobbing with all that was happening, she gasped, “I’m sorry, Sir.  I’m so, so sorry.  Please…please, thra…thrash me.”  It wasn’t exactly correct but hearing her request a thrashing instead of a strapping pleased Edward.  Her subconscious was dictating her submissive need to pay for her sins.  Her choice of the word told him that she expected to be strapped quite soundly, and he intended to live up to her expectations.
“That’s a good girl.  I know you will learn from this, little one.  Now, lift your bottom high and do not reach back or close your legs.  If you do, I shall have to tie you down and thrash you anew.”  
Lucy felt him step close and said,  “Ye…yes, Sir.”  She gripped the opposite arm of the chair and laid her head down on the soft cushion.  Her feet were flat on the floor but, with his quiet order to ‘present’, she pushed up onto her tiptoes, her bottom presented to her guardian.  Edward smiled at her quick obedience and then began.  
Louisa flinched and spilled a spoonful of her soup when Lucy’s first scream rent the air.  Her hand trembled, and her eyes closed as another echoed in the room.  She knew that her sister would be in a great deal of pain by the time Edward was done with her.  She had been shocked when Lucy had fled the house, but also knew the price that act would require.  She, too, had once attempted to flee, but had just as easily been caught.  She hadn’t been able to sit without wincing for several days.  As cry after cry filled the house, Louisa felt a tear slide down her cheek and her face flush with shame as she felt her stomach tingle.  She was horrified to discover her pussey clench in her nappy with arousal.  How could she feel aroused at the sound of her sister’s pain?  She put her spoon down and clapped her hands over her ears in an effort to drown out the sounds.  She felt another’s hand on hers, and saw Mrs. Bremmer pulling her hands down, placing them back on the table.
“Don’t you be naughty, Louisa.  If someone else chooses to be naughty, you know what happens to their little bottoms.  Your sister needs to learn that lesson, and you shall do well to bear witness.  Your Papa wants you to eat your dinner, so I suggest you do so.  I’d hate for you to have a turn in the study as well.”  Louisa’s hand shook as she picked up her spoon, dipping it into her bowl.  Though most of it spilled back into the bowl, she managed to put the spoon into her mouth.  Mrs. Bremmer nodded and then her voice softened.
“I know it is hard, honey but your Papa is a good man.  You just eat your supper, and if you need your nappy changed, you let me know.”  Louisa nodded, her desire no longer coursing through her body, as the woman reminded her of her own shameful attire.  She continued to take small bites of soup as the thrashing went on and on in the back of the house.
Lucy felt as if she would soon die.  Her entire backside hurt.  The strap bit into her bottom again and again, and then moved down to lick at the backs of her legs.  She screamed and begged and promised to be the best girl ever, but the strap continued to fall.  Never before in her life had she been so punished.  This was truly the thrashing of her life, and she prayed she would not only survive it, but never ever be subjected to such pain again.  Edward stopped only long enough to remind her to open her legs and lift her bottom.  Every time he did, she automatically obeyed, and he smiled.  She had released the chair’s arms and had pushed her hands under the cushion as if to both gather comfort from hugging it, as well as keep her hands away from where they wanted to go.  She was learning, and learning quickly.  He laid another dose of the strap over her bottom and again down her legs.  She tried to maintain position, but would occasionally kick up a foot, only to immediately lower it again.  She took thirty full strokes of the leather strap before he considered her well-thrashed.  She was so deep in her submission to his authority that she wasn’t even aware of the fact that her strapping was over.  She lay over the chair, her tears soaking the cushion, her bottom and thighs welted and so very red and swollen.  
Edward gave her a few minutes to compose herself, and then said, “Stand up.”  She forced herself to do so, her legs wobbling, her hands going behind her back to clench her bottom.  Edward thought it adorable and allowed her a few quick rubs before he said, “Hands at your sides, little one.  You need to let that bottom burn.  Now, thank me properly and we shall go have our dinner.”  
She couldn’t imagine eating but heard herself saying, “Th…thank you for…for strapping me, Sir.  I won’t…won’t run away again.”  Edward nodded, and stepped forward to cup his palm against her cheek.
“It doesn’t have to be this hard, Lucy.  Learn to obey and your life shall be easier.”  She shuddered at his touch, even as she wished she could cuddle into him.  Her heart ached almost as much as her bottom.  How could he be so kind, when only a moment ago he was stripping the skin off her bottom yet again?  He dropped his hand and moved to put the strap away.  
When he turned back, she was calmer, and softly said,  “Thank you…thank you, Sir.”
“You are welcome, Lucy.  You’ve done well.”  She flushed as he bent to pick up her discarded drawers and handed them to her.
“I doubt these will feel good on your bottom, but you need to dress for dinner, my dear.  It wouldn’t be proper to be naked beneath your clothing when seated at our table.”  He saw her look of shock and hid his smile.  “Unless, of course, if you were required to do so as an additional form of punishment.”  She was shocked at his words, the shame of possibly sitting with a naked, spanked bottom under her clothing appalling.  She slowly pulled the drawers on and over her bottom, hissing as the fabric raked across her skin.  She tied the bow with shaking fingers, not knowing how she’d be able to sit on her chair.  She dared to ask.
“May…may I skip dinner, Sir.  I’m…I’m not hungry.”  
“No Lucy.  Little girls need a good supper before bed.  You will eat a proper meal, and only after will you be allowed to find your bed.  Now, come along.  There is no need to feel ashamed of getting your bottom thrashed.  Naughty girls get strapped and then forgiven.  It is over, and need not be discussed, unless you choose to be naughty again.”  He bent towards her and placed a gentle kiss on the top of her head.
“You took your thrashing very well, little one.  I am very proud of you, Lucy.”  Trying to process all that had happened in one short day, Lucy found herself allowing him to take her hand and lead her to the table.  She grimaced as she took her seat and allowed him to push her up to the table.  She thanked Mrs. Bremmer when a bowl of soup was placed in front of her.  She couldn’t look at her sister, her mind and heart churning in confusion. Her bottom burned and clenched as it tried to adjust to her body weight.  The meal was quiet, Edward preferring to eat in silence as his two little girls attempted to be good and avoid another trip to the study.  Smiling, he enjoyed his meal immensely and was pleased his household would soon be running exactly as he desired.  
When the meal was over, Lucy meekly asked, “May I be excused, Sir?”  Edward looked at her and was pleased.
“Yes, my dear.  You may retire to your room and seek your bed.  I want you to get a good night’s sleep before you begin your studies again tomorrow.  Come kiss me goodnight and have sweet dreams.”  Louisa watched in amazement as her stubborn sister walked to Edward, placed a quick kiss on his cheek.
“Thank you, Sir.”  Without looking at her sister, Lucy said, “Good night, Louisa; I hope you sleep well.”  Louisa felt her eyes fill at the loss of her sister’s gaze, but managed to wish her a good night.  She watched as Lucy walked very slowly from the room and knew her entire body was aching.  Lucy wasn’t surprised to see Molly in her room, obviously having been sent there by Mrs. Bremmer.  The girls didn’t speak as Molly undressed her charge.  She had thought her bottom horrid the day before, but its condition this evening caused her to suck in her breath.  She helped Lucy into her nightgown and neither spoke of the fact that no bloomers had been slipped on beneath the gown.  Molly turned back the spread and sheets of the bed and heard Lucy moan as she crawled up onto it.  She immediately turned onto her stomach, her bottom throbbing.  Molly gently drew the covers up, but when Lucy moaned, she removed all but the thinnest sheet.
“Sleep well, Miss Lucy.”  Lucy didn’t answer, she just began to cry softly as her maid blew out the lamp and left the room after hanging the discarded clothing in the wardrobe.  Molly’s heart ached for the poor girl.  She, herself, had been strapped quite often but, his Lord obviously intended his ward to be strapped within an inch of stripping the skin off her bottom.  She shuddered as she walked down the hall and was startled to see Mrs. Bremmer coming towards her.  She curtsied at the older woman and didn’t speak.  Mrs. Bremmer nodded and then continued down the hall and opened Lucy’s door.  Molly shuddered again hoping the poor girl would be spared more pain, but knew that anything was possible where the housekeeper was concerned.
Lucy heard her door open, but didn’t move.  She was exhausted and just wanted to fall into oblivion.  She had so much to think about, so much to consider, so many questions she wondered if she would ever be able to answer.  She heard someone come towards the bed and she felt the sheet being drawn back.  She finally turned her head and saw Mrs. Bremmer’s outline in the faint light from the lamp in the hall.  She whimpered as she felt her gown being drawn up to expose her bottom.
“Shhhh,  little one.  Just be still;  I’m going to put some salve on your poor bottom to help the swelling.”  Lucy’s face burned and her eyes clenched shut as she felt a glob of something being applied to her bottom.  She clenched her bottom tight, expecting pain, but was soon moaning as immediate relief flooded through her.  The salve was wonderfully cooling and she was soon limp under Mrs. Bremmer’s expert hands.  Anna smiled, her fingers slowly and carefully working the salve into every welt and bruise on the small bottom underneath her hands.  The poor child’s skin was hot and swollen, and though it was being soothed now, Anna knew it would be bruised and very sore for several days.  She continued to apply the salve down the backs of Lucy’s thighs, and when she softly ordered the girl to open her legs, she smiled when Lucy immediately obeyed.  Anna’s fingers slipped between her legs going from one welt to another on her legs, the salve sliding against the hot skin.  Lucy felt something change when Mrs. Bremmer’s fingers paused at the junction of her thighs.
“Open your legs wider, sweetie.  Let me see if the strap bit into your sweet little pussey.”  Lucy’s face flooded with color at the command.  It was the first time anyone had referred to her most private, intimate area with such a crude word.  The word caused her heart to beat faster but after only a moment’s hesitation, she opened herself a bit wider.  Anna grinned and slowly moved her fingers to barely touch the pouch of Lucy’s sex.  She watched as the girl tensed and heard her draw in her breath and hold it.  She smiled as she moved her fingers closer until the tips settled softly between the girl’s outer lips.  She felt the young woman shudder, but noticed that she didn’t attempt to pull herself away.  Finding what she hoped to see, Anna slid her fingers up a bit and gently flicked the barest touch against the girl’s hidden nub.  
“Ohhh,” Lucy moaned her body tensing with some sort of sensation she didn’t understand and had never experienced before.  
“Shhh, don’t fuss, sweetie.  Lie still and let me take care of you.”  Lucy seemed to settle and moaned again as the finger rubbed a soft circle over a part of her anatomy she had never before known existed.  Anna watched her for every sign and listened for every tiny sound of pleasure.  “That’s a good little girl,” Anna said very softly as she removed her fingers to once again smooth some salve onto the girl’s bottom.  
“You will feel better tomorrow, but I hope you are learning a valuable lesson.  It will be much easier on this poor precious little bottom if you learn to be a good little girl and obey the Lord’s rules.”  Lucy felt her face heat again as the fingers left her opened legs to gently pat at the bottom under discussion.  She realized she had exposed herself to a woman she hated and yet that woman had shown her nothing but tenderness as she soothed her aching bottom.  Anna patted her again and then stood, gathering her pot of salve and leaving Lucy’s nightgown well up on her back, leaving her bottom bare and shining with the salve.
“Keep your gown up and let your bottom cool and the salve dry.  Sleep well, little Lucy.”  Lucy didn’t know what to say and felt intense shame at the way her body was aching.  She didn’t know what she needed; what she wanted.  She only knew she felt bereft and left on the edge of something that she desperately wanted to experience.  
She shut her eyes again, and as Anna bent to kiss her cheek before she left the room, she muttered,  “Thank you.”  Mrs. Bremmer smiled at the thanks and knew that Lord Wintercrest would be very well pleased.
As Lucy drifted into sleep, Louisa was being changed on her table.  Edward hadn’t allowed her to excuse herself from the table until she had to admit that she was wet and needed a fresh nappy.  He knew this was something to which his little lady would always have an extremely hard time adjusting.  He would keep her in nappies during her naps and would use additional diaper time as punishment.  It promised to be very effective in helping keep his little girl in line.  When she had asked to be changed, tears sliding down her cheeks, he hadn’t praised her.  After all, she was simply obeying him. He had placed his napkin on the table and held out his hand.  She blushed the entire way to her nursery, her gait awkward with the awful weight of her sodden diaper between her legs.  She didn’t speak until she was cleaned, the sensation strange as her husband ran the cloth and then his fingers over her shorn skin.  He hadn’t bothered diapering her again.  It was time for her to be tucked into bed and he simply put her in a nightgown and led her to their room.  She found herself grateful that she wouldn’t have to spend the night in her crib.  She wanted the comfort of her Papa’s arms around her; she needed to feel treasured and desired.  She was still struggling with the fact that her secret had been revealed.  She knew she would have to face her sister and her sister’s questions soon.  However, as she was tucked into her husband’s bed and kissed gently, she smiled and prayed he would see fit to join her soon; she definitely didn’t want to be left alone with her thoughts.  Edward blew out the lamp and left her to sleep as he went back downstairs.  He walked to his study and found Mrs. Bremmer waiting with his glass of cognac.  He thanked her and waved her to a seat.
“Tell me, how did you find our newest little one?”  Anna smiled, sitting forward a bit in her chair in her eagerness to share her discovery.
“You were right as usual, Sir.  She was simply soaking in her sweet pussey and is such an innocent she has no idea of what is happening to her.  It was absolutely wonderful to find her so slick and wet even an hour after that thorough strapping you gave her.”   Edward took a sip of his drink and grinned.  He had truly hoped to find Lucy as receptive and as submissive as Louisa.  Their father had been correct.  Both of his girls, like their mother, needed extremely strict and harsh men in their lives.  The Furniss women needed men who would never hesitate to flood their little ones with attention, though it would most often be painful and unwanted.  
“Did she fuss at all?”  Mrs. Bremmer smiled and shook her head.
“No, Sir.  She was a perfect little angel.  She opened her legs wide and even when I told her to open them further, she barely hesitated.  She was grateful for the salve, but I think she was even more grateful for the tender care.  She probably misses her poor departed mother and needs someone to remind her that though she will be most thoroughly spanked, she’ll also be forgiven.  I know her bottom is torturing her, but I believe she understands that she brought the pain upon herself.  I know teaching her will continue to be a challenge but, oh, Sir, I believe she will make some man a wonderful little child-wife.”  Edward smiled and finished his drink.  He thanked his housekeeper, and as she left, he began to run a list of names through his head.  Whom should he even offer a chance to wed his charge?  If Lucy turned out to be as passionate and as sexually responsive as her sister, she deserved to live her life with someone who not only gave her the intense discipline she would always need, but also able to teach her to scream with pleasures she had no idea existed.  The list grew shorter and shorter until only a few names remained.  He knew he’d be careful in the final selection, and knowing his thoughts of passion had increased his own, he stood and blew out the lamps and climbed the stairs.  He would bury himself in his own little child-bride and take his pleasure.  If she was a very good girl, he might even allow her to find her own, though he certainly didn’t want to spoil his little lady.
 
