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Prologue
Lucy finally accepted the truth of Edward's promise. She would not be handed over to some man she did not love. Edward saw her smile as it lit her face, her eyes clear and shining. He understood that she had finally accepted his gift, one that few young women receive.  She received the gift of choice.
Only Lucas' upbringing and respect for Edward allowed him to behave like a gentleman.  Every time he saw Lucy led onto the dance floor by Charles, to pull her away, was his first instinct.  He wanted her back in the carriage, seated next to him.  He wanted her trembling hand on his arm so that he might hold it under his and offer her comfort.  He wanted her to look up at him as she had earlier, to see the fear disappear from her eyes and then to be filled with wonder.  Hell, he wanted her teetering on a ladder, so he had reason to pluck her from its rungs and spank her bottom for being so careless and to show her that he was the one she should have chosen.  What he did not want, what he could not stand for another moment, was to see her smile as Charles Lloyds bent to kiss her cheek yet again.
As the evening progressed, it seemed to become understood by all present that Lloyds had claimed the sweetest prize at the ball. Lucas gritted his teeth as he watched Charles escorting her onto the dance floor.
"It seems Charles took every opportunity to press his advantage," Lucas heard Edward speaking behind him as he and Louisa joined the despondent man. Edward watched as his friend's shoulders sagged.
Lucas gave him a nod of acceptance.  "I swear it was not for my lack of desire, Edward," he said, his voice soft.  Edward could hear the unmistakable yearning in his friend's voice.
"It takes a strong man to step aside, Lucas," Edward said.  "Letting her go, if Charles is truly her choice, is the proper thing to do."
"I do not give a damn what is proper, Edward," Lucas said, "she is meant for me.  She is meant to learn all there is to learn at my feet.  God knows I want to be the one to teach her to purr, even with her cheeks stained from her tears after she learns more painful lessons at my hand."  
Louisa shivered at the deep resonant tone of Lord Huntington's voice. Louisa knew that Charles Lloyds also loved her sister.  She knew that he would keep her safe and make her feel loved.  However, she knew deep within her soul that Lucas was the only man truly capable of setting her sister free.  He was the one to bring her to accept everything within herself, to be completely alive.  She understood that Lucas was exactly like Edward.  He would demand so many things, unwavering obedience expected.  He would never hesitate to use discipline as a tool in Lucy's lessons.  Though Louisa knew her sister would be shedding many tears at this man's hand as he wielded a paddle, strap, switch or worse on her bottom, Louisa also knew he was the one that will send her to untold ecstasy with his touch and his love.  Her heart ached for not only Lucas but for what her sister seemed to be denying herself.
Lucas' voice softened, "I wished it with all my heart and soul, but she must come to me.  You've given her the gift of choice, Edward.  I will not force her on this one thing.  She must offer me all she is with no reservation.  She must recognize me as not only her mate, but as her everything."
They stood watching, as the young couple seemed lost in each other while the music moved them about the floor.  Eleanor joined them and smiled, as she too saw the couple dancing and the resignation on Lucas' face.
"Though I know your heart isn't ready, my dear Lucas," she said, placing her hand on his arm, "remember that there are many special little ones awaiting their own Papas."  Lucas didn't answer, but did give a slight nod.  Eleanor patted his arm, "Perhaps now you might come visit me, as you promised."  Her voice was teasing, but the smile Lucas finally gave her was not one of a man anxious to make such a visit.
"Perhaps on my next visit, Eleanor," he said softly, though he had no such desire.  At that moment his only desire was to claim the kitten that had stolen his heart.  He wanted her desperately, loved her completely, but knew it would take the same depth of feelings from Lucy as well.  "It is time I return to Hunter's Ridge."  Edward saw the sorrow in both his friend's and his wife's eyes.  He clapped Lucas on the back and then turned to Eleanor and was soon leading her onto the floor.  He instinctively knew that his own little lady wished to comfort the man in her own sweet manner.
Louisa waited for a moment before placing her own hand on Lucas' arm.  "Please don't give up so easily, Lord Huntington," she said softly.  Though she saw the same couple as everyone else as they danced, she knew her sister more thoroughly than any other soul on earth.  Lucy was smiling and appeared to be happy, but Louisa knew something was missing.  She did not look at Charles the way Louisa looked at Edward.
"The clock has not yet struck midnight," she teased.  Lucas finally rewarded her with a small smile as he acknowledged their earlier references to the fairy-tale.  He may have lost his own princess, but knew he would be eternally thankful that Edward, his dearest friend, had managed to claim his own.
"Edward is an incredibly lucky man," Lucas said, pulling her into his arms as they stepped out onto the floor.  Louisa smiled, knowing she was also an incredibly lucky woman.
This feeling was a new experience for Lucas.  Though he had never lacked for female attention, he had also never been ignored in such a polite manner.
Determined not to mar Lucy's enjoyment of the ball, he had forced himself to continue to partner with various women.  Though he enjoyed the feeling of soft females in his arms, he found he was only barely able to remember the proper steps of each dance.  He'd only partnered with Lucy for three dances out of the dozens she had enjoyed.  On the first dance, she had still been a bit unsure of herself and he had made every effort to offer her support and encouragement.  The second had seen her smiling and happy, her nervousness forgotten as she enjoyed the ball.  The third was at this moment.
"I told you that you would be the belle of the ball, Lucy," Lucas had said, before pulling her into his arms for this dance.  She had blushed and Charles' eyes shot him daggers.  Lucas continued speaking as he led her through the intricate steps of the dance.  "It's hard to remember my frightened little kitten.  I suppose I no longer need to worry because all I see now is the lioness I knew you had within you.  You've captured every man's heart tonight."  
Lucy was hesitant to speak as she heard a trace of something she had never before heard in his voice.  She looked up to see his eyes and actually stumbled at the heat she saw in them.  Lucas' hand tightened on her waist to steady her.
She attempted to cover her nervousness.  "Do you think Cleo is proud?" she asked, attempting to bring a smile back to his face.  She watched as the heat was replaced by sadness and wished she hadn't spoken.  Even though his hand tightened around hers as he turned her on the floor, she felt him moving away.  He hadn't answered her question and his eyes had moved to look over her head.  She wasn't aware that the music had stopped until he sighed and released her.
"Lucas," she said, her heart pounding in her chest.  He looked so distant, and it frightened her.  He closed his eyes briefly at the sound of his name coming from her lips for the first and last time.  He forced a smile as he opened his eyes, knowing that Charles would reach them in another moment.  His hand lifted and he stroked a finger down her cheek seeing the concern filling her eyes.
"Yes, little one, Cleo is very proud of you tonight.  You have nothing to fret over and nothing to fear.  I'm just sorry that ... I only wish I...." he paused, seeing Charles already reaching towards Lucy.
"What?" Lucy asked, her heart stuttering at the look on his face, even as her cheek burned where he had touched her so gently.  Lucas stepped away and offered her a small bow and another smile.
"Nothing.  This is your night, princess, and your prince is ready to claim you," Lucas said, and then gave Charles a bow as well.  
Lucy was turned and pulled into Charles' arms as he accepted his victory and bent to kiss her lips for the first time.  She felt her stomach lurch as he pressed his lips hard against her own.  When he released her, she gasped for air, her mind spinning.  She wasn't aware of the room crowded with people watching the drama of the evening draw to a close.  She wasn't aware that Edward and Louisa stood only a few feet away.  She wasn't aware that Pastor Reed stood watching, disapproval coloring his face.  She didn't see the soft smile of Lady Eddington as she stood next to her husband, his arm holding her to his side.  She didn't notice Eleanor Summers standing across the room, as she chaperoned her young students.  All she felt was the heat of her former professor's lips against her mouth as her hand lifted and a finger touched her lips.  She saw Charles beaming at her, his desire obvious as he began to reach for her again.  She turned to see Lucas standing alone, the concession he had announced evident to the entire room.
Lucy's smile was breathtaking to observe as it lit her entire face.  Every person in the room watched and smiled remembering the first time they had known they were in love.  Not a person moved as Lucy stepped forward, her arms lifting to wrap themselves around the man who had captured her heart.  As she drew his head down and kissed him, she understood what her sister had meant.  She knew she had found her true self as well as her soul mate.  The depth of her emotions was revealed as the lips beneath hers branded her with his claim.  Every fiber of her body now burned with the desire for this man, this one man to teach her the passions that had been ignited deep within her soul.
Edward began to clap his hands in approval as the room witnessed a real fairy-tale coming to life.  The room was soon filled with the sound of dozens of people clapping as they smiled and chuckled.  Safely tucked into the loving arms of her husband, Louisa smiled as she heard the clock chime the magical hour of midnight.  Her twin was not only the belle of the ball, she had outdone Cinderella – she had two men desperately in love with her.  She looked into her husband's face and saw his smile reflected hers.  They both watched as Lucille Rose Furniss stepped forward to claim Lucas, her Prince Charming.
 
 



Chapter 1
 
Lucy's world consisted of only this one thing.  His lips claimed hers as they seared into her soul, marking her as his for the rest of their lives.  His hands cupped her face gently, his forehead touching hers, his voice for her ears only when he released her mouth.
"You are mine, Kitten, now and forever."
"Yes, I am yours," Lucy managed to whisper, her heart pounding with the knowledge that her choice had been true.  He kissed her once more before pulling her into his arms, encircling her as he lifted his face.  Edward smiled and understood that Lucas had no idea that his cheeks were shining with his own tears.  He bent to see his own wife smiling with happiness that was reflected in her twin's face.
"Happy?" he asked softly.
"Oh, yes.  She made the right choice," Louisa said.  "Lord Huntington is truly her Prince Charming, Papa," she said, looking up at her husband.  "Nothing is missing now."  
Edward bent to kiss her before taking her hand. "Shall we go congratulate the couple?" he asked, and she nodded eagerly.  As they began the walk across the ballroom floor, Louisa became aware that, for one man, Lucy's choice had not been his. 
Lucy was also aware of Charles.  She gently pushed against Lucas' chest and turned when she was reluctantly released.  Charles Lloyd stood before her, his eyes reflecting his disappointment.  He had been so positive that he had finally won the beautiful young woman.  His pride flared for an instant but just as quickly faded at the look on her face.
"Charles, I'm so sorry," Lucy said softly, one hand reaching out to him. Her face was flushed as she felt shame at causing this wonderful man pain of any kind.  "I ... I didn't mean ... I never meant to hurt you, Professor ... I mean Headmaster...."  Her voice trailed off as her words failed her.
"You have nothing to apologize for, my dearest Lucille," Charles said, softly stepping forward and taking her hand in his.  "I think I knew from the moment I saw the two of you together.  I just didn't want to accept it," he said and gave her a soft smile.  "You will always hold a special place in my heart."  
Lucy felt her throat tighten with emotion as he spoke to her.  She knew he was a wonderful man.  She knew he was capable of great kindness and gentle support.  She knew that he was going to make some woman a wonderful husband.  The deepest, secret part of her also knew that she would never have found all she needed with him.
"Thank you," she said softly, and stepped closer to brush her lips across his cheek.  "I will always remember your kindness to me."  
Charles closed his eyes for a brief moment as he said goodbye to what might have been.  “I wish for you nothing but happiness, Lucy.  I fear your journey will be difficult at times, but know that Lord Huntington is the man you were born to be with,” he said, and saw her smile light her entire face at his words.  "Be happy, Lucy," he said, and then stepped back and gave Lucas a small bow.  "Sir, you have captured her heart, and all I ask is that you remember what a rare gift that is.  Take care of her."  
Lucas nodded and shook the man's hand.  "I shall, Charles, I promise I shall," he said, solemnly.  
Charles gave them both another nod and then turned and walked away.  The couple watched as he accepted defeat with his quiet dignity.  Lucy felt her eyes sting and prayed that her former professor would find his own mate, for he truly deserved nothing less.  As she brushed a tear from her cheek, she became aware that many people were converging on them.
"You've made me proud, little one," Edward said as he wrapped her in his arms and bent to kiss her forehead.  "Lucas is a lucky man."  
Lucy smiled and was soon in her twin's arms.  The two laughed and kissed each other, silently communicating their happiness in the special way of twins.  Lucas accepted Edward's hand, and then the two were pounding each other on the backs, their happiness just as evident.
"Well done," Edward said, and watched as Lucas nodded.
"I will owe you forever, Edward," Lucas said, as he watched his future bride being hugged and congratulated by a dozen people.  "Thank you for your letter and for your trust that I was the one for your ward."  
Edward grinned and slapped Lucas on the back again.  "You are welcome," he said and then chuckled.  "She might be a kitten tonight, Lucas, but remember, you are the one who told me our little Lucille is a lioness under that soft exterior.  You'd better prepare yourself to experience her claws."  
Lucas grinned and nodded.  He knew that while she had some knowledge of what could be expected of her, in truth his little kitten was an innocent in so many ways.  He would dedicate his life to teaching her.  What were a few scratches, when the reward begged to be stroked and taught the way of love? 
Pastor Reed approached the couple.  Lucy unconsciously stepped closer to Lucas, her heart pounding, as the man seemed to stare into her soul.  Remembering that this man had not only given Camilla a harsh paddling, but had asked for permission to court her, caused her body to tremble.  Lucas gathered her to his side, one arm holding her close, his protection understood.
"Congratulations, Lord Huntington," Reed said and shook Lucas' hand.
"Thank you, Sir," Lucas said.  "I request you post the banns tomorrow and arrange for a special license as well."  
Reed wasn't the least bit surprised.  What man would want to wait to stake his physical claim on the beautiful young woman?  Reed had been extremely disappointed when Edward had refused his request.  From the moment he had first seen Miss Furniss, he had wanted her as his.  Even as he had reddened Camilla's bottom earlier, it had been this woman's bottom bared to him as she submissively bent over his knees about which he fantasized. Seeing her in the hallway upstairs and recognizing the fear in her eyes, he had wished to hear Lucy's voice raised in misery, begging him to cease the paddling as her bottom danced to the tune of his discipline.  He saw her eyes shining with happiness to be in Lucas' arms; and wished instead to see her eyes shining with her tears as she promised she would be his good girl, if only the pain to her bottom would cease.  He wanted her body lying naked beneath his own, her poor punished bottom burning from his discipline as he took her.  He had wanted to be the one to teach the little beauty that complete and total submission and obedience to her husband was her only choice.  Lord Wintercrest had denied him the chance to live his fantasy, and Lord Huntington was even now staking his claim.  Reed forced his thoughts away from his fantasy and nodded his head.
"Certainly, Sir, it shall be my pleasure.  I shall tend to both this evening upon my return home," Reed assured Lucas.  
Lucas had seen the longing and emotions play across Reed's face as the man's eyes roved over Lucille's body.  Lucas pulled her a bit closer to him, his face stoic, but his intention of protecting the woman clear.  Lucas understood the man was most certainly not pleased but would do as expected. 
Reed felt the tension emanating from the huge man and understood Lucas was well aware of his own thoughts. Stepping back, the pastor had the grace to flush slightly. He saw Lucas nod his approval as the man distanced himself from the couple.
"We shall speak tomorrow, then.  Now, if you'll excuse us, I believe there are others wishing to extend their congratulations."  Lucas turned, and he and Lucy walked away and were soon accepting best wishes from several people.
"Thank you, Lucas," she said softly.  "He scares me," she confessed and realized that it was very true.  "He is an awful man."
"Lucy, you need not be afraid.  I will not let anyone hurt you," he promised, and she felt the tension leave her at his words.  She nodded, and her heart skipped a beat as he cupped her cheek and stroked her skin with his finger.  He bent his head towards her, and she closed her eyes, knowing he was going to kiss her again.  Instead of feeling his lips press to hers, she felt his breath as he spoke very softly.
"Despite your opinion, Pastor Reed is a man of authority, Kitten," Lucas said, knowing she needed to be reminded that she was to be respectful to any adult with which she might come into contact.  Lucy's eyes flew open in surprise at his words.  "You are not to refer to him with disrespect....”
"But he just wants to spank..." she said, her eyes widening in disbelief that he was defending the man.  She saw him shake his head as he bent down to speak quietly.
"Lucy, do not interrupt me again," he warned firmly.  She swallowed hard, memories of what happened the last time she had interrupted her guardian flowing through her.  She stiffened in his arms and would have stepped away if he had allowed it.  Lucas simply tightened his hold.  "Pastor Reed is a respected leader of the church, young lady, and deserves that respect."  He saw her shaking her head and continued.  "He may not be the sort of man that you wish, Lucy, but you will show him the respect his position deserves."  He saw her eyes darken as her anger grew.  He knew that this moment would define all the coming ones.
"Know this, little one:  you will learn that he is not the only man capable of lifting your skirts to bare your bottom and turn it a glowing, hot red."  Lucas watched as her violet eyes widened even further, her complexion turning a deeper shade of scarlet as embarrassment burned across her cheeks.  He cupped her burning face between his hands, not allowing her eyes to stray from his.  "Engagement does not remove the need of corporal discipline, Lucille; it only passes the authority from your guardian's hand to my own."
Though everything inside her had demanded she choose Lucas, she felt herself trembling with the realization of what that choice would demand of her every day for the rest of her life.  She flushed as she remembered his hand slapping against her bottom in the library.  At this moment, she understood her husband-to-be had just informed her that he would not ever hesitate to spank her, just as Edward had since her arrival at Wintercrest.  Lucas watched her emotions move across her face and gentled his voice.
"Kitten, you have not yet earned a spanking, but I fear you are extremely close to having your bottom heated.  Let's not allow Pastor Reed to taint our evening," he said, his tone soft but his words demonstrating his total authority and intent.  
Lucy was aware of Edward standing with Louisa, both silent as if waiting for the drama to come to its conclusion.  She raised her eyes and saw her sister standing in her husband's arms, her face showing her concern for her twin.  She felt Edward's eyes bore into her own as his face reflected his disapproval of her behavior.  She knew that if he had been the one standing before her, her bottom would already be making the apology for her behavior, and her color heightened even further.
"I'm ... I'm sorry," she said, her voice quiet and her lips trembling.  "I ... I didn't mean to be disrespectful to Pastor Reed and ... and to you, Lucas.  Thank you for not ... not..." she stopped, unable to complete her sentence as her face burned and her eyes shone with unshed tears.  
Lucas nodded, his face softening as she made her apology. "That's a good girl," he said and brushed his lips across her own.  "Come, Kitten, we need to pay our respects to our host." 
She nodded as she attempted to regain her composure, slipping her hand once more into his. "Yes, Sir," she said softly, and Lucas smiled.  
It would be the first of thousands of times his little one would answer in such a manner.  They walked across the room, the conversation about Pastor Reed put aside as they celebrated their engagement.  They spoke with Lord Eddington, who gave Lucy a kiss and declared that he believed she was a very lucky little girl for choosing a man who seemed extremely capable of keeping her in line.  Lucy had flushed but nodded and thanked him and Lady Eddington for such a lovely evening.  George smiled at the lovely little woman.  Her shy smile and the color of her cheeks acknowledged she was an innocent, and has much more to learn.  He thought back to the day he wed his own wife and found nothing but pleasant memories.  Through all the years of his marriage, he had found a great contentment in the education of his wife.  Lucas reminded him of himself when he had first begun the training of his own little one.  He put his arm around the woman he had loved for decades and only hoped that the young couple would also discover such contentment.  Lucas and Lucy accepted congratulations from several other well-wishers.  As Lucy was kissed again and again, she realized another thing of importance. 
Her life of the past several months had been lived surrounded by people of society that shared in this unusual lifestyle.  This ball had not been one where every elite member of society was invited.  The attendees might be titled, the men holding positions of respect, yet every woman here lived a special life.  These couples, sipping wine and champagne from crystal flutes, nibbling on delicious treats, dressed in elegant clothing, would transform with the coming day.  Women dressed in beautiful gowns soon would be donning childish dresses Beneath those dresses they would wear lacy drawers, split-crotch drawers, or even nappies that could be quickly drawn down to trembling knees, or pulled apart to bare their bottoms, in preparation of being spanked, paddled, strapped or worse.  They would be reminded that, though they had been allowed a magical evening, they were once again subject to strict discipline and expected submission.  She trembled as she acknowledged that her life as she knew it was now over.  She had declared her choice openly, and everyone accepted the fact that she was pledging not only her life but also her willing submission and obedience to Lord Lucas Huntington.  Lucas kept her close to his side, her hand always held firmly, yet tenderly, within his own.  When Edward approached and suggested they make their departure, Lucy found she agreed.  She was suddenly extremely tired and saw Louisa cover her own yawn with one hand. 
The couples walked down the same stairs that earlier that evening they had ascended, though their status had changed.  From this point forward, Lucas would always be the man escorting Lucy, for the rest of her life.
"Your pumpkin awaits," Edward teased as he held open the door to the carriage and turned to bow with a flourish to his wife.  Both girls giggled, remembering their earlier conversation about the fairy tales they both enjoyed.
"Thank you, my Prince," Louisa said as her husband helped her into the carriage.  Lucy was helped by Lucas and settled herself onto the seat.  She smiled at her sister and gave a contented sigh.  The girls didn't speak, but both understood that the fairytale they lived might at this moment resemble Cinderella's but was immensely different.  
Lucas put his arm around her small frame as he drew her closer to his side, still marveling over his incredible fortune.  He had prayed for this ending and knew it was truly just the beginning.  He bent and pressed his lips against the top of her head.  Lucy smiled at the loving gesture and closed her eyes in contentment.  She was where she belonged, and tomorrow would take care of itself. 
By the time the carriage arrived at Wintercrest Manor, both girls were sound asleep.  Edward and Lucas had been speaking quietly.
"You realize your little one is living in a dream world, Lucas," Edward said quietly.  "She has come a very long way from the day she entered my life, but she has no true knowledge of what her role as your wife and the little one will entail."  
Lucas nodded as he glanced down at the sleeping girl. "She'll learn, Edward," he said confidently.  "She at least has had some time to grow accustomed to the lifestyle and has the gift of her sister as an example.  I am not a fool, Edward.  I'm well aware that the battles will be difficult.  I do assure you, though that I will dedicate my life to her."  
Edward knew that his friend spoke the truth.  He grinned, knowing that, of the two girls, Lucas had fallen in love with a little hellcat, instead of the sweet little kitten he seemed to imagine her.  
Lucas chuckled as he saw Edward's grin. "I'm made of tough stuff, Edward," he said, trailing his fingers down Lucy's cheek.  
The men both smiled, watching as she gave a small sigh of contentment at his touch.  "She's likely to scratch and claw, but I'm betting she'll purr soon enough."  
As Henri opened the carriage door, Edward made a last comment. "See that she doesn't purr until the ring is on her finger, and her name on the license."  
Lucas nodded and grinned, his thoughts going to a special item he had carried for weeks, hoping to one day be able to present it to Lucy. "Don't worry, Edward.  We may be men who demand absolute submission and obedience, but we are both men of integrity.  Your ward will remain a virgin until our wedding night."  
Edward chuckled, knowing just how hard it would be for his dear friend to keep his promise and was extremely glad that he had no reason to deny his own needs. 
The two men easily carried their small charges up the stairs to the door.  It was promptly opened, and they stepped into the house.  Mrs. Bremmer stood waiting in the hallway as Edward turned to speak quietly to Lucas.
"I will hold you to your word, Lucas," he said and then grinned.  "Although if she manages to go long without giving you cause to bare and redden her bottom, I shall be surprised."  
Lucas nodded. “Redden her bottom I shall no longer hesitate to do, Edward.  That I can also promise you," Lucas said. 
Nodding, Edward motioned Anna to precede them up the stairs.  Anna said nothing but was intrigued with the quiet conversation.  They all paused before Lucy's door.
"I'll take care of her, Sir," Anna said after opening the door.  Lucas gave her a smile and walked into the room, placing the sleeping girl on her bed.
"She's to be my wife, Anna," Lucas said proudly.  
Anna smiled but wasn't surprised after hearing the men speak.  She had known this man since he was a babe and had always had faith that he would capture Lucy's heart. "Congratulations, Lucas," she said quietly and reached up to stroke his cheek.  "You will make her a fine husband," she said, and then chuckled.  "I warn you though, these little ones might be twins, but you, Sir, are taking on a sweet little hellion."  
Lucas smiled and bent to kiss the housekeeper's cheek. "I know, Anna," he said sincerely.  "I wouldn't have it any other way.  If Edward isn't careful, I just might persuade you to come to Hunter's Ridge.  I have a feeling our little one might need you."  
Anna chuckled as she walked him to the door. "I'm needed here, Sir," she said and saw Edward smiling at her after shooting Lucas a warning glance.  "I have no desire to leave Wintercrest.  However, if you truly decide you need more help than you currently have, I'm sure we can work together to find a proper nanny.  Now, scoot; I need to put your little one to bed and find my own.  It is very late, and church comes early."  
Anna shut the door behind Lucas and soon was coaxing Lucy to wake enough to allow her gown to be removed.  As she turned the girl to unlace the tight corset, Anna knew the girl would have no need for that garment in her future wardrobe. 
"I hear congratulations are in order, little one," Anna said as she began to remove the pins from Lucy's hair.  "Lord Huntington is a good man; you made an excellent choice."  
Lucy was incredibly sleepy but smiled. "I love him, Mrs. Bremmer," she said, the truth evident in her voice.  "I will try to make him happy."  
Anna smiled as she ran the brush through the girl's waist-length hair before plaiting it.  She pulled a nightgown over Lucy's head and helped her climb between the sheets. "I know you will, Lucille," she said.  "Your life changed the moment you made your choice."  
Lucy smiled and nodded as she felt herself begin to drift into sleep. "I am ready," she whispered, her eyes closing.  
Anna smiled and swept her own lips across Lucy's cheek.  She knew the girl had no true idea of exactly how her life would begin to change. "I pray it is so, but I fear your bottom will have many lessons.  Sweet dreams, little one."  
Lucy's eyes opened and her brow furrowed at the woman's words.  She again remembered that her very first introduction to her fiancé had been his hand smacking against her bottom.  She felt her face flush at the memory and also remembered he had never apologized for the spanking.  Instead, he had actually warned her a few times since that she should never question his intent to discipline her misbehavior.  She again closed her eyes and buried her burning cheek in her pillow, realizing again just how close she had come to testing his words at the ball.  She hadn't been spanked since that day but suddenly feared it would not be long before she discovered how Lucas' hand would feel slapping against her bare bottom instead of simply spanking her through her layers of clothing.  Thinking about his hand caused her to shiver and her heart to pound.  She would not think of discipline, could not allow her mind to travel there.  However, she smiled softly and knew her dreams would be full of images of his huge yet tender hands roaming elsewhere across her body.  Knowing she should be ashamed at her thoughts, she snuggled down in her bed and fell asleep with a naughty smile on her lips.
 



