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Chapter 1
 
Lucy tried hard not to panic as she sat on the horsehair settee.  She forced herself to take deep breaths, though her tight corset made the task a difficult one.  Her hands were folded in her lap, the fingers twisted together.  Though she managed to look calm to the casual observer, anyone who knew the young woman would have been immediately able to ascertain that something was seriously amiss.  A muffled noise caused her eyes to lift from where she had been assiduously studying the pattern of the carpet, to the closed door of the room.  She swallowed hard, knowing that the carefully laid plan had fallen completely apart.  Even as her heart began to beat harder, she saw the door slowly begin to open.
An older gentleman stepped through the door, his black robes flowing behind him.  He didn’t even glance at the young woman as she slowly pushed herself to her feet.  Another man entered, causing Lucy’s knees to begin shaking.  Her eyes widened as he pulled a young woman into the room to stand beside him.  The two women’s eyes met each other’s, and it was as if they were looking into a mirror.  Lucy saw her own fear reflected in the other set of violet-blue eyes.  Lucy took a hesitant step forward, one hand reaching out as if to gain strength from the woman.  
“Sit down!” the man ordered, his voice seeming to thunder in the room, though he spoke softly.  Lucy immediately sank back onto the settee and lowered her gaze again to the carpet.  She desperately wished a hole would open in the floor and simply swallow her whole.  She felt the settee shift just a bit as the other woman was pressed down to sit beside her.  
The man strode to the large fireplace to stand beside the older gentleman and then turned to face the two.  “Lucille, you were put into my care, and this is how you choose to repay my kindness?  You dare to flagrantly dishonor my name, and then have the audacity to pull my wife into your disobedience?  I will give you one chance, and one chance only to explain your actions.”  Lucy opened her mouth to speak, just to close it when words failed her.  The possibility of the plan failing had not even occurred to her, and she found she was totally incapable of making a response. 
The room remained silent, the man’s presence seeming to fill up all the available space.  After several minutes, he continued, “Very well.  As you seem unable to speak, I shall summarize:  Though you knew you had exams this morning and had every opportunity to prepare for them, you spent the past week in frivolous activities.  Instead of accepting the consequences, you and Lady Wintercrest regressed to your childhood ploys.  Tell me, whose idea was it for Louisa to present herself to take the examination in your place?”  Lucy mumbled something too low to be heard.  “Speak up!”
“Mi… mine, Sir.  I’m so sorry… it was only the mathematics one, Sir.  I… ” Lucy said, her voice only rising slightly.  She felt sick to her stomach, as she realized just how ridiculous the scheme had been.  “Louisa didn’t want to, but… ” 
Her speech was abruptly interrupted by a booming voice of total authority.  “Nonsense!  It seems that marriage has done nothing to teach your sister responsibility.  Despite her station as Lady Wintercrest, she remains incapable of making adult decisions.  Instead of joining you in this folly, Lady Wintercrest should have immediately informed her husband of your intentions.  The fact that you say she didn’t ‘want to’ just reinforces my belief that she should have remained in this school until she reached her majority despite her change in status.”  
The headmaster spoke harshly, as his finger pointed accusingly at the two women.  Lord Wintercrest saw both women shrink back against the settee and couldn’t stop a small smile.  He wasn’t surprised; after all, he too had attended schools in his youth and been under the authority of headmasters, himself.  He watched as the women squirmed a bit, knowing they both had valid reasons for being extremely uncomfortable.  Not only did they have to answer to the headmaster of the school, both would soon answer to him at home.  He smiled again knowing exactly which man was capable of causing them the most discomfort.  His mind flew to the possibilities of their situation for a brief moment, and he then cleared his throat.  In direct contrast to the loud, booming voice of the headmaster, he spoke very softly, but his every word seemed to thunder in the small office.  Wanting to give his wife an opportunity to extract herself from the likely outcome of these proceedings, he softened his voice even more.
“Louisa, my dear, do you have anything to add?  This isn’t the time to remain silent if you can defend your actions.  Perhaps you can offer a reasonable explanation.  Tell me, did Lucille force you into this scheme, little one?”  
His wife lifted her eyes to meet his, and saw that he was indeed offering her a way out of her crime.  She also knew that her sister would take all the blame, if only Louisa gave her an opportunity.  However, she found herself shaking her head and lowering her eyes to gaze at the tips of her boots peeking from the hem of her skirts.  Knowing that such response telegraphed her guilt, she felt her stomach churn with the sure knowledge that she wouldn’t remain silent for long.  Suddenly, she felt the need to at least attempt to mitigate her guilt.
“No… no sir, except that I am so very sorry.  I… I just wanted to help Lucy.  She was so frightened and desperately afraid of failing and….”
“Evidently not frightened enough to study her lessons,” the headmaster shouted, his finger continuing to stab into the air as he spoke.  He did not appreciate the short interruption of his speech, and the offer of leniency from Louisa’s husband suited him even less.  “This behavior is unacceptable!  I, as well as the rest of the faculty, had hoped that your lies and acts of deceit had ended upon your marriage.  You would think becoming a…” he paused as he practically snorted, “A ‘Lady,’ under your husband’s authority would have cured you of this despicable behavior!  You acted like a child, and a very naughty child at that!”  
Edward watched the young woman draw even deeper into the settee, her face red with her embarrassment at the accusations.  He both knew the truth of the words, as well as knowing the poor man who spoke them had no real idea of how close to home his words had been.  Edward decided to take the situation back into his own hands.  “Sir, though I acknowledge that the girls have been disobedient, I see no need to cause my wife further embarrassment.  After all, she is Lady Wintercrest, and though I do grant you the authority your position dictates, I propose you remember that fact.”  
The headmaster’s face flushed, recognizing the validity of the man’s words.  He wasn’t a stupid man after all; without the upper class of society placing their daughters into his care, his life would not be nearly as lucrative or as interesting as it was presently.  He forced himself to rein in his anger and gave Lord Wintercrest a slight bow.  “Forgive me, Lord Wintercrest.  I find myself simply at my wit’s end, but I do apologize for any slur I might have suggested.  Believe me, it was not my intention in the slightest.”  He was grateful to find Lord Wintercrest give him a small nod in return, and chanced to continue.  “Lady Wintercrest, perhaps you can explain to your husband why I find this act so heinous.  How do we even know that it has been your sister attending classes at all?  This isn’t the first time you’ve switched places, now is it?”  
Louisa shook her head, her hands twisting in her lap.  “No sir, but never for this reason.  The… the other times were just for…  ” Her head hung lower as she dug the hole she and her sister were in a bit deeper.
“Pray continue, Louisa,” she heard her husband command.  “Enlighten me of your past escapades, if you will.”  
Louisa felt her sister’s grip on her hand increase, as if warning her.  Louisa, however, had learned she must respond truthfully to her husband, or face consequences she couldn’t bear to think about – especially at this moment.  She swallowed hard and answered, “We took each other’s place before, but I swear it was only for a lark.  No one was wiser and, oh please, Sir, it was only for a bit of fun.”  She dared to raise her eyes to her husband’s, and saw at once that any mercy he might have been thinking of extending was quickly disappearing.  Desperate, her voice rose a bit as she pleaded, “Please, Headmaster Thorne, I swear, this is the first time since I left the school.  You must believe me.  I ask.…”
“The only thing you should be asking for is mercy!” Headmaster Thorne shouted, causing both women to start a bit.  The women unconsciously reached for each other’s remaining free hand, and as Lucy clasped her sister’s, she realized exactly what had caused their discovery.
Edward Wintercrest saw her mouth drop into a small ‘O’ and grinned.  He wondered how they could possibly have missed the glaring detail.  He couldn’t stop himself from pointing out their mistake.  “Though I’m sure there will never be another occurrence of this fiasco, you would both be wise to make sure that every aspect of your appearances match.  I can just imagine the surprise Professor Lloyds experienced when he saw the evidence of marriage without any prior announcement or posting of the banns.  Don’t you agree, Lucille?”  Edward watched as his sister-in-law raised her eyes to his, her face flushing with her embarrassment.  