 



 
 
Chapter 4
 
Sunday morning dawned far too early for either of the girls.  Though both had been put to bed early, Lucille wished she had more time to bury her head in her pillow and sink back into sleep to ignore the continual throbbing in her bottom.  Louisa moaned as she, too, was awakened far too early.  Edward had indeed joined her in their bed, awakening her to take possession of her body.  She had been allowed to seek her own culmination after he had buried himself deep inside her body and taken her hard and fast.  After his first release, he had teased her for several long minutes by slipping down to put his face between her legs and began to lick and nip at her bare pussey.  The feelings had been incredible though the shame had burned through her at the very act.  Edward had forced her to spend in his mouth and lapped at her cream until she shouted as she climaxed for the second time.  She had been languid and relaxed until his tongue had once more moved down her body to lick at the small pucker of her bottom-hole.  She had foolishly attempted to push his head away when he simply reached up to take a taunt nipple between his fingers and squeezed hard.  She had yelped and cried out with the pain.
“Be still, Louisa.  I want to taste your bottom-hole and I will.”  She had flushed and shuddered as he continued to lick at her tiny hole until she felt herself responding.  She was horrified at that knowledge and whimpered, but Edward was extremely pleased.  He removed his tongue only to put his finger into her sopping pussey to lubricate it well.  She whined when she felt him press his finger against her now-slick hole.
“I told you to be still.  I won’t hesitate to give you a sound spanking if you try to get away again.  I suggest you remember your sister’s cries during her thrashing.  Would you like one as well?”  She immediately shook her head violently, the memory of Lucy’s screams filling her head.  
She felt another pinch on her nipple and yelped,  “I…I mean no, Sir.  Please, I don’t want a strapping, Papa.”  Edward released her nipple and smiled up at her.  
“Then relax and open your pucker for my finger, young lady.”  She looked horrified at his command, but when he pressed the tip of his finger against her again, she didn’t pull away.  She gasped as she discovered he truly meant to invade her body in such a way.  She tried to remain still, but couldn’t stifle a whimper as he continued to press his finger into her, stretching her in a way she never imagined.  He watched her little hole expand bit by bit as he sunk his finger deeper, and didn’t stop until he was buried in her bottom up to the second knuckle.  
He moved his gaze to her face and smiled,  “That’s my good girl.  I’ve claimed your mouth and your pussey, Louisa.  One day soon, I will be burying my cock deep inside your bottom-hole to claim you there as well, my dear.”  Her face was priceless as she considered his words.  She knew they were a promise and her bottom clenched around his finger, even as she felt a gush of moisture flood her shorn pussey.  Edward saw it as well and leaned forward.  He was soon lapping at her center, even as he began to frig her bottom-hole.  She soon forgot her shame as her body responded to his attention.  She came so hard that her contractions almost managed to push his finger from her bottom.  Edward was enormously pleased, and even as he sunk himself back into her pussey for his final release, he knew he would continue to train her little bottom to take him as well.
She blushed at the memory, but after a quick slap against her bottom, she climbed out of the bed.  She followed him into the water closet and watched as he tested the water in the tub.  She had obviously been asleep when the servants had filled their tub.  Satisfied that the water wouldn’t burn his little one, he helped her into the water.  She sighed with the bliss of the warm water and sank down to her chin.  He laughed and was soon bathing her, making sure he cleaned every inch of her in the most thorough way.  She felt his fingers sliding through her sex, slick with both the soap and her cream.  The lack of her pubic hair seemed to heighten every sensation and caused her to moan as he made sure every crevice had been scrubbed.   She moaned as she felt his finger slide down the crease of her buttocks to tap against the opening in her bottom.  Edward saw her close her eyes and heard her drawn in breath and smiled.  As he pressed his cloth covered finger harder against her opening, she whimpered and tried to pull away.
“Be still Louisa, Papa is going to wash every single bit of his little girl.”  She blushed hotly and continued to quiver as he did just that, trying not to think about the mixed sensations he was causing in her body.  Once he had made his point, his finger left her and ran once more quickly up between her lips.  She heard him chuckle and her face turned scarlet, knowing exactly what he had found and what he must be thinking.  Edward said nothing and simply lifted his child-bride from the tub and wrapped her in a thick towel.  Louisa was led back into the bed chamber and, seeing the clothes laid out on the bed, began to whimper.  Her husband gave her a look of warning and stripped the towel from her body.  As he picked up the pair of white bloomers with tiny rows of ruffles completely covering the seat, she had started to cry.
“Would you prefer a nappy, Louisa?”  She violently shook her head, the thought of being diapered again too humiliating to consider.  
“No…no, Sir, but…but please…please.”
“Hush.  You will wear what I provide for you and, young lady, if I hear another protest or if you continue to whine, I will diaper you and adjust the age of your clothing appropriately.  I told you that your big girl days are past and, Louisa, the sooner you accept that fact, the easier it shall be for your bottom.”  She knew he was serious, and though she continued to sniffle a bit as he dressed her, she was soon standing before him in her new Sunday best.  She watched as he finished his own wardrobe and placed her hand in his as he led her from the room.  
Edward had barely gotten her into her chair, a bowl of oatmeal before her, when she heard her sister enter the room.  She didn’t speak, too terrified of what her sister must think of her.  She saw Lucy glance at her from across the table and saw her eyes widen.  Louisa blushed hotly seeing the marked contrast in their clothing.  No longer did the two look identical.  Whereas she was dressed as a child, her long hair secured back from her face with a velvet blue ribbon, Lucy was dressed in a green gown with her hair piled atop her head.  Lucy looked at Edward and saw that he was calmly looking at her, almost as if daring her to speak out of turn.  She turned her eyes back to her sister and suddenly didn’t desire to cause her any additional pain.
“Good morning, Louisa.  Good morning, Sir,” she said quietly and then very, very slowly took her own seat.  Despite the salve the evening before, her bottom ached beyond relief.  She hissed a bit as her bottom was forced to take her weight.  A bowl of oatmeal was also placed in front of her, along with a large glass of milk.  She shuddered, knowing she would be forced to drink the entire glass, and then felt ashamed.  At least she would be drinking from a glass and not being fed from a bottle!  She flicked her gaze up and was grateful to see that her sister also had a glass in front of her.  Perhaps the bottle had been some sort of punishment?  Lucy knew she wouldn’t dare ask and was almost afraid to even learn the answer.  
“Good morning, Lucy.  I trust you slept well?”  
She nodded, “Yes, Sir.”  Edward opened his paper and reached for his cup of tea.  The morning was beginning just fine, exactly as he liked it.  After a few moments he spoke from around the paper,
“Eat your porridge girls.  Henri will bring the carriage around soon.  It wouldn’t do to be late for church.”  Lucy was shocked.  Though they regularly attended services, she couldn’t imagine riding in a carriage, much less walking into the church with her sister dressed the way she was.  Louisa looked no older than ten or so -- her hair long and loose held back from her face with a navy blue ribbon. Another large bow decorated the neckline of her dress and Lucy was pretty sure there was yet another tied behind her back. Surely Edward was going to allow her to change before taking his wife, the Lady of Wintercrest, out in public? She found she didn’t have the courage to speak, as just sitting was causing her to ache.  She dropped her glance and forced the last bite of oatmeal and the last sip of milk down her throat.  She wiped her lips with her napkin and then asked to be excused.
“Yes, Lucy.  Please make sure you have your cloak and gloves.  We shall be leaving in just a bit as our trip will be longer this morning.”  She wondered at his words but simply nodded and hurried out of the room.  She gathered her belongings and then was forced to wait in the hall as Edward helped her sister into a plain wool cape.  He took her hand into his and gestured for Lucy to go ahead of them.  Mrs. Bremmer opened the front door and smiled at the family.
“Enjoy the service, Sir,” she said, as she watched him hand both the girls into the waiting carriage.  He smiled and joined them inside before tapping on the roof signaling Henri.  The carriage pulled away from the house with a lurch.  Lucy and Louisa both gasped and then giggled as they settled back into their seats across from Edward.  He smiled across at them and realized how very pleased they made him at this moment.
“You both look very pretty this morning,” he said softly.  He watched them both blush and heard them both utter their thanks.  He knew Lucy’s mind must be churning, and though he knew he could keep her in suspense, her behavior so far had been exemplary and he found himself hoping it would remain so.  
“Lucy, the church we have been attending since your arrival is not our usual place of worship.  Our church is a special one.  You won’t find much difference except that the congregation includes many special families.  I know you are worried about Louisa, but needn’t be.  I love your sister and will protect her always.  She is accepted and loved in the church as the special little girl she is exactly as she is in our home.”  Lucy breathed a sigh of relief even as she felt trepidation at his words.  The trip seemed to take a very short time despite his earlier warning of a longer distance to travel.  Soon the carriage pulled up into the drive.  They waited as several other carriages unloaded their passengers.  Too soon, Henri stopped their carriage and held open the door.  Edward stepped out and then helped the girls to disembark.  He took one of their hands in each of his and walked towards the large church.  Lucy glanced up to see the white building that looked like any other church.  She saw the tall steeple and the beautiful stained-glass windows.  She felt herself relax a bit and then saw the congregation walking into the church.  Men of every size and age were holding the hands of all sorts of women.  The difference was obvious. Most every woman around her was dressed far, far below her chronological age.  Frilly dresses barely covered stocking-clad knees.  Lucy saw the lace of bloomers hanging down to peek out beneath the hems of the childish dresses.  Only a very few woman were dressed more as she was and Lucy understood quickly that these women were not wives; they were nannies or governesses who were paid to help with their small charges.  She seemed to be the only young woman dressed more as society approved and found herself feeling uncomfortably out of place.  She wondered at that quick thought as she followed Edward up the stairs and into the building.  He led the girls down the center aisle and then into a pew only a few rows from the front of the church.  She looked around and saw dozens of people filing into the pews.  She never would have believed that this many people lived the sort of life she had never dreamed could exist. She was twisting to look behind her when Edward bent towards her.
“Don’t be naughty, Lucy.  Sit still, keep your eyes forward, and behave.”  She blushed but obeyed, her hands folded into her lap, her ankles crossed though they didn’t quite reach the floor.  She knew that her sister was seated on the other side of Edward and he hadn’t needed to remind her to behave.  Lucy stiffened as the door at the side of the church opened and a man clad in a long black robe entered.  She immediately thought of Headmaster Thorne and remembered the awful caning he had given her.  She was determined not to draw any attention to herself for fear of what might happen though she unconsciously moved a bit closer to Edward.  He was about to chastise her for squirming, but seeing her gaze locked upon the pastor, he immediately understood her thoughts.  He gave her a soft pat on her leg to reassure his ward that she was safe, unless, of course, she misbehaved.
The pastor began his service with a prayer.  The congregation then stood and sang several hymns before sitting down again.  As the service continued, Lucy felt her mind begin to drift.  The room was still and quickly becoming stuffy.  She wished she could use her program to fan her face, but her attention was soon caught as a man in a pew in front of her stood and pulled his own little girl out of the pew.  She was attempting to drag her feet, but her Papa was having none of it.  They left the service, and though Lucy wanted to glance behind to watch the girl’s journey, she knew to do so would be to cause Edward’s attention to be drawn to her.  She tried to focus her attention on the pastor, who had simply paused in his sermon until the couple had left through the doors at the back of the chapel.  She heard the pastor preach about the necessity of honoring thy father, but noticed he said nothing about a mother.  She heard him speak about little ones’ needing discipline and boundaries and, when he paused yet again, it was for another couple to leave.  Lucy wondered what was happening when throughout the service another few couples would leave for a few minutes only to reappear and take their seats.  She swore she could hear the first little girl sniffling once she had returned but couldn’t be sure.  An hour passed, and still the service continued.  Lucy wanted to shift in her seat as her bottom was aching, but even as she began to lean a bit to the side, she saw Edward bend toward Louisa who had been wiggling about for the past several minutes.  Lucy blushed when she saw Edward’s hand slide up under the hem of Louisa’s skirts and then heard a sharp but muffled yelp.  She froze, not desiring to discover what it was that he had done.  She saw her sister nod, her lips trembling in reaction to whatever her husband whispered softly into her ear.  The service finally began to draw to a close.  Lucy had never been as thankful when they stood to sing the closing hymn.  She bowed her head for the final prayer and was looking forward to leaving the stuffy room.  However, her hopes were dashed when she felt Edward pulling her back down onto the hard pew. Lucy barely managed to suppress a moan as her bottom again took her full weight.  She glanced over at Edward seeing him give a small shake of his head, the warning to behave clear in his eyes.  She blushed but returned her glance to the front of the church.
The pastor stepped out from behind his pulpit and walked to the center of the steps.  He appeared to become even sterner as the congregation gradually quieted.
“Every little one that needed to be tended to during service, please come to me now.”  Lucy found her attention riveted as a half dozen women reluctantly walked towards the front of the church.  She could hear the young woman in front of her plead in vain, even as her husband stood and guided her from the pew.  She was crying as she slowly trudged up the aisle until she stood before the pastor.  Lucy found her heart go out to the gathered women somehow knowing that whatever was going to happen wouldn’t be pleasant.  
She heard Edward say very quietly to his wife,  “If I have to correct you ever again during service, little lady, you too shall go forward to receive personal retribution from the pastor.”  Louisa had swallowed hard and responded too softly for Lucy to hear.  She continued to look at the women at the front of the church, each one dressed in frilly dresses with huge bows and lace-edged bloomers peeking out beneath their petticoats.  All looked exactly like small girls, even with their hands twisting and faces becoming stained with the quiet tears they were shedding.  Lucy looked across the congregation and saw that, while the women looked extremely sympathetic to the girls’ plights, the men were smiling and nodding, as if they understood the need for discipline in any and all situations, regardless of place or audience.  
Lucy found her heart beating faster and looked to the front of the church again.  Satisfied that no other girls were to join those already gathered, the pastor nodded and turned away.  He walked to the side door, opened it and stepped back as every woman walked slowly through it.  Lucy watched every woman step through the door and knew that each one was already sorry for drawing unwanted attention to themselves. Only after the pastor had also stepped through and then closed the door did Edward rise.  He once again took their hands and led them back down the aisle and out into the large foyer. Once out of the chapel, the atmosphere lifted and Edward greeted several men by name.  Lucy watched as he bent to either speak to or kiss a few women on their cheeks.  He kept Louisa’s hand tightly in one hand and Lucy’s in his other.  She again felt very uncomfortable and out of place, but didn’t dare step away from him.  She watched as Louisa greeted a few women with small squeals of delight.  Her sister’s demeanor astonished Lucy, as she appeared to be happy, even as she was reduced to the age of a small child.  Lucy wanted desperately to leave when the chapel door opened.  A young woman, probably Lucy’s age, walked through the door, her face streaked with tears.  She found her husband, and sobbing, ran to him.  He knelt to embrace her and she sobbed in his arms.  Those near could hear her making her apologies.