Chapter 2
 
Anna's words proved true as Lucy was awakened the next morning.  Lucy buried her face in her pillow as Molly drew her curtains back to allow the harsh morning sun to light the room. "Congratulations, Miss Lucy," Molly said cheerfully as she crossed the room to the bed and attempted to pull the covers away.  "I am so happy for you and Lord Huntington," Molly continued and then frowned when she realized her mistress was attempting to pull the covers from her hands.  "Now Miss Lucy, come, you must get up and prepare yourself for the morning services," Molly said as she forcefully uncovered Lucy.  
Lucy groaned, but managed to push herself into a sitting position. "I'm just so tired, Molly." Lucy moaned as she watched her servant hustle about the room, gathering items to prepare Lucy for her day.  "I don't see why we can't skip today's services; I feel as if I haven't gotten any sleep at all," Lucy complained. 
Molly giggled as she helped Lucy from the bed and led her into the adjacent water closet. "I know you are tired, Miss," Molly said as she quickly stripped the nightgown from her mistress.  "I waited a bit longer to awaken you, Miss Lucy, but I fear we must hurry now.  The Lords are already at the table, and I fear trouble if we don't have you join them as quickly as possible."  
The mention of trouble reminded Lucy of spankings, and she didn't protest as her drawers were discarded and she was helped into the tub.  It had evidently been filled as she slept, and she was grateful for its fragrant warmth.  Molly quickly piled Lucy's hair up onto the top of her head and handed her a sponge and a bar of soap.
"Do you wish me to bathe you, Miss?" Molly asked, when Lucy simply held the items in her hands as if she had no memory of their intended use.  Molly's words caused her to flush, and she quickly soaped the sponge and began to lather her arms.
"No, Molly, I am capable of bathing on my own," Lucy said, her face flushing as the servant stood at the side of the tub, her face showing her uncertainty that Lucy could or would properly cleanse herself.  As Lucy moved the sponge over her arms, Molly finally nodded.
"Very well, Miss," she said and turned to the door.  "I shall prepare your clothing, but please hurry."  
Lucy nodded and began to bathe in earnest when the girl left the room.  By the time Molly returned with a large towel, Lucy was ready and stood, quickly climbing out of the tub and gratefully accepting the towel.  She still had an extremely hard time being nude in front of anyone and blushed even hotter when Molly took over, quickly rubbing the towel over Lucy's glistening body until she was dry.  Lucy kept the towel wrapped tightly around her, wishing Molly had remembered to bring her dressing gown into the room.  She followed the servant back into the bedroom and smiled, seeing Molly had been busy as Lucy bathed.  The bed had already been properly made, the pillows fluffed and placed at the head of the bed and her clothes lying on the smoothed quilt.  Lucy's smile slid from her face as she took a closer look at the clothing.
"No...." she moaned and looked beseechingly at her maid.  "This can't be correct ... those ... those look like Louisa's clothes," Lucy said, her voice shaking as her eyes returned to the dress laid out on the bed.  Molly shook her head, though she understood her mistress' concern.
"Mrs. Bremmer gave me your clothing for today, Miss Lucy," Molly said in the way of explanation.  "She will have the remainder of your new wardrobe in place by the time you return from church."  
Lucy felt her eyes fill as she watched Molly move the dress aside to expose the childish white stockings and black slip-on shoes beneath the dress.  Molly picked up the pair of white drawers that were lying on top of two petticoats and shook them out.
"Please, Miss Lucy," Molly said quietly as her eyes moved to the closed door of Lucy's bedroom.  "Please don't make a fuss.  Don't you remember what happened last time?"  
Lucy lost control, and tears begin to roll down her cheeks at the memory of being given her first tawsing, when she had complained about the earlier change to her wardrobe.  Though she had hated wearing the simple dresses Edward had arranged to have made for her, she had gradually grown accustomed to them to the point she no longer thought about the fact that she had been dressing far beneath her station or proper age for several weeks.  Though her bottom clenched with the memory of that awful spanking, she still could not accept this new change.  She was backing away from the bed, her hands gripping the towel around her and shaking her head when her door opened.  Her eyes flew to see Mrs. Bremmer step into the room leaving the door wide open behind her.
"I expected you downstairs by now, Lucille," Anna said, taking in the scene with a quick glance.  Molly still stood by the side of the bed, the lacy, childish drawers in her hands.  "I told you last night that your life would change.  Tell me, Lucille," Anna said as she reached into her bottomless pocket and removed the very tawse that Lucy had felt across her bottom in a scene much like the one this morning. "Do I need to send Molly downstairs to inform Lord Wintercrest, and your fiancé that you are going to cause them to be late for services because you are once again over my knees getting your bottom properly tawsed for throwing a tantrum about the clothing that has been provided for you?”
Lucy couldn't seem to tear her eyes from the thongs of leather in the housekeeper's hand. She knew without a single doubt that she was moments away from feeling it bite into her bare bottom, and experience had taught her that she would be wearing the clothing regardless of whether her bottom remained pale or was a hot, throbbing mass of red welts.  She shook her head, her tears still falling.  Anna slapped the tawse against her thigh, causing both Lucy and Molly to jump.
"I asked you a question, Missy," Anna said, knowing that Lucy was in a state of denial about her future, and the quicker she came to the realization of what was expected of her, the easier life would be for everyone.  "I suggest you answer me properly and quickly before I decide a trip across my knees is how you need to start your day."
Lucy trembled as she shook her head harder.  "No ... no, Ma'am," she stammered as the tawse once more smacked against the housekeeper's thigh. Anna nodded her head and used the tawse to indicate what she expected.
"I'm pleased to hear that, little one.  Remove the towel and allow Molly to dress you," Anna instructed, and did not return the tawse to her pocket until Lucy very reluctantly released her death grip on her towel and managed to shuffle forward towards the bed.  Anna nodded and kept her eyes on the two girls as Lucy was dressed.  
Lucy continued to sniffle and wipe at the tears on her cheeks as she stepped into the drawers and felt them drawn up over her bottom.   When she had been summoned by Lucas that morning and instructed on the clothing Lucy would be expected to wear, Anna had been very pleased.  Anna understood it would be a shock to Lucille, but she also knew that by immediately requiring his bride-to-be to begin her new role, Lucy would not suffer the confusion that her own twin had.  Louisa had come into her own marriage and was immediately dressed far beneath her age but found her status had changed when the girls lost their parents, and Lucille came to live at Wintercrest.  Though Louisa was now back in appropriate clothing as far as Anna was concerned, the poor little thing had been allowed to dress far more modern until the twins had gotten into severe trouble having been caught cheating at their former school.  Once Edward had brought the naughty girls back to the manor and gave them each a tremendous birching, Louisa's proper lifestyle had been revealed to her twin and Louisa had been returned to her childish attire.  Anna thought about all the changes that would soon occur in Lucille's life.  Changes in her wardrobe would be the least of her concerns; changes in her attitude and her need to accept her husband's commands were far more important lessons for the young woman to learn.  She had grown accustomed to her first change of wardrobe, and she would soon grow accustomed to this as well. 
Lucy was not thinking of future changes; she was only thinking of how ignorant she had been.  She had seen Louisa dressed daily in clothing identical to what Molly was preparing.  Lucas had never mentioned fashion, and Lucy understood she had simply assumed he had no care as to what she wore.  She felt her embarrassment grow as she was being dressed, item by item.  She had stepped into a pair of drawers that had layers of lace at the hem.  She stood trembling as the white stockings were drawn up her slender legs and tied with yellow ribbons just above her knees.  She slipped her feet into the plain shoes and stood still as two petticoats were tied around her slender waist.  She shuddered, but obediently lifted her arms when told so that the thin chemise and then the yellow dress could be slipped over her head.  Molly turned her around in order to begin buttoning the dozens of small buttons up the back of the dress.  Anna shook her head when Lucy continued to sniffle.
"Hush, little one," Anna said as she stepped to Lucy and forced her to lift her face with a firm finger under Lucy's chin.  Lucy's eyes were still swimming with tears as Anna held a handkerchief to her nose.  "Blow, Lucy, and stop that ridiculous whining.  I can't imagine what you thought would happen when you accepted Lord Huntington as your husband.  You must have known you would be required to become his little one and know from seeing your sister what that entails.  Now, stop being a baby, unless you wish to find yourself in nappies instead of ruffled drawers."  Lucy's mouth dropped open at the woman's words.  The shock of being threatened to be put into nappies caused her heart to pound.  Anna smiled and continued, "Dry your tears.  You can still go over my knee.  Both drawers and nappies can be pulled down to bare your bottom, even after you are properly dressed as we both know."  Lucy understood the threat and blew her nose, feeling years slip from her as she was tended to as a small child.  She was turned back around and Anna quickly had the large bow at the back of the dress tied and the pretty white pinafore tied around her waist, as well. 
Anna led her to her desk and pulled out the chair.  She felt Lucy stiffen in her grasp and smiled, remembering what had happened the last time she had been led to this chair.  Anna didn't bother reassuring her young charge.  She sat on the chair and then turned Lucy away from her, keeping her in place between her knees.  Molly handed the housekeeper Lucy's brush and Lucy gave a shudder as she felt the brush being run through her hair after Mrs. Bremmer released it from its pins.  Once freed of tangles, the curtain of her blonde hair was left hanging down her back, and a wide yellow headband was placed on her head, to keep her hair off her face.  Mrs. Bremmer finally stood and held out her hand.
"Come, Lucille," she said as she led the girl from her room.  "We must hurry as I'm certain the others are finished with their breakfast by now."  Lucy neither cared what the others were doing nor about breakfast.  All her thoughts were consumed with how she must look what everyone would think, seeing her dressed in this childish dress, the lacy hem of her drawers in evidence beneath the hem of her petticoats and dress.  She hated the feeling of relief she felt when she found herself being grateful to see the lace.  She knew its absence would mean she was either in a nappy, or, God forbid, totally naked beneath her clothing, her bottom easily accessible for discipline.  Questions of what else would be expected of her flooded her mind as she walked quietly beside the housekeeper. 
Anna was soon drawing her charge into the dining room.  All eyes turned to see their entrance.  Lucy's sister gave her a smile as if she were used to seeing her sister dressed this way every day.  Edward smiled as well, but it was Lucas that captured and held Lucy's gaze.  He stood and approached her and then bent to kiss her cheek.  Lucy felt her stomach flip, but her heart continued to pound at her shame.  Surely he would send her back upstairs to change, as he had grown accustomed to seeing her dress, if not in the latest fashions, at least far more maturely than this dress.
"Good morning, Kitten," Lucas said and took her hand from Anna's hold.  "Come and eat your breakfast quickly."  Lucy remained frozen in place when she realized that he had shown no surprise at her appearance, and she understood he had most likely ordered this change.  She pulled her hand from his as he attempted to lead her to the table.  "Lucy, come, you don't have much time to have breakfast and...”
"No!" Lucy cried out, her body stiffening, her hands clenched into fists.  "I bloody well will not eat breakfast, and I will not wear this bloody dress!  I am your betrothed, Lucas Huntington, not a bloody baby!"  Edward heard his own wife gasp and knew Lucy's words had shocked her.  He turned his attention to Lucas, willing to give his friend a chance to handle this tantrum but knowing he would quickly intervene in Lucy's discipline if Lucas should fail in his duty. 
Lucy seemed in a world of her own.  She only had eyes for the huge man who was standing a few feet from her.  Though a part of her brain was screaming for her to be silent, another part was pushing her to continue as if she needed to test Lucas in some way.  She raked her hands down the pinafore and stamped her foot.  "Charles would never expect me to dress like this.  He didn't care what I wore; he said..." she stopped, her hand going to cover her mouth as she realized she had gone far too far. 
"Oh, Lucy, don't," Edward heard Louisa whisper, and gave her a quick warning glance to remain silent.  She flushed and pressed her lips together, her heart aching for her twin.  Lucas didn't speak for several moments; the only sound in the room was the soft ticking of the grandfather clock in the hall. Mrs. Bremmer stood behind Lucy, her face showing her disapproval.  Lucas took a step towards Lucy, who immediately stepped back.  Her hands moved to clutch her bottom, her blood pounding as she watched Lucas continue to approach her.  He stopped a foot from her and looked down from his considerable height into her upturned face.  Her eyes were huge, their violet color reflecting both her stubbornness as well as her uncertainty.  Lucy felt trapped and unable to move, though Lucas was not touching her in any way.  His words seemed to fill the entire room though he spoke quietly and without anger.
"I am not a man you can manipulate into playing games, Lucille," Lucas said.  "I do not care what Charles would or would not do or expect from you.  All I'm concerned about is what I expect from you."  He paused and then said in a tone she would learn never to ignore, "What you can be sure of, young lady, is that I will always expect absolute and complete obedience."  She was trembling and having trouble catching her breath, not able to tear her eyes from his.  His next words completely shocked her.
"If you do not wish to wear the clothing you were given, Kitten, then I shall not require you to do so," Lucas said with a soft smile.  Lucy didn't return the smile but finally managed to tear her eyes from his.  She looked to the table as if to see if anyone else had heard his words.  She saw Louisa staring at her, the look on her face showing her confusion. The look on Edward's face showed nothing more than his obvious disapproval in how his ward was behaving. Lucas remained where he was a mere arm's length away from Lucy.  She turned her face back to his.  Though her eyes showed she was surprised, after a moment she smiled and nodded her head, sure she had just won a very important battle.
"You aren't going to make me wear childish dresses?" Lucy finally asked as if to make sure she had heard him correctly.
"I am telling you that the matter of your clothing is your choice, my dear," Lucas said.  "I believe you are beautifully dressed, but as I have said, the choice to submit to wear what has been provided is yours."  Lucas held her gaze for a moment and then shrugged his massive shoulders.
Lucy watched as he turned from her and walked back to the table.  He pulled his chair from the table and turned it to face Lucy.  Everyone watched as he calmly sat down.  Lucy felt everyone's attention return to her, and she flushed.  She turned his words over in her mind, wondering why his last statement was making her feel uneasy.  As he continued to sit and just look at her, she finally began to turn with the intention of leaving the room to change back into her regular, though still childish, clothing.  Edward began to rise, but when he saw Lucas give a quick shake of his head, Edward lowered himself back down in his chair.  Louisa was frozen in her own chair, unable to understand what seemed to be happening.  She knew that she would have been well-spanked and standing in the corner with her red bottom on display in the time this conversation was taking.  She looked from her husband to Lucas and felt her stomach tense.  The man was abnormally calm, his stillness hiding any clue as to his true purpose.  Louisa shuddered and turned back to watch her sister, silently trying to communicate that Lucy should be wary of some sort of trap.  Lucas allowed Lucy to take several steps before he spoke again.
"Lucille, where are you going?" he asked, and watched as she stopped and turned to face him.
"To my room?" She said softy as if unsure of her destination.  She cleared her throat and spoke a bit louder.  "I'm going to change, Lucas.  I will return in...”
"I'm afraid you misunderstood," Lucas said firmly, his tone causing her tentative smile to disappear from her face.  "Lucille, if you do not wish to accept with gratitude what is provided for you in this household, then you may simply remove your clothing and wear only what the good Lord provided you."  From his seat at the head of the table, Edward grinned, silently applauding Lucas' creativity in handling his stubborn ward.  Louisa gave a soft moan knowing that the trap had been sprung.  Edward reached across the table and took her hand in his, squeezing it lightly in a warning to remain silent.  The couple both turned their eyes back to Lucy, who was looking around the room as if unsure what had just been said.  Her face flamed scarlet as her eyes finally landed on the man she had chosen to be her life-mate.
"Wh ... what?" she said, her voice squeaking. Lucas shook his head.  "You heard me, Lucille.  Either come to me in the pretty dress you are wearing, or remove it and everything under it, and then come to me."
"I ... I can't do that," Lucy said, her voice trembling.  "Lucas, I ... I'd be ... be naked!"  Lucas nodded as if her statement was unnecessary.
"Yes, I suppose so if that is the choice you make, but, little one, your bottom shall be naked either way when you come to me and ask me to spank it for your unacceptable behavior."  Lucy felt as if her heart was about to explode from her chest.  She could not believe what she was hearing.  She had never expected this, though, in truth, she had known she'd be punished the moment she had begun her tantrum.  The fact that Lucas had not immediately forced her over his knees was what confused her.  He said he was not a man to play games and yet she felt that he was now the cat, and she was the mouse he was toying with.
"You said ... you said I wouldn't be spanked for not wanting to wear this dress," Lucy said, her voice shaking.  Lucas shook his head.
"No, Lucille, I did not.  Every person in this room knows you earned a spanking the moment you opened your mouth.  Your tantrum and your vulgarity are what will cause your bottom to be heated, not your clothing.  I will give you that choice, however, young lady, the choice in disciplining you will always remain completely in my hands."  He paused as he watched her try to assimilate all he had said.  Lucy looked at Edward as if seeking his help.  He met her eyes but gave her no indication of his thoughts.  She looked back at Lucas and saw him watching her, patiently waiting for her to make her decision.  She whimpered and looked back at her guardian.
"Sir," she said, her voice shaking.  "We ... we aren't yet wed.  It ... it wouldn't be proper for Lucas to ... to see me ... me bare.”
Edward gave her a small shake of his head.  "You know that Lucas is now responsible for you, Lucille," he said firmly.  "You made your choice and accepted his authority.” 
Lucy was shaking her head as she spoke.  "I ... I do accept that, Sir," she attempted, desperate to make him understand.  "I ... I just ... can't he span ... spank me over my clothing?  I don't want him to bare my..." She couldn't finish her statement.
"Nonsense, young lady," Edward said immediately.  "You are well aware that all spankings are given on the bare."  He saw her face turn scarlet but continued:  "I trust Lucas to allow you to retain as much modesty as possible.  Regardless, your professor has seen more of you than I believe your future husband will today."  Lucy gasped, remembering the day Charles had witnessed her—not only baring her own bottom as she bent over the arm of a chair in Edward's study—but had watched as she spread her legs, rose onto her toes and lifted her bottom as she asked for the strapping she had earned.  She found she could not either speak or look at the man she loved with all her soul.  Lucas looked over at Edward, one eyebrow raised.  He had no knowledge of what Edward was speaking but instantly felt a feeling of intense possessiveness flood through him.  He managed to get his thoughts under control and addressed his argumentative little bride-to-be.
"Make your decision, Lucille, as we are most likely going to be late for the very services where our banns will be announced," Lucas said, his voice never wavering, his expression stoic.  He knew she was desperately wishing she could find some way to extricate herself from the situation.  He also knew that her lessons began this very moment.  She didn't move so much as a muscle as several minutes passed. 
Lucas spoke even more softly, "Do you wish to remove your clothing, little one?"  Lucy gave a soft sob and shook her head.
"Please, I ... I..." she sobbed and then saw him finally move.  It was a slight change in position as he leaned forward a bit and extended his hand to her.
"You are mine, Kitten," Lucas said softly, and Lucy immediately remembered his making the very same claim the evening before.  She also remembered how her heart had felt when he kissed her after she had made her choice.  Lucy hesitated for another moment, knowing that what happened in the next, defined every future moment.  She closed her eyes briefly and gave a soft sob as she accepted both her decision and her need to submit to this man.  They all watched as she slowly walked across the room.  She placed her hand in his, and he closed his fingers around hers.
Lucas surprised her again when he didn't immediately pull her down and across his knees.  He kept his eyes locked on hers as though they were the only two people in the room.  He guided her to sit on his knee and put his free arm around her waist.  Lucy sat ramrod straight, her senses on full alert as she attempted to understand what this man would require of her.  She felt both extremely nervous and guilty for her behavior.
"I'm sorry," she whispered and saw him nod his understanding.  He released her hand only to raise it to stroke a fingertip down her cheek.  The gesture softened her heart, her body relaxing and leaning against his chest.  Edward watched the couple and wondered if Lucy realized what a picture she made.  In her new dress, she looked exactly as a little one should, very small and very contrite, as she waited for instructions from the man who would possess her for the rest of her life.
"I know you are sorry, Kitten," Lucas said.  His voice was calm and soothing, as he continued to stroke down her arm.  He could feel the tension slowly easing from her.  "I also know that you are aware that being sorry is not enough to pay for such naughtiness."  Lucy didn't stiffen or protest.  She dipped her head in acknowledgement.  She had been under Edward's rule long enough to know exactly how tantrums and disrespect were treated.  Lucy felt Lucas move and reached out to grab his forearm.
"Please, Lucas," she said, "please ... I won't ... won't do it again."  Lucas lifted his hand and cupped her face in his palm.  Lucy pressed her cheek against his warmth and again closed her eyes.  Her voice was barely audible, as she tried to escape the inevitable.  "Please don't spank me."  His answer was to bend and press his lips against her forehead and then guide her up and off his lap.  Lucy felt her eyes well with tears, as shame for her behavior flooded through her.
"I am not going to spank you," Lucas said, and her eyes flew open.  Lucas saw the flare of hope in her eyes.  He shook his head and again stroked her cheek.  "There is not enough time to properly discipline you, Lucille," he said, and her eyes began to shimmer with unshed tears as her hope faded.  "You will have the opportunity to give serious thought to why you felt you needed to test me, Kitten.  You will listen closely to the sermon today and let its lesson fill your heart.  Upon our return home, you will make a proper confession."  He paused, as if waiting for his words to fill her mind.  "For now, you will come with me so that I might demonstrate that just as attempting manipulation is not in your best interest, neither is spewing vulgarity."  Lucy didn't speak, as her head whirled.  Somehow he had known what she had unconsciously done, and that fact frightened her.
Lucy moaned.  She hadn't been able to imagine attending church dressed as she was; now she couldn't imagine being able to sit still throughout the long service while worrying about what would happen afterwards.  She was terrified at what he could have meant when he said there wasn't time to give her a spanking.  Spankings were usually quickly done once the confession has been made.  Tears began to slip down her cheeks as she realized exactly how childish she had been.  Though her bottom was already clenching in anticipation of what she feared would be a painful lesson, she lifted her eyes once more.
"Please ... please, I ... I ... please just spank me now," she whispered.  "I ... I don't want to...”
"Anticipation is also a lesson, Lucy," Lucas interrupted.  "Come, let's get this finished," Lucas said, as he walked her out of the dining room and into the kitchen.  She didn't seem aware of what was happening until she saw a cloth in Lucas' hand and realized it was soapy.
"No, please," she cried, attempting to pull away.  Lucas quickly pinned her at the counter, his body blocking any escape, as he took her chin in one hand, the soapy cloth in the other.
"Open your mouth, Lucille," he instructed but Lucy clamped her lips closed and shook her head violently as she remembered the awful taste of soap sliding down her throat.  Lucas smiled and lowered his voice.  "Sweetheart, you must know that I am going to wash out your mouth, so know this as well.  If you don't immediately obey me, we will be even later for services for you shall also undergo your additional cleansing immediately.  Perhaps you'd care to explain to Pastor Reed why we were late.  I'm sure he would find it necessary to speak to you."  He almost chuckled at the quickness with which her mouth dropped open.  He nodded and began scrubbing every surface of her mouth with the soapy cloth.  Lucy was soon sputtering, bubbles pouring from her mouth, as he made sure he was making his point.  He removed the cloth but kept her chin in his hand.
"Are you going to curse again?" he asked and her head shook as much as possible within his hold.  She attempted to verbalize her answer but it was garbled, as he had not allowed her to spit out the soap.  Lucas smiled and finally released her.  "Spit," he instructed as he turned her to the sink.  She was soon spitting repeatedly, not caring that servants were working in the kitchen, though no one approached the sink.  She whimpered as he took her chin and repeated the entire process twice more.  When she was allowed to spit for the third time, she understood she had cursed three times and received a cleansing for each one.  She was handed a glass of water and she rinsed her mouth and spit repeatedly.  Lucas wiped her face and bent to press his lips to hers.  She lifted her arms and clung to him, desperately needing his comfort.  Lucas held her close for a few minutes but then put her away from him.
"You know you are mine, and that I love you, Kitten," he said, and she nodded slowly, knowing he wasn't through speaking.  "I want you to be the best person you can be so that you are happy and fulfilled.  You will learn that because I care I will never allow you to behave like a hellion, no matter how often you test me."  Lucy heard his words and though spoken softly enough that she was the only one able to hear, she felt as if he was making a claim that every person in the world would have no reason to doubt.  She swallowed and grimaced at the taste still filling her mouth.
"Yes, Sir," she said, just as softly.  Lucas bent to give her a final, light kiss.  By the time Lucas took her arm to guide her back into the dining room, she was not only embarrassed—she was exhausted.  Her stomach was churning, and not just from the small amount of soap she had inadvertently swallowed.  It was churning with the uncertainty of what additional punishment this man would demand.  Her bottom clenched with the certainty that no matter what price he demanded, it would pay.
Edward stood and helped Louisa from her chair when he saw Lucas return.  The four walked to the foyer, where the men accepted cloaks from Molly and draped them over the girls.   They were soon in the carriage, both girls sitting beside their men, their hands being held.  Lucy knew she was responsible for the silence in the small space.  She couldn't meet anyone's eyes and didn't see the look of compassion on Louisa's face.  They walked into the church and discovered the nave empty, the sounds of many voices lifted in praise, as the opening hymn was sung.  Edward led the way down the long center aisle to their usual pew.  He stepped into the pew, followed by Louisa and then Lucy.  Lucas drew the hymnal from its place on the back of the pew in front of them and opened it to the correct page.  His voice soon joined in the chorus.  Lucy attempted to sing, but her voice was shaky and unsure, as she looked up to discover that Pastor Reed seemed to be staring directly into her soul.
 