Lucy had immediately seen the small gold band on her sister’s ring finger and couldn’t believe that neither she nor Louisa had thought about removing the one obvious adornment that they didn’t share.  She felt Louisa squeeze her fingers as if trying to give her strength.  “Yes sir, I’m so sorry Edward.  Please, I know I deserve to be punished, but I beg you to forgive Louisa.  I swear she wasn’t party to this.…”
“But she obviously was, Lucille.  After all, you are both sitting there, as identical as twins can be in your school uniforms.  Identical except for one small detail that caught you both in your transgression.  I have heard enough.  You are both guilty and both deserve to be punished.”  Having made his decision, Lord Wintercrest turned to speak with the headmaster.  “Sir, I thank you for your concern, and appreciate the quickness with which you informed me of this.  Please, proceed with the normal discipline, and rest assured, I also will be delivering a much sterner lesson when we return home.”  Louisa gasped at her husband’s words.  Though she had known this was to be the likely outcome once the charade had been discovered, she had still harbored hope that her husband would find the escapade foolish but forgivable.  She watched as her husband took a few steps forward to seat himself in a large armchair as if he intended to enjoy a casual conversation with the headmaster.  She wanted to beg him to be merciful, to escort them home and to administer any punishment in privacy.  It appeared that her desires, however, had no bearing on what would occur. 
“Though I appreciate your confidence in myself, as well as the rules of this institution, Lord Wintercrest, I must address the fact that your wife is no longer a student here.  I do not have the authority to administer her punishment.”  
Edward saw his wife relax slightly, and knew she was desperately glad to hear those words.  He relished the fact that she would discover she had relaxed far too soon.  “I disagree, Sir.  Though, as you noted, my wife is now Lady Wintercrest, it has become obvious that she chose to divest herself of her title with this escapade.  No one forced my wife; no, she chose to sneak into your school to become your student once again.  She attended class and took an exam she knew was meant for Lucille.  Her actions have given validity to my belief that our little Louisa indeed misses her carefree days as a young girl with nothing more to deal with than simple studies.”  
Louisa’s eyes shut tightly as her husband continued to speak.  Her face flushed, and she knew his words were heard as one thing by the headmaster, and yet she also knew his words meant something entirely different to her.  She was embarrassed by what Headmaster Thorne must be thinking.  Her husband was telling him that she was obviously not able to behave as either an adult or a proper wife to the respected Lord Wintercrest.  She chanced to glance over at the headmaster, and saw the puzzled look in his eyes, as well as a smirk upon his lips, as he watched her squirm on the settee.  Louisa dropped her eyes and wished with all her heart that she had stayed at home, where she belonged.  Edward watched his wife try to steady herself and knew she was dreading what was to come; both here in this office as well as when he had her in the privacy of their bedroom at home.  
He smiled, enjoying her discomfort, and continued.  “As she is indeed a student today, I see no reason to eliminate her from your standard discipline.  After all, she is very familiar with the school’s rules, as she completed her studies here.  Please Sir, do me this favor and proceed as if she were still under your guidance.”  Louisa opened her eyes in disbelief, and tightened her grip on her sister’s hand.  Her husband was blatantly giving his permission to another man to take her in hand.  She tore her eyes off her husband’s only to see the smirk grow even larger on Headmaster Thorne’s face.
“Certainly, I shall do as you wish, Sir,” the man said with a small bow.  He turned his attention to the two women.  “Stand up and prepare yourselves,” he ordered even as he walked around to his desk.  
The women slowly stood, their hands still entwined.  Louisa looked at her husband once more.  “Please, Sir… I’m so sorry.  Please don’t let him do this,” she whimpered, unable to keep silent.  Edward simply shook his head.
“You did this, Louisa – you and Lucille.  You chose to return to your student days, and therefore will accept school discipline.  You both shall pay the price.  Now I suggest you do as you are told, as you will find no mercy here and even less when we return home.”  The two still hesitated, though each hand had released the other’s.  The black-robed gentleman was facing the wall behind his desk, deciding upon which implement would serve him best.  He made his selection, and reached up to remove the long rattan cane from its hooks.  Lucy moaned at the sight as he turned and swished the cane through the air.  Though she was no stranger to the cane, it had been many, many months since she had experienced the agony it was capable of delivering.  Thorne raised the cane so that it pointed at the two women.  “Normally I would call for Mrs. Francis to attend as witness to your punishment; however, I believe Lord Wintercrest will serve as witness in her stead, if you agree, Sir?”  
Edward nodded his head, even as he watched his girls begin to visibly tremble, their eyes remaining locked on the cane as it moved in the air, much as a trapped rabbit would eye the weaving head of a viper.  Edward knew the bite of the cane on an unprotected bottom would feel as sharp and painful as a snake’s bite.  Thorne acknowledged Edward’s agreement by saying, “Thank you Sir.”  Then addressing the two women, he said, “I believe you were told to prepare yourselves.  Do so immediately, or do I need to call for Mrs. Francis to assist you?”  
The women shook their heads vigorously, not wanting even more witnesses to their horrid situation, finally surrendering to the obvious.  Small shaking hands reached under long grey uniform skirts as fingers fumbled for ribbon ties.  Soon, two white puddles surrounded the women’s black boots as their drawers were unfastened and allowed to fall to the floor.  The girl’s faces burned brightly with the shame of the act.  
Thorne nodded.  “Face the settee, raise your skirts well up to bare your bottoms, bend over and place your hands on the seat.”  With soft sobs beginning to come from the two, both women slowly obeyed the dreadful order.  As heavy skirts were pulled upward to expose creamy white thighs above black stockings, Edward found himself holding his breath.  Time seemed to slow, as fabric inched ever upwards until rounded bare buttocks were finally exposed.  Edward released his breath and smiled, once more amazed to discover that their similarity extended to their petite bottoms.  If he had just walked into the room and wasn’t aware of which side of the settee his wife occupied, he would be unable to ascertain which beautiful posterior belonged to whom.  Unaware of his thoughts and unable to see his look of wonder, the women properly positioned themselves. Once again, as though without thought, their hands joined, as they tried to give each other support.  
“You shall have a dozen each unless, of course, you foolishly break position.”  Sobs sounded as the sentence was spoken and further shame colored their faces as the headmaster gave them further instruction.  “Ladies, you are not strangers to the proper position for a well-deserved caning.  I want you to show your admittance of guilt by willingly lifting your bottoms well up for the cane.”  Lucy broke down first, her sobs choking her throat as her tears streamed down her face at both the intense shame of her position, and her desperate fear of the coming pain.  Louisa squeezed her sister’s fingers even as she, too, tried to brace herself.  Enjoying Lucille’s obvious fear, Thorne made his choice; it would be far more effective if Lucille had to listen to her sister receiving her strokes and be made to consider her own punishment for the longest time possible.  The headmaster stepped to Louisa’s left and lifted the cane.  Edward was well pleased to see his small wife take a deep breath to both calm and prepare herself.  He watched as she arched her back and pushed her unmarked, pale bottom high into the air, signaling her readiness for the first awful stroke.  Edward wondered if she was even aware of how far she had come under his tutelage since their wedding.  She further pleased him when she spoke quietly but clearly,
“Forgive me for my disobedience, Sir.  I admit my guilt and I am ready to submit to my punishment.”  If the headmaster was surprised at her formal words, he contained it fairly well.  He glanced from her bare bottom to Lord Wintercrest.  Edward didn’t smile or speak; only gave the headmaster a slight nod.  Thorne smiled; the young woman had obviously continued her education under her husband’s rule.  Thorne gave a moment’s wish that every young miscreant who appeared in his office was as contrite and ready to pay for their offense, as was Lady Wintercrest, as she bent over before him.  He also didn’t prolong her wait.  He measured the distance by tapping her upturned bottom twice before drawing back his arm.  The length of bamboo whistled through the air and landed with a sharp crack against her beautifully rounded rump.  Louisa yelped but didn’t move out of position even as the second stroke landed an inch below the first.  Lucy flinched each time the cane cut into her sister’s bottom, the sound sharp and crisp in the room.  It wasn’t until the sixth stroke had painted its line of fire across Louisa’s bottom that she began to beg.