“I’m sorry, Papa.  I won’t be naughty in church ever, ever again, I promise!”  The man  smiled and gave the girl a kiss on her cheek.  Soon the door opened again to reveal another woman who cried and ran to hug her husband and make her own apology.  After the door opened for the last time, Lucy watched as the pastor entered with the last young woman’s hand held tightly in his.  She was sobbing but not allowed to run for comfort from her husband.  Instead, the pastor walked his captive until they stood in front of a much older gentleman.
“Thomas, this is the second week in a row that your little Margarite had to be given a private lesson.  Even though I could tell she must have received quite a thorough switching in the last few days, you are evidently not leading her along the proper path.  Since I had to spank her last week after service, she was given a particularly sound paddling today.  You aren’t doing her any good allowing her to continue this misbehavior, Thomas.  I know you love your little one and that this is somewhat new to you, but you must not coddle her.  Margarite needs her Papa to be consistent and very firm if she is to learn to behave appropriately.”  The man appeared to be embarrassed, and in full view of the entire congregation immediately turned his wife around and lifted her dress.  He raked her bloomers down to her ankles to look at her bottom, which was indeed extremely red and swollen.  He held her with one hand while he began to spank her with the other.
“I’ve warned you, Margot.  I will not allow you to continue to misbehave during service.  You just wait until I get you home.  I’m going to blister this bottom until you can’t sit down and you shall wear a nice thick reminder until you learn I mean business.”
“Nooooo!  Please, Papa…please…” the little woman shrieked as he continued to spank her.  Lucy was stunned and looked around to see all eyes except Edward’s focused on the domestic scene.  Instead of watching Margarite getting her spanking, he was watching his ward.  He smiled seeing her shock and her face flush as her eyes met his.  He lifted his hand, twirled his finger as if telling her to turn around and watch.  She swallowed hard, but obeyed and was in time to see the last of the spanking.  Margarite continued to wail even as her hands cupped her bottom and she bounced in place ignoring the looks of the congregation.  The pastor knelt down and took her hands away from her bottom.
“I am happy that your Papa is going to make sure you are well punished, Margarite.  You have been very naughty, both last week and today.  You are a very spoiled little girl who needs a good hard hand.  If I see you walking up the aisle next week, young lady, you will be attended to last and you shall be put over the spanking bench before the entire congregation, and your bottom will pay the price of your naughtiness with two dozen strokes of the cane.”  
The girl wailed at the threat and then when her Papa popped her again, she managed to say,  “Ye…yes Sir, Pastor Reed.  I’m sorry!”  The pastor nodded and quickly pulled the sobbing girl into his arms.  She leaned against him and sobbed.  He allowed her to cry for a few minutes before putting her away from him.  Lucy saw the girl’s face burn as the Pastor reached down and pulled her bloomers back up over her naked, spanked bottom.  The man smiled, bent forward and kissed her cheek.
“Go with your Papa and learn your lesson, little one.  You’ll be a better little girl because of it.”  Thomas thanked him, and taking her hand, led her from the church.  After their departure, the congregation began to speak among themselves again.  Pastor Reed made sure he spoke with every man who had seen their wife one return from his office.  Every man nodded and assured him that additional lessons would be given at home.  The poor girls left, all crying while making impossible promises of future perfect behavior.  Lucy knew that they had more pain to look forward to and found herself praying that their Papas would be lenient and forgive them.  She saw the pastor approaching her and was unaware that she gave a small whimper and pressed back into Edward.  He looked down at her and then smiled, realizing the cause of her despair.
“It’s okay, Lucy.  You were a good girl during the service and have no need to fear Pastor Reed.”  He waited until the man reached them and then dropped Lucy’s hand to shake the man’s and thank him for a lovely service.  
The pastor nodded and then spoke to Lucy. “Whom might you belong to?  I don’t believe we’ve met, though you do bear a striking resemblance to our Miss Louisa.”  Lucy felt her face flush and had no answer. Belong to?  She didn’t belong to anyone.  Edward chuckled and saved her from answering.
“This is my ward, Pastor.  Miss Lucille Furniss, this is Pastor Reed.”  Lucy nodded but didn’t know what else to do.  The pastor smiled and looked over at her sister.
“The similarity is absolutely amazing, Edward.  If they were dressed alike, I swear I would be unable to tell them apart.  It must be confusing having them in the same household.”  Edward laughed loudly. “It can be a challenge but I find it never dull, Pastor.”  Lucy wanted the man to leave them, but remained at Edward’s side as the conversation continued.  She saw Louisa talking to another little girl and found herself a bit jealous.  The girls had always been each other’s best friends and confidants.  Learning that her sister had been leading a secret life was hard enough.  Thinking that she was no longer her sister’s best friend was too horrid to think about.  She was in her own world when Edward bent down to her.
“Lucy, we have been invited to luncheon by some dear friends.  It will be nice for Louisa to spend some time playing with Amy, as they haven’t seen each other for a while.  I am afraid you will not be able to attend, as you have much studying to do.  You will go with Henri and Mrs. Bremmer.”  Lucy felt her eyes well; she didn’t want to leave her sister.  However, she didn’t protest as her hand was taken and she looked up to see Mrs. Bremmer and her husband standing beside her.  She blushed, remembering both the soothing salve being applied to her bottom the night before, as well as the sensation she had felt when the woman had touched her between her legs.  Shocked at her thoughts while standing in a church; Lucy was subdued.
“Yes, Sir,” she said, and after receiving a quick hug from her sister, she allowed herself to be led away.  She was soon seated across from Mrs. Bremmer as Henri drove them home.  She didn’t know what to say and was grateful that Mrs. Bremmer appeared to be happy with the silence.  She wondered what her sister would be doing and knew that it was most likely far more pleasant than spending another day buried in mathematics.  Sighing, she looked out the window and didn’t notice Mrs. Bremmer giving her a soft smile.
“It’s okay, Miss Lucy.  Your sister will be fine and have a wonderful play date with her little friend.  Perhaps you will be allowed to join them the next time.  Today you must be a good girl and attend to your studies.  Your tutor will be here soon and I know you will study hard.  You know what will happen if you fail in your studies don’t you?”  
Lucy blushed, and felt the housekeeper was deliberately talking to her as if she was no older than five or six.  Her referral to Louisa’s ‘play date’ made the activity sound extremely childish though both the women involved were accompanied by their husbands!  Lucy wanted to defend her sister, but the reference to her own need to study, as well as what she knew would happen if she failed in those studies, caused her to answer obediently.
“Yes, ma’am.  I’ll study hard I promise.” 
Anna could see the young woman was struggling to control her emotions.  She was extremely glad that Lucille seemed to be attempting to think about her words before opening her mouth.  Obviously the use of a gag had made an impression on the saucy young girl.  Determined to continue her much needed training, Anna instructed in a firm but kind tone,  
“See that you do, little one.  Your poor little bottom might be a little better after the salve I applied last night, but if you must endure another spanking, I can’t promise the salve will soothe you again.”  Lucy flushed even brighter, her mind once again turning back to the events of the evening before.  Her bottom clenched and she couldn’t stop squirming on her seat as the memory unfolded.  She also found herself remembering the spanking given to Margarite, right out in full view of strangers!  She shuddered thinking how embarrassing that would be and yet her stomach was feeling strange.  Members of the congregation had stood by witnessing the corporal discipline as if it were a common occurrence.  Lucy’s stomach tingled again thinking of how it would feel knowing that dozens of eyes were focused on her own bottom, bared and already reddened by the pastor’s paddle, as she underwent additional chastisement.  Her thoughts went to wonder how the naughty girls’ Papas would see fit to remind them of church rules.  She squirmed on her seat and grimaced, as her own bottom once again reminded her of the likely result of the six girls’ punishment.  She became aware that Mrs. Bremmer was watching her every move and she felt could also read her thoughts.  She blushed hotly seeing the woman’s knowing smile.  Lucy dropped her eyes to her lap where her hands twisted around the other.
“Yes, ma’am,” she said again.  Anna sat back, happy that her charge appeared to be learning to hold her tongue.  It was obvious that though several trips into Lord Wintercrest’s study appeared to be doing their job, she was positive the small woman seated across from her would not be so easily tamed.  Anna found herself looking forward to the next time their little Lucy stepped out of line.
As Lucy was led into the house and was followed by Molly up to her room to change into a day dress, Louisa was giggling and playing with her friend, Amelia Boothe.  The girls had actually gone to school together, though Lucy hadn’t seemed to recognize their old classmate.  Amelia had left before graduating in order to marry the man she had been betrothed to since practically infancy.  She had been married far longer than Louisa and had never been allowed to be an adult since her wedding.  The girls played with Amy’s dolls as their Papas talked quietly together.  When Amy began to whine a bit, she was immediately picked up by her nanny and taken into her nursery.  Louisa blushed as she understood that the little girl was being changed.  She felt her own bladder clench and looked up to see her husband studying her.
“Do you need the potty, sweetie?” he asked obviously not the least bit embarrassed in front of his business associate.  She didn’t know how to answer, but simply nodded her head.  Edward smiled and stood and then helped her off the blanket where the girls had been playing.  He led her from the room and down the hall.  They reached a door and Edward quietly tapped his knuckles on it.  The door opened and the nanny smiled down at Louisa.
“Oh dear, I should have checked on this sweet baby.  Please, come in honey.  I’ll change you in just a moment when I finish with Amy.”  Louisa blushed, but was pleased to hear her husband explain her need.
“Louisa just needs the chamber pot, Nanny Claire.  My little lady was allowed to wear bloomers today.”  He saw the relief flow across his wife’s face and made sure she was to be kept in her place.  He reached down and quickly patted her small bottom.  “You weren’t in bloomers yesterday were you, Missy?”  Louisa didn’t want to answer, but the hand against her bottom served as a very good reminder of what her husband required when he asked her a question.
“No…no, Papa,” she whispered.
“That’s right.  Louisa was a naughty girl yesterday and spent the better part of her day with her spanked bottom covered with her nappies.  She promised to be a good little girl today and was allowed her big girl bloomers.”  Louisa’s face flushed at his words but she said nothing.  She hated the attention being directed at her.  Edward patted her bottom once again and then bent down to speak quietly in her ear.
“I think I allowed you out of your nappy too soon, little lady.  Perhaps if you’d been wearing a nice fluffy nappy you would have been able to sit quietly during church.”  He rose enjoying the look of guilt in her eyes.  “We shall continue this discussion at home in your nursery, my dear.  For now, you may wait for Amy’s nanny to help you go potty and, young lady, you better be a very good girl for Nanny Claire.”  Louisa nodded vigorously, her mind whirling from his whispered speech.  Edward popped her bottom once again and she squeaked,
“Yes, Papa….I’ll….I’ll be good.”  Satisfied that he’d given his wife something to think about, he dropped a kiss on the top of her head and turned to leave them to their needs.  Claire had been Amy’s nanny since her wedding and knew all the subtle signs of a Papa’s warning to a little one.  She bent to clasp Louisa’s hand and gave her an encouraging smile.
“Don’t you worry, Lord Wintercrest.  I believe your little lady will be a very good little girl for me.  Rest assured, I’ll take care of your little one and bring her back to you.”  Edward nodded and left his wife to the nanny’s care.  He understood that most men in his position hired women to serve as full-time nannies or governesses for their child brides.  He, however, would never give up the joy of personally handling his wife’s life.  He found a great deal of pleasure in all aspects of training Louisa.  He also knew that, by allowing others to assist him on occasion; especially strangers, his authority and her submission were simply reinforced.  He was grateful that Anna was available and very well suited to assist him at Wintercrest, but only on the occasions he desired.  For now, even with another young woman to train, that was enough.  He believed the men who concentrated on training their own little women found far more satisfaction than those that chose an easier path.  He chuckled knowing that both the women of Wintercrest would most probably disagree but, he didn’t care.  After all, he was Lord Wintercrest and Louisa and her sister would simply learn to obey his rules or find their bottoms aching.  
As Edward returned to the parlor, Louisa found herself being led to a small stool and pushed down upon it.
“Sit here, sweetie.  I’ll be but just a moment.”  Louisa nodded, happy she could remain silent and attempt to compose herself.  Edward’s tone had sounded calm and normal to the other women in the room but Louisa knew it for what it truly meant.  He was far more upset with her squirming in church than he had seemed despite the fresh bruise she knew must be on her inner thigh.  He had reached under her dress and pinched her sensitive skin causing her to yelp during the service.  She had been so thankful he hadn’t taken her out of the chapel.  She shuddered as she thought about what happened in the private area of the church where Pastor Reed took the naughty girls.  Remembering how each woman had returned, repentant and with obviously well-spanked bottoms, she shivered again.  She wondered how it must feel, standing in line with others, waiting your turn to go across a man’s knees, or bent over a chair or bench, baring your bottom to be disciplined while people other than your family watched.  It had been humiliating enough to position herself for her co-caning with Lucy in Headmaster Thorne’s office, and that was only witnessed by her husband!    She remembered how her body had reacted knowing Edward was watching another man cane her bare bottom.  How would she react with other naughty little girls all waiting to be disciplined?   She felt her stomach tighten and her face flush with her thoughts.  Forcing the thoughts away, she sat up taller and glanced around the room.  
It appeared to be almost a duplicate of her own nursery though there were a few things she didn’t recognize.  She also saw a large cradle in one corner of the room and wondered if Amy really slept in it.  Her eyes finally found her friend who was laying on a changing table much like her own.  Amy didn’t seem the least bit concerned that she was discovered half naked by her friend.  Louisa found herself returning Amy’s sweet smile.  Claire, her nanny, returned to the changing table and spoke quietly to the young woman.  Amy giggled and then Louisa watched as she obediently lifted her legs by herself and allowed her nanny to diaper her.  When she was swaddled tight, she was helped off the table.
“Okay, Miss Louisa.  It’s your turn.”  Louisa looked around and saw the woman pull a chamber pot from a cabinet under the table.  “Come on, let’s get you pottied so you and Amy can go play.”  Louisa was embarrassed but walked to the women when she gestured to her.  She wanted to ask for privacy, but suddenly she found her bloomers pulled down to her ankles and her dress lifted, as she was guided to sit down on the pot.
“That’s a good girl.  Go potty now, I’m sure your Papas are ready for their luncheon, no time to dawdle.”  Louisa blushed again, but nature took its course and she was soon being wiped clean and her clothing arranged.  She found Amy taking her hand and pulling her from the nursery.  Louisa forgot her discomfort as the girls ran down the hall, their hair flying out behind them as they giggled and ran to find the men that were far more like Papas than husbands.  
 