Chapter 3
 
As Edward had predicted the night before, the sermon was about obedience and submission.  Lucy's guilt grew as Pastor Reed spoke about the need for husbands to remain firm and consistent in leading their wives down the proper path.  He spoke of how leniency allowed naughtiness.  His words seemed to pierce Lucy's heart as she listened to each and every word.  She was aware that not a single woman stirred.  Not a single female dared to be even the least bit naughty.  Each knew that they had been allowed a night of magic and indulgence, and yet they also knew the night was over.  Reed's voice thundered across the congregation as he spoke of sparing the rod and spoiling the child, Bible lifted high as if to add its weight to his words.  His dark eyes seemed to be lit with an inner fire as he reminded the women that the Bible instructed them to subjugate themselves to their men, to accept the absolute rule of their husbands and Papas. 
Lucy gave a small whimper, and Louisa reached over to take her hand in support.  Lucy felt the gentle squeeze and yet after a moment pulled her hand away.  She glanced at Lucas noticing he was looking forward.  She dropped her gaze back to her lap and saw a small movement.  She saw Lucas' hand open where it rested on his knee, his palm empty.  Lucy almost sobbed at the gesture.  The moment she slipped her hand into his, and his fingers closed around hers, she knew what must be done.  As the congregation stood for the closing prayer, Lucy prayed for strength and courage to face the punishment she had brought upon herself.  She still had her eyes tightly closed in prayer when she heard her name spoken.  Startled, her eyes flew open to see Pastor Reed again staring at her.  Her face flushed, and for a moment she just knew he was aware of her as yet unpunished naughtiness.  She was terrified that he was calling her to the front of the church to extract the expected payment from her bottom himself.  Her eyes darted towards the side door where women disappeared almost every week to receive additional, personal lessons given in the pastor's private chambers.  She felt dizzy and then felt Lucas squeeze her hand.
"Breathe, Kitten," he said quietly.  "Come."  She didn't believe she could move, but Lucas never released her hand, as he drew her from the pew and walked with her to the front of the church.  Lucy was trembling all over, her face heated, her shame intense.  She wished with all her heart that she had already had her bottom roasted.  Anticipation, as Lucas had said, was also a lesson, one she wished never again to experience.  Lucas kept his arm around her and held her close. 
Reed wondered at the girl's reaction but turned to face the congregation.
"It is with great pleasure that I am able to announce that the banns have been posted announcing the upcoming nuptials of Lord Huntington and Miss Furniss," Reed said with a smile.  Lucas gave him a small bow while Lucy managed not to faint from relief.
"Lord Huntington has also purchased a special license," Reed continued, and several men chuckled.  It would have been uncommon for Lucas to not pay the exorbitant fee for such a license.  Men in their societal group did not have either the inclination or the patience for long engagements.  Once a decision to wed was made, the desire to bed was immediate.
"Please take the opportunity to offer best wishes to the couple," Reed concluded and then led the way down the center aisle.  Lucas and Lucy followed and were soon surrounded by couples offering their congratulations.  Lucas spoke to every well-wisher as he accepted handshakes and congratulations while fending off questions of when the ceremony would take place.  Lucy appeared a shy, blushing bride as her cheek was kissed and her friends gave her hugs and their wishes for happiness.  Though she managed to smile and acknowledge their happiness for her, Lucy's mind remained on the sermon.  She realized she felt unworthy of all these blessings and wishes.  She felt unworthy of Lucas' love, and knew the feeling stemmed from her resistance to submit to the man standing tall and proud at her side.  Every moment that passed made her need to confess grow within her. 
As the last couple left, Lucas drew her to the foyer where a copy of their banns had been hung.  He turned her to face the glass cabinet and put his arms around her waist.  Lucas felt his heart swell with love and wonder that this woman soon would be his.  Lucy leaned back against him as he quietly read the words of their banns aloud.  When he finished, he bent to kiss the top of her head.
"Lord Lucas William Henry Huntington," Lucy softly read from the document.  "I didn't even know your full name.  I don't know what to call you."  Lucas smiled and bent to whisper into her ear.  His breath caused her to shudder, and her stomach to flip as he spoke.
"That is something else I will teach you, Kitten.  You will spend the rest of your life learning many lessons," Lucas whispered and then moved his lips closer lightly kissing the lobe of her ear.  Lucy's body instantly reacted to his words and his touch.  Thoughts raced across her mind, and her face heated with the realization that many of them had no place in a church.  Lucas felt her body tremble.  Lucy closed her eyes briefly, knowing the lesson she would be learning soon enough would certainly not be a pleasant one.  She nodded as she opened her eyes and turned in his arms.  She lifted her face to his, her eyes reflecting that knowledge.  Lucas pulled her close.  He, too, had listened to the service and felt the weight of responsibility on his shoulders.
"Did you learn anything this morning?" Lucas asked quietly.  He felt her nod her head against his chest.  "Tell me," Lucas said, before moving to set her away from him.  Lucy took a deep breath as she attempted to gain control over her emotions.  She didn't want to talk; she simply wanted to lay her head on his chest, his arms around her.  Lucas lifted her chin with his finger as he forced her eyes to meet his again.  "Tell me, little one."
"To ... to obey and sub ... submit," Lucy whispered, her voice quivering.  She took a deep breath.  "To ... to accept that I will be pun ... punished when I choose to be nau ... naughty."  Her eyes shimmered with unshed tears.
"How and to whom shall you submit, Kitten?" Lucas asked, knowing this was the first step of many.  He knew he was perfectly capable of forcing her to do whatever he wished; he was more than twice her size and could easily overpower her.  He did not desire to do so.  He wanted—and more importantly, would not move forward without—her voluntary submission.  He knew she would have to come to him to answer for her misbehavior.  He would never berate her fear of whatever punishment he decreed necessary as that was a normal, expected fear of pain he could understand.  Though he would punish her quite harshly when she had earned such punishment, he did not ever want her to be afraid of him personally. 
Lucy felt as if they were the only two people in existence at this moment.  She knew in the deepest part of her soul that this was the one man who would demand everything from her, things she had yet no knowledge of how to give.  Despite her ignorance, her heart was pounding with the anticipation of more than just a promised spanking.
"To you, Sir," she whispered, her eyes softening.  "To you in all things."
"That's my good girl," he said, and his smile made her heart stutter. “That lesson will serve you well, Kitten."  Lucy blushed but nodded.  They both turned when they became aware of someone approaching. 
Reed swallowed his jealousy as he approached the couple, a packet of papers in his hands.  Throughout his sermon, he had not seemed to be able to allow his eyes to stray from the beautiful young woman.  She had appeared to be listening attentively to his words as if she were drinking them in to quench a deep thirst in her soul.  Her upturned face and wide eyes had repeatedly drawn his gaze to her.  He now watched as she looked up and met his eyes briefly, before immediately flushing and lowering her gaze.  Reed smiled as he recognized the guilt she was trying to hide.  He dealt weekly with naughty little girls and knew he was watching one at this moment.  He wondered what she had done to feel such guilt and then found himself wishing that she had been naughty during services so that she would be forced to answer to him, as well.
"Lord Huntington, is there a problem?" Reed said as he stopped before the couple.  They both saw his brow furrow as he made a point of looking directly at Lucy.  "My dear, you look far more like a naughty little girl than a blushing bride-to-be.  Child, confession is good for your soul."  He could practically see the small woman squirming with her repressed guilt.
"Since you are not yet a married woman, Lord Huntington is not yet responsible for your spiritual soul.  I suggest you accompany me to my chambers so that we might speak in private.  I shall hear your confession so that your heart may be untroubled."  Lucy remained silent though her eyes spoke the truth of his words.  She felt she must confess in order to be able to breathe freely again.  His eyes continued to bore into her own until she began to tremble, her mouth parting as if the confess on the spot.  Lucas saw her face and knew that she was massively intimidated by the preacher.  He reached out before she could speak and drew her to his side.  He felt her quiver and press herself closer to him.  Lucas recognized the official document in Reed's hand.
"I assure you that the responsibility became mine the moment the decision was made to wed, Sir," Lucas said making sure the man understood fully.  "If Miss Furniss has any soul-searching to do or confessions to make, she, Sir, shall make it to me.
"Reed gave a single nod of his head, conceding the battle to this huge man.  "Certainly, Lord Huntington," he said.  "I was just concerned with your little one as she seems...”
"I see you brought the documents," Lucas interrupted, not caring what the man thought.  As far as Lucas was concerned, Reed's interest in Lucy was far more than that of a man of the cloth, concerned about a member of his congregation.  He released Lucy, to reach into his coat and withdraw his wallet.  He handed some folded notes to Reed in exchange for the special license he had requested.  "I certainly appreciate your time and service on our behalf," Lucas said, to offer the man some measure of authority.
"Think nothing of it, Lord Huntington," Reed said as he reluctantly released the papers that would remove any chance of Lucy's being free to wed another.  "It was my pleasure to be of service.  When would you desire the ceremony to take place?" Reed asked, with a barely concealed sigh. 
Lucy watched the exchange and then looked to see Edward and Louisa approaching.  She suddenly realized that everyone she loved was in this room.  She turned to Lucas.  "Must we wait?" she asked, and watched as Lucas' eyes widened in surprise.  She blushed, suddenly embarrassed at her outburst as if she were begging he wed her before he came to his senses and realized she was not the woman he truly desired.  Lucas smiled and traced a finger down her cheek.
"Are you so anxious to wed that you wish to forego a more formal ceremony?" Lucas asked.  "Kitten, we can wed this moment if that is what you desire.  I neither desire nor need a large ceremony.  All I care is that you become my wife and my little one."
Lucy's heart stuttered again at his words.  She unconsciously ran her hands down the fabric of her pinafore, accepting that she would have an unconventional wedding dress, as well as an unconventional role as Lady Huntington.  She also knew she had no desire to wait another single moment to begin that role.  "Please, Lucas," she said looking around the room.  "I don't need a special ceremony.  Everyone I love is here.  I ... I want to be your wife before you spa..." she stopped, realizing that Reed was listening intently.  She didn't need to continue; Lucas understood exactly what she desired.
"Yes, my love, it would give me great joy if we wed now," Lucas said and turned to Reed.  The pastor nodded and then took the license back from Lucas, turning to lead him back into the church proper. 
Edward walked towards his ward, a gentle smile on his lips.  She returned the smile as he drew her into his arms.  "Are you sure, little one?" he asked, quietly.  She nodded quickly.
"Yes, Sir," she answered, without hesitation.  She saw Louisa smiling as well, and Lucy knew her decision was the correct one.  Edward kissed her cheek. “You do realize that wedding now will not release you from the discipline you have earned, Lucille?" Edward asked, knowing his happiness for her did not release him from his responsibility in guiding his ward.  Lucy met his eyes and nodded again.
"Yes, Sir, I ... I know," she answered, blushing at the reminder of the debt she still owed for her misbehavior.  "I'm sorry I was so naughty this morning," Lucy continued.  "I ... I know I ... I am to be spanked."  Edward nodded, proud that she was not attempting to wiggle out of an upcoming spanking by suggesting a wedding, instead.
"That's my good girl," Edward said, and released her.  "Go with Louisa, Lucille," he instructed.  "You will have a few minutes to talk, and then you shall wed."  Her face showed her happiness as he left the sisters alone and went to join the men.
"Oh, Lucy, I am so happy for you," Louisa said, enveloping her twin in a hug.  Lucy hugged her back, her heart pounding as she realized she was indeed marrying in a few moments.  She pulled away.
"I am getting married," Lucy said as if it were news.  Louisa giggled, and Lucy's delightful laughter soon joined hers.  When they regained their composure, Lucy leaned towards her sister.  "Louisa, I love him so much but... but I'm sca ... scared.  What ... what if I can't be all he demands?  How ... how will I know what to ... to do?  Maybe ... maybe we should wait ... maybe..." her voice trailed off as her mind buzzed with thousands of questions for which she had no answers.  Louisa reached her hand to her sister's cheek.
"Lucy, shhh ... Lucas loves you.  Everything is as it should be.  There is nothing for you to fear.  Lucas will teach you all you need know."  Louisa reassured her twin, knowing that every single day would be spent in learning what Lucas demanded. Lucy appeared unconvinced, her eyes darting to the door of the chapel where the men were waiting.  "Perhaps Charles would not have wished for all that Lucas might desire," she said as she lowered her eyes and allowed her hands to run down the front of the childish yellow dress.  "I am not frightened to become a wife ... I am frightened to become a child-wife.  I ... I don't think ... I'm not sure I can ... can be like you," Lucy whispered as she finally faced the true aspect of her hesitation. 
Louisa shook her head slowly as her heart ached with the desire to reassure her sister that she could fulfill whatever role her new husband would demand.  "Lucy, you chose Lucas.  You did not choose Charles.  I will not lie to you," she said softly.  "It won't always be easy, but your heart made your choice and you must trust in yourself."  Neither girl was aware when Edward quietly approached them.  He had wondered what was causing their delay and had heard the conversation, though it was quietly spoken.
"Lucille," he said, and saw both girls give a small start of surprise.  "Lucille, now is the time to tell me the truth.  Is your choice true?"  He held out his hand to her.  If she hesitated, if she showed true fear of marrying the man she had chosen, he knew he would support her.  Though this knowledge truly surprised him, Edward understood that living the life that Lucas would demand would be difficult.  He knew that giving herself to his care, learning at his feet, would require not only love but complete and total submission in all ways.  He knew his ward would often learn her lessons while receiving painful discipline.  Accepting that pain would be hard enough; accepting it without the true desire to submit to the man doling out the discipline would bring neither Lucy nor Lucas the true joy and deep love that he shared with Louisa.
"Do you truly wish to learn to be the wife in Lucas' bed?  Do you wish to submit and learn to become the special little one you know you must be for your new Papa?  Tell me, Lucy, are you anxious to become the student at Lucas' feet as he becomes your teacher, even though your lessons will be difficult?  Is Lucas the husband, the Papa, and the teacher you desire?  Is Lucas the one man you feel you cannot live your life without?" He asked, his voice soft and full of concern.  Lucy's eyes never left his own, though her face flushed at his words.  Louisa held her breath as she listened to Edward's questions, her mind flashing back to remember her own vows and all the things she had since learned.  She watched as Lucy's face seemed to light from within, her eyes clearing of any doubt, her face flushing prettily as she stepped forward and placed her hand in Edward's.
"Yes," Lucy whispered only the one word, but it was enough to set her upon the path she would follow for the rest of her life.  Edward pulled her to his chest, hugging her and closing his eyes briefly.
"Then it is time," he said as he released her to place a kiss on her cheek.  She nodded, her smile accenting her incredible beauty and happiness.  Edward took Louisa's hand as well and led them to the open door of the church.  Lucy's eyes found those of the man she had chosen and her heart filled.  As the three walked slowly to the front, she found all she needed to know reflected in the eyes that held hers captive.  Love and promises of things unimagined flowed into her.  Her blood began to race through her veins.  Her body seemed to vibrate with the desire to fall at his feet; begging to begin to learn to become all he desired. 
Louisa and Edward stepped to the side as Lucas stepped forward.  He took Lucy's hand and placed it in the crook of his arm before covering it with his own.  They stood in front of Pastor Reed, though each only had eyes for the other.  Lucy listened to the pastor read the vows that would bind her to this man for eternity, vows that were both the same and yet very different from those of a traditional marriage.  Promises made here were not given easily, and when broken, carried a penalty that would not always be easy to pay.  Lucy's eyes never left Lucas' as she answered.
"Do you promise to love, honor and obey your husband?" Reed asked.
"Yes, I promise to love, honor and obey my husband," she answered.
"Do you promise to give your obedience and submit your body to your husband as he guides you along the proper path with whatever discipline he deems necessary or simply desires?" Reed asked.  He expected at least a moment's hesitation, knowing as he did that Lucy was already slated for some form of discipline. 
Instead, he heard her answer instantly: "Yes, I promise to be obedient and accept my husband's decisions and submit my body to my husband's discipline," Lucy answered, seeing the promise of such discipline in Lucas' eyes.  She felt her stomach flutter but knew deep in her soul that she would do as she vowed.
"Do you promise to offer all of your body in complete submission to your husband's pleasure whenever, and in whatever way, he deems or desires?" Reed asked, knowing that outside this small circle of people who practiced this lifestyle, his words would have been received with shock.  Lucy flushed hotly, her eyes remaining on Lucas' as they seemed to draw her into their depths with promises of pleasures she couldn't even imagine.
"Yes," she whispered, her heart pounding as her entire body seemed to throb.  "I promise to give all of my heart, as well as all of my body, in submission to my husband to fulfill the pleasures he shall desire."  Lucas' own heart was pounding as he accepted her promises.  He tightened his hold on her hand as he felt it tremble within his.
"And, Lucille Rose Furniss, do you accept not only the role of wife to Lord Huntington but promise to fulfill the role of his little one, submitting to his lessons as he teaches you what both these roles require?" Reed asked as he did of every young woman who married these types of men.  Lucy's answer came slower as she was promising something she was still so unsure she could fulfill. Accepting the truth at last she said, "Yes, I promise to be Lord Huntington's wife and his ... his little one."  She felt her uncertainty evaporate as Lucas' eyes looked into her soul.  "I accept his right to possess me and teach me all that my roles will entail."
Lucas' smile enveloped her as she listened to his vows.  He promised to love and cherish her, to protect her and to guide her.  He promised to be responsible for teaching her what he might require as both his wife and his little one.  He promised to remember that to spare the rod would spoil the child, and accepted the role of disciplinarian should she fail to fulfill her duties in either of her roles.  Lucas surprised Reed by making an additional promise, one that was not a conventional part of the ceremony
."Lucy," Lucas said, with a slight hitch in his voice, "I give you this promise as well:  I promise never to give you, as my wife or as my little one, ever cause to doubt that all I shall teach you come from my deep and abiding love for you."  Lucy's heart stuttered, hearing the words spoken in God's house, and knew that he would spend his life fulfilling each vow.  A tear slid down her cheek.  Lucas smiled as he pulled something from his pocket and then allowed it to dangle from his fingers.  Lucy's eyes widened as she saw a beautiful gold chain from which a charm dangled.  She smiled, seeing it was a tiny cat that appeared to be cradled in the palm of an open hand.
"You shall not wear a ring, as I believe doing so confuses your dual roles," Lucas said as he kept his eyes on her while he opened the clasp of the necklace.  "I wish you to wear this necklace always so that you will know that, whether you are my wife or my little one, you will always and forever remember that you, Kitten, are my heart, my life, and forever my love."  Lucy's tears of joy continued to flow as he lifted his hands to settle the gift around her neck.  He fastened it, laying the charm to rest between her breasts.  Lucy's hand immediately lifted to close around the charm.
"I promise never to remove it," she said, her face seeming to glow with her joy. 
Louisa stood, tears on her cheeks as well, her hand in her own husband's, the vows reminding her of her own ceremony.  She too had made these promises and accepted Edward's promises, as well.  She knew it was far easier to repeat words than it was to fulfill those same words when faced with lessons she had never considered.  She looked to see Edward smiling down at her and knew without a doubt that she would do the same thing again a thousand times over. 
Reed, slightly shaken by the intensely spoken vow, finally acknowledged that the two people before him truly and unequivocally were made only for each other.  He said a final prayer and the ceremony was finished.  Lucy signed her name to the license and then squealed as Lucas lifted her off her feet and whirled her around.
"I love you, Kitten," he said as he set her on her feet, one arm pulling her close, his free hand at the back of her head as he bent to kiss her.  She was grateful for his support, as his kiss seemed to draw all strength from her.  She moaned against him, her body instantly aching for pleasures she had never experienced.
"As I do you, Lord Huntington," she whispered, when he finally released her.  The couple accepted Reed's blessing on their marriage and were congratulated by Edward and Louisa.
"I trust you will accept my decision not to place a ring on her finger?" Lucas said with a grin as Edward hugged him.  Edward chuckled, remembering their conversation of the night before.
"It is a beautiful gesture," he said, his face turning serious.  "I believe it is the perfect symbol of not only your claim of possession, but a true symbol of your love for our little one."  Lucas nodded and smiled, watching Louisa finger the small charm as Lucy smiled.  The four were soon in the carriage, the tension of the morning no longer lingering in the air.  Edward shook his head as Lucas kissed his bride several times and Louisa giggled.  They arrived home, and Lucy found herself being lifted from the carriage and twirled once more.  She accepted his kiss, her heart light and carefree.  He set her onto her feet and led her to the door.  Mrs. Bremmer was waiting with Molly in the large hallway.
"Anna," Lucas said, his arm tight around Lucy.  "May I present my wife, Lady Lucille Rose Huntington."  Lucy flushed as she heard her new husband speak of her title for the first time.  Mrs. Bremmer smiled, understanding that the little boy she had watched grow into maturity had finally found his life-mate.
"Congratulations, Lucy," Anna said and saw the girl's smile dim just a bit.  As far as Anna was concerned, the woman needed to be immediately reminded that, Lady or not, she was always and forever to be a little one to those who shared her life.  "I'm very happy for you, Lord Huntington, and trust that our little girl will learn to be a proper wife and obedient little one for you."
"Ummm, thank you, Ma'am," Lucy said, receiving the intended message.  Lucas grinned and after giving Anna a kiss on her cheek, turned and helped Lucy out of her cloak.  Lucas reached out and cupped his new wife's cheek.
"Lucy, go wait for me in the study," he said softly, and reality slammed into her.  Lucy's smile slipped from her lips, and her mouth opened as if to speak.  She raised her eyes to his, her face flushing hotly as she was aware that everyone heard his order and knew the meaning behind those simple words.  She saw his eyebrow quirk as if asking whether she had so quickly forgotten her promised spanking as well as the vows she had just made.  Swallowing hard, Lucy closed her mouth and nodded.  It felt as if her back were being branded as she felt the weight of several pairs of eyes watching her as she began her solitary walk down the long hallway.  Lucas gave a small smile when he saw her back straighten, and her steps grow more sure as she obeyed the first order given by her husband.
 



Chapter 4
 
Edward was handing Louisa's cloak to Molly as he heard Lucas' order to Lucy.  He didn't speak as he watched her silently walk down the hall.  Louisa turned to Lucas, her hand reaching out to touch his arm.
"But, she just married," Louisa said, her voice pleading.  "Lucas, please, you are barely wed.  Couldn't you...”
"Be silent, Louisa," Edward said, sternly.
"But, Papa," she said her heart aching, "it isn't fair....  It's just this once...”
"Louisa Michelle Wintercrest," Edward said, reaching to take her arm.  "As you say, Lucy just wed, meaning she also just gave her vows.  I suggest you remember yours, as well.  Have you forgotten that Lucille earned the spanking she is to receive by her unacceptable behavior this morning?  We all knew that she would be punished upon our return home."
"Yes ... yes, I... but ... she said she was sorry.  Maybe Lucas could..." Louisa attempted, not aware of the look of shock on Anna's face as Louisa continued.
"I find you are forgetting a great deal, young lady," Edward interrupted, his voice showing his disapproval.  "You are to respectfully address Lord Huntington as Sir, or, now that he has married your sister, Uncle Lucas shall suffice.  However, you are not to be so familiar that it allows you to forget your proper place nor his proper authority," he said, and was pleased to see her flush with embarrassment at her improper address.
"Yes, Sir," Louisa said. “I’m sorry, I ... I didn't mean to be disrespectful.  It ... it is just ... well, it is Lucy's wedding day, and I thought ... what could it hurt if...”
"Enough!" Edward said, louder.  He was amazed that she continued to ignore his warning and argue.  "Marriage, as you know, little lady, does not negate the need for discipline.  In fact, marriage demands a husband take an even firmer hand," Edward said sternly.  He was stunned when he saw her mouth open as if to continue her argument.
"Louisa," he said, reaching out to cup her chin.  "Young lady, you are to remain absolutely silent.  If you so much as utter another word, I promise you shall spend the rest of the day not only with a burning bottom, but you shall have a gag pressed into your disobedient little mouth to teach you to bridle your tongue!"  He was pleased to see the realization that she should be far less concerned about her sister's fate and far more concerned about her own immediate future.  He released her chin and turned to Lucas, who had stood quietly while Edward dealt with his wife.
Edward took Lucy's cloak from Lucas and passed it to Molly who was silently witnessing the scene.  Edward reached into his pocket and extracted a small key, which he passed to Lucas.
"Are you sure you won't need it, as well?" Lucas asked Edward.  He heard Louisa moan and watched as her face grew pale, as if only now realizing her husband might intend to spank her, also.  Edward shook his head.
"I have all I shall need in my chamber," Edward said, and Lucas nodded, slipping the key into his own pocket.  Lucas turned to speak quietly with Anna, who had been a silent witness to the scene.  She listened intently and assured him she understood his request.  They all watched as Lucas turned to follow his bride.
Louisa watched him leave and understood she had truly overstepped boundaries she had no wish to cross.  "I'm sorry, Papa," she said quietly.  I just don't want her hurt on her wedding day."  Edward shook his head, not believing she had already broken his order to remain silent.  Despite the fact that she was making an apology, he knew she had just earned a much more physical lesson to remind her to obey his every word.  He took her hand and led her to climb the stairs.
"He will not harm her, Louisa," he said firmly.  "I promise that, even as I blister your bottom for your behavior, which I promise will hurt a great deal but also will not truly harm you.  Your sister accepted her husband's decision with far more grace and respect than my own wife, who has far more experience in these matters.  While Lucy's spanking will also hurt, it will serve as her first lesson to behave as her husband expects.  My hope is that your own blistered rump will remind you of lessons you seemed to have forgotten."  
Louisa was no longer concerned about her twin.  Edward didn't make promises lightly, and she knew she would soon be dancing to the tune of his discipline.  She knew that when he promised to blister her bottom, blistered it would be.  She remembered the vows both girls had given to these men, as he opened the door to his bedchamber and pulled her inside.
Lucy was unaware of her sister's plight as she pushed open the door to the study.  Her eyes immediately went to the large armoire, and she shuddered.  Not wishing to think of which implement her new husband would choose, she walked to a corner and turned into it.  Her blood was racing through her veins.  She felt a tear slip from her eye and angrily brushed it away.  She had known better the moment she began her tantrum and had spent the past few hours anticipating paying for that choice.  She tore her thoughts away from the upcoming spanking and remembered the promises made as she gave herself to Lucas in marriage.  As the words echoed in her mind, her heart stopped pounding, and her racing pulse slowed.  She reached up and fondled the charm hanging between her breasts, feeling a sense of acceptance and peace flow over her.  When she heard the door open, she vowed again that she would obey her husband in all things, though some of those things would definitely not be of her choosing.
Lucas saw his wife standing in the corner, her nose pressed into the wall.  He turned and closed the door behind him.  He didn't speak as he removed his coat.  He laid it across the back of a chair and saw the license peeking above the pocket where it had been tucked.  He smiled as his love for his wife flowed over him.  He forced his eyes away as he rolled up his sleeves, knowing that this session would likely set the tone for all future ones.  He understood Louisa's concern for her sister.  Lucy's first lesson would be one that would cause her pain, instead of the pleasure he so wanted to teach her.  Steeling himself, he also remembered his vow to guide his wife and administer discipline for her misbehavior.  He pulled the key to the armoire from his pants pocket and quickly unlocked the doors.  He pulled the doors open and smiled.  Edward was a very thorough man, and that included having a large variety of implements available to teach his own little one lessons in obedience.  He turned from the cabinet and gazed again at his wife.  He walked to stand in front of the settee.
"Lucy, come here," he said quietly.  He watched as she stepped away from the corner and turned.  She lifted her eyes to his and gave him a soft smile.  Lucas' heart lurched at the look of complete acceptance on her face.  He saw her hand drop from where it had been cupping his charm.  As he had that morning, he extended his hand to her.  Lucy walked forward and placed her own into his.  He took her other hand and stood her in front of him.  He sat and drew her to stand between his spread knees.
"Tell me, Kitten, why did you choose me?" Lucas asked.  The question surprised Lucy, but she didn't hesitate to answer.
"Because you let me go," she said, so softly he wasn't sure he heard her correctly.
"Let you go?" he asked.  She glanced at him and saw the confusion in his eyes.
"I mean, you were willing to let me choose another.  You ... you were going to walk away if I chose Charles.  I tried to love him because I knew ... knew it would be the easier path."  She paused, and Lucas didn't push her.  "I ... I loved you from the moment you plucked me off that ladder.  I didn't want to love you.  You frightened me.  I ... I knew what sort of man you were, what ... what you'd demand of your wife.  I knew you wanted me to be more than ... than a wife.  I ... I didn't think I could be what you desired.  When ... when you began to step away, I knew you really loved me.  You ... you truly wanted me to be happy even if that meant you wouldn't be.  I ... I couldn't deny my heart.  I love you so very much."
Lucas was incredibly touched by her words.  "Stepping away was the hardest thing I have ever done," he admitted.  "I loved you the moment I saw you dangling from the ladder.  It killed me every time I saw you with Charles.  I prayed for you to come to realize that you were made to be mine.  I knew that you were aware of the kind of life I live and were confused and frightened.  I knew you were the only woman I wished to wed.  The only one I wished to teach to be both my wife and my own special little one.  I also knew I wouldn't force you to choose me."  He paused as he felt her hands tremble in his.  "You needed to look deep inside your heart and make your own decision, knowing that you were choosing the more difficult path.  Loving me won't always be easy, Kitten; this life will demand a great deal from you.  I will never hesitate to redden your bottom when I feel you need it," he said, and felt her shudder.  He smiled and knew she was thinking of the spanking she still had coming.  "I will also never hesitate to remind you how much I love you, Lucy, and will every moment for the rest of my life."
His hand released one of hers and reached to take hold of the charm.  "Did you read the inscription?" he asked, turning the charm around to look at the back.  Lucy shook her head and dropped her eyes to his hand.  "It says, 'My heart, my life, my love'," he read, tracing the tiny engraved words with his fingertip.  He released the charm and let it fall to nestle between her breasts.  Lucy heard the truth of his words and felt the remains of any uneasiness slip from her.  She might not know what to expect every moment, but she knew she would never leave his side.
"Are you ready?" he asked gently.  She nodded, her bottom clenching as her eyes drifted to the open doors of the cabinet.
"Ye ... yes, Sir," she said.  Lucas nodded and waited until her eyes returned to his.
"Make your confession," Lucas ordered.
"I'm sorry I threw a tantrum, Lucas," she began, her voice soft, and yet she didn't hesitate to make her confession.  "I admit I was testing you to see if you would change your mind about my clothing.  It was so wrong to try to manipulate you and to say all those awful things.  I'm sorry I cursed.  I am so sorry for everything."  Lucas was extremely pleased with her confession as it covered every item of her disobedience.  He gave her hands a squeeze.
"That's my good girl," he said.  "Confessing your naughtiness can be difficult, but Kitten, I am proud of you."  Lucy found herself smiling at his words, knowing she would have been unable to make such a full confession this morning.  Forced to think about her misbehavior for several hours allowed her to truly examine her actions and fully confess them.  Lucas nodded again and then released her hands only to turn her until her back was to him.  Lucy took in a deep breath and held it as she felt him begin to lift her skirts and petticoats.  Her eyes closed as her face flushed.  She remained still as he carefully tucked the fabric into the waistband of her pinafore, anchoring it up and off her bottom.  She was aware of the weight of her dress in the front as the weight was lifted off her bottom.  Her insides churned, knowing her bottom was now exposed, though still covered.  She expected him to untie her drawers, but Lucas surprised her by turning her to face him again.  She kept her eyes lowered, her shame blooming through her until she felt exactly like a naughty little girl.
"This is your first lesson in how you are to conduct yourself when you are being punished, Lucy," Lucas said quietly.  He could see her trembling but knew it was important that she acknowledge his every word.  "Look at me," he ordered.  It took a few moments, but she finally lifted her eyes to meet his.  Hers instantly filled with tears at the look of love she saw in his eyes.  "You will always make a confession, and I shall either prepare you for your spanking or instruct you to prepare yourself," he said and watched as she swallowed hard.  "I believe that having to bare your own bottom allows you to remember your vow of submission to my discipline," he continued, and watched as her eyes attempted to slip from his in her embarrassment.  He released one of her hands to lift his own to her face, turning her face back to his.
"No, Lucy," he said shaking his head.  "You are to look at me while you are either being prepared or preparing yourself.  I will not allow you to hide from what is happening.  Keep your eyes on mine.  Do you understand?"  She gave a small whimper but managed to nod.  "Answer me, Kitten," he instructed.
"Yes, Sir," she whispered, her trembling becoming more noticeable.  He nodded.
"Keep your eyes on me as you untie your drawers," he said, steeling himself against the tears he saw beginning to fill her beautiful violet eyes.  He released her hand and watched as she slowly moved her hands up underneath her dress and knew her fingers were fumbling with the ribbon at her waist.  He knew the instant the tie released by the look in her eyes before she closed them.
"Eyes on mine," he barked and hers flew open.  "Let your drawers fall," he said and watched as the soft fabric was released and fell into a puddle at her feet.  She had a brief thought of Edward's assurance that Lucas would allow her to maintain as much modesty as possible but understood that was before she wed.
"Lift your dress and hold it at your waist," she heard.  She whimpered but obeyed, slowly drawing her clothing up to her waist until she knew she was bare to him.  She could feel her entire body heat as his eyes left hers to look at her intimately for the first time.  She kept her eyes on the spot they had been before he dropped his gaze.  Time seemed suspended as Lucas took his time, his heart pounding as he drank in the sight before him.  Her legs were trembling, her slender thighs pale above the yellow ribbons that held her stockings.  He felt his sex stir and closed his own eyes for a moment, forcing himself to remember his duty.  He reached down and gently lifted her feet one at a time until she had stepped from her drawers.  He picked them up and laid them on the settee beside him.  He allowed his eyes to gaze at the soft blonde curls at the apex of her thighs.
"Open your legs," he said, his voice low and husky.  Lucy felt her stomach flip over and her temperature rise at his order.  She didn't want to obey him; her heart slammed in her chest, knowing he would discover that she was wet between her legs.  She didn't truly understand her body's reaction but had found that she grew wet whenever he touched her or kissed her deeply.  She jerked a bit as she felt his hand on her thigh, but didn't resist as he gently guided her legs apart.  Lucas saw the evidence of her arousal immediately and again felt his cock lengthen and press against the confines of his trousers.  He didn't speak as he very gently ran a finger between her legs, barely touching the surface of her skin.  Lucy moaned, his touch igniting something deep inside her.  Her eyes fluttered closed, and she moaned again when his finger left her most private spot.  Lucas took a deep breath and lifted his head again.  He saw her eyes closed and smiled before speaking.
"Eyes," he said, and she reluctantly opened hers again.  "That's my girl," Lucas said, and she wanted nothing more than to throw herself into his arms and beg him to touch her again.
"Go to the cabinet and bring me a paddle," he instructed, and with a jolt Lucy realized he would be touching her but not in the way she desired.  She gave a soft sob as she stumbled to the cabinet.  Her eyes widened as she saw all that he could have requested.  There were several straps as well as many canes.  Lying on a shelf was a large variety of paddles, each a different shape and weight.  She saw some had holes drilled into them and knew those would blister a bottom with relative ease.  She had no idea which he required, her hand hovering over each as she used her other hand to keep her clothing at her waist.
"Choose one that you feel will teach you a proper lesson," Lucas' voice came to her, and her hand settled on a long, slender paddle.  She picked it up and returned to stand in front of her husband.  She remembered to meet his eyes as she offered the paddle to him.  Lucas nodded and took it from her.  He lifted it to her face.
"You are to kiss any implement that is to be used on you," he said, and saw her flush but bend forward just a bit to press her lips against the wood.  "You will also kiss the implement and thank me for teaching the lesson when it is over," Lucas instructed.  She nodded in acceptance, though she had never done so before.  Lucas nodded again and without another word, guided her down until she was straddling his lap.  She blushed bright red, her bare bottom pressing against the support of his rock-hard thighs.  She gasped as she felt him begin to spread his legs apart, which caused her own legs to spread.  She felt the air as it flowed against her exposed sex and moaned deeply with the shame of her position.  Lucas gently used one arm to pull her down until her torso was lying on the settee, one arm free, the other trapped at his side.  She buried her face in the cushion on the settee as she felt him spread his legs further.  He adjusted her body until her bottom was directly centered between his spread legs, her feet struggling to find the support of the floor.  She had never been so positioned and squirmed, feeling both supported by the hard strength of his thighs under her stomach as well as extremely aware that nothing truly supported her bare bottom as it hung between his open legs.  Her face flamed at the realization that he had a perfect view of her bottom.
"Give me your hands," Lucas ordered, and Lucy obeyed, though doing so made her feel even more uncomfortable.  He easily held both her wrists in one of his hands and kept them pinned at the small of her back.  "Up on your toes, lift your bottom," Lucas ordered, and she began to cry.  Lucas ignored her tears, knowing this was difficult for her but also knowing she would do as she was told.  He felt her attempting to obey and realized her petite size made it impossible.  He easily moved forward until his hips were on the edge of the settee so that she could properly position her feet.  He saw her tilt her bottom up and could easily see all she wanted desperately to hide.  "You will always be well-open for punishment, Lucille," he said, knowing his words would paint a picture in her mind that would cause her to feel her position all that much more.  "Your misbehavior wasn't hidden this morning, and you will not be allowed to hide yourself from me when I punish you for that naughtiness."  Her sobs grew louder as she tried to block the image she must be presenting from her mind.  Lucas placed the paddle against her pale heart-shaped bottom and then lifted it.  Lucy felt her heart stop and then stutter as Lucas began to spank her.  His strokes were instantly hard and fast.  He didn't believe that punishment should be gentle.  His belief was that it was to be exactly that, punishment.  Lucy was soon wailing and attempting to get her hands free of his grip.
"Please!" she screeched as the paddle smacked into her again and again and again.  Each smack sounded loudly in the room, each stroke immediately causing a deeper burn on her bottom.  "I'm sorry ... please ... please, Lucas, please stop!"  She continued to beg and plead, and Lucas continued to ignore her.  He covered every inch of her bottom and then brought the paddle down hard against the pale skin of her upper thigh.
"Ahhhhhh!" she screeched, her legs now churning as this new assault brought another layer of pain.  "Please ... oh ... please...." she begged, even as she heard his command.
"Lift your bottom," Lucas said as he continued to pepper the back of her thigh.  "Up on your toes, Lucille."  Lucy fought to accept her spanking, but it hurt so badly that she continued to attempt to get away.  Lucas easily forced her legs apart by moving his own, his feet forcing her own apart to widen her stance.  "I'll repeat this spanking before dinner, after dinner and before bed if you do not keep your feet down and your naughty bottom high, little one," Lucas said, his tone warning her of his sincerity.  She sobbed and pleaded again as he moved the paddle to her other thigh.
"It hurts!" she wailed, her bottom burning, her entire body aching from her struggles to maintain the awkward, humiliating position he had forced her into.  "Please ... please, no more....  I'll be goo ... good ... I ... I promise!"
"Obey me, Lucille," Lucas said, and lifted the paddle when he felt her submit.  He waited as she settled onto her toes and watched as her now very red bottom lifted to his attention.  "Good girl," he said simply and began the entire cycle again.  Lucy continued to sob and beg but no longer fought him.  Her bottom burned hotter than it ever had before as the thin paddle landed another blow.  Its very thinness and flexibility made it snap and crack again and again against the soft skin of her bottom.  Lucas paddled each thigh again, and then smacked the paddle into the extremely sensitive area where her bottom met her thighs.  She sobbed and struggled to breathe as her paddling continued.  She thought she would surely die when the paddle slapped against her inner thigh and then the other.  Her back arched, and her head was thrown back as she wailed in agony at the fire the paddle produced.  When it was finally done, Lucy had no true knowledge that her first spanking from her husband was over.
Lucas allowed her to cry as he set the paddle down next to him.  He lifted his hand and laid it on the cherry-red bottom.  He could easily feel the heat emanating from her skin and felt her shudder as his hand roamed over her bottom and thighs.  Her entire body jerked as his fingers delved between her legs and ran first through the curls that were beyond damp and then through the lips of her sex that were dripping wet.  Lucas barely managed not to groan himself as he found the evidence of what he had prayed for.  His wife was an extremely sexual woman, though she had no knowledge of that fact.  His cock pulsed in his pants, anxious to teach her another lesson, one far more pleasurable than her first.  Lucas allowed his fingers to slide through her curls again.  It was very rare to see a little one with pubic hair, and his own little one would soon find herself bare, as well.  He continued to gently caress her until he realized her sobs had turned into hiccups and soft moans.  He saw her bottom lift when he removed his fingers as if to follow the thing that had brought her feelings of something she didn't understand.  Lucas patted her bottom once more, before lifting her and then pressing her to her knees between his spread legs.  She lifted her face—confusion and embarrassment reflected in her shimmering eyes.
"You will always kneel before me if I've had cause to spank or paddle you, Lucy," Lucas said, softly.  He reached out and stroked the track of a fresh tear as it slipped down her cheek.  "I shall soon instruct you on the penance you will always be required to offer when your bottom is burning and freshly reddened."  He saw her confusion at his words and knew she would soon learn the position was meant for her to offer her penance in a very intimate manner.  However, he would allow that lesson to be given another day.  He lifted the paddle from the settee and held it out to her.  Lucy's eyes still dripped tears, and her face flushed with embarrassment as she obediently pressed her lips to the wooden surface.
"Th ... thank you, Luc ... Sir," she said, though her words came out as a stutter.
"Papa," he said quietly, and watched as her eyes briefly closed.
"Tha ... thank you, Pa ... Papa," Lucy said, for the first time.  She opened her eyes and met his.  He nodded and ran his finger down her cheek as she accepted her new role, resting her cheek against his thigh.  He knew the title made her uneasy but also knew she would become accustomed to it.  He also knew she would become aware of his growing arousal if he allowed her to remain between his spread legs, her body pressing against him, her need for comfort emanating from her small frame.  Lucas forced himself to remember why they were in the study.
"That's my good girl.  Go now to the corner and display that naughty red bottom," he said, and helped her to stand.  She was soon in the corner, her bottom properly pushed out into the room, her legs open just a bit, her hands lifting the front of her dress to her waist, the back fabric still tucked into the waistband of her pinafore.  Lucas stood and returned the paddle to the cabinet and locked the doors.  As Lucy spent her time in the corner, he unrolled his sleeves and put on his jacket.  He would normally require she spend at least a half hour, usually more, in the corner after he had roasted her bottom but knew she had to be not only exhausted, but hungry.  After only fifteen minutes, he again seated himself on the settee.  He smiled as he saw the drawers she had shed and looked at his wife as she slowly composed herself.
"Come here, Kitten," he said softly, and was rewarded when Lucy immediately turned and ran towards him.  He opened his arms, and she flung herself into them.  He held her close, his arms wrapped around her as she buried her face in his neck.
"I'm sorry; please forgive me," she said, her voice threatening to break into tears again.
"You are forgiven, Kitten," Lucas said, moving his hands to cup her face before he kissed her.  "I love you, Lucy."  She felt her insides burn as hot as her bottom as his lips pressed against hers.  She moaned with a need for something, a need she had felt growing from the first moment he had touched her.  It was a need that had not disappeared as he paddled her so fiercely but had only grown at every stroke.  Lucas broke away and saw the raw need on her face.  He knew he could easily allow himself to forget his own rules in order to satisfy that need.  He forced himself to be strong as he lifted her off his lap, chuckling when she attempted to remain there.
"Come, Kitten, let's get you back into your drawers, shall we?" he asked, loving the blush that immediately colored her face when she realized she was still half-naked.  She obediently stepped into her drawers and was both happy and somewhat sad when he tied the ribbon and then adjusted her dress.  He finally stood and took her hand.  As he opened the door, she found herself not wishing to leave the room.  She knew the entire household was aware that she had been naughty and would now know she had also been punished by her husband.
"There is no need to be embarrassed, Lucille," Lucas said gently as he drew her closer to his side.  "Be embarrassed when you are misbehaving, but once punished, you have no reason to feel ashamed."  She nodded and allowed him to lead her into the dining room.
 