“Please… oh, no… please Sir!”  Her bottom began to twist and bob as she tried to avoid the cane.  Her tears had begun, though she had promised herself that she would take the punishment in silence.  
“Back into position and present your bottom properly, Louisa.” She sobbed harder, realizing that it was her own husband giving her the awful order.  Just the sound of his quiet authority caused her body to respond, and she felt her shame grow.  “Be still, and lift that naughty bottom high, or would you prefer I ask Headmaster Thorne to begin anew?”  She sobbed, knowing that he wouldn’t hesitate to make good his threat.  She had learned the hard way that Edward never hesitated to enforce any discipline he deemed necessary.  She also knew   she was expected, no required, to verbally answer any question her husband asked or face additional correction for disrespect.  
She barely managed to choke out a subdued reply, “N… no, please Sir.  I’m… I’m sorry.”
“Then obey me and lift and relax your bottom to accept your strokes and be grateful for the lesson.  Apologize and ask Headmaster Thorne for an extra to remind you to stay in position!”
She lifted her aching bottom higher, her shame at her position intensifying as she forced herself to round and relax her burning buttocks.  She wasn’t aware that she was practically crushing her sister’s fingers.  Lucille had her eyes shut tightly, her tears continuing to flow as she listened to her sister’s moans and cries.  Her heart was pounding with her fear with every passing moment.  
She shuddered as Louisa sobbed, “I’m s… sorry Headmaster.  Please may… may I have an ex… extra stroke?”  
“Certainly, Lady Wintercrest,” Thorne answered, his arm already lifting.  The caning continued, and the moans turned into deep sobs, as line after line appeared across the previously porcelain skin of her uplifted bottom.  Once a dozen individual wheals were raised in remarkably evenly spaced lines, he said, “This last shall be the hardest, Lady Wintercrest.  Although you are no longer truly a student in my school, consider this as a necessary reminder to teach you to obey the authority of your husband.”  With that warning, he stepped back a bit, lifted his arm and gave her the hardest stroke of all.  
Louisa lost her breath for an instant and then broke and screamed as the last, extra stroke crossed diagonally across the previous twelve.  Her knees buckled and she almost fell to the floor.  Fearing additional strokes, she forced herself to return to position, lifting her well-thrashed bottom as high as she could.  Each wheal felt like it was burning ever deeper into her skin.  She heard movement behind her and realized that the headmaster had moved to stand beside Lucy.  Louisa ached for her sister, knowing that she had not been put under any punishment in a great while, and was not in the least prepared for the pain that she was about to face.  
Thorne rolled the cane across the pale skin of Lucille’s bottom.  He eyed his handiwork painted across her twin’s bottom, and smiled.  He was extremely proud of his ability to discipline a young woman properly; no overlapping of wheals occurred when he gave a caning – not counting the darker diagonal line she had earned as her extra.  He felt Lucille cringe away from the touch of the cane and he said,
“You would learn a good lesson, Miss Furniss, from your sister.  She admitted her crime and gracefully accepted the need for a good chastisement.  Surely you can do the same?”  Lucille couldn’t force herself to speak; her throat was tight with fear, and she was simply unable to speak.  Thorne sighed deeply and looked up to see Lord Wintercrest watching him.  He smiled and spoke softly,
“I am afraid that Lucille hasn’t had the benefit of additional education in the area of discipline, Sir.  I suppose the girls’ father didn’t see the need to teach them the proper attitude when he felt the need to give them a correction.  Perhaps if he had taken the necessary time to properly drive the lesson home, then I suppose the two would not even now be bent over, bottoms raised for a lesson in obedience.  Please, forgive Lucille for her ignorance and give her a reason to reflect on her childish behavior.”  
Headmaster Thorne’s smile grew as he nodded; the cane finally stopped its rolling on the cringing upturned bottom as he lifted it high into the air.  Lucy opened her mouth to beg for mercy and Louisa said a quick prayer and continued to sob herself, as no mercy was given, and the first stroke was applied to her sister’s upturned bottom.  
Lucy screamed from the very first stroke.  Her hand now crushed her sister’s as she fought to hold position.  The second stroke landed and Lucy knew she would die before the punishment was completed.  She had only been caned once before by her father and the count had been a half dozen.  While she had experienced a switching or two during her tenure at the school, this implement was surely one belonging to the Devil.  Never had she felt anything as horrid as each cutting stroke.  She feared with all her heart that she would soon experience twice over what she had ever taken before.  
She screamed at the third and begged, “Please, oh… oh please Sir… please, no more.  Please!”  Thorne ignored her pleas.  He was well accustomed to many a young woman’s begging for mercy as he delivered a punishment.  He took his job seriously and had become a master of the cane.  His strokes always landed exactly where he had decided to place them.  He did not believe in mercy.  One did not go under the cane without just cause and, when one had a bottom lifted for that implement, then one deserved to experience it at its harshest.  Lucy was unaware that her bottom was wagging up and down, swinging from side to side, as she fought to cool the fire.  
Edward grinned at her antics.  Once again he was amazed at exactly how identical the two were; their little dance to unsuccessfully avoid their due and even their cries sounded the same.  Lucy finally collapsed on the settee, her hand pulling free of her sister’s as she sank to the floor.  She cupped the punished skin of her bottom as she continued to beg for mercy.
“I’m sorry, please, I… I can’t take another… please Sir… please, I’m begging you.  You’ll skin me alive!”  Thorne reached down and hauled her up by her arm.  Lucy tried to pull away even though her sister was again reaching for her hand.
“Nonsense!  You still have four strokes to go, and now I fear you have earned extra, Miss Furniss.  You are behaving as a child.  Return to your position immediately or I shall have to call for help in restraining you.”  
Lucy struggled to compose herself as much as possible.  It was horrid enough being caned, and seen half-undressed by this man.  Knowing that her brother-in-law was also witnessing her chastisement as well as her state of undress was causing her great shame.  She sobbed, but the threat of additional witnesses worked as she climbed to her feet and was soon back in the familiar position of miscreant, waiting to receive the cane.  She heard her sister whisper for her to be brave and Lucy wished she could emulate Louisa’s acceptance of the horrid discipline.  She couldn’t find the strength or bravery and instead buried her face in her hands, and her cries were still echoing around the room as Thorne finished her dozen.  
“Bottom well up please,” Thorne ordered as he swished the cane several times in the air.  He waited for a few moments and was just about to inform the naughty woman that she would indeed receive additional strokes, when he saw the very welted bottom slowly being lifted.  Lucy sobbed into the scratchy fabric of the settee, trying to bring her bottom into position.  She heard the cane swish once more through the air, and then her head reared back as she screamed out the agony of the extra stroke.  As with her sister, Thorne had placed an additional, extremely hard stroke to cross her bottom on the diagonal.  Apparently believing her behavior warranted even further correction, he walked to her other side and lifted the cane again.  “Again, Miss Furniss.  Lift your bottom and submit to your discipline.”  Edward watched and was pleased as Lucille’s bottom lifted once more.  It was swollen and welted with the dozen strokes but he had to admit it was a beautiful sight.  Thorne tapped the cane across the welted skin and then lifted his arm.   As the stroke landed to cross all previous lines, Lucy collapsed onto her stomach, her hands reaching back to cover and rub at the fire in her throbbing bottom.  
“Lucille Furniss, get your hands off your bottom!” Edward stated firmly, not believing she had the audacity to try to rub away her punishment.  “Present yourself properly until you are released, or it will be another round of the cane.”  Lucy pulled her hands away from her welted skin only to claw at the fabric of the settee as she pushed herself once more into the time-honored penitent position.  She continued to sob as both men looked at the condition of her bottom.   A large crimson “X” now decorated her rump – the two vivid lines broken only by the cleft of her buttocks.  Every wheal was crimson and raised on both bottoms still being presented by the two women.  