 



 
 
Chapter 5
 
As Louisa enjoyed being pampered and taken care of, Lucy was struggling with a new batch of equations.  She had been studying for the past several hours and her mind felt too crammed with facts to focus.  Charles remained patient with her, as she was definitely trying.  
He finally took the pencil from her and suggested, “I believe you can do well with a small break.  How about a walk about the garden?  The fresh air will help clear your head and you can then begin again.”  Lucy wanted so much to agree but found herself wondering if Edward would agree that walking about the garden would be a good way to spend her time.  She looked around and saw Mrs. Bremmer.  She was surprised to see the older woman smile.
“I think that is a lovely idea.  I’m sure Lucy would appreciate a walk.  Lunch will be ready when you return and then Lucy may return to her studies.  Go along, Lucy.”  Lucy jumped up practically knocking her chair over in her excitement.  Charles was a bit shocked but delighted to see her so anxious.  He held out his arm and she shyly put her hand into the crook of his elbow.  He led her out of the house and onto the path that would lead them throughout the lovely gardens.  Lucy drank in the fresh air, the breeze feeling wonderful against her flushed face.  She had no idea that her professor couldn’t keep his eyes off her.  He saw an astonishingly beautiful young woman on his arm.  He hadn’t truly seen her before.  Though he had taught both her and her sister, seeing them in an environment outside of the school removed the veil from his eyes.  Charles realized he no longer thought of her as his student; ever since yesterday he had been thinking of her as a woman and also as a possible wife.  He wondered if she could have similar thoughts.  He found himself stopping near the exact same spot he had stood to listen to her punishment the day before.  He glanced towards the house and lifted his head as if listening for the quiet echo of her cries.  Lucy had no idea he was remembering the sweet sound of her voice raised in agony as she was being paddled for failing her first exam.  She began to grow restless when he didn’t continue their walk. 
“Professor?” she said quietly.  “Do you want to return to the house?”  He seemed to shake himself and then looked down at her.  His own face flushed at the delicious memory.  He knew, of course, that students were subject to corporal discipline at the school but he had never even spanked a woman before, much less paddled or caned one.  He wondered what it would feel like to have this woman bent forward, offering her bottom for correction.  His thoughts went further as he imagined what her bottom would look like as it was bared to him for his hand to stroke, to pat and then to actually spank.  He wondered what it would sound like as she cried under his own hand as her porcelain skin began to redden.  He wondered if she would beg and plead for mercy or simply cry with the pain of his spanking.  He felt himself stir inside his pants and he blushed again.  Lucy was amazed to see him color and wondered what he must be thinking.  She followed his gaze and saw him staring at the open window of what appeared to be Edward’s study.  
She suddenly understood what he was thinking about.  “Oh,” she said quietly.  
Her tone caused Charles to glance down at her and he saw her discomfort.  He was immediately ashamed of himself and his indecent thoughts.  “You are right, Miss Furniss.  We should return and continue your studies.  I want you to do very well on your last practice exam.  I don’t want you to have to repeat your discomfort of yesterday’s failure.”  Lucy knew what he meant and knew he must have been able to hear her cries when Edward had paddled her yesterday.  Her face was quite flushed and she didn’t speak though her stomach was churning.  What must he think of her; of Lord Wintercrest?  Feeling her tremble, Charles placed his hand over hers.
“Please, Lucille, don’t…don’t be embarrassed.  I assure you that I have nothing but the highest regard for you despite your…um, your…”  He knew he was simply making the poor girl feel worse and had no idea how to continue his thoughts.  Instead, he patted her hand and turned back towards the house.  Lucy was highly embarrassed and Anna noticed both seemed flushed after they entered the house.  The table had been cleared and they sat down to lunch.  They were quiet as they ate, neither sure of what to speak about.  Mrs. Bremmer watched the two and shook her head.  Goodness, this man had no idea how to handle a special little one.  He was most obviously interested in Lucy but just as obviously unable to assert his authority.  She shook her head, knowing that he would never find Edward giving him permission to wed their little one.  He was far too weak, and whether or not Lucy agreed, she needed a strong, strict man to lead her down life’s many paths.
The two continued their lessons after luncheon.  Lucy was busy working down a column of problems when they heard the front door open.  Lucy looked up and Charles began to stand when he froze in place.  The sight before him astonished him.  Instead of seeing a replica of his student, he saw a very pretty little girl.  She stood beside her husband who was removing the cloak from her shoulders.  Lucy saw her face flush as she realized they had a guest, but Louisa didn’t try to move or turn away.  Edward handed both his coat and Louisa’s cloak to the waiting Molly who made a small curtsey before taking them away.  He gave his wife a small push and she seemed to come awake.  
She dropped her own small curtsy and greeted their guest,  “Good afternoon, Professor Lloyds.”  
Charles finally managed to reach his full height and found his voice.  “Ummmm, good afternoon, Lady Wintercrest, Lord Wintercrest.”  
Edward grinned knowing the sight of his wife surprised the professor.  Edward certainly didn’t feel the need to explain anything to this man.  Instead, he looked down at his small wife and spoke quietly but clearly as her eyes met his.  “Go to your room, Louisa.  I’ll be up in a moment to tuck you into bed and we will discuss how important it is to pay attention during services.  Mrs. Bremmer will escort you while I check on Lucy’s progress.”  Louisa’s earlier smile disappeared, but she nodded and hurried out of the room; Lucy watched as she was followed up the stairs by Mrs. Bremmer.  
Her attention was returned to Edward when he spoke,  “And how is our little student progressing, Charles?”  
Charles shook his head as if to clear it and said,  “She is doing very well, Sir.  I believe she will pass her exam; both today and tomorrow.  She has worked extremely hard today.”  Edward nodded and smiled. “I’m glad to hear that.  I’m glad to know our girl is quick to learn her lessons.  I’ll allow you to continue.  I need to attend to my wife, but I will return shortly and Lucy may take her test.”  Charles simply nodded, not knowing how to respond.  Both he and Lucy watched him climb the stairs before they turned to each other.
“Do you need a break, Miss Furniss?” Charles asked quietly.  Her face was flushed with embarrassment for her sister, but she shook her head and they were soon going over another set of equations. As she worked through the problems she found herself listening for any sounds of distress from upstairs, but other than the sounds of servants moving about the house attending to their duties, she heard nothing.  Charles watched as she finished the list of problems, finding that he was thinking about how Lady Wintercrest had appeared. Louisa Wintercrest appeared even younger than she had when he was her professor.  While still extremely beautiful, he found that he would describe her more as fetching or even sweet.  She had looked years younger than her twin sister.  Charles considered himself an educated man, but he was discovering there obviously were some things he knew nothing about.  He glanced over at his student and smiled seeing her concentrating on her paper, her tiny teeth nibbling on the end of her pencil.  Her feet were crossed at the ankles and swinging slightly back and forth, a few inches above the floor.  The women were both very tiny things weren’t they?  While his student was an adult young woman, he suddenly found himself wondering how he would feel seeing Miss Furniss dressed identically to her sister.  His face heated and a part of his anatomy twitched.  He looked up the stairs as if he wished he could follow the Lord and Lady of the house and discover what was truly happening inside Wintercrest Manor.   He was a man of the world and his earlier suspicions about Lord Wintercrest were growing.  His musings were interrupted when Lucy spoke.  
“I’m done, Sir,” he heard Lucy say and he shook his head as his attention returned to the reason why he was at Wintercrest.  He was happy to see that she hadn’t missed a problem and praised her.
“Very well done, Lucy…I mean, Miss Furniss.  I believe you have nothing to fear.”  He watched her relax and quickly made sure he had everything ready for her next quiz.  He felt momentarily guilty when he found himself half hoping she’d miss at least a few problems.  He berated himself for his thoughts, knowing that if she did, her bottom was likely to pay a harsh price.  Thinking of her bottom caused his face to flush and it was still red when Edward rejoined them.  Seeing how flustered the tutor was, Edward grinned wondering exactly what the poor man must be thinking.  However, his concern was for his ward and he turned his attention to her.  He asked Charles to give her the test exactly as he would at the school the next day.  Charles agreed and soon had Lucy seated; her pencil flat on her desk, her hands folded in her lap.
“You will have exactly one hour to take the exam.  You will not be allowed to leave the room until the exam is over.  I will remind you of the time remaining to you during the test.  Remember to do the easy ones first and then tackle the harder ones.  Remember to check your answer and, Lu…umm, Miss Furniss, remember to relax.  You can do this.  You know this material.    Don’t panic, simply work out each problem bit by bit.”  Lucy nodded, his encouragement giving her strength.  She watched him place several sheets of paper face down on her desk.  
He moved to a chair across the room and pulled his watch from his pocket.  He waited until the second hand moved to the twelve o’clock position and then said, “You may begin and good luck.”  Lucy turned her test over and began to scan down the list of problems.  She began to fill in her answers as she went through the pages.  She found several easy to answer and relaxed a little.  She continued to relax until she began to run into harder questions.  She heard Professor Lloyds tell her that she had half an hour left but still didn’t panic. Most of the problems had been answered, but several remained.  She began to panic a bit when she heard she only had ten minutes left.  
She scrawled her answer to the last question just seconds before she heard, “Time is up.  Put down your pencil and turn your test face-down on your desk.”  Lucy obeyed and then sat back, her fingers suddenly aching from clenching her pencil.  She watched as her test was removed.  “You may stand and stretch your legs, Lucy.   I’m sure you must be exhausted.”  Edward heard him address his student without the proper title and saw his charge smile and rise from her chair.  She thanked him quietly and then walked around the room.  When she became aware Edward was watching her, she halted.  He smiled at her and she relaxed a bit.
“I’m sure you did well, Lucy.  You studied hard and I’m sure I will be pleased.  Go now and refresh yourself while your professor grades your test.  I shall send for you when I am ready.”  
“Yes, Sir.”  She gave him a small smile and then walked up the stairs and into her room.  She sagged against the door and, after doing her necessary, allowed herself to lie on her bed.  She found herself praying that she had done well and, in praying, remembered the service earlier in the day.  She wondered why she had never truly thought about the many secret lives that must exist all around her.  She had never suspected that her sister’s marriage was anything other than what society accepted.  Suddenly, she sat up and had a new thought.  Who decided what society accepted or what they condemned?  If her own sister lived a secret life, but one that was obviously shared by others, then who was she to judge?  Smiling, she lay down again.  Her fear of hurting her sister lessened a little.  While she would probably never understand her sister’s choice of this type of life, she would make sure Louisa knew she still was very much loved by her twin.  She was almost asleep when a knock sounded on her door.  She rose and went to the door, opening it to find Molly.
“His Lordship asks you to join him in his study Miss Lucy.”  Lucy’s heart stuttered at the request, which she felt was surely a sentence.  Her bottom clenched even as she tried to appear calm.  Evidently she wasn’t quite able to pull off the act, because as soon as she entered Edward’s study, she felt she was going to collapse.  She wasn’t aware that her professor was seated on one of the side chairs that faced Edward’s desk.  Her attention was caught and held by her guardian.  She tried to discern how many problems she must have missed, but his face gave her no clue.  She found her eyes flick to the cabinet that held his choice of implements to use on naughty girls but, as the doors were closed, she saw nothing.  
Edward watched all her thoughts flow across her face.  She was almost as easy to read as his own little wife.  He knew she was hoping that whatever problems she had missed would be very few, to make any coming discipline as light as possible.  He knew she was clenching her little bottom tight under all her clothing and knew her knees her shaking.  
“Lucille, you did very well,” Edward informed her, his voice soft and pleasing.  He saw her breath exhale and wondered if she had been aware that she had been holding it.  He allowed her to relax for a moment and then said, “You did miss a few, my dear.”  She gasped and he saw her hands twist in her dress. 
“Ho…how many, Sir?”  Her voice was so quiet that it was an effort to hear her.  Edward smiled and held out his hand.  Without thinking, Lucy walked forward and took it, as he pulled her a bit closer.
“Only two.”  She smiled for a second and then it slipped away.
“I’m…I’m sorry, Sir.  I…I tried really hard.  Are…are you going to pun…punish me?”  Edward was immensely pleased with her words.  He had known she was already slipping into submission without realizing it, but hearing her actually expect to be punished for failing to complete her test without error told him many things.  