Chapter 5
 
Edward and Louisa were both seated, their luncheon half-eaten.  Lucas helped Lucy into her seat noticing, but not mentioning, that she both winced and moaned as her weight settled onto her well-spanked rear.  He knew it would continue to ache for several hours but knew she had earned that ache. 
Lucy ate her lunch after she realized that her punishment would not be discussed.  She looked up to see her sister looking at her and smiled.  Louisa smiled back, her own bottom aching from the intense paddling she had received for attempting to interfere in her sister's spanking.  Mrs. Bremmer approached the table to pour Lucy's milk.  Lucas was proud when his wife thanked the woman politely.
"You are welcome, Lucille," Anna said with a smile. 
Lucy watched as Anna moved around the table to assist Louisa from her chair.  Edward lifted his hand to stop her.
"I will put Louisa down for her nap, Anna," Edward said.  Anna's look showed her confusion as she always put her girls to bed.  Lucas saw the look and spoke quietly.
"Thank you, Edward," he said before addressing the housekeeper.  "Mrs. Bremmer, I trust you have made the proper preparations for Lucille's cleansing?"  Lucy wasn't sure what her husband meant but saw Louisa's head whip up and her eyes widen, her mouth open as she gave a small gasp.  Lucy turned to look at Lucas, who was calmly drinking from his glass.  Her eyes returned to see Edward assist Louisa from her chair, his head bent close to hers as he whispered into her ear.
"Louisa," Lucy said, wanting to run to her twin.  "Wait ... what...”
"Have a good rest, Lucille," Edward said, not allowing his wife to speak.  Louisa managed a small nod before she was led from the table.  Her heart ached for her sister, but her own aching bottom reminded her that the girls were definitely, not in control of their own lives.  Lucy watched the two leave the room and found Mrs. Bremmer standing at her chair, her hand held out for Lucy's own.
"I ... I don't understand," Lucy said, ignoring the gesture and turning again to her husband.  "I ... I bathed this morning.  I ... I usually don’t...”
"Lucy," Lucas said as he set his glass onto the table.  "I believe you were promised that if a reoccurrence of cursing occurred, you would find more than your mouth cleansed.  Am I correct?" he asked, leaning forward a bit in his chair.  Lucy shook her head, her confusion written across her face.
"I ... I didn't curse again," she said.  "I ... I haven't since you washed my mouth this morning."
"Ahh, but, little one, I believe that is the second time you've given me cause to wash naughty words from your mouth?  Though, I do admit, the first was done by Mrs. Bremmer at my request," Lucas said, and watched as the memory of the evening when she had cursed while mending her torn dress washed away her confusion.  She whipped her head around when she felt Mrs. Bremmer reach out and take her hand.
"But ... I ... I don't know what you mean...." she attempted as she was practically pulled from her chair, her bottom protesting as she slid across the seat.
"Go with Mrs. Bremmer, Lucille," Lucas said firmly.  "I shall be up in a while to tuck you into bed for your nap."  Lucy wanted to pull away from Anna's hold.  She wanted to be in Lucas' arms seeking comfort.  The look on her sister's face alerted her to the fact that while Lucy was ignorant of what her husband had meant, Louisa was most definitely well-aware of what was going to happen, and from the look on her twin's face, it was not going to be pleasant.
"No more questions, Lucille," Anna said sternly as she marched her charge towards the stairs.  Lucy didn't speak; she was forced to practically run to keep up with the housekeeper's large steps.  Lucas watched them go and knew that his young bride would soon discover that curse words were simply not something he would ever allow his little one to utter. 
Lucy soon found herself in her bedroom, her pinafore being untied and set aside.  She raised her arms dutifully when told, so that her dress could be removed.  As it was also set aside, she saw Molly appearing from the small water closet.
"Is everything prepared?" Anna asked as she knelt to slip Lucy's shoes from her feet.
"Yes, Ma'am," Molly said, her eyes briefly meeting Lucy's before raising them to meet the housekeeper's.  Anna untied the yellow ribbons that held Lucy's stockings and began to unroll the first stocking.  She nodded and looked at Molly.
"Did you use plenty of soap?" she asked.  Molly nodded again, her own face flushing.  Anna looked towards the bed.
"You may prepare the bed," Anna said, removing the second stocking.  Lucy saw Molly's eyes dart towards the bed, and her confusion grew when the girl spoke.
"I ... I forgot...." Molly said, her hands fluttering at her sides.  Anna sighed heavily as she stood again.
"You were told, Missy," Anna said, as she unbuttoned the tiny buttons of Lucy's chemise in preparation for its removal.  "Run upstairs and get the items, quickly now."  Molly bobbed her head and actually ran to the door.  Lucy found her chemise removed and the tie to her drawers being unfastened.  She realized that she would soon be completely nude, and her confusion reached its peak.
"Why must I bathe again?" she asked, knowing it was unusual to have a bath before she took a nap.  Anna shook her head.
"Step out," she ordered, and Lucy obeyed.  She shivered, as she stood nude, her body flushing in embarrassment.  Anna soon had Lucy standing between her thighs as her hair was brushed.
Upstairs, Louisa lay quietly on her changing table, trying not to think about what must be happening in Lucy's room.  Edward had positioned her on her stomach, and she shivered when his hand patted her bottom.  It was covered with white spots from her paddling, some raised in tiny blisters.  While Lucy had been paddled with a thin, limber paddle, Louisa's bottom had been subjected to a rigid leather paddle that had dozens of small holes drilled through it.  Each stroke of the leather had left raised echoes of the holes all across the surface of her rump.  She shuddered as her husband's fingers traced a few of the raised marks.  He was applying a salve to the blisters he had put on her rear, when a timid knock sounded on the door.
"Come," he said, his head turning towards the door.  It slowly opened, and Molly stepped into the nursery.  Her eyes flew to the table and then away when she saw Louisa's face flush with shame at her condition.  She dropped a small curtsy.
"I'm sorry to bother you, Sir," Molly said quietly.  "I ... I forgot some ... some things for Mrs. Bremmer."  Edward nodded and wiped his fingers free of the salve before pulling a key from his pocket.  Molly walked forward to accept it, her eyes dropping to see the evidence of Louisa's punishment.  Edward watched as she knelt to take a few things from the shelf beneath the table.  He nodded as he again dipped his fingers into the jar of salve before moving to his wife's bottom.
"That's fine, Molly," he said.  "Take whatever you need, though I see Lord Huntington will need to make some purchases of his own."  Molly nodded and walked to the large cabinet, a replica of the one in Edward's study.  She unlocked the doors, her eyes widening at the large array displayed before her.  She found what she needed on the bottom shelf and took the items.  Edward nodded.  "Just leave the key in the door," he instructed, and she gratefully did so before running from the room.  Edward chuckled, knowing that Anna was probably perturbed by the girl's forgetfulness.  Displacing Lucy from his mind, he returned his attention to his own little one.  He finished applying the salve and gave her bottom a final pat before turning her onto her back.  Her face was red with embarrassment that he knew was a result of the interruption. He lifted Louisa's legs to slide a nappy under her now-slick bottom.  She squirmed a bit as he laid her down onto the fluffy fabric and slid his fingers over her sex.  He grinned as she moaned when his fingers slid into her only the tiniest bit.  Her eyes immediately found his, as he required, her own quickly shining with her need for release.  He began to slide his fingers slowly in and out of her, watching as she began to tremble.  As he played with her, he remembered how she had looked, bent over the foot of their bed, her bottom twisting and churning as he repeatedly applied the stiff leather to her tender skin.  She had bounced on her toes, screeching and begging for him to stop.  Edward had ignored her pleas, showing no mercy until the blisters he had promised her began to appear on her scarlet rear.  She had barely been able to compose herself before she was sobbing again when her hot, punished bottom was pressed against her heels as she was placed between his legs.  He had heard her small whimper of discomfort as she released his shaft from his trousers, her whisper as she asked permission to perform her duty.  He had watched as her mouth opened to take him inside, her blonde head bobbing up and down as she made a proper penance.  While her small tongue licked up and down his shaft, her lips tightening around the mushroom head of his cock as she used her mouth to draw him to his culmination, he had briefly wondered if Lucas had already pressed Lucy to her own knees to teach her what she would always be required to do after her bottom had been paddled.  The girls would always be required to submit to this act, to take their husband's cocks into their mouths and to accept their tribute as penance for their transgressions.  It was a very effective lesson in submission. 
While they would pay the proper penance after a paddling, bringing their husbands to their own pleasure, he knew Louisa would never be sure she would be allowed her own culmination.  He felt his fingers, slick with her own arousal, her small chest heaving as she was brought close to the brink.  He slowly withdrew his fingers and allowed them to give her straining clitoris a small pinch.  She gasped as her hips lifted, her head thrown back as she felt her body begin to spiral up to a great height.  Edward smiled as he withdrew his hand and wiped his fingers on a cloth.  Louisa moaned, her body throbbing with the denial.  Edward bent to place a quick kiss on a rigid nipple and then the other before placing a kiss on her lips.
"Naughty little girls don't get pleasured," he reminded her as he pulled the nappy closed over her throbbing bottom and aching sex.  "Perhaps you'll let this hurtful bottom and aching little pussy remind you of that fact."  She nodded, her face flushed with embarrassment at her wanton display, her need seeming to grow as he denied her release.  Edward pulled a nightgown over her head and soon had her settled into her crib, her doll in her arms. 
As Edward placed her pacifier in her mouth and buckled it behind her head, he spoke firmly.  "I know you believe I wasn't aware that you continued to speak after I warned you of the consequence for doing so," he said and saw her flush of acknowledgement.  "While I always expect an answer from you and appreciate your apology, you disobeyed my instruction to remain silent.  You shall not have your pacifier removed for the rest of the day, except to eat."  She slowly nodded, her eyes showing her acceptance, as well as her knowledge of the embarrassment she would feel as she spent the rest of the day sucking on a pacifier that so completely filled her mouth that she was rendered unable to speak.  Edward laid her onto her back and placed her restraints on her wrists, as well as her ankles.  She moaned, knowing she would spend the next few hours trying to sleep despite the burning in her bottom, only rivaled by the burning between her legs.
"Sleep well, little one," Edward said, and bent to kiss her cheek.  "I love you, little lady," he said and then ran a hand across her body.  "Perhaps if I feel you are obedient and accept your lesson of silence, I shall allow you to scream with your pleasure tonight."  He adored the flush that suffused her cheeks and left her to think about her own need to remember to behave. 
Molly ran into Lucy's room and was soon at the bed spreading something across the quilt.  Lucy watched, trying not to wiggle while Mrs. Bremmer finished brushing her hair and braiding it.  As Molly moved away from the bed, Lucy saw a large rounded pillow lying in the center of what appeared to be some type of red mat.
"What ... what's that?" she asked, though her voice seemed unsure of desiring an answer.  Anna stood and took her hand.
"That, young lady, is a rubber sheet and a punishment pillow," Anna said firmly.  "You will lie over the pillow on your tummy so that I can tend to your bottom."  Lucy's eyes seemed glued to the bed, even as she felt herself being helped up onto its surface.
"But ... I ... I don't understand," she finally managed to squeak out.  "I thought you were going to ... to bathe me.  Why ... why is there a rubber mat?""Lucille, you aren't a stupid girl," Anna said as she guided the woman to lie over the pillow.  "You are to be cleansed, Lucille, not bathed.  The mat assures that your linens will not be soiled during your cleansing."  Lucy was still confused but felt immediate shame flood her as she realized that both the firmness of the large pillow as well as its height would force her bottom to stick up high into the air.  She whimpered as her shoulders were pushed down until her torso lay flat on the rubber surface.  She shivered at the unpleasant chill of the rubber as her breasts came into contact with the mat.  She seemed to suddenly realize once again that she was totally nude.  Lucy attempted to rise, only to feel the housekeeper's hand on her back.
"Lay still, Lucille," Anna said as she moved the small woman further forward so that her bottom was properly positioned.  "You did not learn to curb your tongue when you first had it soaped and were warned at that time that this would be the next step in attempting to teach you not to curse.  If soaping your mouth is not enough to cleanse you of filth, I am sure that a hot and soapy enema shall do the trick."  Lucy's eyes flew wide as she again attempted to rise, the words finally making the promised cleansing clear.
"No!  Oh, Lord, please ... please...." she began to beg only to have her bottom slapped hard. “Stay still!" Anna ordered.  "If you attempt to rise again, I shall tie you to the bed, and you can explain to your new husband that you still continue to be disobedient!"  Her threat froze Lucy for an instant before she collapsed onto the bed.  She felt a shame she had never before experienced flood through her at the thought of what was going to happen.  She began to whimper, her eyes filling as she saw Molly step from the water closet and saw what she was holding. 
A large, bulging red bag was in one hand while a length of tubing was coiled in another.  Lucy slammed her eyes shut when she saw what was dangling from the end of the tubing.  She had not been given an enema since she was a very young child, and her mother gave that when she had been ill.  Lucy understood that this was not going to be the same.  She continued to whimper as Anna took the bag from Molly and hung it from a newly installed hook on one of the four bedposts and allowed the tubing to uncoil.  She laid the tubing on the bed at Lucy's side while she nodded to Molly.  Molly removed the top from a large crock of lubricant.  She held it steady and watched as the housekeeper picked up the nozzle.  Lucy smelled something unfamiliar and opened her eyes to see Anna dipping the nozzle into the jar.
"Ohhhhh ... ohhhh please," Lucy begged, her eyes refusing to look away.  The nozzle appeared huge, and her bottom clenched tightly in frightened anticipation of where the nozzle would soon be going.  "It ... I can't ... it's too ... too big...." she stammered and then again attempted to rise when Anna lifted the nozzle and spoke to Molly.
"Go ahead and put a small dollop on her bottom-hole," she instructed.  "You will not normally allow the additional lubricant, especially when giving a punishment enema, but since this is Lucy's first, we may be a bit more lenient."  Molly dipped her fingers into the jar and moved towards the bed.  Lucy screeched and rolled off the pillow, only to feel her leg captured and herself being hauled back over the pillow.  Molly froze and then accepted the nozzle from Anna as the older woman reached into her pocket.  Before Lucy could even think, her already-tender bottom was being smacked again and again with the tawse Anna had pulled from her pocket.  Lucy was soon screeching and attempting to roll off the pillow and away from the hated leather.
"I warned you, young lady," Anna said calmly as she easily pulled the girl back into position and kept her there with one hand firmly planted against her lower back.  "If you want to have your enema only after having your bottom thrashed, so be it."  Lucy was promising to be good, to be still, the entire time Anna spanked her.  Wanting to make her point, Anna gave the girl two-dozen swats with her tawse before allowing it to come to rest on Lucy's now welted and red bottom.
"Are you going to behave, or shall I call for your Papa?" Anna asked, and almost smiled with the quickness of Lucy's answer.
"I'll behave ... I ... I'll be goo ... good," Lucy hiccupped her answer, knowing she would die if Lucas were to see her in this position, nude, her bottom striped and pointed up and out into the room, an enema bag over her head, the awful nozzle waiting to be inserted into her bottom.
"Move an inch, and I shall send for your Papa," Anna warned, before returning the tawse to her pocket.  "Arms folded behind your back, legs wide, if you please," Anna further ordered; Lucy sobbed, but obeyed.  She felt the woman's fingers pulling at one of her cheeks, opening her bottom.  "Apply the lubricant, Molly," she ordered, and Lucy felt consumed with mortification as her maid's fingers dipped between her cheeks, something cold and slippery being applied to her bottom-hole.  "That's enough," Anna instructed and retrieved the nozzle from Molly.  Lucy continued to sob, but forced herself to remain still as Anna pressed the lubricated tip of the nozzle against her tightly puckered bottom-hole.
"Relax your bottom, Lady Huntington," Anna said as she began to press the nozzle against the resisting orifice.  "Stop all that ridiculous clenching, unless you wish to have Miss Molly hold your bottom open the entire time you take your enema.  You will not keep the nozzle out of your bottom but will only earn additional punishment."  Lucy attempted to obey, her mind seizing on the fact that the housekeeper had called her by her new name as if to remind her that even titled women living this lifestyle were subject to immensely embarrassing and intrusive punishments. 
Anna ignored her sobs as she slowly but firmly pressed the nozzle into the small, virgin hole.  Lucy continued to alternate between attempting to obey and attempting to expel the nozzle.  When her muscle finally yielded, she screeched at the sharp but brief pain, her embarrassment acute.  Anna didn't comfort the girl; she was being punished, and it should not be an easy thing to submit.  She made sure she held the nozzle in place a few moments before removing it, to force the girl through another humiliating insertion.  Lucy tried to block out what was happening, but her mind refused to allow her to escape.
"Instead of wasting your energy with needless worries about the nozzle not being able to fit into your naughty little bum, Lucy," Anna said, as she slowly inserted the nozzle back into Lucy's bottom, "You should instead spend your energy remembering the rules that your Papa has attempted to teach you."  Lucy felt humiliated as the woman lectured her.  She kept her eyes tightly clenched as the nozzle was again extracted only to feel it being reinserted for the third time, unaware that Anna had passed the duty to Molly.  As it slowly entered her bottom, Lucy finally accepted the fact that she would find the nozzle seated and removed repeatedly until she showed her submission.
"I'm ... I'm sorry.  Please ... please ... put my nozzle in my ... my bottom," Lucy whispered as she accepted the punishment.  Her words seemed to be what Anna needed.  She nodded at Molly who pushed the nozzle into Lucy's bottom until it was deeply seated and allowed to remain dormant, deep within her bowels.
"Cup your hands around your elbows, Lucille," Anna instructed, and helped guide the girl into the desired position.  "Keep your legs spread wide so that I might be able to determine if I need to make any adjustments."  Lucy flushed but nodded.
"Ye ... yes, Ma'am." Anna made sure the length of tubing was unkinked before reaching up to begin the flow of liquid.  Lucy gave a small jerk at the sound of the click as Anna adjusted the clamp.  Warm, but not hot, water began to enter Lucy, and she began to cry softly.  Anna again ignored her, knowing the girl's tears were not caused by the pain of the enema but from the shame of it.  She also knew the little one would soon be doing far more than crying.
She stepped away from the bed and washed her hands at the bowl on Lucy's washstand. Anna took a seat at Lucy's desk and waited for the girl to take the full measure of her punishment enema. 
She turned to Molly, who was watching the liquid flow. While she had been the recipient of several enemas, she had never helped administer one.
"You may go, Molly," she said, and watched the girl move towards the door. "Remain in the kitchen until I am done. We shall discuss your forgetfulness in your duties at that time."
"Ye ... yes, Ma'am," Molly said, and knew she would soon receive some type of punishment for inconveniencing both Mrs. Bremmer, as well as interrupting the Lord of the manor. 
Lucy tried to lie still and accept the horrid enema as the punishment she knew she had earned. She silently promised to never curse again, never to force her husband to declare she needed her bottom cleansed for her foul mouth. She soon realized that this was not a normal, medicinal enema. Her insides began to burn, and the water continued to flow. She moaned softly and then louder as her first cramp hit.
"Ohhh, please ... it's too much ... it ... it hurts," she said, her eyes opening to see Anna calmly watching her.
"You've barely begun, child," Anna informed her as her eyes moved to the bag. "Your bottom has far more medicine to swallow." Lucy groaned as the soap continued to irritate her bowels. She felt full and was suddenly terrified she would be unable to hold all that solution inside her bottom. She suddenly understood why she had been put down on a rubber sheet. Anna saw the realization in Lucy's eyes and nodded.
"You will take every single drop of your medicine, Lucille," she said firmly. "Even if you do have an accident, I promise you'll wish you had been a good girl and dutifully accepted your due. If I have cause to repeat your lesson, I assure you the burn you are feeling from the soap will be far worse when I add pepper juice to your solution." The threat of additional burning didn't outweigh her fear of having an accident. She would be mortified if unable to hold the enema, and she clamped the muscles of her bottom tight. Her hands moved off her back to clutch at her sides only to hear Mrs. Bremmer order her back into position. She sobbed but forced her hands back, her stomach filling and pressing hard against the mattress with the weight of the water.
"How ... how much ... much more," Lucy gasped after another several minutes. "I ... I feel so ... so full ... I...”
"Hush, child," Anna said, standing to check the bag. She palpated it with her hands, sending a flood of water along the tube. "You have another third to go." Lucy moaned and closed her eyes. Anna watched as Lucy spread her legs even wider and lifted her bottom slightly as if trying to make room for the enema. The bag wasn't the largest in the house; Louisa often took time-and-a-half what Anna had prepared for Lucille. However, this was the first enema the poor girl had received, and Anna knew even its smaller volume would make quite the impression. She stepped to the bed and ran a cool cloth across Lucy's cheek and the back of her neck. Lucy shuddered and moaned.
"Tha ... thank you," she said, and then groaned and squirmed a bit as her stomach clenched. Anna slid her hand under the girl's body and gently massaged the swollen tummy. Lucy felt immense shame but also relief as the woman's fingers seemed to work their magic, allowing the rest of the bag's contents to make their way deep inside Lucy's slender body. Anna watched as the last of the liquid left the tube and then removed her hand. She shut off the valve and stepped from the bed.
"May ... may I ... I ... go to the water ... closet?" Lucy panted, her stomach rebelling at its unwanted contents. Anna smiled and shook her head.
"Goodness, no, Lucy," she said as if amused at the question. "You've only now accepted the entire bag. You'll need to hold it for quite some time so that it might do its job in reminding you that you'd be better off remembering not to use filthy language." Lucy shuddered, her entire body seeming to contract at the discomfort.
"How ... how ... long?" she whispered, her hands shaking as they clung to her elbows at the small of her back.
"How long what, my dear?" Anna asked as she settled herself back in her chair. Lucy moaned again.
"How ... when may I ... may I...""Expel?" Anna asked, knowing the humiliation of every moment helped to increase the lesson.
"Ye ... yes, when may I ... I expel?" Lucy asked, her need exceeding her embarrassment.
"Expel what?" Anna prompted, not willing to spare the girl an inch of shame. "You must accept what is happening and voice your acceptance, little one." Lucy nodded, exhaustion clear on her face as it tightened with another awful cramp.
"When may I expel my en ... enema, Ma'am?" she said bravely, her teeth biting her bottom lip, her bottom clenched around the tubing protruding from her small bottom-hole. 
Anna made a show of looking at the clock on the wall. "You will hold your punishment enema for another fifteen minutes, Lucille," she announced. Lucy shuddered from the top of her head to the tips of her toes but nodded her acceptance.
"Yes, Ma'am," Lucy whispered, and Anna felt respect grow for the young woman who had taken the difficult punishment with only the briefest of spankings and minimum of fuss. When Anna stood again, Lucy had her eyes closed, her breath coming in short pants as she coped with her punishment. She only moaned when she felt Anna's hand on her bottom, drawing its globes apart. “Tell me, Lucille," she asked, "why are you in this position, and what punishment did you require?" Lucy trembled all over but managed to answer.
"I said filthy words and was disrespectful to my family. I ... disobeyed my ... my ... Papa when he warned me not to curse again. I ... I was naughty and earned a ... an enema as pun ... punishment to ... to cleanse me. I'm so sorry ... please ... please may I expel my ... my medicine?" She begged, her body cramping almost constantly. Anna removed the bag from its hook and draped the long coil over her arm. She reached out and gently patted Lucy's hands.
"Come child," Anna said softly, using her free hand to help Lucy roll off the pillow and off the bed as the girl continued to moan, her hands going to cup her swollen stomach. Lucy prayed hard the entire time as she waddled from the room, only stopping when she was positioned over a large pail that must have held the water brought up from the kitchen for her enema. Her face burned as she was bent forward, her bottom cheeks spread so that Mrs. Bremmer could gently ease the nozzle from her bottom. Lucy cried out as she immediately settled onto the pail, her hands around her knees as she bent forward with the shame of it all. Anna ignored her young charge as she rinsed out the enema bag with water from Lucy's pitcher and then used it to fill the bag again. Lucy looked up when the woman was leaving the room, the bag again looking full.
She began to cry as she understood her punishment was not yet done. By the time she was once again over the pillow, all naughtiness had fled from her. She was a very contrite little one, her face red from her shame and streaked with her tears. Anna explained that another enema was necessary, unless she wished to continue to feel her insides burning. Though Lucy understood that this second enema was not meant as punishment, the shame of having to accept it remained. She was placed back on the pail and watched as the bag was shaken to release any leftover water, the nozzle thoroughly washed with soap and water. Lucy had never been more grateful when Anna left the room with the deflated bag and promised herself she would never give her husband cause to repeat the awful, humiliating and painful punishment. 
Anna returned to quickly give Lucy a thorough, embarrassing washing and then dried her with a thick towel.
"You did well, Lucille," Anna said as she led the girl from the room. Lucy felt an unexpected rush of pleasure at the words.
"Thank you, Mrs. Bremmer," she said softly, discovering she was truly exhausted. If she had raised her eyes from her feet, she would have seen Lucas standing at the side of the bed. Instead, she only became aware of his presence when he spoke.
"Thank you, Anna. I shall take care of our little one from here," he said softly, his heart pounding at the sight of his bride totally nude for the first time. Lucy's eyes flew to his, her face instantly suffusing with color as her free hand moved in an attempt to cover her nakedness. Anna simply shook her head in amusement.
"Yes, Sir," she said as she released Lucy's hand. "She did well, Sir. Only earned a quick tawsing and I'm sure she has learned the evils of cursing." Lucas nodded, no doubt agreeing that the lesson was not one to fade from his wife's memory soon. Anna left the room, and only when Lucas stepped away from the bed did Lucy see that the covers had been laid back as if to welcome her between them. Her eyes widened as she saw the awful red mat had been moved to lie on top of the sheet though the pillow had been removed. She also saw something white on top of the mat. Understanding flooded through her, and she stepped away.
"No, please ... please don't ... don't dia ... diaper me. Please, Lucas, please," she said, her hand moving from attempting to cover her breast to cover her mouth. Lucas was quickly in front of her, his arms drawing her into his embrace. Lucy remained stiff for only an instant before collapsing into him, her sobs filling the room as she took another step into submission.
"Shhhh, shhhh, Kitten," Lucas said softly, his head resting on top of hers. She continued to sob and didn't struggle as he scooped her into his arms. He walked to the wide window seat and sat, adjusting her on his lap, one arm holding her against his chest, his hand cupping her bottom while the other began to stroke her arm. He allowed her to cry herself out, knowing she was exhausted both physically as well as emotionally. The day had held so much and yet was barely half done. She had awakened a newly betrothed young woman and was now sitting nude on the lap of her new husband, her bottom both paddled and cleansed, a nappy waiting on her bed. He understood her mind was overwhelmed with all these events but also knew he would not hesitate to continue her lessons. Several minutes passed before he felt her begin to calm. He waited until he heard only the occasional sniffle.
"Kitten, you will always be diapered when you nap. The rubber mat is only for today in case you have yet to expel all of your enema," he said, and heard her moan. She squirmed against him, her shame intense at hearing him speak of such an awful, intimate thing. He didn't allow her to hide. "You earned your punishment enema, Lucille, and if you choose to forget you are a lady again and curse, your bottom will hold another. Do you understand me, Kitten?" She buried her face in his chest, but he still felt a small nod. "You are required to answer me, sweetie," he said. "I don't want to have to read your mind or guess at your answer. Tell me, do you understand that punishment enemas will be used regularly if I decide they are needed?"
"Ye ... yes, Sir," she whispered, her bottom clenching and then clenching even tighter when she realized his hand was cupping her naked rear.
"Good girl," he said and brushed a kiss against the top of her head. "You will have your own nursery at Hunter's Ridge," he continued, and her heart pounded. "You will sleep in your own crib and wear a nappy." She shuddered at the thought and memory of seeing her own twin wearing a nappy and knew she should have expected the same. Lucas adjusted her slightly on his lap and forced her chin up so that she was made to meet his eyes. "You will also use your nappy, young lady. If you are naughty and disobey me in this, you, young lady, will wear nothing but a nappy until you learn to obey your Papa. Is that absolutely clear?" Lucy wanted to shut her eyes, but his gaze held hers. She slowly nodded and when she saw his eyebrow quirk up, she remembered his earlier words.
"Ye ... yes, Sir," she managed. Lucas nodded and bent to brush his lips across hers. She instantly felt her body respond, as her nipples puckered tightly, her sex moistening from just the barest touch of his lips against hers. She was unaware of the small moan he heard and the instant thickening of his cock beneath her bottom. Lucas pressed his lips to hers more firmly, demanding entrance as his tongue explored her mouth. Lucy's arm lifted to wrap around his neck, her body straining against him, her blood racing through her body. She moaned again and then whimpered when he released her. Lucas stood, though his legs felt a bit unsteady from his arousal. He knew he had every right to take her immediately, to claim her as his own. However, he wished to make her his in a proper marriage bed, one without a rubber mat and a nappy ready for her use. He carried her to the bed and gently laid her down on the mat. She shuddered again at the chill of the rubber and closed her eyes when she saw him reach for the nappy.
"Lift up your bottom, Kitten," Lucas instructed, and she slowly obeyed. He slipped the nappy beneath her. "Spread your legs for me," he said and watched as her legs shifted slightly apart. He smiled and used his own hands to push them further apart until she was spread beneath him. His breath again caught at the sight of her blond curls, noticing they were damp. He ran a finger down her sex and then slipped the tip just inside her pussy. Lucy moaned, her eyes opening to find him looking directly into her own. "I will also teach you much pleasure, Kitten," he said as his finger moved in and out of her just the tiniest bit. Her breath caught as her heart threatened to beat its way out of her chest. "There is so much for you to learn, my love." She nodded, unable to speak but desperate to ask for him to begin her lesson now. He smiled and removed his finger only to pull the nappy up between her damp thighs. She flushed but said nothing as he secured it with pins. He pulled her to a sitting position in order to draw a small nightgown over her head. Once dressed, he allowed her to lie back and pulled the covers up over her small body. She was trembling, not with cold but with the need for something she wanted to discover. 
Lucas bent to kiss her again, though only on her cheek. He ran a finger down her cheek.
"Sleep well, Kitten," he said, his voice husky with his own need. She nodded, turning on her side, her hands tucked under her face as she looked at him. He picked up her doll from the shelf and held it out to her. She blushed but reached out and accepted it. He watched as she tucked the doll into her arms.
"I love you, Kitten," he said as he bent down to press his lips to her forehead. He stood to leave and then froze as she began to sob. Startled, he knelt at the side of the bed, his hand reaching to cup her cheek.
"Lucy, shhh, what is it? Why are you crying?" he asked, totally unprepared for the sounds of her obvious distress. She continued to sob even as he realized she was also attempting to speak.
"How ... how ... why..." she stuttered, her words interrupted by wracking sobs. Lucas stood, pulling back the covers and once more scooping her into his arms. He lifted her and then settled himself on the bed, cradling her in his arms once more. She clung to him, her face buried against his neck as her body shuddered with her tears.
"Lucy, honey, shhh, you are safe. I have you, you have nothing to fear," he said, softly stroking her arm, her back, her cheek in an effort to calm her. Lucy's heart ached as she sobbed, knowing he must be disappointed in her, though his words were kind.
"How ... how can you lo ... love me when ... when I'm so ... so bad?" she finally managed to say. Lucas was dumbfounded at the question. Didn't she know she fulfilled him in all ways? How could she not realize he loved her with every fiber of his being?
"Kitten," he said, as he held her even tighter. "You are not bad, sweetheart. You are my good girl, and I will always love you." He was surprised when she began to cry even harder.
"But ... but you ... you had to sp ... spank me, and ... and," she attempted, gulping as she tried to breathe, talk and sob at the same time. Lucas shushed her again, his hand never stopping its gentle stroking of her trembling body.
"Lucy," he said softly. "Little one, I will always love you even if I have to spank you every single day. I spanked you because I love you. You were given a cleansing because I don't wish the one I love to speak like a sailor." She shook her head against his neck, and he sighed. He didn't speak until finally she began to calm. When he realized she was no longer gasping for breath, he shifted slightly so that he could look down into her face. She looked so pitiful, so sorrowful and so very, very sad.
"Oh, Kitten," he murmured, his lips brushing against her forehead. "I promise I have loved you from the moment I saw you, and I promise I will love you for the rest of my life. Why would you think I couldn't or wouldn't love you?" She shook her head again but began to feel hope flood through her.
"I ... I was naughty from the moment I saw you today," she said. "I ... I didn't want to wear that dress. I ... I wondered if you ... if you would ... if I could..." she hesitated, and he quickly stepped into the gap.
"Sweetheart, we have already discussed this. Yes, you were naughty, and yes, I had to give you a paddling. But, Kitten, I told you that you have been forgiven. Tell me, when Edward had to punish you, did you think he no longer loved you?" She blushed but shook her head slowly.
"No ... no ... I ... I know he loves me," she admitted though he could barely hear her words. He smiled and again kissed her forehead.
"Kitten, I promise I love you even more than your guardian. Just because you give me cause to punish you, you will never have cause to doubt my love for you," he said. She dropped her gaze but not before he saw the confusion in her eyes, as well as the flush that colored her cheeks. 
He used a finger to lift her chin though she initially resisted the move. Once her eyes again found his, he continued. "Why do you doubt my words, Lucy?" he asked quietly. She had her lower lip between her teeth, a sign that he knew meant she was both confused and worried. He brushed his finger against her lip until she released it. "Tell me, Kitten." Lucy didn't want to voice the question but knew she must.
"You ... you haven't ... haven't take ... taken me as yours," she whispered, and then had to close her eyes. “I ... I know you don't want to be marr ... married to a naughty girl who only causes you to pun ... punish her. How can you ... you want me like a ... a wife?" Lucas was grateful that he was able to stifle the chuckle he felt. He pulled her closer.
"Oh, Kitten," he said. "I swear to you that I have wanted nothing more than to take you to my bed and make you completely mine." He felt her gasp and then shudder. He again forced her to look at him. "Lucille, I have wanted you every moment since I met you. I have nearly burst with the need to bed you. Don't you know how much you make me desire you? 
"She shook her head in confusion. "But ... but how could I know?" she asked, her face again scarlet. Lucas understood that she was a true innocent. He took a deep breath and sighed. Lucy pulled away slightly, but he soon had her held close again. He reached down and unfastened a pin holding the nappy she had forgotten she was wearing. Feeling it loosen, her face again flamed, her heart pounded wondering if he was preparing to punish her for her questions. Lucas didn't allow her to wonder long. He quickly moved his hand until his palm was cupping her sex. She gasped, the touch igniting her body. Lucas felt her moisture pool against his palm.
"Lucy, the reason your pussy grows wet when I touch you is because you body is readying itself to be taken." She stopped breathing at his words, his hand moving down until a finger slid between her swollen lips. He stroked her several times until she was once more panting, her hands clutching at his arm.
"But ... but ... I ... I get wet ... when ... when you spank ... spank me," she admitted and then moaned as he brushed her clit with the pad of his fingertip. Lucas nodded and removed his hand from her sex. He again forced her eyes to his.
"I know you do, Kitten," he said, and adored the flush that colored her cheeks. "Knowing that your pussy gets wet even when I'm blistering your little bottom tells me that you are the one woman meant to be mine. Though your bottom hurts after I spank you, Kitten, your body is readying itself for what your heart needs," he said, and then bent until his lips were only an inch from her own. "And, what you need, Kitten, is for me to take you." She moaned as he kissed her, her body surging up. Lucas moved his hand to cup her breast, her nipple instantly hardening, its point seeming to attempt to pierce her thin gown in order to feel the true heat of his skin. Lucas gave his own small moan. He released both her breast and her mouth. She was panting, her eyes glazed with her need. He took her hand and slowly brought it down until it was pressed against the length of his erection. Her eyes widened as she realized what she was being made to feel. Lucas' voice was husky; he attempted to control his desire as she pressed her hand against his shaft. "I don't get wet, Kitten," he admitted as he removed his hand from hers. "I get hard. My cock has been hard for you for a very long time." She didn't remove her hand, only pressed it tighter against him. She had never felt a man's cock and was amazed that it felt like a rod of steel rather than flesh. Her eyes lowered to see her hand lightly stroking up and down against the front of his pants. Lucas quickly moved to take her hand away, his own chest heaving. Lucy blushed and felt guilt spread through her.
"I'm ... I'm sorry," she whispered. "I ... I know it's the middle of the day and you ... you can’t..." Her voice trailed off as his laughter exploded into the room.
"Kitten, a clock does not dictate to a man's cock," he said and loved the look of shock on her face. "I will take you whenever I desire, Kitten, no matter if the day has just dawned or if the sun is high in the sky or if it is dark as pitch. You will be mine whenever, wherever and however, I so wish, just as you vowed this morning." His laughter had ended as his voice deepened with a need she still could barely imagine.
"But ... you ... you are har ... hard now, and I'm ... I'm wet," she said, her heart pounding with the need for him to claim her. Lucas wanted nothing more but knew rules had to be set down and adhered to, despite his reluctance at this moment.
"Kitten, naughty little girls are not allowed pleasure," he said softly, but she didn't doubt a single word. "When I've had cause to punish you, it would negate the lesson if I were also to pleasure you. You will be taught to make a proper penance, and though the act will bring me pleasure, you will receive none until I am sure the lesson has been properly learned. I will often take you after I've punished you, and though your pussy will be dripping with your need, you will be left aching until the lesson is learned. Though, as you noticed, my cock is hard, and it is my right to take you even now, my desire is to wait until I can also allow you to take your first pleasure at my hands." He briefly considered taking this opportunity to put her on her knees to make her penance but also understood that lesson would be confusing since he had not spanked or paddled her. He took another deep breath. "If you are my very good little one and take your nap and, young lady, use your nappy, then you shall discover much more pleasurable lessons tonight." Lucy gasped, his reminder of his expectations of her using her nappy causing her body to clench. Lucas saw her shame and again cupped her breast, his thumb rubbing across her taut nipple. "Be my good girl, Kitten," he said. "Be a good girl and do what you must, for I fear both of us will explode if you choose to disobey me and earn a punishment instead of the pleasure I desire to teach you." His look, his touch on her breast and his words caused her to nod her head. She couldn't voice the words, her shame too intense, but Lucas allowed her silent acceptance. He kissed her again and then moved off the bed. He once more laid her on the mat and made a point of tightly refastening her nappy. She watched as he left her side and returned with a glass of water he had poured from the pitcher. He didn't speak as he helped her to sit and handed the glass to her. She knew the offering was to help her in fulfilling his expectations, and though she blushed, she dutifully finished the entire glass. Lucas took it from her, placing it on the table before turning her onto her side. He patted her diapered bottom to drive his request home. He watched as she once more hugged her doll, her knees drawn up to her chest. He made a note of another item he would immediately purchase when he saw her free hand drifting to her mouth.
"Sleep well, Kitten," he said as he again tucked the covers in around her. This time when he told her he loved her, he heard her answer.
"I love you, Papa."
 