Edward nodded to himself in acknowledgement of Thorne’s expertise, finding that it rivaled even his own.  He listened as both women were instructed to place themselves at the wall, keeping their skirts well raised, their red bottoms displayed.  The women shuffled to the wall, their progress slowed by the puddles of their bloomers trapped around their slim ankles.  Edward grinned at their ungainly pace until they were able to press the tips of their noses against the floral wallpaper.  Their sobs filled the air and their bodies continued to shake and quiver.  Edward gave another small grin as he wondered if he would find his wife in the same condition under this punishment as he always found her under his.  His fingers itched to discover the truth but he controlled his impulse.  Sharing his wife’s bottom with another man after her marriage was one thing; sharing the intimate details of her body’s response was quite another.  
Headmaster Thorne, his heart pounding with a job very well done, returned to his desk and somewhat reluctantly replaced the cane into its place of honor on the wall.  He knew his students hated being made to stand in front of his desk, the rack of several canes easily visible behind his head.  He knew they very seldom focused on the lecture he always gave as their minds focused on which one of the many options he would choose to enforce the rules of the establishment.  He took a seat at his desk and looked over at the two women.  He nodded to himself, easily seeing the evidence of his handiwork on the two bare bottoms against the opposite wall.  He turned to Lord Wintercrest, and was amused to see the man smiling.  They nodded at each other in silence, both enjoying the sounds of the small, feminine cries, as well as the pair of very well-punished heart-shaped bottoms, framed as they were by drapes of heavy uniform skirts being held up by still shaking hands.  Edward’s grin widened as he realized that there was now an additional way to tell the women apart.  Besides the ring adorning his wife’s hand, his sister-in-law’s little bottom bore an additional stroke, a large vivid cross throbbing and burning its existence into her soul.  
Fifteen long minutes passed until the sisters were allowed to pull up their drawers and lower their uniform skirts.  Both men watched, both feeling the unacknowledged arousal of seeing such a lovely sight as bloomers were retied and skirts hastily rearranged.  The girls’ faces continued to show their embarrassment, as both burned as brightly red as the multiple rows of wheals covering their aching bottoms.  The girls were made to apologize again and then to thank the headmaster for his concern for their welfare.  After all, if the man didn’t care about the students, then he certainly wouldn’t take the time to discipline them would he?  Lucy and Louisa made the proper apologies as Edward stood between them.  He also thanked Thorne for his time and attention.
“Rest assured, Sir, that Monday will find a much better-behaved and better-prepared student in Lucille.  I thank you for allowing my ward a chance to retake her exam, as I realize you could simply fail her.  We all appreciate your mercy and concern for her future.”  Thorne accepted his thanks, knowing that if it had been truly his choice; the little sneak would never have been given any leniency.  However, Lord Wintercrest held a great deal of sway in high society, and Thorne knew better than to deny him.  He did have an additional plan to extend Miss Furniss’ punishment and spoke.
“I, too, hope that your ward will be able to pass the final examination, Sir.  However, she is dreadfully lacking in mathematical skills.  Perhaps I can offer some assistance?  While waiting for your arrival, I spoke with our mathematics professor.  I am pleased to offer Miss Furniss the opportunity of being tutored by Professor Lloyds.  Regular hours have ended, but I know for a fact that Professor Lloyds has waited to hear if you feel your ward could use his services.”  
Lucy gasped, wanting desperately to leave the horrid school and try to recover from the past hour’s events.  “No… please, I promise I will attend to my studies, Edward.  I don’t need a tutor.  I promise I’ll study hard.”  
Edward did not appreciate his ward’s interruption.  It seemed it would take far more than a caning to teach her the proper place for a female in a man’s world.  He tightened his grip on her upper arm and said sternly,  “You will do well to remain silent, Lucille.  Instead of spending your life selfishly thinking only of your needs or wants, it would serve you far better to listen to your elders.  Have you forgotten our last conversation about your need to learn obedience?  You’ve already earned a reminder of your duty this evening, but I would be more than happy to refresh your memory right now.  Is that what you wish Lucille?  Do you need to go across my knees and have me administer a reminder to your impertinent bottom even now?”
Lucy bristled at both his words and his tone even as her face turned scarlet with embarrassment.  She could see Headmaster Thorne smirking, as if he wished to witness just such a physical reminder.  
Lucy remembered her prior failed attempt in asserting her independence.   She was a grown woman, having turned eighteen a few weeks earlier and had believed her age gave her authority over her decisions.  She had quickly been forced to realize that, though her recent birthday gave her the gift of majority, her guardian had the ultimate authority over her and would until she wed.  She had simply informed Edward that she no longer felt the need to remain at school; after all, the season would soon begin and she knew she’d find a suitable husband quickly.  Edward had smiled and assured her that she would continue her schooling until she graduated.  He pointed out that she had yet to have even a suitor and believed her ‘engagement’ was somewhat premature.  Lucy had felt ridiculed at his tone and had looked towards her sister for support.  
But, horribly, Louisa had not taken her side as Lucy had expected.  Instead, her sister reminded her that Edward had been extremely generous in his guardianship of Lucille and she should show her appreciation by obeying Edward’s wishes.  Lucy had continued to argue mostly from the hurt she was experiencing as her twin parroted Edward’s wishes.  Edward had finally sighed and stood to his full height and began rolling up the sleeve of his right arm.  Louisa had gasped and begged Lucy to make her apologies before it was too late.  Edward had told his wife to remain silent, stepped close to Lucy and taken her arm.  It wasn’t until she felt herself being pulled down to lie across Edward’s knees did Lucy understand she had stepped across an invisible line.  She began to fight and struggle but was no match for Edward’s strength.  
“Edward, please.  She didn’t mean it.  She will go to school… please,” Louisa had begged, hating to see her sister in this position.  
Edward had taken Lucy’s flailing hands and pinned them at the small of her back.  “I believe I warned you to remain silent Louisa.  You will take your sister’s place once I’ve given her the spanking she has earned.  Perhaps having your own bottom blistered will remind you as well who, exactly, is in charge of this household.”  Lucy had been shocked hearing the announcement, seeing Louisa lower her gaze and hearing her soft response.
“Yes sir, I’m sorry Sir.”  Edward allowed Lucy to squirm and struggle until she wore herself out.  Only then did he lift her skirts and lay them up across her back.  She sobbed at the shame of it all, and suddenly her desire for independence in making her own decisions paled in comparison to the decision her guardian had obviously made.  She began promising better behavior when she felt her drawers being drawn down until her bottom was bare.  Edward lifted his hand and brought it down again and again on the swells of her bottom.  Lucy hadn’t been spanked since she was a child, and was horrified at how awful the experience was.  By the time Edward finally allowed her up, her bottom felt as if it had been branded and her throat ached with her begging for him to stop.   Edward spoke only to order her to the corner and promised a second spanking if she didn’t keep her dress up and her spanked bottom on display.  Lucy had been mortified, but obeyed.  She stood sobbing in the corner, even as she heard a similar spanking being given to her sister.  Edward had sent his wife to another corner and the girls had stood for over an hour, skirts lifted and bottoms exposed, until the redness of their spankings began to fade.  Hearing Edward speak now in that same no-nonsense tone of voice forced Lucy to admit she would not win this battle, either.  Biting her tongue, she mumbled, “No sir, I don’t need a reminder.”  
Edward nodded as if her answer had been expected.  He turned to Thorne.  “Perhaps sitting on a well-striped bottom will help her concentrate more fully on her lessons.”  He smiled imagining the small woman squirming on the hard seat of her desk chair.  He also found himself grateful for the time alone with Louisa that the offer extended to him.  “Yes, I believe it would serve her well.  She will also spend the rest of the weekend buried in her books.   I also assure you that if she should show a lack of enthusiasm; her bottom will pay an even higher price than it will during her appointment with me this evening.  Thank you again for your generous offer.”  Lucy failed to hear her sister’s gasp and wouldn’t have understood its meaning even if she had.  Louisa’s bottom clenched and she shuddered at the renewed flare of pain as she found herself praying hard for her husband to be merciful.  