He looked down at her upturned face and said,   “Your score would be a passing one, Lucy if this had been your true test.  Missing two is a remarkable improvement over yesterday’s score.  I know how hard you have been applying yourself.”  He watched her begin to relax and pushed her just a bit further.  “However, it is interesting that you feel the need to question my duty to punish you.  Don’t you think you need to be punished, little one?”  
Charles, seated in the shadows actually gasped at Edward’s question.  He had been so proud of his student and yet had felt a small worry that her guardian would not accept her score.  He had heard her being paddled for missing questions the day before.  When he had to admit that Lucy had missed two of the hardest equations, he had felt awful.  His guilt over his earlier brief hope that she might miss a few so he might be able to relive hearing her sweet cries if she were to be paddled again made him think about lying about the results of the quiz.  However, Lord Wintercrest had kept his eyes on Charles’ when the professor lowered his pencil and his stare had made lying impossible.  Hearing the two now speak of punishment reminded him of how he had thought about this beautiful young woman as they walked earlier in the garden.  He strained to hear Lucy’s answer.
“I…I don’t know, Sir.  I…I tried…I’m sorry.”  Edward watched her struggle with herself knowing she was feeling things she never considered before.  He pulled her to him and gave her a quick hug.
“I know you did, my dear.  However, I do believe that you will feel better over your errors if you pay for them.  The lesson learned might help you remember your lessons when it really counts tomorrow.”  He felt her tremble, and saw her nod slowly in acceptance.  He placed a kiss on the top of her head before setting her away from him.  “Go bend over the arm of the chair, little one, exactly like yesterday.”  Lucille shuddered but some part of her felt as if she was only getting what she deserved.  She had failed to answer two questions correctly and had been warned that any mistakes would be dealt with in a corporal manner.  She was almost to the chair when she suddenly realized that her professor was seated and had been present this entire time.  Her face flushed and she halted.  Edward had walked to the cabinet and was using his key to open it.  He turned at the sharp gasp he heard and saw her standing about a foot from the chair.
“Lucille, do as you were told.  Over the chair, skirts up and bloomers down please.”  Lucy felt tears fill her eyes.  Surely he wasn’t about to humiliate her like this.  Surely he didn’t expect her to obey him with her professor in the room?  Though it had become clear to her that her tutor had born witness to her cries yesterday, surely Edward would tend to her punishment in a private manner.  Her eyes flew to him in time to see him remove a leather strap from the cabinet.  His promise of a strapping if she should fail the test last evening rang through her mind.  She had expected and had been prepared to have a paddling.  However, seeing that strap hanging from his hand brought back the memories of her strapping the evening before.  She knew if she disobeyed, it would cause her even greater pain.  
Forgetting her tutor’s presence she began sobbing and begging,  “No…please, Sir…Please don’t strap me…I…I am so sorry I failed you.” Her voice was broken as she remained frozen in place.  Edward slowly walked towards her, the strap swinging against his leg.
“You haven’t failed me yet, my dear.  You will only fail me if you disobey my order to prepare yourself.  You will only have four strokes; two for each missed equation.  Four, if you do what you were told immediately.  If I have to tell you again, that count will double.  If I need to call for assistance in preparing you, the count will double yet again.  Now, tell me, little one, how many strokes would that require you to take?”  Charles was glued in his seat, his heart pounding even as he knew he wouldn’t be able to leave if his life depended upon it.  He had never felt this way before.  It was if he were standing on the edge of a cliff where the smallest movement would send him hurtling over.  
He looked at Lucille to see her standing, her entire body trembling and was shocked to hear her answer, “Six…sixteen, Sir.”
“Correct, Lucille.  Your lessons have done you well.  What shall it be then?  Four or sixteen?”  He kept his eyes locked on his ward’s though he was well aware of Charles’ presence.  He was testing not only Lucille; he was giving his own test to her professor.  He knew exactly the moment his ward had become an object of interest to the man.  He had seen his eyes when he had returned a very well-paddled student back into his care.  He had seen both Charles and Louisa standing outside the open windows of his study knowing they could easily hear Lucy as she sobbed from her chastisement.  He knew Charles was beginning to question his own desires and this test would allow Edward to learn even more about him as a possible suitor for his lovely young ward.  He wasn’t surprised at all when, at last, Lucy turned to face the chair that would hold her for her strapping.  He watched as she reached under her dress and untied her bloomers.  He heard Charles’ gasp as the white silk fell into a puddle at her ankles.  The men watched as Lucy gathered up the hem of her dress and petticoats and slowly pulled them up to bare her bottom even as she leaned over to place herself over the padded arm of the chair.  She finished baring herself and shuffled her feet slightly apart.  Edward waited but she became still.  He smiled, knowing how extremely hard this was for her, but also knowing she was testing him and his authority, even if she wasn’t aware of that fact.
“Present yourself correctly, Lucille and you haven’t yet answered my question.  Shall it be four or sixteen?”  Lucy sobbed and buried her face in her hands even as her legs parted a bit more and she raised herself up onto her toes.
“Fo…..four...four please, Sir.”  
“Good girl, four it shall be if you can raise your bottom up properly.”  Hearing his words, she lifted her bottom high and pushed it out.  Edward smiled and knew that Charles was having a very difficult time remaining both still and silent.  “Very good, Lucy, you are indeed learning that it is far better to behave than to fight the punishment you earned.  Are you ready for your strapping, little one?”  
Lucy’s heart was pounding and her stomach was churning.  She was so embarrassed, but for some reason, understood being put into this position was her own doing.  She took a deep breath and whispered her answer though her heart was pounding, “Yes…yes, Sir.  I’m…I’m ready, Sir.  May…may I have my strapping, Sir?”  Edward’s opinion of her rose even higher.  She was doing exceptionally well.  He stepped to the side of the chair that allowed him to keep his eyes on Charles as well as Lucy’s upraised bottom.  She still bore some bruising from her caning and birching but the skin was no longer red or swollen.  He knew it would soon bear four distinct wheals from the strap.  He raised his arm and gave her the first stroke on the underside of her bottom.  The force of the stroke lifted her up and almost off her feet.  She cried out but remained in position.  The second stroke landed but an inch above the first and again she wailed and her hand reached back to flutter behind her.  
She was already burning and begging,  “Ohhh, ohh please no more…please.  It..it hurts so badly…please, Sir.”  Her hand touched her hot skin and she sobbed harder.  Charles found himself on his feet, her pleas tugging at his heart; his guilt in enjoying her cries overcoming his sensibilities.
“Surely that is enough….can’t you see she is in pain?  It was only two little questions.  Two strokes is surely enough of a price for her to pay!”  Edward stood, the strap lowered to his side.  He first spoke to Lucy.
“Rubbing your bottom is not allowed young lady.  That stroke will not count and will be repeated twice over.”  He saw her hand jerk from her bottom and grip the cushion of the chair where her tears were spilling.  Edward then turned to Charles.
“Sir, I do not appreciate your interference.  It is not up to you to try to mitigate Miss Furniss’ punishment.  She knows what is expected in this household and, in fact, you were witness to the fact that she not only expected but desired her punishment.  Your interference is doing nothing but prolonging her shame at having to present her bare bottom even longer.  If you prefer, you may wait outside until we are done here, but rest assured, Sir, any decision regarding Lucille’s discipline will be mine alone.”  He wasn’t the least bit surprised when he saw the younger man flush, but seat himself in the chair once again.  
He didn’t smile but turned back to his ward.  “Present your bottom, Lucy.  Raise it high for me.”  He watched as the small bottom lifted and pushed back towards him.  “That’s a good girl.  Now, you need to relax and round your bottom.  The stroke won’t do its work to teach you properly if your bottom is all clenched and tight.  You need to purposefully relax -- willingly submit and accept each stroke with grace.”  Again he watched as she responded to his soft but demanding voice.  Her bottom relaxed and lifted even higher as if wanting to please him, as if wanting to make sure she took all that she had earned.  The third stroke seared into her and was quickly followed by the fourth.  Lucy sobbed, her bottom wagging up and down with the heat of the strokes.  She was desperately trying to obey him, to live through this awful strapping that she had brought upon herself.  She started to rise and then remembered Edward’s earlier words.  She sagged back into the chair knowing her bottom had yet to receive its full due.  
“That’s very good, Lucille.  I see your math skills have indeed been honed.  Tell me, how many  strokes do you have left?”  Lucy’s mind whirled as she tried to do the problem in her head while her bottom burned hotly.  Her count had originally been four, which she had just received.  However, her hand touching her hot bottom has cost her that stroke and earned her an additional one.  
Her face wet with tears, her heart racing, she forced herself to answer, “T….tw…two, Sir…two more.”
“Excellent, little one.  Stick your bottom out and push it well up for me now.”  Lucy’s face flooded with the shame of the request, but once more forced herself to lift her bottom and push it out for the strap.  Though her entire body jerked when the stroke cut into her, she kept her hands trapped under the cushion and her bottom lifted.  She knew she would die if she earned additional.  She waited with her breath held in her lungs for the last.  When it didn’t come she realized she was not properly cooperating with her own chastisement.  Sobbing, she concentrated on relaxing her aching bottom, and after a moment, it was once again smooth and rounded -- totally relaxed and open for her last stroke.
“Very good, Lucy.  That’s a very good little girl.”  She expected the last to land at the top of her bottom, following the pattern he had been painting on her posterior from the first awful stroke on her most tender sit-spot.  However, when the last landed, by far the hardest of all, it landed precisely over the first.  The pain was like fire and she couldn’t help but rear up, her body arching as her skin burned.
“Ohhhhh….ohhhhh!” she wailed, her hands once more fluttering behind her, but remembering not to touch herself.  Sobbing, she forced herself to lie down once again, knowing she would not be allowed up until released.  Edward was extremely proud of her and very disappointed in her professor.  Though he knew how interested the man had become in his ward, he also knew he was not the man for his wife’s sister.  
“You may release, Lucille.  You did very well and I believe sitting on your aching bottom tomorrow will help remind you to try just a little bit harder.”  
Lucy pushed herself off the chair and turned to face her guardian.  With tears streaming down her cheeks she said,   “Yes, Sir, than…thank you, Sir.”
“You are welcome, my dear.  Now, pull up your drawers and you may retire to your room.  Dinner will be served in an hour.  Until then, you may rest.”
“Thank you, Sir,” she managed to stammer after she had reached down and, with trembling hands, pulled her drawers up over her aching bottom and retied them.  She couldn’t face her professor.  She had been humiliated when she had been bare-bottomed in front of the headmaster, but this…somehow this seemed far more intimate, and she couldn’t bear to see how disgusted her tutor must be with her.  She fled the room and ran up the stairs.  She flung herself down on her bed and allowed herself to sob out her pain and confusion and shame.  
Edward hung the strap back in the cabinet and locked the door.  He turned to see Charles standing and appearing to want to say something.  When he remained silent, Edward shook his head and gestured for him to precede him from the room.  He watched as Charles gathered up all his papers and stuffed them into his satchel.  
As Edward escorted him to the door, he finally said, “I beg your pardon, Lord Wintercrest.  I was out of line in questioning you in the study.  Please forgive me and….and I beg your indulgence.”  Edward smiled and shook the man’s hand.
“Think nothing of it, Charles.  I admit I was surprised; after all, the school where you teach has always practiced corporal punishment.  I assumed you were quite used to seeing students getting their just account.  I didn’t realize you hadn’t witnessed such discipline before.”  Charles’ face flushed and he felt his heart pound.  He felt like a fool but didn’t know what to say.  His reaction to the events of the past two days was confusing.  Never had he imagined he could have the sort of reaction he had felt either yesterday when hearing Lucy receiving a paddling or just a few moments ago when she was being strapped.  He felt guilt at his unexpected arousal and knew he should also feel shame.  Once again he tried to think of anything he could say without showing his ignorance of the type of discipline obviously practiced at Wintercrest.  When nothing came to his mind, he chose to say nothing and ducking his head, hurried down the stairs to where Henri was once again waiting with the carriage.  Edward watched until the carriage drove away, and then smiling, shut the door.  He would worry about his charge and her future a bit later.  Right now, he was sure his own little wife desperately wanted his attention.    
 