Chapter 6
 
Lucy couldn't hide her joy as Edward lifted his glass in a toast.  She lifted her own glass of champagne that she had been allowed upon this occasion.
"I wish you nothing but happiness," Edward said, and then grinned.  "I trust you will learn to be the good little girl I know is inside you somewhere."  Lucas chuckled, and even Louisa giggled, knowing how often her twin managed to find trouble.  Lucy blushed but took a sip of the sweet drink and found herself hoping the same. 
She had fallen asleep almost before Lucas left her room.  She was exhausted by the events of the day, her body falling quickly into slumber, though her mind was filled with questions.  She was awakened briefly when her bladder announced its need and fought against the pressure until she realized that, by doing so, she was again choosing to be naughty.  Though she allowed herself to cry with the shame of the act, she did as she was told and wet her nappy.  Falling back asleep had surprised her, and though she felt intense shame when Mrs. Bremmer entered the room to awaken her, the housekeeper hadn't so much as mentioned the fact that the freshly wed woman needed to be changed like an infant.  Anna had simply removed the soiled nappy and quickly bathed Lucy before dressing her once more in childish clothing.  Lucy understood how Louisa must feel every afternoon but also realized that being forced to nap while wearing and using a nappy served as a great reminder of how submissive they were to be to their Papas, who also were their husbands.  Nevertheless, she was incredibly grateful when she stepped into a pair of lacy, girlish drawers instead of having another nappy pinned around her bottom.  She had prayed Lucas would not mention his request in the presence of anyone and only relaxed when he simply entered her room and gathered her into his arms when he saw Mrs. Bremmer give him a nod.  He bent his head to whisper in her ear. 
"That's my very, very good little girl," he said, and then kissed her, once more igniting her desire.  He had taken her hand and led her downstairs.  The household had evidently been busy as the air was full of delicious aromas from whatever was cooking.  Flowers filled various vases, their aroma adding to the sweetness in the air.  Lucas had not left her side since she had been led into the parlor.
"You are a lovely bride," Eleanor said and meant each word.  Lucy's face shone with her joy, her eyes sparkling with both happiness and a glimmer of expectation.  Lucas looked as proud as a peacock.  Eleanor had not been truly surprised when he had appeared on her doorstep a few hours earlier.  She had congratulated him and then spent a couple of hours packing various items into a trunk for his trip back to his Hunter's Ridge.  She had promised to procure the additional clothing he requested and have them sent to Wintercrest.  She smiled, knowing he would also find use of all the special items she had included and hoped to hear tales of how well Lucy accepted her dual roles.
"Thank you, Miss Summers," Lucy said, blushing at the compliment.  She was wearing a pale pink dress, her hair hanging loose down her back.  Louisa was dressed almost identically, though her dress was blue.  Lucy had also thanked Lord Eddington when he had kissed her and actually patted her bottom.  She had tried not to show any indication that her bottom was still tender, but wondered if the man had somehow known about her spanking.  His wife had hugged her as well and wished her happiness.  Mrs. Bremmer appeared to announce that dinner was ready, and the group walked to the dining room.
"Oh, it's beautiful," Lucy gasped, seeing the table.  Dozens of candles had been lit to illuminate the table with a soft glow.  Flowers again spilled from vases, and platters of delicious food covered the length of the table.  They all took their seats, and glasses were being refilled with either champagne or wine.  Lucy discovered her own flute had been removed, her usual glass of milk at her place.  She blushed at the acknowledgement that, even as the bride, she was still treated as a child.  She was determined not to cause anything to mar the evening.  Lucas' promise of lessons still to come helped her to be his good girl.  She accepted her plate's being filled for her and sat quietly while the others were served.  Conversation flowed around her, and she occasionally answered a question when one was posed to her.  She often looked to her husband to find his eyes always meeting hers.  She flushed as she thought of what the conclusion of the day would bring.  She saw Miss Summers smiling at her and quickly dropped her eyes.  Edward thought his ward looked charming and was proud of her behavior.  She had evidently taken her first lesson at Lucas' hand to heart.  She was demure and polite, her face flushed, exactly as a virginal bride was expected to be. 
Molly brought in a huge tray that held a large cake.  Lucy smiled and accepted the first slice.  By the time the meal was concluded, the cook was called into the room, and enthusiastic thanks for the delicious wedding feast were given by everyone.  She gave Lucy a hug and added her wishes to the others.  The men stood and helped the women from their chairs.  Lucy saw her guardian accept something from Mrs. Bremmer and watched as he gestured to Louisa.  Her sister went to her husband, and Lucy's mouth dropped open when she saw Louisa open her mouth wide to accept what appeared to be a huge baby's pacifier into her mouth.  Edward buckled the object around his wife's head and patted her bottom.
"My little one is having a lesson on bridling her tongue," Edward explained, and the men nodded as if understanding the need.  Lucy looked to see Lucas watching her, and she blushed hotly.  Lord Eddington followed Edward into the parlor to enjoy an after dinner drink and a cigar.  Lucy realized that, though her sister must be very embarrassed at being effectively gagged, she was accepting her husband's punishment with quiet dignity.  Louisa and Lady Eddington went to the library, where they were soon laying out a game to play.  Lucy walked to join them but found her hand being taken by Miss Summers.
"No, sweetie," Eleanor said.  "Your Papa has asked me to speak with you.  Tell your sister and Lady Eddington good night."  She obeyed, and though the twins hugged each other, neither could say a word to the other.  Lucy felt her hand taken and was led from the room.  She saw Lucas waiting at the foot of the stairs and blushed beautifully.  He smiled and took her hand from Eleanor.
"I want you to obey Miss Summers, Kitten," he said, and though he was smiling, Lucy felt a bit of unease.  "Do what you are told.  I shall be up soon."
"Ye ... yes, Sir," she said, accepting his kiss.  He put her hand back into Eleanor's, who quietly led her upstairs.  Lucy expected to be led to her room and was surprised when Eleanor turned and walked to the opposite end of the long hallway.  Suddenly understanding her destination, Lucy felt her face heat.  Eleanor opened the door and led her into the suite of rooms that Lucas had occupied since his arrival at Wintercrest. 
Lucy saw evidence of work in this room, as well.  Again, candles lit the room, and she could smell flowers.  Her eyes darted around the room and halted when she saw the huge four-poster bed to the right of the door.  Her heart began to pound as she imagined Lucas sleeping on it, her blood racing with the knowledge that she would soon be sleeping on it, as well.  Eleanor smiled, seeing her flush.
"Come, Lucy; a bath has been prepared for you," she said, and drew the girl into another room, where a huge copper tub steamed in readiness.  Lucy continued to blush as she was quickly undressed.  Her hands moved to attempt to halt Eleanor's but quickly dropped when Eleanor told her not to be naughty.  Lucy closed her eyes as her drawers were removed, and she was led to the tub.  She waited for Eleanor to comment on the welts decorating her bottom from Mrs. Bremmer's tawsing, but Eleanor simply helped her into the tub and waited as the girl sank into the water.
"I can bathe myself," Lucy said, when she saw Eleanor reach for a cloth and a bar of soap.  Eleanor simply smiled and lathered the cloth.  You will learn that, though you might be capable of doing many things, little one, your Papa requires them to be done for you," she said as she began to run the cloth over Lucy's face.  Lucy shuddered but remained still and accepted the words.  She couldn't seem to stop blushing as she was most thoroughly washed, far more than she had experienced at the hands of Molly, or even Mrs. Bremmer, when they had bathed her.  She was turned around, her back to the room as her bottom was scrubbed quite hard.  She failed to stifle a gasp as Eleanor's hand moved to wash between her legs.  She shut her eyes tightly, her hands clenched into fists as she tried to ignore the sensation.  Eleanor grinned, knowing the poor thing had far more embarrassing things to accept.
"You may sit down," Eleanor said, and then dumped several cupfuls of water over her head.  She lathered and rinsed the thick hair twice before deciding that Lucy was as clean as she could be without adding an additional internal cleansing.  After learning of Lucy's first cleansing, Eleanor had made certain that a large enema bag with a long length of tubing—as well as several nozzles—were packed into one of the several boxes to be moved to Hunter's Ridge.  Lucas was a firm believer in the use of enemas as both punishment and for regular cleansing.  This little one would learn that, though she might continue to be embarrassed at being helped to dress, bathe or attended to in other intimate ways, her embarrassment would not do her any true good. 
Eleanor helped Lucy from the tub and then instructed her to sit on a small stool.  Thinking she was to have her hair combed out to dry, Lucy obeyed and then gasped when Eleanor reached over and spread her knees wide apart.  Lucy immediately attempted to close her legs, but Eleanor was even quicker.
"No!  You will keep your legs open, young lady," she ordered, and pressed her hands harder, forcing an even wider spread.  Lucy whimpered, wanting to run from the room.  Eleanor seemed to sense her wishes and forced the girl's eyes to her own.  "It would be a terrible thing to go to your marriage bed with a well-thrashed bottom, Lucille."  Lucy whimpered again but instantly understood the threat.  She watched as Eleanor removed the towel that had been covering a tray of items.  She saw a mug of what looked like bits of soap, a small-but-full brush and a folded razor.  Her eyes grew huge at the sight.  She had often watched her father shave and had been both frightened and fascinated as he used the razor.  He had warned her never to touch it, as it would cut her with its sharp blade.  Her throat tightened as she watched Eleanor use the brush to quickly whip up a thick lather in the mug.
"Wha ... what are you going to do?" Lucy whispered, though she had an uneasy idea from her position on the stool as well as the memory of feeling Lucas' fingers tugging against her curls.  "Are you ... you going to sha ... shave me?" she asked, her heart hammering.
"Yes, sweetie," Eleanor said, and smiled at the woman.  "Little ones do not have hair between their legs, hiding their pussies."  Her blunt words confirmed Lucy's thought, and she swallowed hard.
"Do ... does Luc ... Lucas know?" she asked, and then realized it was a stupid question.  Of course, her husband would know!
"Yes, Lucille, this is what your Papa wishes, just as he wishes you to obey me," Eleanor said, and then leaned forward with the brush.  "Now, I want you to be very still, though this might tickle a bit."  She smothered Lucille's pubic hair in the shaving soap and picked up the razor.  "That was a good girl," Eleanor said, and again met Lucy's eyes.  "Don't move; I don't wish to cut your sweet kitty."  Lucy couldn't watch; her eyes were slammed shut, her breath barely moving her chest as she felt Eleanor's hand press against her inner thigh.  She moaned as she felt the first swipe of the razor and tensed as if waiting to feel pain.  She gradually relaxed, as the shaving continued without incident.  Lucy felt a wet cloth being pressed against her sex and opened her eyes to see that Eleanor had set aside the razor and was rinsing away the soap.  Lucy's eyes widened as Eleanor removed the cloth.  While she had never truly thought about her pubic hair, Lucy had also never once considered having it removed.  She looked pink and bare, her pubic mons seeming to be huge, and she could see the full lips of her sex, slightly parted.
"Ohhhh," she moaned and then shut her eyes when she was again lathered.  Eleanor made sure to remove every hair, her fingers sliding between Lucy's vulva lips, grinning as she found them covered with the girl's own cream.  She washed her once more before declaring her properly shorn.  Lucy found she couldn't speak or even look at Eleanor as she was helped off the stool.  She was led, still naked, to a stool that had been placed before the large fireplace that took up most of the outer wall of the room.  Eleanor gently ran a brush through Lucy's hair countless times before the mass began to dry.  Lucy had been stiff, her back ramrod-straight at the first pull of the brush.  By the time her hair was dry and lying like a golden shawl over her shoulders to cover her breasts and down her back to touch the beginning swells of her small bottom, she was limp and totally relaxed.  Eleanor smiled as she led the woman to stand by the bed. 
Lucy saw a white garment lying on the bed and watched as Eleanor lifted it.  Lucy blushed, seeing that it was a nightgown like nothing she had seen before.  It appeared to be almost translucent, and as it was pulled over her body, she felt her nipples harden and her sex begin to pulse as the fabric slipped across her skin.  Eleanor turned the girl to face her.
"You are indeed a beautiful young woman, Lucille," Eleanor said, softly.  "Lucas is a lucky man."  Lucy blushed, which only made her skin seem to glow even brighter.  Eleanor led her back to the fire, seating herself in a large armchair and guiding Lucy to sit on the floor at her feet.
"I know that what I am about to discuss should come from your mother, little one," Eleanor said, and Lucy felt her eyes well.  Eleanor reached out and gently stroked a finger down Lucy's cheek.  "I am sorry for your loss, Lucy.  If there is ever a time a young woman needs her mother's advice, her wedding night is that time.  I am honored to be able to help you in your mother's absence."  Lucy nodded, even though she wished with all her heart that her mother were seated before her.  Eleanor gave her another few moments.
"Don't be frightened, Lucille," she said, softly.  "I know you are an innocent, but since you did attend school with other girls, I know girls will talk and whisper what they assume happens when a man mates with a woman.  Have you heard this sort of talk?"  Lucy was stunned at the bluntness of the question and couldn't speak.  Eleanor shook her head, "Don't be shy, little one.  I am not trying to embarrass you but to prepare you for when you are taken for the first time.  Tell me now, what do you know?"  Part of Lucy wished she could disappear, but another part prompted her to take advantage of this opportunity. 
Eleanor said softly,  "All little ones have questions before they are bedded for the first time.  Or is it that your sister has spoken about things she has been instructed to keep silent about?"  Her question caused Lucy to gasp.  Eleanor remained quiet, allowing the young woman to gather her thoughts.  Her patience was finally rewarded when Lucy's soft voice broke the silence of the room.   
"Louisa has not spoken to me," Lucy said, and her embarrassment at the admission of her total ignorance was obvious.  "I only heard that ... that it is painful.  Will ... will it hurt?"
"It will," Eleanor admitted but was quick to continue, "But, little one, it will only hurt the first me your husband enters you."  Lucy couldn't help but tremble as she remembered the feel of Lucas' cock beneath her hand when he had placed it on his shaft.  Eleanor reached down and stroked her cheek before tucking a strand of hair behind Lucy's ear.
"Men, especially men like your husband, will demand your submission when you are taken, Lucille.  You are a lucky little girl," she said, with a smile.  "Though you must always offer yourself to your husband whenever he so desires, I know Lucas will take the time to be gentle as he teaches you how to please him."  She thought the blush that suffused Lucy's face was adorable and also spoke the truth of her innocence.  "Lucy, you do know what a cock is, don't you?"  Lucy's face turned even redder, her eyes immediately dropping to look at her hands twisting in her lap.  The room remained silent except for the occasional popping of a log as it burned in the fireplace.  Eleanor simply waited, and Lucy finally nodded.
"I ... I know," she whispered.  "Lucas had me touch..." she paused, her embarrassment acute.  "I ... I never ... never have ..." she quieted, unable to continue.
"Of course you haven't, my girl," Eleanor said, with a smile.  "You are a virginal, innocent bride, exactly as you should be.  Don't be frightened, Lucille; making love can be a wondrous thing.  You are a special type of woman.  We both know just how soaked you get between your legs when you are touched."  Lucy's whimper was ignored.  "It is nothing to be ashamed of.  It is a unique gift that only those women who are truly submissive and truly able to feel such intense passion possess.  Trust in Lucas, Lucille.  Trust him to teach you the endless ways to find pleasures he will provide you, and in turn, teach you to provide him."
Eleanor paused again, wanting the girl to have time to truly process her words.  "This life is not an easy one," Eleanor admitted, and reached down to cup Lucy's chin to force her eyes to meet hers.  "It won't be easy.  You will be often spanked, paddled, whipped and even caned.  You will be subjected to even more embarrassing things than the enema you received today.  You will often feel ashamed, but Lucy, you will learn to obey.  Lucas will be your husband, as well as your father.  He will demand both complete obedience and total submission.  He will take you to the depths of despair as he punishes your body when you disobey him."  Eleanor paused, knowing the girl was listening to words she didn't dare consider.  "You will beg him to be merciful, make promises you can't possibly be expected to keep, in an effort to have him stop reddening your bottom, your legs or anywhere he decides to punish."  She paused again, knowing Lucy had never once contemplated being punished on anywhere except her small, rounded bottom or the backs of her tender thighs.  Eleanor knew the girl would soon learn that her body could be most effectively punished in many additional places.  It would be Lucas' decision on which area he wished to direct his discipline, just as it was his decision on which implements he would choose to use on his child-wife.
"Little one, he will also take you to heights of pleasure you can't imagine," Eleanor said, with a knowing smile.  "You will beg him not to stop as he teaches you to allow yourself to let go of your inhibitions as you accept the gifts he offers.  You will plead for mercy as he forces you to experience sensations that will often consume your very soul.  True love is very rare, Lucy.  Few men and women are lucky enough to find that one person that allows them complete and utter surrender to each other.  I believe that you and Lucas are among those few.  Do not fear your husband, Lucy.  Do not ever question his love for you, as it will be proven every day for the rest of your life, regardless if it is given with a strap or with his possession of your body.  Learn to give yourself completely to him, and, my dearest little one, you will find complete happiness in your surrender."  Lucy couldn't speak.  She heard each word Eleanor spoke and felt the truth in the syllables as her heart and soul drank them in.  She remembered the vows she had sworn just that morning, vows that were echoed by Eleanor's words.  Speaking of such intimate things in the privacy of her husband's bedchamber seemed to add weight to the words spoken.  Lucy remembered her promises to submit and obey in all things, and a shiver of expectation, as well as fear flowed through her.  She laid her head against Eleanor's thigh and felt the woman stroking her hair.  Lucy didn't know if she could follow Eleanor's advice and was both frightened and fascinated with what she had heard.  Her fingers went to stroke the charm about her neck as she remembered the inscription Lucas had read to her.  All she knew for sure was that she would give her everything to Lucas because she loved him with every ounce of her being.
Neither heard the door opening or saw the man enter the room.  He stood for a moment, the sight before the fire taking his very breath away.  Eleanor's hand continued to stroke down Lucy's golden hair, her eyes lowered as she watched the girl accept her destiny.  Lucy looked like an angel, her body barely covered by the gossamer gown, the firelight reflecting the small perfect body through the sheer fabric.  Eleanor sensed something and looked up.  Her smile was beautiful as she nodded.
"Little one, your Papa is here," she whispered to the kneeling girl.  Lucy's eyes lifted and met those of her husband.  Her smile was hesitant but beautiful as it spread across her face.  Eleanor stood and reached down to draw the girl to her feet.  Lucy stood, her body trembling, her hands shaking as Lucas stood watching from across the room.  Eleanor bent and placed a kiss on Lucy's cheek.  "Remember," she whispered and said another word that caused Lucy's heart to pound:  "Submit."
Lucy didn't reply, her voice forgotten as the word resounded in her mind.  She watched as Eleanor nodded to Lucas and left the room, gently closing the door behind her.  Lucas hadn't seemed to even notice her, his eyes locked on the tiny figure in front of the fire.  As Eleanor descended the stairs, she felt a momentary twinge of regret for not finding a man who looked at her the way Lucas' eyes devoured his bride.  She tossed away her regret as she thought of all the young women she had helped prepare for evenings such as this.  She focused on hoping that the words she had imparted helped Lucy on the difficult journey she was only now beginning to explore.
 