Lucy tried to control a new rush of tears at Edward’s words.  She wondered if a person could really die of embarrassment.  If so, she would soon be a corpse.  Headmaster Thorne opened the door and stood back to usher them out of his office.  As they walked down the corridor towards the front of the building, Lucy kept her eyes on the floor.  She was conscious of others in the hall and knew that everyone was aware of what had transpired in the headmaster’s office.  She was ashamed of her behavior and absolutely humiliated that she had been so soundly caned that her cries must have echoed around the school.  She was unaware that several students were looking at her in sympathy while professors simply smiled and were pleased that the deceitful young women obviously had gotten what they deserved.  Her history professor saw the look on Lord Wintercrest’s face and knew unquestionably that these two had not yet paid the full price this man would deem necessary for their misbehavior.  Lucy was led into the room where mathematics was taught.  Professor Lloyds stood from behind his desk and understood from the obvious distress on her face that she had been well punished.  His heart ached a bit as he found he had a soft spot for the young woman.
“Professor, I’ve offered your services as you suggested, and Lord Wintercrest has graciously agreed that Lucille should spend a few hours under your excellent guidance,” the headmaster spoke as he led Lucy to stand in front of her professor’s desk.  He smiled and added cruelly, “Of course, she probably will need reminding to sit still as she does her lessons and I hope you show a bit of mercy.  After all, it is indeed difficult to sit on a well caned bottom – especially since she misbehaved and earned extra strokes.”  Lucy heard her sister gasp and clenched her hands at her sides.  The man was just plain cruel.  Of course everyone was aware of what had taken place, but to mention it so blatantly was just hateful.  
Professor Lloyds seemed to agree as he said, “I’m sure Miss Furniss has learned her lesson, Sir.  I have no doubt that she will attend her studies with the utmost concentration.  Please, Lord Wintercrest, she shall be ready to return home in time for dinner, if that meets with your approval.”  Edward thought the man brave to be so brazen in front of his employer yet found his respect grow.  
Before Thorne could open his mouth he said, “I appreciate your help, Sir.  I believe you will find Lucy far more attentive this afternoon.  Have her ready to return home in four hours if you agree.  I realize that will not be enough time for Lucille to learn all she needs for her examination, but, as I’ve assured Headmaster Thorne, she will also spend her weekend with her head in her books or her bottom will pay an even bigger price.”  Thorne was upset at being left out of the conversation, but found he was satisfied with the knowledge that the little sneak would have her bottom reddened several times before she returned to his school on Monday morning.  He left the room thinking that with this silly girl’s grasp of mathematics, there was a very good chance that he’d have the opportunity to personally witness another round of discipline in his office soon enough.  He was smiling as he walked Lord Wintercrest and his wife from the building.   Edward shook his hand and thanked him again and Louisa properly gave him a small curtsy and again thanked him for his discipline.  She hated leaving her sister in this building but desperately wanted to get away from this man.  Edward thanked him once more and then turned his wife and led her to their carriage.
Henri, their driver, nodded to his employer and gave Louisa a very stern and disapproving look.  She blushed hotly as he opened the carriage door.  Louisa was helped into the carriage and she gingerly took her seat giving a small, barely audible gasp.  The carriage dipped again as Edward entered and sat beside his wife.  She clasped her hands in her lap, wishing she could clasp Lucy’s hand.  
“I am so sorry Sir,” she began, hoping to relieve the tension in the small confines of the carriage.  
Edward simply lifted his hand, “Enough Louisa.  I don’t wish to hear your apology again.  What I wish to know is exactly how you managed to pull off this charade. How did you arrange to leave the house this morning?”  Louisa couldn’t bring herself to look at him.  She gazed out the window and tried to gather her thoughts.  Evidently she was taking entirely too long to answer her husband’s questions. “It isn’t a difficult question young lady.  There is no need for your hesitancy.  I want to know the truth, and if I disbelieve any word of your explanation, then you can rest assured you will pay for every one.”  Louisa couldn’t stop a small shiver from running through her body.  She nodded and dropped her eyes to her hands.
“I… I hid in the storage box, Sir.”  Edward nodded, having thought that was the case.  However, it was far from satisfactory.
“How did you get away from Mrs. Bremmer, Louisa?  We both know she keeps a close eye on you when I am not at home.”  The young woman nodded, a tear sliding down her cheek.  She felt worse now than she had in Thorne’s office.  She knew what she had done was wrong, but she also knew that her husband detested deceit.  
“I… I told her I wasn’t feeling well.  I… I told her I was going to lie down until… until tea.”  Edward nodded trying to picture how his wife could have pulled off such a prank.  Louisa brushed the tear from her face and continued,
“She… she goes to market on Friday and… and I told her that you had instructed me to stay in bed and rest.”  His understanding bloomed. He knew that his employees would obey his every word and, by association, trusted the supposed mistress of the manor to do as well.  He would discuss the situation with his housekeeper, but he had a good idea that she would be almost as angry as he about being caught up in the girl’s deceit.  
“It was very naughty of you to lie to Mrs. Bremmer, Louisa.  I thought we had learned a lesson about being deceitful, but it is obvious that my little lady needs another lesson.”  
Her head snapped up and her mouth opened.  “No… no please Edward….”
“Hush!  We will continue our discussion at home.  When we arrive, you are to go immediately to your room, put your nose in the corner until I join you.  Until then, I suggest you remain quiet and think only of what you need to do to assure me of your contrition.”  Louisa closed her eyes and stifled a small moan.  She knew that her sister might be even now sitting on a hard chair with her bottom burning, but she also knew that her own bottom was evidently going to burn even hotter soon enough.  
She opened her eyes and dared a glance at her husband.  He was looking down at her, his eyes stern, and she gulped before she whispered, “Yes sir.”  He nodded, knowing she would do as she had been told, and then settled back to relax during the short ride home.  Edward surprised his wife by reaching down and taking one of his wife’s hands into his, pressing it lightly.  This simple, loving gesture caused her to want to lean into him, want to apologize again, but she knew it would not be welcome.  There would be a time for apologizing as well as a time to take comfort in her husband’s arms.  However, she knew from past experience that time was a long way in the future.  Nothing else was said on the long drive home.  
 



Chapter 2
The carriage pulled up in front of the house and Edward stepped out when Henri opened the door.  Edward turned to help his wife down and she softly thanked him.  He nodded, “Louisa has something to say to you Henri.”  His wife looked up at the older man who had always treated her kindly.  She saw the look of disappointment on his face, and her feelings of shame and guilt grew deep inside her.
“I’m… I’m sorry, Sir.  I… I won’t… won’t ever do it again.”  Henri saw that she was indeed sorry, and knew she would soon be paying for her decisions.  He also knew how very angry his own wife, Anna, still was, having discovered the young mistress was nowhere to be found. He nodded at Louisa and said, “Thank you, Miss but you caused the household much worry when we couldn’t find you.  It was a very, very naughty thing to do.”  Louisa’s face flamed at his words even though she accepted the truth of them.
“Yes sir.  I’m very sorry.”  Edward nodded and looked down at his wife.  “Go along Louisa; I shall join you in a few moments.”
“Yes sir,” Louisa answered, her face flushed as she turned to walk into the house.  Edward watched as she climbed the stairs, her steps slow.  He smiled, knowing she was in pain from her caning, and most likely thinking about what else her bottom would be forced to endure before the evening was done.  He walked into his study and poured himself a drink.  As he stood looking out the large window that overlooked the gardens, he smiled, remembering the image of the two sisters standing side by side, their bottoms giving evidence to their misbehavior.  He knew that if he were to be totally honest with himself, he would have to accept some of the blame for today’s actions.  He had allowed his desires and even his steadfast rules to be broken the moment he had accepted Lucille into his household.  If he had stuck to his guns and not given in to his wife’s pleas, perhaps Lucille’s bottom would still be sore for her own disobedience but Louisa would never have dared to take part in the deception.  He finished his drink and vowed his leniency was over.  It was far past time to take his household in hand as he had originally intended.  Edward placed his glass on his desk and left the room.