 
 
Chapter 6
 
He climbed the stairs, passing Lucy’s door where he could easily hear her sobbing.  He knew she was crying more from the humiliation of her discipline than from the actual strapping.  It had been an extremely lenient session, but one that would still help guide her along the path she needed to travel.  He continued up the next flight of stairs and entered his wife’s nursery.  He smiled as he walked towards the crib, knowing his little one would be extremely glad to see him.  He saw that she had managed to fall into sleep, regardless of her discomfort.  Edward spent several minutes just looking down at her and allowing his heart to fill with love.  She meant everything to him and he thanked the good Lord every day that she was his.  Smiling, he bent to press a kiss to her cheek.  She moaned and gradually opened her eyes.  Seeing her husband, she managed a small smile despite the huge pacifier he had pressed into her mouth.  Edward adored seeing her little cheeks puffed out from the bulb of the pacifier he had purchased for her use.  While he loved seeing her suck her thumb and would occasionally allow her to do so, this pacifier served two purposes.  First, it allowed her to suckle and comfort herself that she would often need to do but, more importantly, it filled her mouth so completely that it stifled the screams and cries that normally would echo throughout the house when he was teaching her whatever lesson he desired.  
Stroking a finger down a tear stained cheek he asked, “Have you learned your lesson, little lady?  Do you think you can sit still during services next week and avoid having to attend Pastor Reed in front of the congregation?”  He watched as she blushed hotly and whined, even as she nodded her head.  He watched her bottom wiggle and his smile grew wider.  She had been put to bed on her tummy, her knees drawn up and strapped down to the sides of the crib; her hands over her head as usual.  Her little bottom was raised high in the air.  He patted the thick padding her nappy provided and saw her flinch away from his hand and heard a delicious moan issue from her full mouth.
“Shhh,” he said even as he continued to pat the uplifted surface of her bottom concentrating on the exact center.  She moaned again and though she tried to move away from the pressure of his hand, her restraints kept her securely in place.  Edward grinned and then putting his fingers in the waistband of her nappy, slowly began to tug it down her bottom.  She whimpered as her bottom was exposed inch by delicious inch, her shame at both the view he would soon be seeing as well as the fact that she was growing wet between her spread legs.  Edward continued to slowly bare her, until her little bottom-hole came into view.  He felt his cock stiffen in his pants at the sight before him.  He kept the nappy in place allowing it to frame her bottom and focus his entire attention on its very center.  Louisa moaned again but he ignored her.  He reached out his finger and laid it on top of the flange poking out from her distended bottom-hole.  He pressed against the plug and her reaction was immediate.  She tried to rear up and scoot away from him at the same time.  He smiled, knowing his little one was going nowhere.  He continued to press and release the plug, setting up a rhythm that soon had her panting - as well as she could around the huge pacifier in her mouth.  Edward continued to play with her plug until he was sure he was driving his little one wild with need.  He finally released it, only to give her a sharp slap on her quivering cheeks, driving the plug once again deep into her rump.  She managed to squeal and wiggle her bottom, which he found adorable.
“I do believe having a nice fat plug in your little bottom will teach you to sit still, little lady.  If I find the need to tell you to be still next week, I shall take you to the naughty girl room, spank your bottom until it is crimson and then place a nice fat plug into your little bottom-hole.  You’ll sit on it for the remainder of the service, and I’m sure Pastor Reed will need an explanation why you were so naughty that your Papa had to plug your naughty bottom-hole.”  Louisa’s heart pounded at his quietly spoken words, knowing he would do every single thing he threatened.  She had been horrified when he had shown her the plug after Mrs. Bremmer had stripped her of her Sunday clothes.  She had begged him for mercy and promised never to move an inch in church again.  Her words had done nothing but cause both of the adults to smile and shake their heads in amusement; they were both well used to hearing little ones swear they would be far better behaved.
She had been introduced to the pacifier in her mouth where it had felt huge and strange.  Her husband had buckled it securely around her head and, when Mrs. Bremmer had handed him her hairbrush off the changing table, Louisa understood its purpose.  She had foolishly allowed herself to think her Papa had forgotten his promise of a spanking and a lesson during church.  Since she hadn’t immediately been disciplined, and, in fact, they had spent several hours at his associate’s home, she had considered her bottom quite safe.  Seeing the hairbrush reminded her that her Papa never ever forgot that his little girl had been naughty.  She had screamed and cried and pleaded during the awful spanking he had given her, but her sounds were very effectively muffled by the pacifier.  No matter how loudly she cried out, no one outside this room would be able to hear her and wonder what might be taking place in Wintercrest Manor.  Once she had been allowed off his lap she had been pressed to kneel before him and Mrs. Bremmer had unbuckled the pacifier to allow her to make her penance. Louisa had been so shocked at the woman’s continued presence that she hadn’t immediately made the expected request.  The housekeeper had smiled down at her young charge.
“Do your duty, little one.  Your bottom has paid its price, but your punishment isn’t complete until you’ve made a proper penance.”  The realization that this woman actually knew what was expected of her made Louisa’s eyes fill with even hotter tears.  The woman had continued to stare at the poor girl until Louisa’s hands had reached out to unbutton her Papa’s pants.  Satisfied that the naughty girl would do her duty, Mrs. Bremmer had finally turned away.  Louisa had been humiliated having to perform this intimate act while the woman was in the room but Edward had allowed her no quarter.  When he felt she was doing a very poor job of proving her contrition, he had pulled away from her mouth.  With his erection only inches from her lips, he spoke calmly but very firmly.
“You are continuing to be a naughty girl, Louisa.  I suggest you employ that sweet little tongue of yours properly while you make your penance.  If I have to remind you again, you shall find your mouth full of your pacifier instead of my shaft; have your hairbrush applied again to your hot little bottom, and only then shall you be given another chance to prove your contrition.”  Mortified that he was speaking of such things with Mrs. Bremmer still puttering about the nursery, she felt tears slide down her cheeks.  
Sobbing, she had bowed her head, apologized and taken him once more between her trembling lips.  Edward immediately felt her tongue lick up and down the underside of his cock and swirl around the head of his cock.  When the tip of her tongue dipped into the slit on the tip of his shaft, he moaned and felt himself grow even larger in her mouth.  With her bottom burning and the threat of another dose, she did as she had been trained though it was extremely hard with the housekeeper moving about the room.  Edward smiled down at his little wife as her head bobbed up and down, his shaft thick in her mouth.  He relaxed as she made her penance as he had no desire to make the act of contrition easy for her.  She had been naughty, earned herself a harsh paddling and now would simply have to accept her need to perform her penance despite her humiliation.  She finally felt his hand on the back of her head, pushing her even further down and knew he was about to reach his completion.  She tried not to panic when she again saw Mrs. Bremmer walk into her view even as she felt the first surge of her Papa’s essence fill her mouth.   Her eyes filled with unshed tears and she felt her shame grow as the wetness between her legs increased.  After she had returned him to his pants, he had led her to the changing table where Mrs. Bremmer was waiting and helped her up onto it. Louisa couldn’t bear to meet the older woman’s eyes after seeing her smile down at her young charge as she used a cloth to swipe the moisture away from the newly shorn pussey.  
 Mrs. Bremmer had opened a small jar and held it out to Edward so that he could dip his fingers into it.  Louisa had found the pacifier put back into her mouth and her legs held up and open by the housekeeper.  She had begun to buck and wiggle as her husband inserted a lubricated finger well up into her bottom.  Her tears had leaked down into her ears at the pain and humiliation of it all even as Mrs. Bremmer kept telling her to be a good girl and open her little bottom-hole to her Papa.  Louisa felt as if she would surely die when she saw Edward pick up a large black item and dip it into the pot of lubricant.  Her head had thrashed as she tried to beg him not to do what he was about to do.
“Settle down, Louisa.  You were squirmy and naughty during services.  I promised you a new lesson when I told you to be still.  This, little lady, is that lesson.  I’m going to put this nice fat plug up your bottom, where it will stay while you nap.  You will feel full and uncomfortable and yet, I do believe you will learn the importance of being still during services.”  He had nodded to Mrs. Bremmer, who had pulled her charge’s legs back toward her chest and held them apart.  Edward used one hand to separate her cheeks and the other to introduce the plug to Louisa’s little pucker for the very first time.  It took several long and tortuous minutes to complete his task, and his little one had several fresh handprints on her little bottom.  Despite his continued commands for her to settle down, she continued to wiggle, buck and attempt to twist away from the awful invader.    By the time he had managed to fully seat the thick plug, Louisa was a sobbing and very, very contrite little girl.  Her bottom ached from her spanking and yet the burn she felt coming from inside far outweighed that pain.  Its introduction had been one of intense pressure and pain as her reluctant muscle had fought against the invasion.  It had lost its battle; finally breeching and allowing her bottom to swallow the plug her husband placed inside her.  She felt horridly full and stretched.  Edward had wiped his finger free of the lubricant and then slowly but very exactingly ran his fingers up between her pussey lips.  She was sopping wet and shuddered at his touch -- at once shamed at what she knew was coating his finger and also wanting to beg him to play with her pussey and clit.  She was throbbing all over, the plug in her bottom feeling heavy and huge; its presence impossible to ignore.  He had smiled and then stepped away so that Mrs. Bremmer could wrap an extra thick nappy around her charge.  She made sure it was very tight around Louisa so that she would feel every inch of the plug inside her bottom.  Louisa had cried softly as a nightgown was put over her head and then she was picked up by her husband and deposited in her crib.  Edward had arranged her as he wanted and added restraints to make sure she would be very uncomfortable.
“I want you to think about your bottom-hole stretched wide around its nice fat plug, Louisa.  I want you to think about other things that your Papa will soon be putting into your little pucker both to teach you your lessons as well as to simply give me pleasure.”  With that, he had given her a quick kiss on her cheek and the two had left her alone to cry and ache in her crib, her bottom high in the air as if begging for all who came into the room to focus their attention on her most private place.
Now, Edward undid her restraints and soon had her on her back.  He kept the pacifier in her mouth as he removed her diaper.  It was wet and he saw her blush hotly.
“That’s my good girl.  You used your nappy as you are required every time you are put into your crib though we both know it would be wet regardless now, don’t we?”  She flushed even redder and felt her sex moisten even more.  Edward chuckled and then pushed her legs back towards her chest.  She tensed as she felt his fingers between her cheeks and felt him take hold of the plug.
“I want you to push against my fingers, Louisa.  I want you to help me take your little plug out of your bottom.”  She knew she wouldn’t be able to assist him; her shame was too consuming.  Yet, when she felt the plug begin to tug against her, she automatically bore down as if to push it from her bottom.  
Edward heard her groan and saw her little bottom tense.  “That’s my good girl.  Help Papa take your little plug out of that sweet little hole.”  Edward took his time enjoying the removal of the plug almost as much as he had its insertion.  When it finally popped out, she squealed and then flushed.  Edward smiled and set the plug aside.  He ran his finger through her sopping sex and then looked down into her eyes.
“Very good, Louisa.  Now, lift your bottom.  Papa is going to play with your bottom- hole.”  She wanted to die; she wanted the floor to open and swallow her crib and all.  What she wanted didn’t matter.  “Louisa, lift your bottom.”  She felt her eyes well but lifted her hips off the mattress.  “Good girl, that’s my good little girl.”  She clenched her eyes shut as she felt his finger dip into her bottom replacing the plug.  She moaned and her fingers tugged against the restraints that held her hands above her head as he removed his finger only to press two into her bottom.  She felt him begin to pull and push his fingers in and out of her and she felt her sex bloom.  She felt her nipples harden and her breath catch.  Edward loved watching her, as she began to move against his fingers, her breasts becoming full and rosy with her arousal.  He began to spread his two fingers apart, stretching her small hole as he continued to frig it.
“That’s my good girl.  Papa loves every part of his little lady.  Papa loves her sweet little titties with their hard little nipples; Papa loves her sweet naked pussey and all the cream leaking from it.  Papa loves the swollen red little pleasure bud I see peeking out of its hood, and Papa loves this tight little pucker that will learn to stretch and accept Papa’s cock deep inside.”  Her mind was whirling, her mouth longing to speak, but still full of her gag.  Edward continued to stretch and frig her as his free hand began to roam over her breasts, tweaking each nipple until they were swollen and huge.  Her back arched as he moved down to split her lips open and slide a finger deep into her pussey.  Louisa was no longer concerned about anything but her own need.  She was keening behind her pacifier as his fingers worked her slowly but wonderfully in both of her openings.  He watched as her clit engorged hugely and strained against its hood, desperate for his touch.  He grinned as he worked the third finger into her bottom stretching her more than even her plug and heard her moans of pleasure instead of pain.  Her bottom was rocking up and down as she tried to get all she could of his fingers.  Her head began to thrash from side to side, her chest heaving from her breathing so hard and fast.  She discovered that what she truly wanted; she was desperate for her Papa to continue what he was doing to her.  She had never felt like this before.  She was spiraling up and up to a height she had never before ascended.  Every nerve ending was singing and thrumming and she was keening behind her pacifier.  Edward loved her every reaction, her every sound and movement.  He slid his thumb to rest on her swollen clit and she arched even higher.  
“Spend for me, Louisa.  I want you to come hard so I can feel it on my fingers in your pussey and up your bottom.  I want you to come so hard that you feel as if you will explode.  Come now, little lady, come for your Papa.”  His words, his order and his expectation that she obey drove all thoughts from her head.  She felt nothing but what he was doing to her body.  As he plunged his three digits deep into her bottom and pinched on her clit, she screamed and arched so high off the bed, she almost was doing a backbend.  Her contractions as she imploded were stronger than any she had ever had, and Edward felt her almost expel his fingers deep as they were inside her bottom.  He renewed his efforts and forced her through another explosive culmination while he continued to work both of his hands in and out of her body.  By the time he pulled away, she was shaking all over, her legs splayed open, the sheets beneath her soaked with her cream.  Edward’s cock had been straining against his pants since he entered the room, but now demanded attention without delay.  He quickly removed the restraints on her hands and lifted her from the crib.  He laid her down on the ottoman, lifted and parted her legs and drove himself into her.  She moaned and squirmed, her body so sensitive after her forced orgasms.  He finally reached down and unbuckled her gag, throwing it away from him.  
She sobbed, “Ohhh,  ohhh, Papa…Papa…Papa,” again and again as he took her.  He kept her legs over his shoulders as he pounded into her again and again.  He moved one hand down and soon had two fingers buried again inside her bottom.
“Ahhhh, ohhhh, Papa!” she screamed and clamped her muscles around both his cock and his digits.  “I’m….I’m….please, Papa!” she begged and he managed to give her permission to take her pleasure only seconds before she exploded.  He groaned as her muscles clamped on him and within a moment had spurted deep inside her.  He continued to move for several thrusts until she came for the fourth time and only then did he remove, first his fingers, and then his cock from her body.  He staggered to stand and then sat and pulled her onto his lap.  It had been one of the most intense moments of their lives.  He held her as she mewed into his chest, her little hands stroking against him as if making sure he was holding her; keeping her safe; loving her.  He smiled knowing that she had just passed an incredible test.  While he would very often use her bottom-hole for painful punishments, he had just discovered his little treasure was very anally oriented as well.  He smiled and held her for a long time as they silently spoke of their deep love for the other.
 



 
 