Chapter 7
 
Lucy remained frozen; the room silent as if the occupants feared any sound would break the spell of expectation that seemed to hold them in place. Lucas was attempting to control the urge to simply throw Lucy down where she stood and stake the ultimate claim upon her. His eyes seemed to darken, and Lucy heard the small growl he was unaware he made. She felt her body tremble harder, his look seeming to say he wished to devour her. She was the supplicant to the man before her, his very presence filling her with submission. She lowered her eyes, her hands twisting in the thin fabric of her gown, one that she realized was almost transparent. As she became aware that the nipples of her breasts were clearly visible as they strained against the bodice of the gown, she moaned and began to lift her arms to cover herself. 
The silence was broken by a single command. "Don't." Lucas had no intention of allowing his bride to hide any part of her from him. Her hands seemed to hover in the air as if uncertain of their proper place. "Put your arms down, Kitten," Lucas said as he kept his eyes on her. "You will not cover yourself from me. You belong to me now, and I wish to drink my fill of your beauty." His words were kind, but firm and Lucy found her arms dropping to her sides, her chest heaving as she struggled to remember how to breathe. Lucas could see how her breasts rose and fell, the puckered nipples topping each lovely breast, drawing his focus. His cock, already swollen, seemed to swell further, though trapped inside the confines of his trousers. Lucas' eyes drifted from the tantalizing sight of Lucy's breasts to travel down her slim body whose outline was clearly defined by the firelight illuminating it through the gown. His heart almost stopped when he saw the apex of her thighs, the mound of her sex in slight shadow. He almost ordered her to lift her gown, to show him what he had instructed Eleanor to prepare. He heard a small whimper and understood that Lucy was aware of his perusal, where his eyes were now focusing, and knew she felt uneasy.
"Turn around for me," he said. Lucy didn't move, not understanding why he wished her to do so. Lucas drew off his coat, tossing it to a nearby chair and then realized she had yet to move. "Turn to the fire, Lucy," he repeated. "I wish to see all of my bride." Lucy blushed suddenly, as shy as if she were stark naked, instead of gowned. His voice was low and husky, yet he spoke with absolute authority. "Obey me," he said. "Show me your bottom." The bluntness of his order caused her to flush. She had never before been as conscious of her body as she was at this moment. She whimpered again, her breasts seeming to swell, her nipples to tighten, and her sex to moisten even further as if preparing itself for him. She slowly turned to the fire, her small bottom now outlined, its heart-shaped hillocks barely concealed under her gown. She wasn't aware of her husband's movements until he spoke from inches away.
"You are truly the most beautiful bride in the world, Lucy," Lucas said as he continued to look down at her. She began to turn to him, wishing to bury her face in his chest. She felt shamed by how she must appear, not as an innocent young woman but one whose own body seemed to declare her wanton. Lucas felt the movement and wrapped his arms around her, holding her, his front pressing against her back. She gasped, feeling his hands as they cupped her breasts, the sensation consuming her as she felt her nipples being stroked through the gown. Her legs began to tremble as she moaned and unconsciously pressed her breasts into his palms. Lucas bent and kissed her neck as he held her intimately for the first time. Lucy's face burned when she felt him press his hips forward, his hard body pressing into her soft one. She understood she was feeling his cock as it pressed against the small of her back. Her stomach flipped, and she felt a rush of moisture gathering between her legs. She began to shift her legs closer together but was stilled immediately when he dropped one hand and placed in on her lower abdomen.
"No," he whispered, kissing her neck again. "You will always remain open for me, little one. You will never attempt to close your legs to hide what is mine." She burned hotter, both with embarrassment as well as with an internal heat that was rolling through her body. She felt the hand move a bit lower until his palm was pressed against the freshly shorn mound of her pubis. Her breath hitched when a long finger moved to gently run through the center of her sex. She was suddenly mortified, when she realized he had easily discovered the evidence of the wetness that was filling her sex. "Beautiful," he said and Lucy's face flamed even hotter. A small mew of discomfort, based upon embarrassment about what he was speaking of, was drawn from her as his finger pressed harder between the now throbbing lips of her sex. Lucas adored the sound. After weeks of waiting, he was able to prove that his little lioness could purr. It was a sound he fully intended to hear thousands of times as he taught her pleasure. 
Lucas moved both of his hands to her shoulders and turned her to him. Lucy was relieved as she was pressed against his chest—her face hidden, her body no longer on display. Her relief was short-lived as she felt his huge hands drop to cup her bottom, his palms easily holding each buttock, as if they had been specifically made for this one man. She felt a shock through her body as he gently pressed her cheeks, kneading them softly before running his fingers all across the surface of her bottom. She realized this was a sensation she had never felt before. While she had felt hands on her bottom before, those hands had been hard and purposeful, always bringing a quick but different sort of burn as they spanked her for some naughtiness or misbehavior. The hands holding her now were not causing her pain; they were softly caressing her flesh, fingers moving to trace the sides of her hips and the underside of her bottom where it curved down into the beginning of her thighs. Just as he had drawn a finger up the center of her front, she felt a finger drawing up the cleft of her bottom. She moaned deeply, her hands moving from her sides to clutch at the shirt where she was pressing her face.
"Please..." she whispered, the shame of where his finger was intruding filling her. Lucas felt every movement she made and using both hands gently pulled the globes of her bottom slightly apart. Lucy moaned again and then whimpered as he once more used a single finger to trace the divide in her bottom. Even though she was wearing a gown, the fabric offered no resistance when he pressed the pad of his finger against her bottom-hole. Lucy lifted onto her toes, her voice echoing her distress with its higher pitched whimper.
"Shhh," Lucas said again, finding her neck with his lips and kissing her gently. "This bottom is also mine. You will discover how this bottom can be used to teach you obedience in so many different ways." She felt like she would die of shame as the finger continued to press against her. "This, too is mine," Lucas whispered and pressed hard against the hidden pucker. Lucy instantly remembered the horrid feeling of the nozzle as she had been penetrated, the shame of knowing her bottom was on display as she lay over the punishment pillow, the most secret part of her body no longer hidden. "You will never hide what is mine. I will spend the rest of my life teaching you all the wondrous ways your body can be used to discover untold pleasures, as well as pain, when you are disobedient. Do you understand that every inch of your body belongs to me?" Lucas asked quietly. Lucy nodded quickly against his shirt as the truth of his words consumed her. This man now owned her, every part of her. She had vowed before God to obey and submit to this man for the rest of her life.
"You will answer me, little one," Lucas reminded her. "Who does all this belong to?" he asked as his hands moved to cup first her bottom and then moved between their bodies where his palms skimmed across the area between her legs, then moved to cup her breasts, thumbs raking across hardened nipples before his hands cupped the scarlet cheeks of her face, forcing her to raise her head and meet his eyes. Lucy gasped at what she saw in their depths. She felt him devour her with them, and her own violet ones drank in the raw passion she saw.
"I belong to you," she whispered. "You own all of me." Lucas nodded and bent to take her mouth. Lucy's arms wrapped around his neck as he kissed her. He was staking a claim that no other person would ever be able to break. His kiss seared her soul; her blood seemed to boil with a heat that spread into every inch of her body. Her breasts seemed heavy and ached to be held, her nipples so hard they hurt. Her sex moistened again, the lips swelling, the small hidden bud twitching and making itself known as it swelled inside its tiny hood. Even the globes of her bottom began to ache; the remaining welts from Mrs. Bremmer's tawsing began to itch and burn as if aching for someone to stroke and soothe them. She could feel the ghost of his finger where it had pressed her so intimately. Lucy's whimper of pure need forced Lucas to take the kiss even deeper, his cock threatening to burst from its confines as it, too, demanded release. 
Lucas bent only slightly and scooped her into his arms. He carried her to the bed and placed her on it. She whimpered when he released her, and she found herself kneeling on the bed, her face flushed, her lips parted and burning, her arms lifting as if begging to be lifted into his arms again. Lucas ran his fingers through her hair. She gasped as he wrapped his fingers in her tresses, pulling her head back as he bent to ravish her mouth.
"Lift your arms," he said as he released her mouth. It took her a moment to focus on his words, her entire body throbbing, her lips still parted and swollen from his kiss. Lucas looked down at her, the woman he worshipped, kneeling on his bed, her body proving she was ready for him to stake the ultimate claim. Her eyes met his, glazed with a need she didn't fully understand and one only he would ever satisfy. "Kitten, lift your arms," he repeated softly, his own hands moving to gently caress her bare arms. 
She slowly obeyed, her pale arms rising above her head. Lucas gathered the thin fabric of her gown in his hands and drew it slowly up her body, exposing her inch by inch until she was panting for breath. She moaned when he drew the gown over her head and tossed it aside, her body trembling, her hands reaching to cover the breasts that no longer felt like her own. They were heavy and aching, demanding to be supported.
"No," Lucas said, gently pushing her arms down and cupping the globes in his palms. Lucy's head fell back, her moan of need going straight to his crotch. He thumbed her nipples again before brushing her hair aside and bending to place a kiss on each puckered tip. Lucy whimpered, her hands going to his bent head, her fingers now gripping his own tresses. Lucas moaned as he drew a nipple into his mouth and suckled it hard, pressing it up against the roof of his mouth as his tongue tasted her for the first time.
"Lucas," she whimpered, needing something more, something her body was preparing her for, as she felt her thighs growing wet from her need. Lucas released her breast. He smiled down at her, his eyes raking up and down her body. He took in her breasts, the nipples puckered and taut, both glistening from where he had suckled. His eyes continued down her body to land on her now-bare mons. His groan matched hers as he felt his cock strain even more against the confines of his trousers. She was incredibly beautiful, her pale skin illuminated by the candles and the firelight. He reined himself in, knowing he was only a breath away from ravaging her on a night that was meant to be treasured for the rest of their lives. 
He returned his eyes to her face and saw a look of raw need run across her face. He immediately bent to kiss her, his touch at her breast, his fingers stroking the nipples causing her to arch and lift towards him. He moaned again and stepped back. "You are mine," he said, in a tone that showed his amazement at that fact. 
Lucy smiled, her heart full. "I am yours," she agreed. Lucas shuddered at her words, his hands clenching as he took several deep breaths. Lucy saw his face and suddenly understood he was attempting to restrain himself. She unconsciously smiled and sat up, her hair spilling over her shoulders hiding her body beneath its strands. She moved to her knees, her hands reaching to him.
"Let me," she said as her small fingers began to work the buttons of his vest. He watched as the buttons popped free and she watched as he shrugged out of it and tossed it aside. She again reached for him, but he captured her hands.
"Move your hair to bare your breasts to me," he ordered. She flushed hotly, her hands hesitating before lifting the weight of her hair and moving it over her shoulders. Lucas watched as her breasts were completely bared, the nipples rosy and tight, his symbol of possession lying nestled between.
"Beautiful," he said, reaching out to again gently cup her breasts in his palms. Lucy moaned, the sensation spreading throughout her body, her eyes closing as he gently took each nipple between his finger and thumb, giving each a pinch. Lucy arched and gasped, her eyes flying open.
"Spread your legs, Lucy," he ordered. "Bare your sex to me, as well." He heard her whimper and saw her hesitate, as if only now discovering his intention to look his fill of her nakedness. “Spread your legs apart," he repeated. Lucy held her breath as she forced herself to move her legs apart.
 
"Sit with your bottom on your heels, legs wide," he said, his eyes never leaving the 'V' of her spread legs. As she obeyed, her naked mons was pushed forward, no blond curls hiding her swollen and glistening sex. She was aware of his eyes, but instead of feeling shame at the position he required, she felt her view change. She was a woman who was in love, a woman who was flowering in her sexuality, a woman who needed to submit to this man and allow him to take her places she had only begun to realize existed. Lucas nodded his approval. “Continue," he said, lifting her hands and giving each a kiss that caused her to shudder. Lucy's hands trembled as she reached for the buttons of his shirt. Her movements were far more hesitant as he had returned his fingers to her nipples, occasionally giving each a soft pinch or running his fingernail over the extremely sensitive tip of each bud. Lucas smiled as he watched her fingers fumble with the buttons. Her pulse began to race as each one opened, baring his chest an inch at a time. She moaned when the last button came free, and the broad, muscular chest of her husband was fully revealed. Lucas released her nipples and tugged the shirt from his pants, dropping it beside the discarded vest. He had not been helped to dress or undress by a woman since he was a very small child. He found he desired nothing more than for his bride to continue. He didn't speak but moved to sit on the chair to remove his boots and stockings. Lucy shifted on the bed, her legs closing as her hands moved to cup her breasts, her nipples both aching with relief of being released, as well as the unconscious desire to have his hands claiming them again. Wearing only his trousers, he returned to the bed. He reached out and removed her hands.
"No, you are not to touch yourself, little one. Your body belongs to me, Kitten, I will decide how it is to be touched," Lucas said, and saw her shiver again, her nipples tightening even more. "You were not told to close your legs," he said, "Open them." She did so, her body once more open and available, though she didn't truly understand that the pose was one of a submissive offering herself to her master. Lucas took her hands and pressed them to the bulge in his trousers. Suddenly shy and a bit frightened of what she would discover, Lucy hesitated, though she could feel the hardness of his cock beneath the fabric.
"Finish, little one," Lucas said, his voice hoarse. "Undo my trousers and free my cock." She shuddered at his words, the command immediately causing a gush of wetness to fill her sex. Her hand trembled as she lifted her eyes to find him looking down at her. He smiled and stroked her cheek. His touch was gentle, yet one of a master to his submissive. "Finish," he repeated, his smile of encouragement giving her the strength she needed. She slowly began to unbutton his trousers. Lucas felt his own legs tremble a bit as she allowed the loosened cloth to fall apart. He was about to repeat his order, when he saw her small hand reach for him. He held his breath, and his heart pounded as she pushed her hand through the opening of his trousers and softly touched his cock for the first time. 
Her eyes darted to his, her small mouth parting in her surprise. "It ... it is so soft," she whispered, and he almost chuckled, as he knew he was as hard as he had ever been.
"Remove it, Kitten, take it fully out of my trousers," Lucas said. She nodded and slowly managed to free him of his underclothes, his cock twitching in her palm. She blushed when it moved, her hand falling away. She stared at his shaft, surprised at both its length and its thickness. She again felt her stomach flip, her hands once more reaching out on their own accord to enfold her fingers around him. Lucas groaned at the contact, and she quickly removed her hands.
"No, sweetheart," Lucas ordered softly, even as he moved to lower his trousers to the floor. He kicked them aside and stepped closer. "Hold me," she heard, and she reached for him again. Her face was flushed, her eyes huge as she felt the steel beneath the silken sheath of his skin. He felt hot and huge in her hands. Her eyes went to the thick, mushroom-shaped head and saw a glistening drop of fluid ooze from the slit. Lucas' knees almost buckled when her finger gently swiped against the drop, spreading the fluid across the crown of his erection.
"You said you don't get wet like me," she whispered, her eyes once more lifting. Lucas smiled at her comment, his eyes dropping to her exposed sex, easily seeing her arousal glistening in the candlelight. Lucy realized where his eyes had dropped and flushed hotly, her legs quivering with the need to conceal herself from him. His hands reached down to gently rest on her upper thighs.
"No," he uttered as he met her eyes and shook his head. She moaned but stilled her legs as she accepted his reminder.
"I guess I do get a bit wet, little one," he admitted as she continued to hold him, and his fingertips stroked the smooth skin of her thighs. Seeing her kneeling on the bed, her head so close to his erection, he remembered a lesson he had postponed after her first spanking.
"Lucy, kiss my shaft," he said. Her head jerked up, her eyes showing her disbelief at his words. He moved one hand to her face and stroked her cheek. "Kiss me, Kitten," he said again. She still hesitated, her body thrumming but her head holding her back from obeying.
"When you give me cause to spank or paddle you, little one," Lucas said, continuing to stroke her cheek and her inner thigh, "I will put you on your knees as I did this morning." She nodded, the memory of the paddling running through her mind. "You will make your penance while on your knees, Lucille," Lucas continued. "You will make it with your mouth." His finger moved to stroke across her parted lips. His free hand moved to the base of his cock. "You will make your apology for your naughtiness, ask permission to perform your penance, and once given, you will unbutton my pants and remove my cock just as you have now," he said, and saw her eyes drop to where his cock was being held in his hand. He allowed her a brief moment and then used his free hand to lift her face back to his.
"Once you are holding my cock, little one, you will open your mouth, take me inside and use your tongue to lick and your lips to suckle my cock until you draw my seed into your throat." She didn't truly understand what he meant but felt a rush of something sweep through her entire body. "I will fill your mouth with my very essence, and Lucy, you will willingly accept my tribute into your body as proof of your contrition. Doing so will reinforce your obedience and submission," Lucas said slowly, wanting her to receive every word. "With your acceptance you will find comfort in knowing you have made a complete penance and have found forgiveness." Lucy suddenly understood that being placed on her knees before this man, her bottom swollen and burning from his discipline, asking to perform this specific penance would show her absolute and pure submission. 
Lucas moved his hand to cover hers as they held him. He moved his free hand to the back of her head. "Kiss my cock, Lucy," he again ordered. "Show me you understand how you will make your penance." Lucy bent forward and closed her eyes when only the purplish head filled her vision. 
Lucas felt her lips brush lightly against his glans, and his heart stopped beating. "Keep your eyes on mine," Lucas whispered his order, his voice shaking a bit. She felt her heart pounding as she lifted her eyes. She saw his eyes meet hers, the desire filling them. She opened her mouth and tried to take him inside. She was forced to open her lips wider, his girth causing her to strain to obey. Lucas felt her pull back as her tongue tasted the fluid she had spread over the head of his cock. His hand at the back of her head held her in place.
"That fluid is just the beginning," he said. "It helps lubricate my cock for when I penetrate you, just as your cream lubricates your pussy as it readies for my entry." Lucy flushed at his words, her pussy proving his words to be true as she felt her wetness seeping from between her splayed thighs. 
Lucas took a deep breath, "Continue." She didn't attempt to continue her withdrawal; she simply bent forward, her mouth opening a bit wider as she took him between her lips for the first time. Lucas groaned, the sound almost primal in the silent room. He guided her hand to the base of his shaft before releasing it. "Stroke up and down as you use your tongue to lick all around my cock," he said, his voice deep with need, as he kept tight rein on his desire to thrust hard and fast into her virgin mouth. She slowly moved her hand, amazed at the firmness under her fingers and the way he seemed to throb in her mouth. Her tongue took tiny licks of his skin, the saltiness tasting strange yet not truly unpleasant on her tongue. Her tongue grazed the tip, and she felt another drop of the liquid she had discovered oozed from the tiny slit her tongue dipped into. The groan he uttered was loud, causing her to shiver as she saw him close his eyes tightly, his jaw clenched.
"Stop," he moaned as he gently moved to disengage from the heaven that was her mouth. Lucy was surprised when he pulled away, her hand dropping as he stepped back.
"Did ... did I fin ... finish my penance?" she asked, her voice trembling. She also had the thought that, from his description, she had expected something more. Lucas shook his head, his cock threatening to burst. He managed a gentle smile at her absolute innocence. Lucas felt his cock jerk as if demanding he replace it where it so wished to be, deep in her mouth, her warm sweet tongue swirling around its circumference.
"No, sweetheart," he said, knowing she would have no true knowledge of what to expect until she was actually placed on her knees, her bottom throbbing as she made her first true penance. "You will often be offering your mouth in penance, Lucille," he said as he moved towards her. "However, the rest of your lesson can wait, for I wish to find pleasure deep within you and teach you take your own." Lucy shivered, suddenly understanding the lesson had only given her a tiny glimpse of what he would expect of her. She flushed but allowed him to push her to her back in the middle of the bed. Lucas climbed onto the bed and was soon bending over her, his legs spread as he straddled her small frame. He bent and kissed her, tasting himself on her tongue. He moaned, his cock again threatening to release before he even entered her.
"This will hurt you," he warned, even though he had run his fingers through her sex and found her soaked. He saw her embarrassment at what his fingers found but also saw her small nod as he positioned his cock at her entrance." Don't be frightened; I promise to be as gentle as I can."
"Yes ... yes, Sir," she said softly. "I ... I'm ready." He felt her hips lift, unconsciously seeking him. Lucas smiled and took both of her hands in his, lifting and pinning them to the mattress above her head. Lucy shuddered; the movement immediately made her feel even smaller as he easily held her. She began to slip further into submission.
"I love you, Lucy," Lucas said, and then pushed his hips forward. Lucy felt him enter her and then arched and gasped as his size forced her to stretch to accommodate his cock. Her mouth opened, and she whimpered as he pushed forward again. Lucas bit back his own moan, as well as he felt the resistance of her maidenhead. He bent to kiss her lips gently. "I'm sorry," he whispered as he pulled back and then thrust hard into her. Lucy's mouth opened wider in shock, and she uttered a sharp cry of pain as he took her virginity. Lucy went rigid beneath him, the promised pain more than she had expected. Lucas moaned as he moved further into her, well aware that she was no longer lifting her hips to him. He bent to take her mouth again, his tongue darting into her parted lips, reassuring her that the pain would soon pass. She slowly relaxed a bit and returned the kiss, though she felt pinned under his weight, her sex still burning with his penetration.
"The pain will pass," Lucas promised as he lifted his mouth from hers. She gave him a small nod, though a single tear slid from her eye and her bottom lip caught between her teeth. Lucas bent to kiss the tear away and then sat back a bit. "Keep your hands where they are," he instructed as he placed his own under her bottom and lifted her to him. She was unable to contain a small whimper as he moved her legs to drape over his elbows and pushed forward into her. She closed her eyes.
"Shh," he said softly. "Keep your eyes open and on me, Kitten," he instructed. She reluctantly opened her eyes, embarrassment flooding through her, as she saw her legs being held widely apart, her bottom lifted. When she realized she could see his cock halfway buried inside her body, she whimpered again. "Eyes on mine," he repeated. When her eyes found his, he gave her a reassuring smile. "You are now completely mine," he said as he began to slowly stroke in and out of her. Lucy felt completely claimed as he took her. She could see his jaw clenched as he restrained himself and realized he was being extremely gentle in taking what was rightfully his as her husband. She felt love fill her, and her body began to soften. As the tension left her, she realized the burning she felt was easing. Though she felt pressure and sensations of being uncomfortably full and stretched, she now felt something building inside her. She moaned and began to lift her arms.
"No," Lucas said, shaking his head. "Grab the rails, Lucy; keep your hands down." She moaned again but obeyed, gripping the rails above her head as he pushed fully into her depth."Ohhh ... ohhhh, Lucas," she moaned as he filled her. He withdrew, but thrust forward again and again. He smiled as she began to move her hips, matching his movements as if wishing to offer even more of herself to his possession.
"That's my good girl," Lucas said, bending forward to brush his lips across a pebbled nipple. She instantly moaned and arched her back as his tongue flicked the taut bud. She felt her stomach coil and her blood race as she spiraled up to something she had yet to discover.
"Ahhhh," she moaned, her head thrashing back and forth as he moved to lick and then suckle her other breast. She felt him begin to pound into her, his cock demanding she open completely as he thrust harder and faster into her body. Her eyes grew enormous as she was driven to the very brink.
"Lucas!" she screamed as her body exploded and began to twist and jerk with pleasure she had never imagined. Lucas groaned and almost screamed himself as her contractions gripped his cock like a vise. Though not yet completely seated, he felt his cock jerk as he erupted, his seed jetting deep into her womb. His own eyes closed as the utter bliss of claiming her filled him. After several moments, he was able to open his eyes, to see hers wide with wonder. Both were breathing hard, pulses racing as he moved to kiss her again. She welcomed his weight as she feared she would float away as the pleasure continue to shudder through her. Her mouth opened eagerly beneath his lips, her small tongue dancing with his own, unaware of the tears shining on her cheeks.
 
"Did I hurt you?" he asked, gently tracing a tear on her cheek.
She blushed but shook her head, the wonder still shining in her shimmering eyes. "May ... may I move my hands?" She asked. 
He smiled, pleased she had asked permission, knowing it was another small step towards total submission. He nodded, and she immediately flung them around his neck. He kissed her again, her tears flowing, though she was smiling and then giggling as he nibbled her mouth, her neck, her ears and then kissed the tip of her nose. He felt his cock hardening within her and was soon gently stroking in and out of her for the second time. She moaned at the sensation, her nipples growing tighter as if begging to be suckled. Lucas removed her hands from his neck, and she again gripped the rails. His reward for her instant obedience was to lower his mouth to her aching breasts, laving them with his tongue until both were glistening, and then he began to suckle, drawing her entire nipple into his mouth. She arched, her hips lifting to match his strokes, her nipples beginning to burn with a deep pleasure mixed with pain as he began to place gentle nips against them.
"Oh," she moaned, her body attempting to twist away from him when he increased the pressure with his teeth. Lucas held her nipple between his teeth, even as he lifted his eyes and gave his head a gentle shake. Lucy froze as the movement caused her nipple to stretch between his teeth. He pushed hard into her, his body effectively pinning her to the bed. Lucy understood that he was warning her to be still, to submit to whatever he desired. She nodded her understanding and stilled beneath him, accepting his desire. She shuddered as he began to move again, reestablishing the rhythm they had found together. Lucas gave her another glance and then lowered his eyes, his teeth releasing her nipple only to move and take the other. Despite the slight discomfort, Lucy again begin feel the pressure building in her body, her blood seeming to slow its flow as she felt her stomach clench. Lucas was learning the signs of her pleasure and increased his movements. 
He lifted his head. "Take your pleasure, Kitten, come hard for me," he ordered, and saw her face flush but ignored it as he again began to bite and suckle her nipples. She moaned at the small pain, feeling the pressure to release ease a bit. Lucas drew hard on her nipple and then bit down harder than before. Lucy stiffened slightly and then screamed even louder as she exploded with pleasure. Her contractions seemed to last forever as she bucked and writhed beneath her husband. Lucas did not release her nipple, simply allowed her own movements to add to her pain and pleasure. Lucy felt another wave of intense pleasure as he moved to her free breast and gave it the same attention as its twin.
"Ohhhhh, ahhhh," she moaned as she felt a huge contraction and came for the third time. Lucas buried himself deep within her and again filled her womb with his own cumulative. She was whimpering as he released her nipple and moaned with pleasure and gratitude when he gently licked her tender buds until she calmed. He pulled out of her, her legs slightly shaking as he removed them from his elbows before he gently laid them onto the bed. He saw the evidence of her virginity on the linens as well as on his cock. His heart swelled with love, as well as a feeling of immense pride that he had been the one to teach her what it meant to become a woman. Lucas moved to lay beside her, his cock now softening but still twitching. He smiled as he moved to take her hands from the rails, bringing both to his lips and kissing her palms. "That's my good girl," he praised her for her obedience. He knew he would choose to restrain her at times but was very proud of her at this moment. "I love you, Kitten," he said, moving to kiss her again. Lucy returned the kiss, her entire body heavy and yet relaxed as it had never been before.
"I love you, Lucas," she said and ran her own fingers across his cheek. Lucas discovered he enjoyed hearing his Christian name on her lips when she was in the throes of passion.
"You may only address me as Lucas when you are naked beneath me, taking your pleasure as my wife," he said as he stroked her face. "Out of this bed, you shall remember your role as my special little one and address me properly." Lucy slowly nodded her understanding. His eyes reminded her of his rule of voicing her answers.
"Yes, Sir," she said softly, and he gave her another quick kiss. He cradled her in his arms, her cheek pressed to his chest, the soft pillows of her breasts flattening as he held her close. He felt her shiver and reached down to draw the covers over them. Lucy sighed in contentment as the warmth soon drew her into sleep. 
Lucas remained awake, his hand playing with strands of her hair as he replayed the lovemaking in his mind. When he felt his cock hardening beneath his wife's small body, he gently moved her to lie again on her back, his kisses awakening her slowly. He gently spread her legs wide, once more draping them over his arms. Lucy's eyes widened as he lowered himself into position. She moaned as he slid into her, her body already prepared by simply being held by her husband. Lucas made slow, deliberate love to her, taking her to the pinnacle and then holding still until she was straining with the desire to take her pleasure.
"Please ... please," she begged, not realizing that Eleanor's earlier words were being proven true. Lucas barely moved within her, as she attempted to force him to move against her. "Please ... may ... may I..." she moaned as she felt a need she was sure would truly consume her soul if left unanswered. 
Lucas bent to whisper into her ear. "I so love hearing you beg for your pleasure, Kitten," he said, and she moaned as he thrust hard and fast into her. "Come for me," he ordered and lifted her hips higher, plunging deeper into her body until she was again screaming with her release as it slammed through her. He sought his own as he emptied into her and then bent to kiss her again. "I love making you purr." The sound she made almost sounded as if she were indeed purring, her pleasure still consuming her as he gathered her once more to his side. He settled her against him, his cock pressed against her bottom as he wrapped an arm around her waist. His hand cupped her breasts, his fingers playing with the tiny gold charm. "Rest now, Kitten," Lucas ordered, pulling the covers over her. Lucy found the order easy to obey, her body sated, her mind full of new sensations and memories. She was almost instantly asleep, her body held securely by her husband's arms, her heart held by his own.
 