Walking into his bedchamber with the intention of changing his clothing, Edward stopped short when he realized he wasn’t alone.  His eyes took in the sight of his wife, her hands linked neatly on top of her head, her nose touching the wall in the area designated as her punishment corner.  He could see her trembling from across the room.  
Forcing himself to take a deep calming breath, he kept his voice low but firm, “My dear, what do you think you are doing?”  Louisa heard the question, but felt nothing but confusion.  She knew better than to turn from the wall, but also knew her response was required.  Her voice stuttered as she said,
“I’m… I’m waiting for you, Sir.”  Edward shook his head even though he thought he understood her confusion.
“Come here, Louisa.”  Louisa turned and seeing her husband open his arms, she flew into them.  He closed his arms around her and she clung to him.
“Oh, Edward, I am so sorry.  I know you are disappointed but please!”
“Hush, Louisa.  We will discuss all of this later, but for now, please explain to me why you continue to disobey me.”  
Louisa felt her heart begin to beat faster.  She felt him release her and she stepped back just enough to raise her face to his.  Her eyes were wide in confusion.  “I… I don’t understand.  You said wait for you in our room.  I… I was waiting Sir.”  
Edward shook his head even as one hand came up to gently cup her chin.  “I believe I said for you to wait for me in ‘your’ room did I not?”  He loved the emotions running across her face as the meaning of his order became clear.  She flushed and attempted to look away.  He kept her face on his by the force of his hand.  “You do remember your room, do you not?”  Her face turned even redder but she gave a slight nod.  “I’m glad, my dear but this isn’t your room is it?”  This time she reluctantly shook her head a bit.  Edward released her only to step to the wall and pull a bell cord. 
“I… I thought we… we weren’t to… to”
“To do what little one?  What weren’t we to do?”  She twisted her hands together, her face hot and her heart pounding.  
“Us.  Using the… my… room.”  
Edward smiled seeing both her discomfort as well as her fading hopes that her life had changed when her sister arrived.  He accepted most of the blame for her confusion.  “I have made a grievous error, my dear, and can understand your confusion.  It is my responsibility to inform you of your rules of behavior and, I confess, I have allowed my household to fall into disarray.  That ends today. I promise to correct my mistake, and also promise you will soon learn to obey my every word.”  
Louisa was surprised to hear him admit to making an error and found herself not wishing to know how he planned to correct it.  Her bottom began to clench as he spoke of obedience.  She watched as he left her standing alone as he removed his cuff links and began to unbutton his shirt.  She felt her heart flutter and a tingle begin low in her tummy.  She blushed as he removed the shirt and stood half-dressed.  She desperately wanted to step to him and run her hands across his broad chest.  She ached to feel his arms around her letting her know she was loved and forgiven.  She unconsciously began to take the first step.
“Stand still, Louisa.  You were given an order and disobeyed me.”
“But Edward, I meant to obey you.  I.…”
“You are forgetting yourself.  When we are in this house you are to address me properly.  Your behavior today has only served to prove you are in dire need of additional training.  It is my intention to continue to provide you with that training.”  
Louisa felt her legs begin to tremble.  He was speaking of things she believed he had forgotten once her sister came to live with them at the manor.  They had spoken of her concern in living as he wished when her sister was dealing with the grief of the girls losing their parents.  While Louisa had her new husband to support her in her own grief, Lucy had only her twin.  Hearing her husband speak of continuing the training he had begun even before they exchanged their vows caused her heart to pound and her blood to race.  “But… you… you can’t.  What… what about Lucy?”
“Louisa, your sister will no longer be an excuse for your disobedience.  Lucille does not run this house; I do.  I do not wish to discuss Lucille at this moment.  You would better serve yourself to think about my little Louisa and how she is to behave.”  His words stopped as a loud knock sounded on the door.  Edward pulled on his robe, stepped around his wife and strode to answer the door.
“You rang for me, Sir,” a heavily accented voice asked.
“Yes, Mrs. Bremmer.  Please escort Louisa to her nursery, as she doesn’t seem to remember the way.”  Louisa gave a small moan as her eyes dropped to the floor.  Anna Bremmer was married to Henri, and they had both served the Wintercrest Manor for decades.  Her face showed her approval at the request with a smile, even as she stepped forward.  
“Certainly, Sir.  Come along Louisa; your nursery is exactly where a naughty little lady should be!”  Louisa’s face flamed at the endearment.  Her lip began to tremble as she felt a hand take her arm and pull her towards the door.  She wanted to beg her husband to reconsider, but found herself being tugged down the hallway towards the narrow stairs at the end of the corridor.  She almost stumbled, trying to keep up with the forced march.  “Stop dragging your feet, Louisa.  You brought his Lordship great disgrace with your horrid behavior today.  You have been naughty – yes, very, very naughty, and I believe his Lordship has plans to teach you a much-needed lesson.  If you ask me, it has taken far too long for you to learn your place.  His Lordship has been lenient with you, and this is how you repay his kindness.  What you need, Miss, is a good hard thrashing!  Believe me, the quicker you learn to obey, the safer your bottom will be.”  Louisa was stunned to hear the housekeeper speak so boldly and so openly.  
Before her marriage, she had learned almost immediately that her husband-to-be would demand strict obedience, and had taken her across his knee to prove his seriousness on a half-dozen occasions.  Louisa had been highly embarrassed the first time he had lifted her skirts and lowered her bloomers.  Her reaction had been to sob with shame while he spanked her bare-bottomed for the first time.  Spankings weren’t new to her; their father spanked his daughters while they were young and she also knew he spanked their mother.  Being across Edward’s knees had taught her that, while he would be stricter even than her father, he was also the only man she desired.  He always held her after he spanked her, always made sure she understood why she had gotten spanked and reassured her that she was precious to him.  It wasn’t until after they had wed that his more specific requirements came into being.  
The very night of their wedding, she learned that she was not to be the true Lady of Wintercrest.  To her confusion, she learned that he chose to consider her more as a child than a fully-grown woman.  He repeatedly called her his ‘little lady.’  Her husband knew it embarrassed her for her title, something that should demand respect with her station, had been reduced to reminding her that she was nothing more than his child bride and not an adult, titled woman of society.  Her rebellion at the idea had started immediately, when she flatly told him he was a fool and that she had no intention of being his child.  She had learned instantly that she had bound herself to a man that meant what he said, and had the means to prove it.  She was soon stripped naked, turned across his knees and spanked long and hard as he lectured her on the roles of those in his household.  By the time she had been let up, she was a sobbing mess, her bottom burning hotter than it ever had before.  When he turned her to sit on his lap, she had buried her face in his chest and sobbed out her contrition.  His arms had wrapped around her and the feeling of love and security she felt set her correctly onto the path he had chosen for her.  Her training had begun, though she hadn’t realized it at the time.  
Edward had continued to train her slowly, but made sure he was always consistent.  She had learned to call him Papa instead of by his name when they were in their home.  She had learned that while Mrs. Bremmer might ask her opinion occasionally, any true decisions were made by either Edward or the housekeeper.  Edward had chosen his mate very well; he watched his bride easily slip into her role.  Everything had been going exceptionally well, until the day the news came that there had been a horrid accident.  Louisa’s family carriage had overturned on a sharp curve and rolled over several times.  Lucy, who had miraculously been thrown from the wreckage, had been the only survivor.   She was now orphaned, with no close, living relatives.  Edward had no choice but to take the young, bereaved girl into his home.  Truth be told, he hadn’t considered the implications her arrival would have on his personal life.  However, Louisa had begged him to allow Lucille to be welcomed without having to live as a small child.  The girls were identical in so many ways, and Louisa had made her choice, but Lucille was still an innocent young woman; Louisa believed she would be scarred by living in a household such as theirs.  