Chapter 7
 
Lucy sagged in her chair when she heard, “Time is up”.  She put her pencil down and flipped her test booklet over.  It had been a very hard test and yet she found she was breaking into a smile.  She just knew she had done well.  All the hours of study, all the fear of not being able to learn the equations and formulas was now over.  She squirmed a bit on the hard seat of her chair, her aching bottom reminding her of the many strokes from both paddle and strap she had taken during the last few days.  She was still smiling when she felt a presence beside her.  As her eyes lifted, the smile slid from her face.  Headmaster Thorne, in his black robes, his face stern, reached down to take the test from her.
“I certainly hope you spent your weekend well, Miss Furniss.  How do you believe you did?”  She swallowed hard and no longer felt confident.  After all, she had largely ignored her mathematics lessons for over a year.  How could she possibly have learned enough in the few hours she had spent actually studying?  Thorne’s lips twisted into a sneer as she shook her head.
“I’m…I’m not sure, Sir.” 
“Well, we will soon discover whether you will be a graduate of my academy or return to repeat the year.”  Lucy gulped.  She had never once thought about the possibility of repeating her last year of study.  She had assumed that, if she should fail, the only consequence would be that she would be a grown woman without a diploma proving she had passed a bunch of silly, useless classes.  As her eyes roamed the room, they landed on her guardian, who was seated at the front of the room beside Professor Lloyds.  As Edward met her eyes and gave her a small smile, she remembered that not having a diploma would not be the only consequence.  Edward had informed her after dinner last night that if she didn’t pass the test, she would have an appointment in his study immediately upon their return home.  Her bottom clenched beneath her and she almost broke into tears.  She lowered her gaze without seeing the look that her professor gave her.  His was one of open adoration.  It was obvious to all in the room that his interest was growing every time he saw the small woman.  The two men waited as the headmaster returned and handed the booklet to Charles.
“I expect to hear the results as quickly as possible, Lloyds.  Lord Wintercrest and I shall be in my office.  Once you have her score, please escort her to me with the results.”  
Charles took the booklet and answered, “Yes, Sir, I shall have her score as quickly as possible.”  Thorne ignored him and ushered Edward out into the hallway.  As they neared his office, he snapped to a young assistant to bring tea and biscuits immediately.  Edward allowed the man to orchestrate the meeting, though he held no true respect for him.  While he had run the school for years and had raised it to one of very high ratings, Edward felt there was something missing within the man.  He had witnessed his ability with the cane and did give him a nod of appreciation for the skills he had shown wielding it.  However, he didn’t seem to care about his students unless he was delivering pain to them.  While Edward enjoyed watching his wife’s little bottom bounce and churn under the many varied implements he employed, he was also determined to give her great pleasure as well.  Thorne, however, seemed nothing more than a man content to give as much pain as possible within the confines of his employ.  Granted, Edward didn’t particularly care about those around him that didn’t impact his life, yet he treated all he met with respect until they proved it was unearned.  
“Please, Sir, have a seat.  I must say while it is unusual, I will be more than happy to have your ward attend next year.  Perhaps another year of study is just what the silly girl needs. It is quite obvious she has no sense of responsibility.”  Edward smiled and after accepting a cup of tea, he sat back in his chair and casually crossed his ankles.
“I think you might be quite surprised with what my ward is capable of.  While you see a worthless silly girl, I see a young lady that has grown quite a bit during this past weekend.   She has worked exceptionally hard, and except for attending church yesterday, every waking hour has been spent studying for this test.”  Thorne was surprised -- but more than the man’s words, it was the tone in which they had been delivered.  He felt as if this man was judging him in some way -- judging and finding him lacking.  Thorne found himself hoping that the stupid chit failed miserably and, upon discovering that fact, would throw some type of tantrum so that he might have cause to give her a caning far more severe than that last easy dozen she had received on Friday.  Edward smiled and continued to sip his tea.  He had seen Thorne’s eyes dart to the rack of canes on display behind his desk and knew the man’s fingers were surely itching to take one down and use it on the bare bottom of his ward.  Edward knew that would never again happen.  Despite whatever Lucille’s score might be, she would never again step into this school.  She had learned all she could here.  The lessons she truly would need to learn to live a submissive but fulfilled life would be learned under his roof until she found her own Papa.  Once that happened, little Lucy would learn only the things her new husband decided, exactly as Louisa was slowly learning the lessons she needed to make Edward happy.
The men had barely finished their tea when a knock sounded on the door.  Thorne called out his permission and the door opened.  Lucy stepped inside, her face showing her concern, her hands twisted together.  Edward watched her eyes flick to the canes as well, and for once, he wanted to assure her that she had no reason to fear them.  He stood and walked to her. He took her hand and guided her to the settee.  He would have chosen another piece of furniture but, it was the only one large enough to hold both of them.  He knew she was remembering having to bend over and present her bottom to the cane on this settee, and as he sat down and then seated her beside him, he gave her hand a squeeze and felt her relax just a bit.
The headmaster waited until Edward was seated, and then impatiently demanded, “Well, don’t stand there, Lloyds.  Did she fail?”  
Charles could no longer hide his smile.  He strode into the room and handed the test booklet to his employer, he said,   “No, Sir, she most certainly did not.”
“What?” Thorne said, his tone showing his disbelief. He flipped open the book, looked down at the letter scrawled at the top of the first page and then flicked through the pages.  He slammed the book shut and glared at Charles.  “I don’t believe this, Lloyds.  There is no way this test is valid.  That stupid little chit couldn’t even recite her multiplication tables last week.  You are trying to tell me she has suddenly grasped not only geometry but algebra as well?  That is simply impossible.  What did she do; spread her legs and allow you between them, so you would pass her?  Tell me, was she quite a good fuck?”  Charles actually backed up a step; the hatred spewing from the man who was supposedly the head of this school filling the air.  Before another word could be spoken, Edward stood and was standing face to face with Thorne and had the man lifted off his feet.
“How dare you!  You bastard!  You will apologize to Miss Furniss immediately or else I shall beat you within an inch of your life!”  He threw the man away from him like a sack of coal.  Lucy was standing, her heart pounding even as Thorne hit his desk and he fell to his knees.  Charles rushed to Lucy’s side and put his arm around her even as they both watched Thorne slowly get to his feet.  The headmaster’s face was almost purple, as he tried to regain his composure.  He was used to dominating his employees as well as his students.  Never before had he been attacked.  He grabbed a cane from the wall, lifting it over his head when he once again found himself flat on the floor.  Edward easily removed the cane from his hand, snapped it into two pieces, and then hauled Thorne to his feet.  
“I’d love nothing more than to knock you down again, Thorne; you are a worthless piece of manure.  I can assure you that you will no longer grace these halls.  No wonder you have students who fail…you are a pitiful example for innocent young girls.  Now, apologize immediately…”
“Please…please, Sir.  May we…may we just go home?” Lucy said, her voice so soft and yet able to penetrate the veil of anger surrounding her guardian.  Edward turned to see her supported by Charles, her face pale, tears swimming in her eyes.  He wanted to force Thorne to apologize for his hateful, vulgar accusation, but seeing how his ward looked, he simply threw the pieces of the cane down to land at Thorne’s feet, snatched up the exam booklet and nodded.
“Certainly, my dear; we can go wherever you desire.”  Lucy wasn’t even listening to his words.  All she knew was that she was being led from the room and out into the sunshine, where she felt she was finally able to breathe.  She was crying without realizing it and didn’t even notice when Edward swept her off her feet and carried her to the carriage.  Henri hurried to open the door for the two; concern written on his face as well.  Edward climbed into the carriage, never releasing his charge.  He nodded at Henri to close the door and then saw Charles standing uncertainly on the sidewalk.
“Thank you, Charles.  Call on me later this week if you desire.”
“I will, Lord Wintercrest.  Take care of Lucy.”  Edward noted he’d used her Christian name yet again and would have said something if he had the chance.  Before he spoke, Charles smiled and said, “You can be very proud, Sir.  She didn’t make a single mistake.”  Edward felt his heart swell and smiled, looking down at the still shaking young woman.  He saw that she had also heard and watched as her face seemed to come back to life, her smile beginning on her lips but quickly spreading to her eyes.  
His own smile grew as he turned to speak to the young man again, “I would be proud of her regardless, Charles, but we both owe you our thanks.”  With that, he nodded again at Henri, who was also grinning from ear to ear.  The carriage door closed and as it pulled away, Edward gave Lucille a hug and then helped her to take a seat opposite him.
“I…I didn’t do the thin…th…” 
“Hush, Lucy, I know you didn’t and I promise Thorne will be out of a job as soon as I can arrange it.  I know you worked very hard and I am proud of you,” Edward reassured her leaning forward to cup her cheek with his hand.  She felt herself relax and felt safe for the first time since she’d entered the headmaster’s office.
“Are you really, Sir?  Are you proud?”  Lucy asked, her voice soft, the question coming out a bit shakily.
“Oh yes, little one.  I am very, very proud.  You have done yourself proud and I couldn’t be happier.”  She smiled brightly and then began to giggle.  He watched as her hands clapped over her mouth as if to contain her mirth.  He found himself laughing as well.  Her eyes widened as the horrid tension of the past several days broke.  She was soon bent forward, her laughter filling the carriage.  It was a long time before she was able to begin to get herself under control.
“He…he looked so funny on the fl…floor…ohhh…”  Edward grinned glad to see her laugh instead of appearing as if she were about to faint.  
He bent forward and took her hands in his,  “I think he was most concerned about his silly cane.”  The moment the word left his mouth he was sorry.  She immediately stopped smiling and began to pull away from him.  He tightened his grip and said, “Don’t, Lucy.  You have nothing to be sad or scared about.  You never need worry or even think about Thorne again.  He was wrong in what he said.  I know you studied and earned your degree.  Think about how happy Louisa will be when you tell her; don’t think about the school.”  Lucy managed to nod, but even though she knew she would not have to return to the school, the mention of the cane caused her to think about other things.  She wanted to ask questions about things -- things that were private, things that he would probably consider improper coming from any woman but, most certainly from his ward.  
She forced herself to smile, “I won’t, Sir but….but I don’t have my diploma.” 
Edward lifted her hand to his lips and gave her a quick kiss.  “Don’t fret.  I’ll make sure you get it, for you shall always get what you have earned.”  Her heart flipped as she read his words in a new way.  She squirmed a bit, and was glad when he finally released her hands.  She looked up at him and saw him smile.  
She tentatively returned it and said very softly,  “Yes, Sir.  Thank you.”  He nodded and they turned to their own thoughts as Henri took them home.
The front door opened the minute the carriage pulled up.  Louisa stood on the top step, her tiny form framed by the open door.  Edward climbed out of the carriage and helped Lucy down.  They both turned to see Louisa flying down the steps.  
She ran to her sister and said,  “Please, Lucy I just know you passed….please tell me you passed, Lucy!”  Lucy’s smile returned at the pure happiness and expectation on her sister’s face.  She nodded and the girls soon had their arms around each other, hugging and dancing in a circle, giggling as they had as small children.  Edward watched, his heart full as he realized how lucky he was.  He had originally been disappointed in learning that he would not be allowed to simply enjoy being a new husband; but was forced to take on the role of guardian as well.  He knew that the guardianship would interfere greatly with his plans for his wife.  Today, however, seeing the girls so happy and hearing their excited chatter, he wouldn’t have changed a thing.  
He gathered them both to his side and said, “I believe a celebration is in order.  How would you both like to go out for supper and celebrate our newest scholar?”  Louisa squealed and clapped her hands.  Lucy was also happy and smiled.
“I would love that, Edward.”  She saw his eyebrow lift.
“Just because you graduated, young lady, doesn’t give you license to forget your manners.”  She blushed, understanding that he was very serious.  She lowered her gaze, no longer so sure she wished to celebrate.  However, seeing her sister looking so hopeful, she nodded.
“Yes, Sir, I’m sorry.  I…I guess I thought once I actually graduated I…I would be treated as a…a grown up.”  Edward smiled and looked down at the small woman.
“The world may consider you a grownup, Lucille, but believe me, you are a true little girl now, just as you have always been.  You need a good, firm hand to keep you in line, as has been proven with your recent success.  Can you tell me that you believe you could have done such a wonderful job without being forced to study and study hard?”  
She was an honest girl and had to shake her head.  “No…no, Sir.  I…I wouldn’t have studied as hard.”  
He nodded.  “And, tell me the truth, Lucy, what helped motivate you to study as hard as you did.”  She blushed, her hands fidgeting in her skirts as the past few days flew past in her mind.  She saw herself kicking and crying, her bottom lifted as it was paddled, strapped and birched.  She remembered trying desperately to memorize all the equations she needed in order to avoid another spanking.  
She moaned softly and had to finally admit he was the cause of her concentration in her studies.  “You…you did, Sir.”  
“And exactly how did I motivate you, Lucille?”  She blushed hotly, every stroke of every punishment flowing through her mind.  She looked up at him and saw the intensity in his eyes.
“Sp…spankings, Sir.”  Edward smiled and reached out and drew her into his chest.  She laid her head against his chest.
“That’s correct, Lucy.  You are a very special little girl just like your sister.  You need a strong man to make sure you behave.  Your bottom needs to be paddled and spanked whenever you step out of line.  You might not want to admit it, and I know you have so much more to learn but, little one, if you look deep inside yourself and are honest with yourself, I believe you will find the truth of what you need.”  He paused and allowed his words to sink in.  His glance flitted to his own little-girl wife and saw she was nodding.  He smiled knowing that it was still new to Louisa as well, but that she was finally admitting that she needed what he provided.  He knew she was discovering that she not only needed it; she loved and craved both his harsh discipline and his demands of her body.  She saw him watching her and smiled up at him; concern for her sister written all over her face.  
“Lucy…Lucy, we don’t have to go out….we can just celebrate at home.  I…I don’t want you to feel ashamed of…of me.”  Lucy heard her sister and knew that her twin just wanted her to be happy.  Lucy felt as if she were spoiling what was to have been a wonderful day.  Steeling herself to be brave enough to face her own life, she pushed away from Edward and turned to her sister.
“I…I want to go out, Louisa.  Is that all right, Sir?  May we all go out to supper?”  Edward smiled and nodded. “I’d like nothing better than to take the two prettiest little girls out for supper.  We shall have our lunch and then, after Louisa takes her nap, we shall have plenty of time for you to put on your prettiest dresses and we shall have a wonderful dinner.”  He saw Louisa’s smile falter and knew she was about to ask not to have to take her nap.  
He gave her a warning look and shook his head, “Only after your nap, little lady.  You know you need a nap and I don’t want a cranky, sleepy little girl sitting at the restaurant.”  
Lucy saw her sister flush but nod,  “Yes, Sir.”  Edward took their hands and led them up the stairs.  He related the news of Lucy’s success to Mrs. Bremmer who was quick to enfold the young woman in a warm hug and praise her.  Lucy was startled, but found it felt wonderful being hugged and after a moment, returned it.  They sat down to lunch and laughed and talked about various things.  Lucy realized it was the most relaxed meal she had taken in the house since her arrival.  When Edward pushed away from the table and held out his hand to his wife, telling her it was nap time, Louisa seemed to want to argue, but sighed and took his hand.  Lucy stood as well and walked with them as far as the hallway.  
“Have a good nap, Louisa,” she said as the two walked up the stairs.  Louisa gave her sister a smile and a small wave.  Lucy continued down the hall and entered the library.  She began to comb the shelves for a book that would allow her to enter a world that didn’t reflect her own.  She wanted to read of princes who saved the poor girls of the world and made them princesses.  She wanted to read about heroes who were strong and tall and who made every woman want to be chosen to be his.  She wanted to read about love and happiness.  She giggled, realizing that she wanted to read anything other than a column of mathematical problems.  Realizing that her school days were indeed over, she smiled brightly.  She pulled her choice off the shelf and then settled back in the chair, her feet tucked up beneath her and opened her book.  After half an hour she found the story wasn’t holding her attention.  Her eyes were drooping closed.  She yawned and discovered she was very tired.  All the tension of the past several days was finally affecting her.  She rose, replaced her book on the shelf and walked up the stairs.  Louisa might not have wanted to nap but Lucy found she wanted nothing more.  She entered her room and slipped out of her shoes.  She began to lie down on the bed and winced as her corset pinched her waist.  Sighing, she pulled the bell cord for Molly, suddenly envious of the way Louisa was allowed to dress.  It must be lovely to be able to go without the horrid constricting corset all day. 