Chapter 8
Lucy was awakened the next morning to find her husband once again straddling her small body. She moaned as she felt his fingers moving between her legs, her sex instantly wet, her nipples puckering as he sought one with his mouth. She soon found her hands guided to the rails and understood it was a position he would always require. She awakened further and realized the sun was streaming through the windows, the room no longer dark or concealing. She blushed as she saw her husband smile at her after he kissed both of her breasts. Lucy watched as he allowed his eyes to roam over every inch of her body and flushed hotter when they rested between her legs, watching his own fingers move slowly in and out of her. 
Lucas adored the color as it covered every inch of her pale skin. When he heard her whimper, his eyes moved to find hers closed. "Open your eyes, Lucy," he said softly. It took several minutes before he saw her eyelids barely open. "Look at me, Kitten," he ordered. "I will have you watch as I teach you more.
"Her face turned scarlet, her eyes wanting so desperately to close against the knowledge that she was so completely visible to him.
"Look at my hand," he said as he pushed a finger as deeply as possible into her. Her body arched at the sensation, her eyes obeying. She was both shocked at seeing what he was doing in broad daylight as well as growing wetter as he removed his finger only to add another before pushing both back into her. She moaned, her body jerking a bit.
"Sore?" he asked, easing his thrusts when he felt her jerk again and heard a small whimper. He saw her nod the tiniest bit and removed one finger from her. She seemed to ease a bit until his thumb found her clitoris already erect and beginning to swell. He pressed his thumb to it, and she gasped, her hips lifting, her hands shaking as she pulled against the rails. Lucas smiled, seeing her legs move a bit further apart on their own. He began to circle the small bud with his thumb, ignoring his swelling cock as he sought to teach her pleasure. His free hand reached up to gently stroke her breasts, her nipples blooming under the gentle strokes of his thumb as he barely allowed his skin to touch hers. Lucy moaned at the sensation, suddenly finding herself wishing he would pinch them, or, she thought, take them into his mouth, between his teeth. Lucas felt her arousal as another gush of her cream soaked his finger, buried inside her. He increased his attention to her clit, and she was soon rocking her hips up and down attempting to find as much sensation as she could.
"I'm going to make you spend for me, little one, and you are going to watch," Lucas said once more sliding his second finger into her now heavily lubricated pussy. "You are going to come hard while my fingers are buried in your pussy," he said, his words causing her to whimper at both the intense shame she felt and the knowledge that coming for him was what her body desperately wanted to do. "Are you ready to watch yourself come for me, Kitten?" he asked, his thumb pressing hard against her clit and then moving to flick across its swollen surface as his fingers turned inside her, finding the slightly rough spot just inside her pussy. He scraped his fingertips across her sensitive spot and felt her tense under his fingers. "Answer me," he said softly as his fingers stilled. She immediately writhed, her body demanding release, though her head was shaking.
"I ... I can't ... can't watch," she said, her face flaming at the suggestion. "Please ... oh...”
"Yes, you can, little one," he said as he felt her body pushing towards him as if begging for his fingers to move. "Look at my hand, Lucy," he instructed. "See what is going to give you pleasure." She felt her eyes drawn again to where he had his hand. He began to slowly move his fingers as she kept her eyes, hugely open and wide, glued to his every movement.
"That's my good girl," he said, scraping her sensitive spot again with his fingertips. She shuddered and then he felt her begin to contract as her pleasure spiraled. "Are you ready to watch yourself come?" he said, slowing his fingers until they barely moved. 
Lucy no longer thought about being embarrassed; she only fought to reach the pinnacle of the pleasure he demanded her body give him as she watched herself being so pleasured. She bucked her hips. "Yes!" she screamed, "Yes ... oh, God, please ... I...”
"Then come," he said, his fingers busy again. Lucy arched, her head thrown back, her legs splaying themselves wide as her body was rocked into orgasm. Lucas forced her through another the moment her first had eased. Lucy's hands released the rails, fluttering in the air as she exploded for the second time from nothing but a hand on her breast, playing gently with her nipples and fingers in her pussy. Lucas removed his fingers, which glistened from being held tight within her as she contracted. He smiled as he moved into position, taking her legs and pushing them back towards her chest. Lucy gasped as she felt her body being moved and opened her eyes. She saw him kneeling up between her legs, his cock straining as it sought her entrance.
"Hands," he said, "Eyes on me." The moment she again found the rails, her eyes locked onto his, he pushed forward and plunged fully into her with one thrust. Lucy's scream rent the air around them as she was filled so immediately and so completely. The sound was soon repeated as she was driven to her third culmination as he kept her legs wide and pushed back, her bottom lifted off the mattress, her breasts bobbing as he took her extremely hard. She was writhing and whimpering, her body aching with sensation as he filled her with his seed.
"Eyes," he said, knowing she would often have to be reminded of his requirements until they became ingrained in her from the countless times she would be required to fulfill them. Lucy managed to drag her eyes open and met his. He smiled, seeing her blush, as her eyes drifted down the slightest bit to see him holding her legs wide apart, his cock still buried within her body. "Yes, little one, watch as I pleasure you with my cock," he said, pushing hard into her. "It won't always be just my fingers or my cock deep inside you." He heard her moan as he stroked in and out of her but saw she kept her eyes on his cock that again hardened as he moved into her. "I love taking you in the morning with the sun falling across your body, Lucy," he said, reminding her of her questions of the day before. "I will take you anytime I desire and in any position. You will obey me and watch when I instruct you to do so. I will teach you so very many things, and you, my love, will learn to take your pleasure only when you are allowed, and treasure the gift." She nodded, still flushed, but understanding that only he would dictate when, where and even how he would use her body to take his pleasure. She also understood that only he would dictate if she were to be allowed her own and found herself praying that he would always allow her come for him as it was something she would never seem to get enough of. He came within moments of her culmination, her body rocking against him as she accepted the gift he offered.
"That's my good girl," he said as he withdrew from her, noticing that her eyes lifted to his as if embarrassed to see what had been inside her. He smiled, knowing she would soon become quite accustomed to seeing his cock in all its many stages. He stepped off the bed and then reached for her hand. Lucy allowed him to help her from the bed, flushing when she saw her virgin blood staining the sheets.
"Come," Lucas said gently leading her away from the sight. He led her into the small room that was his water closet. Lucy saw drifts of steam rising from the copper tub and realized that someone had come into his bedchamber to fill it, and she had been totally unaware of their presence. Her skin flushed as she wondered what they might have seen. Did they see her gown tossed on the floor next to his clothing? Did they see her naked form as she lay with her husband? Did they see the evidence of his taking of her on the sheets beneath their bodies? 
Lucas sensed her unease. "Don't fret, Kitten," he said as he helped her into the tub. "Your screams of pleasure have certainly echoed about the house. Bed sheets are not necessary as proof of your claiming; they only prove your innocence.
"She whimpered, remembering how loudly she had screamed when her pleasure overtook her.
"Little one, I arranged for your bath and assured your modesty. You were buried beneath the covers," he assured her and saw her relief. Knowing it wouldn't always be so, he added, "This time." Her head came up at his words as he shocked her by stepping in the tub with her. He sat and then helped her to sit, her back against his chest, her legs between his spread ones. She moaned with the soothing comfort of the warm water. They sat enjoying the warmth of the bath for several minutes before Lucas moved her away, turning her to face him. She watched as he lifted a cloth and a bar of soap. Her face flushed as he drew her closer, one hand behind her head as he raised the cloth to her face.
"This time, you may close your eyes," he said, smiling as she did so. He gently washed her face and then moved the cloth to her neck. "Open," he said as he began to rub the cloth across her breasts. Lucy began to shiver as he washed her nipples, feeling them harden under the slippery cloth. Lucas smiled and bent forward, slowly running the tip of his tongue across each hardened peak. Lucy moaned, her hands reaching for him, only to find his hands moving hers behind her back. She arched as he drew a nipple into his mouth, her pussy clenching as his teeth gently raked its surface. He sat back and grinned, loving that her nipples were sensitive to his barest touch.
"Kneel up," he said and helped her. Her entire body was rosy with the warmth of the water but colored even more deeply as he moved the cloth to begin washing between her legs. "You will always remain shorn," he said as he ran his fingers across her mound. "I wish to be able to see every inch of you, nothing hidden." She moaned as the cloth began to scrub a bit harder against her sex. She was sore and tender but also knew her own moisture was adding itself to the wetness of the cloth.
"Turn around," he said, and she did so, her legs trembling as she presented her back and her bottom to him. She felt the cloth rubbing across the globes of her bottom and winced a bit as her scrubbed against the few remaining welts from her tawsing.
"I fear this little bottom, will always bear some evidence of my little one's naughtiness," Lucas said, and she trembled even more. "Bend over a bit," he ordered, and when she didn't immediately obey, he gave her bottom a sharp swat. Lucy yelped at the unexpected chastisement and then bent forward the tiniest bit. When she felt one hand moving to grasp one small cheek and felt it being pulled away from its twin, she felt shame course through her.
"No," she said softly, "Please ... please...”
"Every inch of your body is mine, Lucy," he reminded her, pulling her buttocks apart to expose her pucker. Lucy felt the cloth scrub hard at her bottom-hole and knew he was making sure she understood his words. "You will never be allowed to hide even this," he said, dropping the cloth in the water and replacing it with his finger. Lucy felt her heart stop in her chest as he pressed against her opening. Her mouth dropped open when she felt additional pressure, and she fell forward, her hands leaving her back to brace against the wall as she felt him press his finger into her bottom.
"Ohhh, no ... no, please, Lucas," she begged, her bottom clenching as best it could as he easily held it open to expose her. Lucas pressed his finger forward into the extremely tight opening, though he kept watch on her body to make sure she wouldn't fall. When she began to tremble even more violently, he released her buttock to hold her waist but kept her bent forward, his finger continuing its journey.
"You aren't under me in my bed, Lucille," he gently admonished as he penetrated her. "You are not to refer to me in that manner. Do you understand?" She moaned but could move no further away as he pushed further into her bottom. She yelped, her entire body clenching. Lucas sighed and released her only long enough to give her bottom another swat.
"Yes ... yes" she yelped loudly.
"Yes, what?" Lucas asked, stilling his hand when his finger was deeply buried.
"Yes ... I ... I understand," she moaned, grateful that the finger seemed to have stopped.
"Address me properly," Lucas said as he began to pump his finger slowly back and forth within her. Lucy felt her vision swim at the sensation, terribly embarrassed and terribly ashamed, when she realized she was again growing wet in her freshly washed sex.
"Yes..." she panted, "Yes, Sir. I ... I understand not to address you by your ... your name," she said, attempting to force her mind from what he was doing. "I'm ... I'm sorry, Sir." Lucas gave her bottom-hole another few pumps with his finger and then pulled it from her. Lucy moaned, her body trembling violently. She felt him guide her to sit, and her eyes were filled with tears of shame, as he turned her once more to face him. 
Lucas reached out to cup her face, lifting it to his. "Papa," he corrected, and saw her swallow hard. "You are to call me Papa when I am tending to your naughtiness, young lady.
"She blushed but nodded. "Y ... yes, Pa ... Papa," she managed, a tear escaping as he reminded her that not only was she his wife, one he would take whenever he desired, but also his little one. As such, she would learn to accept both roles, each of which would require different responses, different rules.
"That's my good girl," he said, bending forward and kissing her forehead. She sat quietly as he found the cloth and soaped it again. As he began to wash himself, she reached out her hands. "No, little one," he said with a smile. "Papas may wash their little girls, but, little one, you are too small to have such responsibility as to wash your Papa." Lucy flushed yet again, remembering that she had been allowed to undress him the night before. She understood that night was over, one night where she had been his bride, his wife to be claimed. She was now and forever more, his child-wife, a fully-grown woman only when in his bed and only when he decided she would be allowed to be assume that role. 
He stood and stepped from the tub, quickly drying himself before helping her from the tub. He wrapped a large towel around her, rubbing her dry. Her hair was damp where its length had fallen into the water, and he rubbed the strands with another towel. Lucy felt exactly like a little girl as he took her hand and led her back into the room. She was led to the fire and the towel removed as she was pressed to sit down on the small stool before the flames' warmth. She shivered despite the heat and wished for the towel's warmth as well as concealment. 
As she reached for it, Lucas shook his head, setting it away from her. "I wish to look at you," he said, and reached down to move her hair to hang down her back, baring her breasts. He reached and gently spread her knees so that her sex was visible." She whimpered as his eyes took their fill. He was totally unconcerned for her embarrassment." The fire shall warm you and dry your hair," he said, and then began to gather fresh clothes from his armoire and drawers, pulling them on. Lucy grew more embarrassed at her nakedness as he covered his own. When a knock sounded on the door, her heart flew into her throat, and she bent almost in two in an effort to conceal her body. Lucas ignored her as he walked to the door and opened it to allow Molly into the room. 
The young woman dropped him a curtsey. "Good morning, Molly," Lucas said as he sat to pull on his stockings and boots. 
Molly giggled, the linens in her arms signifying her duty. "Good afternoon, Lord Huntington," she said, and then saw Lucy on the stool. "Good day to you, Miss Lucy."
Lucy relaxed at seeing Molly instead of Mrs. Bremmer but still kept her arms wrapped around her knees, her body turned as far from the girl as possible. "Hello, Molly," she said quietly.
"Lucille," Lucas said, in a tone that brooked no nonsense, "sit as I placed you." Lucy moaned but forced herself to open her knees, her hands dropping to her sides. She was extremely grateful when Molly seemed to ignore her. The servant was soon stripping the bed and rolling the stained linens into a ball. Lucy's face flushed with embarrassment. Lucas stood, fully clothed, and bent to add the damp towel to Molly's pile on the floor as she worked to make the bed up with the fresh linens. 
She nodded her thanks and then gathered the rest of the clothing on the floor. "Shall I take these to the laundry now or tend to Miss Lucy?" she asked Lucas. Lucas looked to where his wife was attempting to be invisible. "Go ahead to the laundry," he said, keeping his eyes on Lucy. "I believe our little one is not yet dry from her bath." Molly bobbed her head, gathered everything securely and then left when Lucas opened the door for her. Lucy had now turned her back to the room, having scooted around on the stool. Lucas saw she had her legs open but still shook his head; his stubborn little one had so much to learn.
"Lucy, come to me," he said as he sat again on the chair. Lucy slowly stood, her arms hugging herself as she walked slowly towards him as if she were about to face her executioner. Lucas waited until she was right before him before reaching out and tugging her arms away and then pinning them at her sides.
"What did I tell you about attempting to cover yourself?" he asked, his tone calm but sharp. She kept her eyes on her bare feet and his leather boots.
"No ... not to," she whispered. 
Lucas shook his head and without a word, turned her slightly and gave her bottom three quick, hard swats. Lucy yelped, her feet dancing as he spanked her. He turned her once more to him. "Answer completely and properly, Lucille, or I shall give your bottom a proper reminder," he warned. Lucy wondered where the gentle, loving man had gone. The man that had seemed concerned he might cause her pain. Before her was a different man, one that had just assured her that he would have no hesitation in reddening her bottom and causing it pain.
"I'm not to ... to cov ... cover myself," she said, and then quickly added, "Sir!"
"Why?" he asked, wanting to drive the point home completely. "Look at me and answer, Lucy," he said, firmly. 
She took a deep breath and forced her eyes to his. She saw his unwavering stare and understood that she was having another lesson. "Be ... because ... because you ... you told me not ... not to, Sir," she said. 
Lucas shook his head. "That's not the true reason, young lady," he said. "I'll give you one more chance. Tell me, why have I forbidden you to cover your breasts or even close your legs completely?"
Lucy knew what he wanted to hear but found it extremely difficult to voice the words, the sun filling the room, the man asking the question fully dressed while she stood trembling and just as fully nude before him. Her eyes filled with tears, not wanting to utter why he required she remain fully open to his eyes. She shook her head. "Ple ... please, Lucas," she whispered, "Please don ... don't make me...”
Her words were cut off as she found herself lifted and then laid across his knees. He was already swatting her as she realized what she had done. "I'm sorry!" she yelped, as his hand connected against her bottom. "I ... I meant Papa ... I meant to call you Pa ... Papa."
Lucas ignored her words. "Put your feet on the floor, legs wide, up on your toes, heels turned out so that I might give you a very thorough reminder of what we so recently discussed," he said as he continued to spank her. Lucy struggled to do as she was told, though doing so while nude and having her bottom so harshly slapped again and again made the task difficult. It certainly didn't become any easier when she heard a knock on the door and heard Lucas call out permission to enter. 
Lucy wailed louder as Molly entered the room and then slowly turned and closed the door behind her. Lucy looked over her shoulder at the sound of the door closing, hoping that whoever had entered had just as quickly left the couple alone. Instead, she saw Molly standing by the door, her hands clasped in front of her, eyes staring straight at her mistress. 
Lucy's head dropped, her cries increasing as Lucas continued her spanking. "Lift your bottom," he said, and when she obeyed, he aimed the next several swats to her sensitive sit-spot. "You will learn, young lady that when I teach you a rule, I care not to be constantly repeating it. You are a smart little girl and are very capable of learning your lesson the first time, aren't you?" His question was accompanied by another barrage of blows to her bottom, which was quickly going from pink to red.
"Yes, Papa," Lucy wailed, her hands moving to wave behind her in an effort to cover her bottom. Lucas quickly pinned her hands at her back. "Molly, bring me the brush," he said, and Lucy wailed even louder, her feet kicking up, knowing the additional burn a hairbrush would cause. Molly stepped across the room and returned from the water closet, the large wooden brush in her hand. Lucy clamped her eyes shut, seeing the girl's boots as she walked to Lucas and handed him the brush.
"Thank you," Lucas said, and without pause, began applying the back of the brush to Lucy's bouncing bottom. "Feet down!" he ordered as she kicked up hard when the brush lit into her backside. "Legs apart; get on your toes and lift your bottom!" She sobbed but struggled to obey, no longer concerned that her maid was witnessing her punishment, her only concern being that he might never stop his attack. Lucas was pleased to see her obey him, her bottom lifting as ordered. He tilted her a bit further forward to be more easily able to roast her sit-spot. Lucy wailed, her sobs filling the room as he turned the sensitive area a cherry-red.
"Tell me, Lucille," he said calmly, his hand never faltering, "Why are you not to cover yourself at any time, no matter where you are, no matter who is in the room, no matter if you are fully clothed or as naked as the day you were born?"
"I am always to be op ... open and ... and ready for you, Papa," she wailed, knowing her answer had to be truthful to stop her spanking. "I am ... am yours to ... to look at or ... or to ... take." Her words were faltering, but her understanding was crystal-clear. 
Lucas popped her bottom twice more and then laid the brush against her red skin. "That's correct," he said, simply. He guided his wife from his lap and gently pushed her to her knees. He held out the brush and was pleased when Lucy's trembling hands reached to cup it, and she bent to press her lips to its surface.
"Th ... thank you, Papa," she said, her bottom burning as she sat back on her heels. He removed the brush from her hands, and when he reached out to hand it to Molly, Lucy suddenly became conscious of her position and what she knew she was now expected to do. She sobbed harder, her shame consuming her but her fear of a repeat of the horrid spanking forced her to lift her eyes to her husband's. 
Lucas saw her shame, fear and also submission in her face. Before she could open her mouth, he pressed one finger against her lips. "If you'll excuse us, Molly," he said, and watched as relief flooded Lucy's face. "Return in an hour, some tea and toast if you please."
"Certainly, Sir," Molly said and left the room, laying the brush quietly on the small table beside his chair. Once the door had closed, Lucas removed his finger and gave her a small nod. Lucy took a breath, attempting to calm herself. "I'm ... I'm sorry I was naughty, Papa," she began and saw his nod. "May ... may I make my ... my penance?"
Lucas reached out to stroke her cheek, its surface wet from her copious tears. "Yes, Lucy, you may," he answered. Her hands were shaking, and it took several moments before she was holding his cock in her hands, its length increasing as it was freed. She put her hands on the base of his shaft, only to have him add an additional instruction. "One hand on the base to stroke the shaft," he said quietly watching until she obeyed. "Place your other around my balls and cup them gently as you take me into your mouth." Lucy's face flushed beautifully as she obeyed, her mouth parting in surprise at the heaviness of his balls as they filled her palm. Lucas' cock jerked a bit at the contact. He was about to instruct her to begin, when he saw her lower her head, her lips parting wider. He barely managed to stifle his groan as she took him into her mouth. He felt her tongue reach out to touch his skin, her lips closing around the head of his cock. When she didn't move, he placed a hand at the back of her head.
"Keep your eyes up to mine," he said, applying a bit a pressure against her head. "Move your mouth up and down my shaft, using your tongue the entire time. As you move your head back, you are to suckle the crown of my cock and use your hand to stroke and pump the shaft." Her eyes lifted, both wide, as he began to gently guide her. She lowered her head a bit further and then a bit more as he pushed her head. When she felt the tip of his cock at the back of her throat, she tried to pull away.
"No, Lucille," he said sternly. "You will learn to take all of me into your mouth and throat." Her eyes showed her disbelief, tears gathering as he kept her down, his cock nudging her throat. "It will take considerable practice, but, little one, I promise you will learn." She felt him release her head and knew he was testing her to see if she was willing to learn to obey or would choose to be naughty. She nodded as best she could and began to learn how to please him with her mouth. Lucas continued to give her soft orders to hold his cock head tighter in her lips, use her tongue to swirl across the tip as she accepted the drops of his pre-come, use her hand to wrap tighter and pump faster as her head bobbed up and down. When he felt his cumulative approaching, he replaced his hand at her head, knowing she was soon to be shocked and most likely frightened.
"Lucy," he said maintaining control, "I am going to spend soon. My seed will come in spurts and most likely fill your mouth. You are not to release me until you have swallowed all I give you. No matter how uncomfortable you feel, do not be frightened, for it shall not cause you harm." He paused as her lips tightened, her tongue dipping once more into his tiny slit. He knew he would explode within moments. "You will feel my balls contract in your hand," he said, hoarsely. "When they do, squeeze them very gently and keep releasing and squeezing until you have accepted every drop of my tribute." She moaned, feeling his balls beginning to tighten. She closed her hand more firmly around them and heard his deep moan. Despite his words, his attempt to warn her, when he exploded into her mouth, the first jet of hot, salty semen hitting the back of her throat, she panicked. She attempted to pull away as another jet added to the volume in her mouth. Her hands dropped from his cock, pushing against his thighs in an effort to escape. Lucas kept her firmly in place, both hands now cupping her head gently but firmly.
"No!" he said as he continued to erupt. He knew she was unaware that, if he had not spilled himself into her so many times within the past few hours, the amount of semen filling her mouth would be far more difficult to accept. "You will take every drop," he said. "Swallow my essence, Lucille; take me into your body and make your penance. You can do this, Kitten." Her eyes watered, her chest heaved with the effort to gain enough breath, but his encouragement and use of his special name for her allowed her to relax enough to swallow again and again as she attempted to clear her mouth of his seed. Lucas allowed her to close her eyes, knowing she would eventually learn to keep them focused on his as she performed this intensely submissive and intimate act. He watched as she gradually relaxed, her hands no longer pushing against him but rather lying on his thighs, her body no longer straining to escape. She swallowed repeatedly until she felt she had indeed accepted his tribute completely. Lucas moaned at the tremendous pleasure he had felt in both the act and the fact that his naughty little one had successfully proven her contrition.
"That's my very, very good girl," he said as his fingers moved to caress her cheek. "You may release me when you are sure you have accepted it all and my cock is clean." She blushed hotly but immediately began to lave his cock with her tongue as if to be certain she would not give him cause to be disappointed. She finally opened her mouth and allowed him to slip free. She blushed when his cock, now semi-flaccid, fell to hang between his legs, his nest of pubic hair helping to conceal what she now knew was capable of being both extremely hard as well as extremely soft.
"Tuck me away," he said gently and watched as she very carefully did so. When he was buttoned, he bent forward and kissed her forehead. "You made a wonderful penance, little one. Go to the corner, where you shall think about your naughtiness and decide if you wish to accept your hot bottom as a reminder to behave, or if you shall continue to forget my rules, only to have a fresh layer of swats applied to your beautiful little rump," Lucas said as he helped her to stand. Her face was scarlet as she turned towards the corner on the other side of the room. She slowly walked to it, again conscious of her total nudity when she reached the corner and realized that she had nothing to hold in her hands, no need to keep clothing off her paddled bottom.
"When you are nude in the corner," Lucas said, calmly adoring the color he saw rising over the surface of her skin, "You shall put your arms behind your back, cup your elbows and remember to bend forward, your spanked bottom well-out, so it is easily seen. You will display your bottom or whatever part of you I've had cause to punish until you are released."
"Yes, Papa," she whispered, and was soon in the very position he described. Lucas was proud of her as she stood, nose tight to the wall, legs spread wide, her bottom pushed up and out so that anyone seeing would know she had been naughty and gotten her little bottom properly and harshly punished. 
Lucy was still standing in the corner when Molly returned with the requested items. She poured a cup of tea for Lucas, and the two spoke quietly for a few minutes. Lucy strained to hear them, but their voices were too low. She heard the door open and close again, but it was still another several minutes before Lucas spoke.
"You may come out of your naughty corner," he said, knowing his words would both cause her to feel embarrassed as well as reinforce the fact that she had indeed been naughty. Lucy turned and suddenly felt extremely shy. Her day had started out with this man making love to her and had turned into a humiliating experience in the bath, an aching bottom, and an embarrassing and frightening lesson in what true penance would mean for the rest of her life. Knowing his bride was embarrassed as well as confused with all that had happened since their marriage, Lucas walked to within a few feet of the corner and opened his arms. Lucy suddenly flung herself into them, her arms wrapping around his neck as he easily lifted and carried her to the chair. He cradled her on his lap and wasn't surprised when she began to cry. The tears were not those of pain like those when she was being thrashed; these were tears releasing tension and embarrassment. He allowed her to cry as he held her close. When she began to calm, he bent to kiss her and was happy when she eagerly returned his kiss, her hands clasping his neck.
"You are forgiven, Kitten," he said softly. 
She managed a small, quivering smile as her heart eased, though her bottom still ached where it was pressed against his hard thighs. "I'm really sorry, Papa," she whispered. "I ... I didn't mean to ... to be naughty so ... so soon." Lucas chuckled, wondering if she realized what she had said, somehow doubting that she had just admitted that she might often be his naughty little one.
"You are a very lucky little girl, Kitten," he said and smiled when her eyes met his. "You have a Papa that loves you very much and promises to always be there to tend to your bottom when you are naughty." He adored the look in her eyes and bent towards her until his lips brushed hers. "And promises to make sure you remember how very much you are loved." He sealed her small gasp of pleasure with his own lips and then stood, tea forgotten as he took her to the freshly made bed, anxious to prove his statement.
 