Edward had eventually agreed, but had assured his wife that, while he would allow her to be more appropriately dressed when her sister was in their presence, he would continue to treat her as his child-wife in their bedchamber.  The discipline, of course, would continue regardless of who might live with them.  He would simply not tolerate disobedience, and he expected his wife to respect that fact.  Louisa had eagerly agreed, and for several weeks now she had been allowed to be the woman of the house, had not been forced to take naps and had not had a bedtime that she thought ridiculously early.  Most importantly, she had not had to spend a single moment in that horrid room at the very top of the house.  Being marched there now made Louisa’s heart pound and her blood race through her veins.  She found she was far more terrified of what was going to happen in her own home than of the caning she had just received.  Hearing Mrs. Bremmer speak so frankly caused her great fear, as well as intense shame, and she knew the staff would soon be told that Lady Wintercrest was again to be simply, “Miss Louisa.”  
She watched as Mrs. Bremmer pulled a set of keys from her pocket.  Keeping one hand firmly around Louisa’s arm, she used the other to unlock the door before them.  She stepped inside, and pulled Louisa in behind her.  Louisa wasn’t released until Mrs. Bremmer had closed the door and dragged her charge into the center of the room.  Louisa stood trembling, her hand absently rubbing at her arm.  “I’m… I’m sorry for deceiving you Mrs. Bremmer,” Louisa said softy, “I didn’t… didn’t mean to worry you.”
“Of course you did, Missy.  You and that naughty sister of yours have been turning this household around for weeks now.  It is high time for this foolery to come to an end.  Now, what are you waiting for?  Didn’t his Lordship give you instructions about what you were to do?”
Louisa blushed again but her voice seemed to have deserted her, and she simply nodded.  Her eyes were huge as they roamed around the room.  The last time she had been in the room it had looked nothing like it did now.  Instead of a room holding only a few pieces of furniture, it now looked exactly like a small child’s nursery.  The walls were a soft yellow with white trim.  White lace curtains covered the small window, and several additional pieces of furniture had been added.  There was a large rocking chair, an ottoman, a rather large and high table and, not believing her eyes, a crib was pushed against one wall.  It was the largest crib Louisa had ever seen, and her face flamed at the possibilities it presented.  Mrs. Bremmer watched as the young woman took in her surroundings. A large armoire stood against one wall and Louisa’s eyes widened at the sight of it.  Mrs. Bremmer watched the color heighten on the young woman’s face and knew she must be considering what was concealed behind the closed doors.  
As if unable to think of the hidden contents another moment, Louisa’s gaze turned to a low bookcase that ran underneath the window.  Her small mouth opened and her hand unconsciously reached out to the bookcase.  “When… when did he do this?  Why… how… what… that’s my doll!” Confusion was obvious in words spoken so quietly that they barely registered.  
Mrs. Bremmer shook her head in disgust, as it was quite obvious that the naughty little thing had no earthly idea of what her husband intended, despite her very short period of training when she had first come to Wintercrest.  “Never you mind, Missy.  I don’t believe you have been sent to your nursery to play, Louisa.  What did your Papa tell you to do?”  Louisa wasn’t paying attention to the woman.  Her eyes continued to roam about the room.  She saw her childhood toys lining the shelves.  She saw clothing hanging in the closet.  Her eyes took in a chamber pot sitting next to the tall table and then she moaned as she recognized a stack of what appeared to be but couldn’t possibly be nappies.  
“Nooo,” she moaned, and unconsciously took several steps away from the table, her hands reaching back to cup her bottom.  The housekeeper shook her head, and stepped to take Louisa’s upper arm again.  Louisa wailed louder, pulling away from the woman that, in the proper scheme of things, should have been deferring to the mistress of the house, but was instead pulling that same mistress towards her, turning her slightly and reaching down to swat Lady Wintercrest’s bottom.  Louisa was jolted back to reality when she felt the several sharp slaps against her already tender bottom.  She raised her face to see the housekeeper glaring down at her with obvious disapproval.  Louisa rubbed her bottom where it had just been spanked, her eyes tearing from shame.  She had not considered that anyone other than her husband would dare to lay such a hand upon the mistress of the house.  She opened her mouth to demand an explanation, but wasn’t quick enough.
“Louisa!” Mrs. Bremmer thundered, “Pay attention.  What were you told to do when your Papa sent you to your nursery?  If you don’t answer me right this moment, I promise I’ll take you over my own lap and spank the answer out of you!”  
Louisa jumped at the threat, and instinctively knew it would be carried out without hesitation.  She closed her eyes tightly, and stammered, “To… to wa…wait for him.”  
Mrs. Bremmer sighed and said, “And how are you to wait, young lady?  Standing here gaping at your toys, or perhaps standing elsewhere?”  
Again Louisa’s face flamed as she answered, “In… in the cor… corner.”  
“Then I suggest you get yourself in your naughty corner immediately, unless you wish to be found being disobedient yet again.”  Louisa shook her head and practically knocked the woman over as she pushed passed her.  She felt so incredibly embarrassed and confused.  Mrs. Bremmer smiled as she watched the girl launch herself toward the corner and press her nose hard into the wall.  She watched as Louisa raised her arms and linked her fingers before placing her hands on the top of her head.  The girl might not have immediately done as instructed, but it was obvious she had at least received the rudimentary training necessary to place herself for punishment.  Mrs. Bremmer heard footsteps approach, and wasn’t surprised when the door opened and Edward entered.  His eyes immediately found his wife standing as required and he smiled.
“Thank you Mrs. Bremmer, I see you managed to get our little one in position,” Edward said, as he nodded to the woman who had served him so faithfully for so many years.  Both she and Henri not only worked in his employ, they both agreed that his word was law and thoroughly approved of his way of life.
“I must confess, it was only after having a swat applied to her backside, your Lord, as well as the promise of a more thorough spanking if she didn’t remember her duties.”  Edward heard his wife’s soft gasp from the corner.  
“I’m sorry to hear that, Mrs. Bremmer, and I certainly appreciate your help.  As I told Louisa, I must accept part of the blame for the discord of our household.  Everything shall be explained and problems remedied quickly.  Until then, know that I shall turn to you when necessary to help with our little lady.”  
Louisa’s face burned and her heart pounded.  She was mortified that her husband stood discussing her as if she weren’t in the room, and especially with a paid servant.  Never in her life had she felt such embarrassment – not even being bent over, receiving a caning from the headmaster.  She had intended to complain to her husband about the liberties Mrs. Bremmer had taken, but hearing his words, wondered if he truly intended to allow the woman to not only touch, but to spank, his wife.  Suddenly terrified that she already knew the answer, she pushed herself further into the wall wishing she had the power to step through the plaster and remove herself from this awful room.  Edward saw his wife tremble and her hands now hanging at her sides, twisting into the fabric of her skirts.  She had broken position, which he would soon address as well.  
Mrs. Bremmer surprised him by immediately stepping past to the corner, and without a word, slapped her hand down hard on the twisting fingers of Louisa’s right hand.  Louisa yelped loudly and flapped her hand, even as Mrs. Bremmer scolded.
“You know better than that, Missy.  Get your hands where they belong, unless you want me to take a tawse to them?”  
Louisa sobbed, but immediately put her hands back on the top of her head; both Edward and Anna heard her small voice, “I’m sorry, ummm, Mrs. Bremmer.”  
“You may address me as ma’am when you are being tended to, and I daresay, it appears you will be requiring a great deal of attention in your training.  Do you understand me, Louisa?”  Louisa didn’t understand at all, but did know the woman seemed to have no problem in slapping at her.  Mrs. Bremmer was speaking as if she had no doubt or hesitancy in ordering Louisa about and, to Louisa’s shame, her own husband was not rushing to chastise the woman for her liberties.  Louisa felt her eyes well up, even as she forced herself to answer, “Yes… yes ma’am.”  