Molly entered and helped Lucy undress.  As Lucy gave a huge sigh once her corset was removed and then laughed, Molly smiled understanding the discomfort.  She thought it silly to wear something that was obviously so uncomfortable, simply for fashion.  She laid the corset aside and tucked her mistress into bed.  Lucy was asleep before Molly left the room.  The door shut quietly and Molly gave a small squeal when she practically ran into the Lord of the house.
“Oh excuse me, Sir,” she said as she gave a quick curtsy.  
“No, excuse me, Molly.  Is Lucille feeling unwell?”  Molly smiled and assured him,
“Oh no, Sir, she is just very tired.  I believe she’ll feel much better after she’s had a nap.”  Edward nodded and agreed; after all, his wife was always well rested and happy after she spent a few hours snug in her crib.
“Very well, thank you, Molly.”  She curtsied again and then returned to her duties.  Edward paused at Lucy’s door, his mind once more turning to possibilities for her future.  He smiled thinking how lovely the girls were and though he knew he’d be quite happy to have Lucy under his roof indefinitely now that she understood the rules of the manor, he also knew that in order to allow his ward to truly find her own happiness, he’d have to find the perfect man and set her free.  With those thoughts, he walked to his study and began to compose a letter -- one he hoped would set Lucy onto the path best suited for her.
Lucy awoke a few hours later, feeling far more rested and excited about the outing.  She again called for Molly and the two girls chatted while they worked to prepare Lucy for an evening out.  As Molly held up yet another dress that Lucy considered, she was thinking of exactly what her twin would be wearing.  She had seen Louisa dressed in juvenile clothing when they attended church but would Edward also require she enter a restaurant dressed as a child?  She blushed at the thought and again wished she could speak to her sister about the choice she had made.  
“Please, Miss Lucy.  You must decide.  It wouldn’t do for you to be late for your own celebration,” Molly pleaded as she pulled another dress from the wardrobe.  It was a lovely sapphire blue with white lace at the cuffs and throat.  Lucy nodded and agreed that it would do nicely.  She was soon laced back into her corset and holding her breath as Molly pulled hard on the laces.  Once they were tied, several undergarments were stepped into and garters tied around stockings, the dress was finally slipped over her head.  Lucy stood still as Molly worked the dozens of tiny buttons into their loops down her back.  It took another half hour before her hair had been brushed and arranged into a pleasing hairstyle.  As Molly pushed yet another pin into her scalp and Lucy yelped, she thought of her sister’s hair.  It was always either loose and hanging down her back, tied back with ribbons, or plaited to keep it out of her face.  Lucy realized she couldn’t remember the last time she had seen Louisa dressed up as an adult woman.  She had even worn a very simple white dress for her wedding, though her obvious joy had made her a stunning bride.  Lucy was declared ready and thanked Molly for her assistance.  
As they stood to leave the room, Molly spoke quietly, “I’m very happy for you, Miss Lucy.  I was worried you might not pass even though we all knew you worked very hard.”  Lucy blushed knowing the entire house was well-aware of what all had transpired the past several days.  She found she couldn’t fault Molly and smiled,
“Thank you, Molly.  I’m very, very glad as well.  Perhaps I can stay away from that horrid study from now on.”  Molly was shocked at the casual way the words were spoken, but couldn’t contain a small grin.  They were both smiling as they descended the stairs.  Edward was at the bottom of the stairs and heard their laughter.  He looked up and saw exactly what his own wife would look like, if he desired a grown woman.  Lucy was radiant, her skin glowed and the dress floated around her.  She saw him looking up and faltered until she saw he was smiling.  She smiled back and was soon standing on the last step.  He still towered over her and she was suddenly struck by his size. 
“You look lovely, Lucille,” he said, taking her hand and walking her into the parlor.  She saw Louisa jump up from a chair and smiled.  Her sister’s dress surprised her.  She was wearing a dress that was more age appropriate, though Lucy noticed her curves were still soft and it was obvious she wasn’t corseted.  Louisa’s hair was also tied back at the nape of her neck to hang in soft curls down her back.    
Louisa saw her sister perusing her attire and blushed knowing exactly how she must appear to her twin.  Through her embarrassment, she forced herself to smile. “I love that dress, Lucy.  It is so beautiful on you.”  The sincerity of her sister’s compliment caused Lucy to smile, her heart full with love for her sister.
“You look quite pretty as well, Louisa.”  Louisa flushed, knowing she didn’t look nearly as gorgeous as her twin.  In fact, dressed as they were, it would be unlikely that anyone would consider them to be anything more than close relatives.  
Edward didn’t give them time to become uncomfortable.  “It’s time to go, girls.”  They followed him out of the house and were soon in the carriage.  Lucy watched as her sister sat next to her husband, her small hand on his arm.  She watched as Edward smiled down at his wife and then moved to place his arm around her and draw her closer to his side.  Louisa sighed in contentment and Lucy understood the two truly loved each other.  
The dinner was a success.  The girls were amazed at how beautiful everything was, from the fine linens to the flowers that adorned each table.  Soft candlelight bathed the room with a soft glow.  They looked about the room, full of women in beautiful gowns, escorted by men in their best attire.  The atmosphere was hushed but elegant.  Edward allowed them each a small glass of wine in order to participate in the toast of her graduation.  Louisa pushed him by pouting when he refused her another, but he bent towards her and whispered something in her ear.  She flushed, shook her head quite vehemently and was perfectly behaved for the rest of the meal.  They were eating dessert when a couple approached their table.  Edward stood and shook the hand of a tall, older man.
“Good evening, George.  It’s lovely to see you again, Lady Eddington.”  Edward kissed the woman’s cheek and she smiled.
“Thank you, Lord Wintercrest.  It’s lovely to see you as well.  How nice to see you out and about with your lovely bride -- and who is this lovely young woman?” she asked, her gaze taking in the two very beautiful girls seated at his table.  
Edward smiled and introduced his ward.  “Let me introduce my wife’s twin sister, Miss Lucille Furniss.  She has come to live with us and has become my ward.  Lucille, this is Lord and Lady Eddington.”  
Lucy nodded her head trying to decide if the woman addressing her was also considered her husband’s little girl.  The woman was tall and elegant and spoke easily but there seemed to be something about the couple.  After a moment, she realized she hadn’t responded to the introduction and flushed. 
“It’s a pleasure to meet you,” she said using her best manners.  The couple smiled down at her.
“We are celebrating Lucille’s recent graduation,” Edward explained.  The woman clapped her hands and her husband smiled down at her.  
“That’s wonderful.  I am sure we shall see you at many of the upcoming parties and balls.  I do believe your house will soon be full of many suitors for your ward.  She is simply beautiful.”  Lucy flushed at the compliment and then thought about what had been said.  She glanced up at Edward, who was smiling.
“I suppose they shall try, Lady Eddington but, believe me, it will take a very special suitor for my ward.”  
Lord Eddington chuckled and nodded, “That’s right, Edward.  Make sure you keep those chaps in line.  It wouldn’t do to allow just anyone such a prize as this lovely woman.  If she is anything like your own dear little wife, she will need a certain type of man indeed.  I trust you will find the most suitable husband for your ward.”  Lucy flushed even hotter as she tried to imagine what the couple must be thinking.  Did they know how the Lady of Wintercrest was treated?  They certainly didn’t appear surprised at the youthful way Louisa was dressed nor concerned with the fact that the young woman remained silent at the table.  Lucy’s attention was returned to the couple when Lord Eddington said, “Congratulations, my dear on your graduation.  I’m sure you will continue your lessons in the school of life with Lord Wintercrest as your professor.  My wife and I shall look forward to hearing of your future engagement – I feel you won’t have long to wait.  Trust your guardian to do what is best for you, my dear.” 
Lucy flushed wondering again if she was hearing hidden meanings in this elegant man’s words.  Not knowing what to say, she simply said, “Thank you, Sir.” The older couple left and Edward again took his seat.  They were interrupted twice more and the same conversation took place.  Edward sighed and finally signaled for the check.
“I guess it is my own fault,” he said as he paid the bill.  “You can’t expect to bring the prettiest girls out on the town and be left alone now can you?”  He was pleased to see both of his girls blush with pleasure at his words.  The drive home seemed to go too quickly and before Louisa knew it she was being led up the stairs by Mrs. Bremmer.
“I want to stay up and talk to Lucy!” she whined, and attempted to pull away from the housekeeper.
“I don’t believe what you want matters, Missy.  Your Papa has set your bedtime and you are already well past it.  Now, unless you want a spanking, I suggest you pick up your feet and stop whining.”  
Louisa felt her eyes fill but not wanting a spanking to end her day, she nodded and said, “Yes, ma’am…I’m sorry.”  Anna nodded and was soon undressing her charge and putting her into a nightgown.  As she tucked the woman into Edward’s bed, she bent down and placed a kiss on her cheek.
“Sleep well, little lady.  Your Papa will be up shortly.”  Louisa saw her blow out the lamp and though she yawned, she was again wishing she could stay up and talk about the wonderful outing with Lucy.  She didn’t think it was fair and suddenly pounded her fists into her pillow and kicked her feet against the mattress.  She tossed and turned for several minutes but, after going to bed so early for several weeks, she was soon tired and slipped into sleep. 
Lucy found herself at a loss.  Without being told to go to her room to study, she found she didn’t know what was expected of her.  She watched as her sister was led upstairs to be put to bed.  Glancing at the clock on the mantle, she saw that it was only a little after ten.  
Edward watched her and smiled,   “Louisa needs her sleep and has a bedtime of half past eight.  It was a special occasion this evening so I allowed her to stay up a bit longer.  I feel this would be a good time to speak with you about your future unless, of course, you are too tired and wish to retire as well?”  Lucy was a little surprised and found she was a little hesitant.  While she desperately wanted to talk about this man’s rules and expectations, she was somewhat reluctant to do so.  However, when he held out his hand, she found herself putting hers into it.  They walked into the library and it was only then that she relaxed.  Edward grinned, knowing her initial thoughts had been that any private talks with him involved his study and undoubtedly pain for her bottom.  He seated her in a chair and then sat opposite her.  
“I would like to hear your thoughts, Lucille, on anything that concerns you.  You have no need to be frightened by any question you might ask, as long as you do so in a respectful manner.”  Lucy took several deep breaths and finally nodded her head.  
She thanked him again for the wonderful outing and then she shyly asked if what Lady Eddington said was true.  “Will I really have suitors, Sir?”  Edward sat back in his chair, a little surprised that her first question hadn’t been one demanding he explain his rules.  She had a serious look on her face but also one of eagerness.  
He smiled and answered,  “Yes, my dear.  I fear you shall have several.”  He saw her smile and he warned her.  “You are a very beautiful woman, Lucille, and will draw the attention of most every available bachelor.  However, I want you to remember that you will only be allowed to court those that I decide are suitable.  I warn you, my criteria are very strict and I doubt that many will meet my expectations.”  
Lucy had listened and shyly forced herself to ask her question,  “What of my expectations, Sir?  Shouldn’t the choice be mine?”  Edward laughed and shook his head.
“Hardly, Lucy.  Your father agreed that I was the proper one for Louisa and, Lucille, he also made it clear of the type of man he wanted to be your mate.  I find I not only agree with his desires but, having you as my ward, have decided his requirements were still too lenient for you, little one.”  
Lucy was suddenly missing her father and wished she could speak to both of her parents. “What…what did Papa want, Sir?”  
Edward thought about his answer and didn’t speak for several minutes.  Did he really need to tell Lucy what sort of man her father had known both of his girls needed.  “I believe you can answer your own question.  After all, you are your sister’s twin.  Your father wanted the very best for both of you.”  
She looked at him, her eyes huge and questioning then looked away.  Though almost afraid of his answer, she quietly asked her next question.  “Someone like you, Sir?  Someone who treats his wife more like a daughter than a wife?  Someone who has so many rules and…and if not obeyed, punishes her?”  
Edward closed his eyes not at her question; he had been expecting some sort of discussion about this.  He opened his eyes knowing his ward needed to learn the truth of her future.  “Yes, someone exactly like me.  Someone who loves his wife -- his little one, with his whole heart; his entire soul.  Someone who would give his own life if necessary to protect his wife and what is his.  You will find, Lucille, that there are many types of men in this world.  Your father was a very good man; a man that loved his family fiercely.  A man that, though you might not believe me, knew exactly what you would need to live a full loving life.  You don’t need and would never be truly happy with a man that is weak, Lucy.  You are a strong, spirited girl who has so much to offer.  You are young and innocent and have so much to learn.”  His words reminded Lucy of what Lord Eddington had said.  She flushed, her hands twisting in her lap.
“Are you…you going to teach me, Sir?”  Edward also remembered his friend’s words to Lucy.  The girl seated across from him had no idea of how little an institution truly taught.  Lessons in grammar, history, geography and mathematics served to help make someone more intelligent.  However, the value of life’s lessons was priceless.  Lucy had been in his ‘class’ since her arrival at Wintercrest though she had yet to admit it to herself.  
He smiled gently and answered.  “Yes, Lucy.  I will be but one teacher in your life.  There are more than simple rules to live by in order to get through life.  Life isn’t simply something to get through one day at a time.  Life is something that should truly be lived.”  
Seeing the look of confusion combined with yearning on her beautiful face, he leaned forward and gathered both of her hands in his.  “You have so much to offer a man, Lucille.  Your heart is large and you are kind.  You are going to discover passions you have no idea exist.  However, you are going to have to trust that I, like your father, have only your best interest at heart.  I promise that I will do everything within my power to find your ultimate teacher.  Your lessons will continue at the feet of your husband; whomever that will be.”  He paused giving her a chance to consider what he was saying.  He knew there would be many additional discussions and conversations about his ward’s future.  Standing, he reached out and took her hand in his, lifting her to her feet.  
“I want you to think about what we’ve discussed.  I know you have many questions and most likely will discover many more.  Now, it is getting late and it is time for you to find your bed.  Good night, Lucille.”  He waited as if he expected her to ask another question.  Instead, she found herself trembling at his answer.  She thought she had come to know this man, but discovered she had no true knowledge of his identity.  She knew without a doubt that he truly not only loved her sister but considered her a great treasure.  She couldn’t comprehend how that love could also involve corporal, embarrassing punishment of the woman he obviously adored.  She still couldn’t understand how her own twin, an exact duplicate of herself, could not only accept her new lifestyle but seem to find happiness in it.  Edward’s quiet passion in giving her his answer caused her heart to speed up and her blood to race.  She found herself wondering if what he said could be true.  Was she really as he described?  Could she ever find happiness in a man she allowed him to choose?  Could she even consider life with a man that would expect so much from her; things she had never before thought about?  Could she find any semblance of happiness in a lifestyle that in any way mimicked the one she was presently living?  Her head was aching with all sorts of thoughts and emotions.  She felt she could not think of another thing and let out a small sigh.
“Thank you, Sir.  Good night, Sir.”  After she left to retire for the evening, Edward had entered his office and poured his evening drink.  After he finished it, he walked up the stairs and into his bedchamber.  He smiled, seeing his little one curled on her side, her thumb in her mouth.  He undressed and slid into bed beside her.  He gently removed the wet digit from her mouth and kissed her.  She slowly awakened and opened her eyes.  Her smile was soft and her eyes full of longing.  He pulled her into his arms kissed her until she was moaning with need.  
As he removed her nightgown and rolled her to lie beneath him, he said, “I love you, Louisa.  I love you very, very much.”  She had gasped as he entered her, her arms going around his neck.  It was unusual for him to allow her such freedom but tonight he was making love to her; letting her know exactly how much he meant the words he had spoken just a short while ago.  Their passion took them both to incredible heights and it was much later when he pulled his wife close to his side as she fell into a deep, very contented sleep.  Before he slept he found his thoughts returning to Lucille.  
He would post his letters tomorrow and hope for a quick response.  He couldn’t keep Lucille out of society too long -- especially now that she had been seen and introduced at the restaurant.  He almost wished he hadn’t taken the girls out, but knew Lucy had earned the outing.  As her guardian, he could only take her so far, teach her so much.  She had changed in the past several days.  She had grown and shown him that she wasn’t just a silly girl.  She had worked very hard, fought against boundaries she had yet to understand or accept, and yet she remained kind and loving to her sister.  She had proven herself and gained his respect.  She deserved far more than spending her life with some man who would be unable to both capture and hold her spirit without breaking her love for life.  She deserved to discover the unbound passion the right man could release inside her.  He had meant every word he uttered.  Life was a blessing and needed to be fully lived.  As much as he treasured and adored his own little wife, he would not fail her sister.  He would find the perfect mate for Lucille no matter how long it took or how far he had to go.
 



 
 
Epilogue
 
Lord Wintercrest begins his search for the one man who would fulfill the role as Lucy’s teacher and future husband in, “Claimed – Women of Wintercrest – Book 3” coming soon.
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