Chapter 9
The newlywed couple didn't leave their bedchamber for three days. Trays had been prepared and brought whenever Lucas pulled the bell cord and gave his requests to Molly. Lucas kept Lucy nude, tucked either in his bed or on his lap as he fed her small bites of food or lifted her glass so that she could sip her milk. She gradually grew more comfortable being nude when she realized that Molly was the only person to enter their room. She had not been naughty again, the spanking forgotten as the final welts disappeared from her bottom. 
She had sat up and squealed with delight on the second day when Molly entered with a basket that contained a mewing ball of fluff. Lucas smiled as his own Kitten drew Cleo to her chest and began stroking her lovingly. Her eyes were bright, and she laughed when the small cat began to bat at the charm dangling between Lucy's breasts. Molly left and then returned with a tray that held their luncheon. Lucy sat on her husband's lap as he fed her, Cleo playing on the wide, soft bed. When the meal was finished, Lucas placed his bride on the bed and removed his own clothing. Lucy obediently put her arms above her head when he joined her on the bed. Lucas bent to kiss her lips and her breasts. He had just drawn a nipple into his mouth when suddenly he reared back with a sharp cry of pain. Lucy bolted up, her heart pounding.
"Hell," he uttered as he looked behind him to find Lucy's kitten clinging to his naked buttocks, her tiny claws deeply imbedded with her own fright. Lucy moved to his side and gently persuaded the cat to release its death grip on her husband. She placed the kitten on the far side of the bed before beginning to giggle uncontrollably as Lucas rubbed at the small scratches the cat's razor claws had caused to mark his bottom. Lucas looked at her in surprise and then growled deep in his chest. Lucy squealed as he dragged her to him, easily pressing her beneath him once more. Lucy was still giggling when Lucas climbed from the bed and shrugged into his dressing gown before pulling the bell cord. By the time Molly arrived, he had Cleo back in her basket and passed her to the servant. Molly said nothing but smiled, hearing the sounds of Lucy's laughter. After he made love to her, Lucy was resting against his chest, her fingers running through the soft hairs. She remembered her laughter and lifted her head.
"Papa?" she said tentatively and watched as Lucas slowly opened his eyes.
"Yes, Kitten?" he asked seeing the concern on her face.
"I ... I wasn't making fun when Cleo hurt your ... your..." she blushed and looked away from his face.
"My bottom?" he offered, with a chuckle. She nodded, barely able to suppress another giggle. Lucas smiled, loving the sound. "Don't worry, little one," Lucas said as she pressed her head back to his chest. "Just know that one Kitten in my bed is all that I desire." Lucy giggled again as they drifted into sleep. 
During their confinement in the chamber, Lucas made love to her so many times that she had lost count, her own cries of intense pleasure truly echoing about the halls. Louisa had even smiled when she heard them one evening, cradled in her own husband's arms after he had made love to her as well. 
On the morning of the fourth day, Molly appeared with fresh clothing, and though Lucy didn't like that she was being once more dressed far beneath her age, she didn't fight or question the servant. After her hair had been brushed and a large bow added to the back of her head, Lucas took her hand and led her from the room. He saw her blushing as they descended the stairs and could practically read her mind.
"I love you, Kitten," he reassured her as he led her into the dining room. Lucy found her eyes drift to her sister who gave her a beautiful smile.
"Good morning, Lucy," Louisa said, and was pleased to see Lucy smile in return.
"Sleep well?" Edward asked, causing her face to color even more hotly. 
Lucas shot Edward a look that caused the man to chuckle. Lucas had to smile as well. "Yes, thank you," Lucas answered for the both of them. 
Lucy gradually relaxed and discovered that, though she had enjoyed being held and fed, she was so ravenous that she was soon forking food into her mouth as quickly as she could swallow.
"Lucy, slow down," Lucas admonished, with a grin. "No one is going to remove your plate until you have eaten your fill." She blushed again but remembered her table manners, eating much more slowly. 
After the dishes had been cleared, the four retired to the library. Edward pulled Louisa down onto his lap, and Lucy wasn't surprised when she was lifted and settled upon her husband's. She was already growing accustomed to his holding her and relaxed into him, her cheek pressed to his chest.
"Several trunks were delivered yesterday when you were indisposed," Edward informed Lucas. "I've had them placed in the parlor. I gather you wish to make sure everything you have purchased is in order before sending them on to the station?" Lucy looked up at her husband, her eyes showing her confusion.
"Trunks?" she asked, and Lucas looked down at her.
"Yes, Kitten," he said, though knew he should probably remind her not to interrupt when adults were speaking. "I've purchased many items for you that you will need when we leave." For the first time, Lucy realized she would indeed being leaving Wintercrest.
"Leave?" she said as if the word was foreign.
"Yes, we shall leave for home in the morning," Lucas said. Lucy's heart began to race as her eyes darted to her sister. Louisa gave her a soft smile, but Lucy did not return it.
"But ... but, I don't wish to leave," she said, and saw Louisa's smile slip. Lucy looked at Edward and saw him frown. She sat up on Lucas' lap, her eyes returning to his. "I won't leave. This is my home ... Louisa is here!" Lucas would allow her questions but had no intention of allowing her to be disrespectful.
"Lucy, be still," he said. "You are being a silly little girl..." he said and then was utterly shocked when his sweet, submissive little one jumped from his lap, her hands ripping the white pinafore from her waist and throwing it onto her husband's lap.
"I am NOT a silly little girl," she screamed and then burst into tears, racing from the room before any of the three could react. Lucas looked stunned; Louisa briefly shut her eyes, knowing what was coming, and Edward stiffened. Lucas finally stood, the pinafore slipping to the floor. Edward set Louisa onto her feet.
"I see that your little hellcat is already testing your authority," Edward said, not truly surprised. Louisa stood quietly, her own hands twisting in the fabric of her pinafore. 
Lucas met Edward's eyes and nodded. "I don't understand how she could think she would stay at Wintercrest," he said, his voice showing his disbelief. "She is married; she is my wife, and her home is at Hunter's Ridge with her husband," he said, his voice growing firmer with each word.
"Then I suggest you find your little one and remind her that her behavior is unacceptable and that her Papa makes the decisions," Edward suggested. Lucas nodded and looked towards the door. He had no idea where to look, and Wintercrest had several places where a small girl could hide. He began to step to the door when a small, soft voice halted him.
"She's probably in the garden," Louisa said, hating that she was tattling on her own twin, but knowing the longer they looked for her, the harsher her punishment was likely to be. She also hoped to be allowed to talk to her sister before any punishment was exacted on her bottom.
"I'll ... I'll show you," she offered. Edward nodded, taking her hand. Lucas understood where she was likely to lead but allowed her to guide him. They were soon in the gardens, the paths meandering deeper onto the property until he saw the huge weeping willow tree off the path. Louisa stopped and pointed. Lucas nodded and then bent to speak quietly with the young woman. Louisa nodded gratefully, and when Edward released her hand, she stepped off the path and walked to the tree. She could hear soft crying inside the hidden room. Louisa took a deep breath, looked back at the two men and then carefully parted the curtain of branches and slipped inside. 
She saw her sister lying on her stomach on the thick bed of clover where they had made their flower chains. She knelt without a word, her hand going to stroke her sister's back. Lucy seemed unaware of her presence for several moments. When she opened her eyes and saw her twin, she sat up, and the girls were soon clinging to each other.
"Shhhh, Lucy," Louisa said, her arms tight around her sobbing sister. "Shhh, it will be all right."
Lucy shook her head, her tears again falling rapidly as she moaned. "Nooo..." She gasped, "I can't leave you." Louisa smiled softly, hearing not that her sister couldn't fulfill the roles she had vowed she would, but was fighting the thought of leaving the known comfort of her sister and the home where she had found shelter upon the deaths of their parents.
"Yes, you can," Louisa said softly. "Lucy, Lucas is your husband and your place is with him at his own home." She felt her sister pull away but kept her arms around her. "You know that what I say is true. I left you and our home when I wed Edward. My place is with him at Wintercrest; your place is with Lucas at Hunter's Ridge." Lucy's tears gradually stopped as she accepted the truth of her sister's words. She remembered that while she had felt saddened when her sister moved away, she had known it was the proper step into her future. She suddenly felt exactly like what Lucas had called her, a silly little girl. Remembering how she had screamed, how she had torn her pinafore off and actually thrown it at him, she began to tremble. "He is going to be so angry," she said, her eyes meeting her sister's. 
She shuddered as she saw Louisa nod. "It was a very naughty thing to do, Lucy," Louisa said, not offering her sister false hope. "All you can do is apologize and accept his decision as to the consequences."
Lucy swallowed hard, her hands swiping at her cheeks to remove her tears. "But ... but what if he decides to ... to ... spank me?" she whispered. 
Louisa reached out and hugged her again. "Then you will be the best little girl you can and accept his discipline," she said. "It will always be so, Lucy. You've learned that while at Wintercrest, and I fear it won't change, even with your move to Hunter's Ridge." Lucy blushed as she remembered her husband had already spanked her twice. She shuddered as she thought about how he would remind her of her place. 
Louisa saw her nod and offered her a small smile. "He's waiting outside," she said, her eyes moving to where the branches hid them. Lucy followed her gaze and nodded. Louisa stood and offered her hand to her twin. "It would be better if you go to him. Don't make him come for you." Lucy nodded again, and Louisa gave her another hug and kissed her cheek before stepping to the branches. "You love him and he loves you," she reminded, before stepping through the concealing limbs. Edward and Lucas were standing a few feet away. Louisa shivered as she saw what Lucas was doing but nodded and went to her husband. Edward took her hand and led her back towards the house. 
Lucas continued paring leaves from the two long willow branches he had cut from the tree while the girls talked. Edward had remained silent as he watched his friend prepare the implements. Lucas had just folded his knife and slipped it into his pocket when the branches parted, and his wife slowly stepped forward. She hesitated at the sight of the switches, understanding exactly where they would be applied. She took a deep breath and forced herself to continue forward until she was but a few steps from her husband.
"I'm sorry, Papa," she said softly. "I ... I'm sorry I yelled at you and ... and threw my ... my apron." The words reminded her of how silly she must have looked, screaming and tearing at her clothing, throwing yet another tantrum in front of the man she loved. 
Lucas looked down at her and knew she was indeed sorry. "I'm sorry as well," he said. For a brief moment, Lucy found herself hoping he would toss aside the switches and take her in his arms, assuring her that she was forgiven. Instead, he reached down and took her hand and led her to a small bench next to the path. He turned her to face it. She felt his fingers on the buttons down the back of her dress. She barely breathed as each was undone, until her dress was open. He lifted its hem.
"Arms up," he said, and when she obeyed, he drew the dress over her head. She blushed as he laid it aside, her breasts now covered only by a thin chemise. She felt him untie and then lower her petticoats. "Step out," he ordered and they were soon on the bench as well. Standing outside, dressed only in her thin chemise, drawers, stockings and shoes, she felt horribly exposed.
"Please, Papa..." Lucy begged, looking around her. "Please ... not ... not here ... not out ... outside."
"Bare your bottom," he said, ignoring her pleas. Lucy began to cry even as her fingers fumbled at the tie to her drawers. She felt them slip down her bottom and forced herself to release them to puddle at her feet. Lucas bent and helped her step from them where they joined the rest of her clothing. Her tears flowed faster as he made a point of raking his eyes up and down her almost nude form. "Tell me, Lucille," he ordered as his eyes captured hers, "why are you standing basically naked outside, where anyone might come along to see you?" Her face flooded with color as she again looked around as if expecting to see people gawking at her body. Lucas gave her a quick swat, which quickly returned her attention to him. "Answer me."
"Be ... because you are going to spa ... spank me," she said, trembling under his unwavering gaze. She saw him shake his head as if her answer wasn't correct.
"No, Lucille," he said and saw her confusion. "You are not going to be spanked, young lady, you are going to be quite thoroughly switched." She gasped, her eyes dropping to the switches he held in his hand. He cupped her chin, raising her face back to his. "All I'd need do is lift your skirts and petticoats, and lower your drawers to have access to your bottom. Tell me why I had to remove most of your clothing to prepare you for the switching you have coming.
"Lucy's confusion vanished as she thought of how he had prepared her in the study the first time he had taken a paddle to her bottom. "I.... I tore my pinafore," she admitted. "You ... you can't tuck my ... my clothing up because ... because I ripped it off and ... and threw it at you."
"That's correct," he said and then released her chin and stepped back. "Bend over and put your hands on the bench," he said, and though her heart was galloping in her chest, Lucy obediently did as she was told. She shut her eyes, praying that no one would come along and witness her humiliation. As she heard his next words, she no longer worried about her shame; she worried if she would survive it.
"Spread your legs wide; put your elbows down and lift your bottom," Lucas ordered, stepping to her side. Lucy sobbed as she did as she was told, her legs spreading, her bottom lifting as if asking to be thrashed. She felt him tap the switch against her bottom. "Tell me, Lucille, why you are almost totally naked in your guardian's garden, your legs open, your bottom lifted," Lucas said softly as he continued to gently tap her pale, unmarked bottom.
"I ... I was naugh ... naughty. I ... I threw a tan ... tantrum. I ... screamed and threw my pinafore at you. I ... I'm so sorry.... Please ... please don't ... don't swi ... switch me ... hard," she begged, her words broken by her tears and her earnest plea for mercy. 
Lucas was pleased with her confession and proud she had not asked for him to not punish her at all. He understood her request for him to only lightly apply the switch, as he knew exactly what fire it could produce. He also knew that her request would be ignored. "The first switch is for that naughtiness," he informed her and pressed the end of a switch to her lips. She dutifully kissed it and saw him lay the second switch down on the bench, directly under her face so that she could not miss it. "The second will thrash your legs for running from me. You are never, ever to run from me, Lucille. If you do, you'll find your legs whipped each and every time." Lucy sobbed, her eyes glued to the switch beneath her. She then screamed as he began. 
Line after line of white fire landed on her proffered bottom, each stroke leaving its mark upon her pale skin. Lucas whipped the switch expertly, landing it exactly where he aimed, each stroke only a hairsbreadth beneath the previous. Lucy was soon dancing in place, her legs kicking, her bottom wagging up and down and twisting from side to side as he switched her hard and fast. She had no idea of how many strokes she had taken or how many he would place upon her bottom. "Please!" she screamed, her wails causing birds to take flight as the shrill cries rent the air. "No ... no more ... please, Papa ... it ... it burns!" Lucas knew it did, the evidence appearing in perfect marks down the crest of her bottom. He covered the entire surface of her buttocks before pausing.
"Lift your bottom, Lucy," he ordered tapping the switch against the curve of her cheeks. "I want your sit spot offered to me properly. Keep your head and shoulders down, bottom well up to prove your submission to your punishment." Lucy was beyond caring who either heard or saw her punishment. She felt his tap again. "Lucy, do as you are told or I shall repeat the switching of your bottom before I switch your sit spot." Sobbing, Lucy dropped her shoulders to the bench, her cheek now lying on the switch that was yet to be used. She pushed her bottom up, sticking it out as far as she could, her legs spread wide.
"Good girl," Lucas said before laying the switch into her tender spot. She wailed as he gave her a half dozen strokes with the switch, each welt overlaying the previous until her sit spot was a mass of welts that he knew she would feel for many days. When he finished, he stepped to her and helped her to rise. Lucy was sobbing, her tears streaming down her cheeks as her hands reached back to rub frantically at her aching bottom. She saw the switch being lifted to her lips and dutifully kissed it.
"Th ... than ... thank you ... Pa ... Papa," she gasped, her bottom burning as it had never before. 
Lucas nodded and laid the switch on the pile of her clothing. "Hand me your other," he said. Lucy froze a moment as she realized her punishment was only half-done.
"Oh no ... please ... please, Pa ... Papa. I ... I can't ... can't bear it," she begged, feeling she would surely faint away from the pain he had already placed onto her bottom. Lucas simply shook his head and held out his hand. Lucy burst into fresh tears as she picked up the horrible switch, obediently pressed her lips to the tip and held it out to him.
"Do you feel you can stay in place, or shall I bind you while I switch your legs?" Lucas asked. 
Lucy shook all over, her legs already threatening to collapse under her. She couldn't imagine being bound. "I ... I ... will ... will stay ... stay..." she managed. He nodded again, taking her arm and leading her to the back of the bench.
"Bend over and grip the slats of the bench," he said, guiding her over the bench's backrest. The edge of the bench pressed against her stomach as she reached for the slats, wrapping her fingers around them.
"You may keep your legs together, Lucille," he said, and watched as she immediately pressed her thighs together. "This will sting a great deal," he warned as he tapped the spot he intended to strike first. "Your bottom is well-padded for a switching; your legs are not. You will learn not to run."
Lucy learned the horrid truth of his words as the switch began its journey down the backs of her legs. She was writhing over the bench, her head thrown back as she screeched out her pain; Lucas continued striping her legs until he had covered them from the tops of her thighs to her slender ankles. Dozens of red welts covered her legs, and he knew she would feel them for days, burning and itching under her clothing as they slowly healed. When he was satisfied that she had learned a most painful lesson, he helped her to stand. 
She kissed the tip of the switch where it had become ragged with her switching. "Thank ... thank you, Papa," she said, her voice stronger, though her body ached far more. She hadn't fainted or died. She had been given the worst switching of her life and knew she would never, ever forget it. 
 
Lucas took both switches and snapped them in two, throwing them to the ground. He then took her into his arms and kissed the top of her head as she sobbed against his chest. "Don't ever run from me again," he said, his own voice showing his emotion. She nodded, understanding from the ragged edge of his voice that she had caused him to give her pain he had no pleasure in delivering. He kissed her again and then guided her back to the other side of the bench. Lucy's face burned as she was pressed to her knees. She hadn't expected to be performing a penance outside, where anyone walking by might witness the act.
"What ... what if some ... someone comes?" she whispered, her eyes still swimming with tears as she gazed up at him. Lucas traced her cheek with his finger.
"Be grateful I am allowing you to make this penance, little one," he said and she felt a sense of foreboding flood her. "You will soon learn that a different, more intimate penance is required when you give me cause to switch, strap or cane you for naughtiness." She wanted to ask what he meant but suddenly was terrified of the answer. Instead, she submitted and was soon obediently accepting his tribute and his forgiveness. 
Since there was not a corner available, she had spent a half-hour standing on the path, nude from the waist down, hands again cupping her elbows, legs wide, bottom pushed out. The time had been spent in silence until the birds returned to nearby branches, their daily routine no longer interrupted by her shrill cries. Lucy felt a sense of peace fill her as she accepted that, while she would be leaving these gardens, she would soon be arriving at her new home, with the man she loved. Lucas dressed her, her small moans of discomfort ignored as he drew her stockings up over her welted legs, her drawers over her welted little bottom.
"Shall we discuss your leaving Wintercrest?" he asked, drawing her down sit on his lap, her hiss of pain ignored.
"No ... no, Sir," she said. "I ... I understand. I ... I was just ... frightened."
"Kitten," he said, holding her close. "I understand it is frightening. It was frightening when you moved to Wintercrest Manor, but you found a home within these walls. I understand it will be difficult to leave your sister, especially since she is the other half of you," he said, softly. "I promise, you will fall in love with Hunter's Ridge, as well. You will learn to feel safe and protected within its walls.
"She nodded and lifted her face to his. "I know," she whispered. "And Papa, you are my other half now."
Lucas felt his heart swell as he bent to kiss her. She clung to him, her need for reassurance radiating from her small body. Lucas stood, easily carrying her up the path and back to the house. The couple, who had only just presented themselves for the first time in days, again disappeared, as he took her to his room.
Neither was aware of passing the library, where Edward and Louisa were sitting, each reading a book. The two looked at each other and smiled. "I'll tell Mrs. Bremmer to prepare another tray," Edward said, chuckling. Louisa giggled, her heart finally releasing the tension that had gripped it since Lucy had fled the room. She knew her sister would be all right the moment she saw her cradled in the arms of the very man that caused her cries to float through the open windows of Wintercrest Manor.
 



Chapter 10
 
Lucas and Lucy joined them for dinner. Lucas helped her to her chair, observing her wince and hearing her small moan as her bottom met the hard surface of the chair. As Molly placed the first dishes on the table, he called to her. "Please bring Lucy a pillow," he requested. Though Lucy was horribly embarrassed, she was grateful for his concern. "Lucy, I have a surprise for you," he said, reaching out to take her hand. Her eyes lifted, a small smile curving her lips at the thought of an unexpected present. He saw Molly returning, a large pillow in her arms. She met his eyes and saw his nod. Smiling, she went to Lucy's chair and gently took her arm when Lucas released her hand. Louisa watched, her expression puzzled. She looked to Edward, but his attention was focused to the opposite end of the table.
"Stand up, Lucy," Molly said firmly and helped her to do so. Lucy looked to the servant and watched as she placed the pillow onto the chair.
"Thank you, Molly," Lucy said softly, feeling herself being guided to take her seat again.
"From now on, you will address her as Miss Molly and answer her questions with a simple 'Yes, Miss'," Lucas said, and her eyes snapped back to his. He smiled and took her hand again. "I know you will miss your sister when we leave, little one," he said. "While I can't spirit her away from Edward, I have offered Molly a position such that which Mrs. Bremmer holds at Wintercrest in helping Edward with little Louisa." Lucy's eyes widened as she turned again to look at the woman who was only a few years old than she.
"Molly?" she asked, not truly understanding.
"Miss Molly," Lucas reminded. 
Lucy flushed, suddenly remembering how Molly had been the only one to tend to her in the past several days. She also remembered the girl's helping Mrs. Bremmer administer the awful punishment enema she had been given. Blushing, she saw Molly in her new role. "What if she doesn't want to go with us?" Lucy asked her husband. 
The answer didn't come from him. "But I do, Lucy," Molly said. "I am most grateful for this opportunity and promise to tend to you as your Papa wishes." Lucy's eyes fluttered closed as she realized even the girl's tone of voice seemed to take on authority. "There is nothing holding me to Wintercrest while Mrs. Bremmer's heart is here with Louisa. Do you not wish me to attend you?"
Lucy swallowed hard, her thoughts racing. She somehow understood that, though it might not be Molly, someone would always serve to help Lucas with the raising, discipline and everyday needs of his little one. 
"It ... it's fine, Molly," Lucy said, squirming slightly on her chair.
"Miss Molly," the young woman reminded her. "You've already been reminded, Lucille. I'm sure you can remember, or do you need a more firm reminder?
"Lucy's heart pounded when Molly dropped her hand into the pocket of an apron Lucy just now realized was exactly like the one Mrs. Bremmer wore. She watched in horror as a tawse was pulled from the pocket. Lucy was quick to shake her head. "Noo ... no, Miss ... Miss Molly," Lucy managed, and almost wept with relief when Molly returned the implement to her pocket.
"Don't ever suppose I will not spank your bottom if you test me, Lucy," Molly said with authority. "Mrs. Bremmer made me a gift of the tawse so that I will always be prepared in case you doubt my word." She picked up the pitcher another servant had just placed on the table and filled Lucy's glass.
"Ye ... yes, Miss Molly," Lucy whispered, her heart pounding as another element of authority was quite adequately demonstrated.
"Good girl. Be sure to finish your milk," Molly said, to make her point.
"Yes, Miss," Lucy said softly, picking up her glass and taking a sip. Molly smiled across Lucy at Lucas, and he smiled in return. Molly had been reassured by him that he would teach her what he desired in raising his little one and would never undermine her authority in the girl's presence. Molly nodded again and was smiling as she returned to the kitchen. Lucas knew it would take some adjustment on Lucy's part, but also knew she would welcome the familiar face, once surrounded by strangers in his home. They all relaxed and began to eat, Lucy's unease gradually lessening. After the meal, Lucas escorted her into the parlor, and Molly soon joined them. As he opened each trunk and surveyed its contents, Molly marked items off a pad that he had given her. Lucy simply sat as still as possible on her painful bottom.
"I believe you should probably pack some additional nappies in with Lucy's traveling clothes," Lucas said as he opened a box that Eleanor had packed.
"Certainly," Molly agreed, reaching in and removing a large handful of the cloth nappies. "Some rubber pants as well?" She suggested, and looked to see Lucy's face flaming with embarrassment. "It would be a shame if she should wet her new clothes or the linens on the train when she naps."
"Yes, thank you," Lucas said, watching as those items were removed and added to the pile of nappies. Lucy remained silent as her new role descended upon her. She had not been forced to nap or wear nappies since that first day as she had spent every moment with her husband. She understood that once the day dawned, and they began the trip to his home, she would most certainly find her days structured in a much more restrictive manner. She wanted to protest as a large pacifier was passed to Molly, but her bottom reminded her of what happened when she disagreed with her husband.
"I believe she will find comfort with this in her mouth as she sleeps," he said, and then looked at his wife. "Oh, don't forget to place her doll in her travel bag, as well. I know she enjoys napping with it."
"Yes, Sir," Molly said, making a note on her pad. The two continued to open and discuss the contents of the trunks as Lucy simply listened. Mrs. Bremmer entered but stood simply observing. Molly seemed flustered for a moment until the woman gave her a nod.
"You are doing just fine, Molly," Anna said, proud that Lucas saw potential in the servant whom she had begun to train for Lucy from the moment the girl arrived at Wintercrest. "Don't ever be afraid to ask Lord Huntington questions, Molly," she offered. "Remember, it is far better to make sure his instructions and intentions are clear before you pass them on to your charge. Also remember, you are subject to discipline at Hunter's Ridge the same as you were under Lord Wintercrest's rules."
"Yes, Mrs. Bremmer," Molly said, blushing just a bit, remembering the times she had been punished by either the Lord of the Manor, Henri, or most often, by Mrs. Bremmer herself. She remembered standing and bending across the large kitchen table the moment the housekeeper had returned from tending to Lucy's punishment. She had lifted her skirts up onto her back and parted her own drawers. The strapping had been intense, both in the pain the leather made as it struck her bottom, as well as the added humiliation of knowing the entire household staff had been gathered to witness her punishment. "I understand," Molly said. 
Anna nodded and turned to Lucas. "You made a good choice, Sir," she said, with a smile. "Molly is a good girl and has proven to be a fast learner. She will tend to your little one with love, as well as the necessary strictness."
"Thank you for suggesting her, Anna," Lucas said, taking the time to give the woman's cheek a kiss. "I'm sure she will be just fine, and most importantly, I know she loves my girl." Anna nodded and left the three to finish their work. By the time the last trunk had been inspected, a small paddle, a stiff leather strap, and a pair of thin ropes had joined the pile to be carried onto the train, just in case their little one chose to be naughty. 
Lucy found herself grateful when Molly finally turned to her. "Come, Lucy," she said, gathering up most of the items but handing the stack of nappies to Lucy. "Give your Papa a kiss. It is time for you to be put to bed.
"Lucy felt as if her world was tipping out of balance, but she dutifully walked to Lucas and rose up onto her tiptoes to brush her lips across his cheek. "Good ... good night, Papa," she said. 
Lucas smiled down at her, his hand cupping her cheek. He bent to kiss her properly, his mouth pressing hard to hers. She felt her body stir out of its stupor, her sex immediately moistening. "Good night, Kitten," he said and turned her back towards Molly, giving her small bottom a gentle swat. "Be a good girl for Miss Molly. I'll be up soon."
"Pa ... Papa?" Lucy asked quietly, wondering if he would be upset she hadn't immediately followed Molly from the room.
"What, Kitten?" Lucas asked.
"Is ... may ... is...?" Lucy attempted, though fear of his refusal made her words stick in her throat. Lucas saw her distress and knelt down beside her, his hand cupping her cheek.
"Breathe, little one," he said gently. "You won't ever be in trouble for asking a question.
"She took a deep breath and nodded. "I ... I know you were upset with Cleo," she began, and he immediately understood her concern.
"Kitten," he said softly, "I would never deny you your pet. Molly has already prepared a special box with Cleo's basket and a few toys. Just as I will have my own Kitten in my compartment on the train, Cleo will be tucked into Molly's." He saw the joy on her face and bent forward to kiss her again. "Now, little one, stop fretting, and run along with Miss Molly," he said, turning her towards the door and gently swatting her bottom again.
"Yes, Papa," Lucy said, blushing hotly but finding herself hurrying her steps to catch up with her former maid. Before she took the first step up the stairs, she turned back to see her husband watching from the doorway. "Thank you, Papa!" she called and then ascended the stairs beside yet another person who would have control over her life. 
Molly soon had the additional items tucked into the large bag that she had prepared that afternoon. The rest of their things would be packed into a separate luggage compartment on the train. The few bags left would be carried onto the train for easy access from their compartments. 
Lucy stood still as Molly stripped her nude and then led her to the water closet. As Lucy made her toilet, Molly turned down the bed and then returned. Lucy blushed hotly as she was dressed in another sheer gown, nothing offered to be worn underneath. Her hair was brushed until it crackled and shone with glints of gold. 
Molly smiled as she led the woman to the bed and helped her into it for the first time alone. "Turn onto your tummy, Lucy," Molly ordered, and Lucy obeyed, glad to remove her weight from her welted bottom. She buried her face in her pillow when she felt her gown being lifted and tucked above her waist to bare her bottom. Molly opened a jar she had set on the bedside table and scooped up a dollop of ointment with her fingers. Lucy stiffened when she felt Molly's fingers on her bottom but relaxed when she realized the girl was applying a soothing salve to her ravished rump. Molly applied several scoops of the salve to Lucy's bottom, making sure the swollen area of her sit spot was thoroughly coated. Lucy sighed as the relief began to ease the itching and burning of the welts. 
Molly silently applied salve to each of her legs until Lucy's skin was shiny with the ointment. Lucy was almost asleep when Molly capped the jar and wiped her hands on a towel. "I'll leave your gown up, Lucy," Molly informed her. "Your bottom and legs will dry in a bit and then you may cover yourself.
"Lucy blushed hotly but forced herself to respond. "Yes ... yes, Miss ... thank you," she said quietly. 
Molly bent to kiss her cheek. "You are welcome. Sleep well, little Lucy," Molly said, and Lucy simply nodded. 
As her new governess extinguished the lamp and left the room, Lucy found her thumb making its way into her mouth. She suckled for an instant before jerking it out, her mind remembering the pacifier Molly had tucked into her bag. Lucy moaned, realizing she was actually regressing to become the little one her husband desired. After a while, she tentatively put her hand on her bottom, and though she winced at the welts she felt, she found she was dry. She pulled her gown down to cover her bottom and pulled the covers up to her chin. She turned onto her side, the bed feeling immense and lonely without Lucas beside her. She gradually fell into sleep and dreamed of what might be waiting for her in her new home. 
Lucas joined her a few hours later, stripping off his clothes before climbing into bed. He soon had his wife on her back, her hands on the rails, after removing her gown. He slid into her, her body instantly ready for him. As his weight pressed down on her, she moaned deeply. Lucas pulled from her and guided her to her stomach and then to her knees. He gently pressed her head and shoulders down to the mattress, her hands still gripping the rails.
"Spread your legs," he said gently and moved between them when she obeyed. Her face flamed with embarrassment knowing her switched bottom was in full view. Lucas bent to kiss her neck to give her comfort but did not speak of her pain. She had earned the discomfort that she was presently dealing with and would simply have to decide that it just might be best to behave instead of throwing tantrums when she didn't like or understand something. Lucy moaned again when his broad hands gripped her hips, his fingers reigniting the burn of the welts that the salve had soothed. Despite, or perhaps due to, the added sensation of pain, when she exploded with pleasure as he took her, her screams muffled by her pillow, she felt almost dizzy with the intensity of her climax. Lucas spilled into her, his ears alert to the sounds of her voice as her sounds of discomfort changed to purrs of pleasure. By the time she was held in his arms, spooned to him, she knew she would be able to rest easy. The bed was now the exact perfect size, the cold sheets warmed by his body, his arms assuring her she was safe, protected and loved.
They hugged and kissed and said their final goodbyes the following morning. Lucy and Louisa both shed tears, as the moment came to board the train. 
Lucas took Lucy's hand and motioned for Molly, who was carrying Cleo's box, to precede them onto the train. "Come, Kitten," he said gently. "Edward has promised to bring Louisa to Hunter's Ridge for the holidays. You shall see each other soon." Her eyes brightened; she saw Louisa smile and nod as she stood beside her husband.
"Be good, Lucy," Edward said, with a smile. "We shall visit soon, and I expect to hear that your time at Wintercrest has served you well.
"She nodded and was indeed grateful for this man's love and support and reluctantly admitted that she was also grateful for his discipline. Lucy pulled away from her husband, only to run to throw her arms around her guardian. "Thank you, Sir," she said, her voice trembling with her gratitude. "Thank you for taking me in and loving me. Thank you for teaching me. Thank you for finding Lucas for me. Thank you for everything you have done for me."
Edward felt his heart clench and realized it would not only be Louisa who would miss this precious woman. Edward crushed his ward to his chest and pressed his lips to the top of her head. "Thank you, Lucy," Edward whispered. "I would not have changed a thing. I shall miss you. You've made me very proud to be your guardian. Now, little one, go and allow your husband to teach you to be free." Both sets of eyes were damp as he released her and then watched as she once more took her husband's hand. Lucas nodded at his lifelong friend, his own gratitude shining in his eyes. Edward nodded and pulled Louisa into his arms, grateful he still had one of his girls in his arms as he watched the other step onto the train. 
Lucas helped her onto the steps of the train and followed her. She took one last look at the two people who had given her so much and waved. Louisa and Edward waved back, and she felt her heart lighten, knowing she would soon see them again. Lucas bent and kissed the top of her head.
"Are you okay, Kitten?" he asked softly. She looked up and smiled.
"Oh, yes, Papa," she said softly, "Let's go home."
 
THE END.
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