“That’s a good girl.  Yes, that’s much better.” Mrs. Bremmer turned back to face her employer.  “Is there anything else, Sir?  I would be happy to stay and assist you with your young lady.”  Edward knew the woman was sincere.  He also knew that while she would certainly be called to assist him in the future, today he needed to speak with his wife about that very future.  He knew Louisa would feel more receptive if she didn’t have to worry about the stern older woman listening to the intimate conversation. 
“I will take it from here Mrs. Bremmer.  I will definitely need your help this evening as both the girls will be attending to me in the study after dinner.  Perhaps you could make sure that there are two strong and sturdy birches, well-brined, ready for this evening?”  
Mrs. Bremmer gave him a curt nod, and with a glance towards the corner said, “Certainly my Lord.  I shall cut and bind them myself.  There is plenty of time for them to have a good soaking before you have need of them.”  Edward nodded, and without another word she left the nursery, pulling the door closed behind her.  Edward looked around the room and was pleased with the sight.  His wishes had been carried out and the nursery was bright, airy and full of pieces of his wife’s childhood.  He grinned as his glance again fell on Louisa.  She was crying softly, and he knew she was aware of what would transpire later that day.  However, the promised punishment was still hours away, and he had several things to attend to before then.   Knowing he had but a few hours before Lucille returned home, he called to his wife, “Come here Louisa.”  
This time, when she turned from the corner it was to find her husband standing before her but no longer with his arms open.  She shuffled forward until she stood only a foot from him.  Edward nodded and then turned to walk around her.  Louisa stood still as a statue, knowing her discipline had begun.  Tears continued to slide down her cheeks but she knew better than to brush them away.  She tried not to shake as he paused behind her, and she blushed, knowing where his gaze was falling.  Her bottom clenched under her skirt as if it knew it was being scrutinized.  Edward continued his circle until he stood before her again.
“You’ve been a very naughty little girl haven’t you Louisa?”  
She gulped but managed to whisper, “Ye… yes, sir.”  
Edward nodded and said,  “Remove your clothing.”  
Louisa’s face burned at the order.  She desperately wanted to talk to her husband, to ask questions, to beg him to fire the horrid housekeeper.  Her eyes again roamed the room – the nursery.  She had so many questions, and her mind was racing with what all this could possibly mean.  “Please Edward… what… ”  She cried out loudly as his hand connected with her bottom.  Even through her clothing, she felt the burn as he landed several swats.  He had one hand on her arm and even as she began to twist and turn, trying to avoid the horrible hand, he continued to spank her until her feet were dancing in place.  
After he felt he’d gotten her attention, Edward used his free hand to raise her chin, forcing her tearstained face to his.  “I will not tolerate your disobedience any longer.  You are mine and you will do as you are told – immediately when you are told.  Now, remove your clothing!”  Louisa was sobbing as he released both her chin and her arm.  She continued to cry as he stood still, watching as she lifted her hands and slowly tugged the hem of her blouse from the waistband of her heavy uniform skirt.  He could see her fingers tremble as she worked on the tiny buttons on the cuffs of her blouse.  She unbuttoned her skirt and pushed it down to the floor and stepped out of it.  He watched as she untied her petticoat and watched as it joined the skirt on the floor.  He twirled his finger in the air, indicating that she was to turn around.  She did, and felt his fingers working on the row of tiny buttons at the back of her blouse.  When the last had been unfastened, he pushed it open.  She shivered as she pulled it down her arms and then worked her wrists out of the cuffs.  The blouse joined the other discarded clothing.  She stood; her arms aching to wrap themselves around her waist as she shivered dressed in only her corset, chemise, stockings, boots and bloomers.  
Edward chuckled and said, “Everything Louisa.  You won’t be needing clothing for a while, and certainly shall never wear this uniform again.”  Louisa’s eyes clenched tight as she felt his hands began to work on the laces of her corset.  She could feel the warmth of his skin as he ran his hand over the mound of her bottom, and couldn’t contain a wince as he traced a wheal placed there by the cane.  “Tell me young lady, were you wet when you were caned?”  
Louisa was shocked by the question, and her mind whirled, trying to wrap itself around the unexpectedness of it.  She felt her face burn hotly.  She heard him chuckle even as his hand slipped between her legs to cup her sex through her bloomers.  She struggled internally, but as his hand continued to make its presence known, she couldn’t contain a small moan as he pressed harder up against her. 
“Were you wet, Louisa?”  
She shook her head, her shame at the question belying her body’s response.  He chuckled again and removed his hand.  She shook as he finished unlacing her corset and removed it.  He was quick to remove her chemise, until she was almost nude.  
He saw her hands lift to flutter over her breasts and he warned, “No!  Keep your hands down Louisa.  You know better now don’t you?”  
She nodded again and then yelped as she felt his hand slap hard against her right buttock.
“You also know to properly answer me, little lady.”  He spanked her hard again until she went up onto her toes in an attempt to distance her bottom from his hand.  
“I’m sorry, Sir!” she cried as his hand connected once again.  
Edward gave her a final swat before reaching to untie her bloomers.  He watched her face as he very slowly, very deliberately pushed them down her legs, until they settled at her ankles.  He adored watching her emotions, her shame flood her face, as she was stripped nude before him.  He also saw her nipples tighten and her breasts flush a pretty pink color, and knew he would find her wet between her legs.  His thought reminded him of his earlier question and the fact it had gone unanswered,
“I asked if you were wet during your caning, Louisa.  Answer me.”  She moaned and her eyes met his, pleading for his mercy.  Edward knew it was so hard for her to speak of such things but knew he wanted an answer, and demanded it as his due.  “You always become quite wet when I’ve punished, you little one.  Tell me, did Headmaster Thorne’s caning cause your sex to cream?”  
Louisa felt her eyes fill, and she finally answered, “No… no sir.  I… I wasn’t wet down there.”  
“Down where?  I won’t warn you again, Louisa.  Answer me, and do so properly.”  
Louisa shook as she felt a tear slide down her cheek.  “Please… please Edward, please don’t ask me such things.  It… it isn’t pro… proper.”  Edward stood from where he had been kneeling when removing her drawers, and without a word of warning, simply put one arm around her waist, lifted her off her feet and bent her over his knee.  Even as she struggled to find some sense of balance in her impossible position, his hand began to slap onto her bottom, the sounds like gunshots echoing around the room.  Her struggles increased as her little feet kicked in the air.  Soon she was screeching and begging, “No… please no more.  Please!  Please Sir, I’m sorry!”  Edward ignored her cries and continued to roast her bottom with his large hand.  
His voice calm and unhurried, he spoke above the cracks of his hand, “Answer me properly, little lady.  I warned you that my tolerance has come to an end.  If I have to spend every hour of every day roasting your bottom to teach you respect, then I shall.  I’ll continue spanking you until you answer the question you’ve now been asked twice.”  
Louisa screeched as his tempo increased and his hand began to move down the backs of her legs.  The pain was sharp and burning.  She finally screamed, “My pussey!  It’s my pussey, Papa!”  The spanking stopped immediately upon her response, and she was placed back onto her feet.  Her hands flew behind her to clench at the throbbing skin of her bottom and her feet did a little dance as she jumped up and down to relieve the fire he had ignited.  Edward knew he should not allow her to attempt to relieve the sting of her spanking, but found he enjoyed what he called her ‘hot bottom dance.’  
He knew he was well on his way to putting his little one in the proper submissive state.  She had finally called him Papa, and he found he had very much missed that form of address, which he preferred.  He smiled, watching her antics for a few moments, before he reached out and forced her hands from her bottom.  “Enough, Louisa.  If you don’t want your bottom to burn, you must learn to answer me immediately, no matter if the question causes you shame.”  
She continued to sob even as she felt his hand insinuate itself between her tightly clenched legs.  He gave her a look of warning, and she forced herself to ease her feet apart just enough to allow his hand to find its goal.  As his fingers slipped to her little slit, she sobbed harder, knowing he would find her quite damp indeed.  She felt humiliated at her body’s betrayal; her tummy clenched and a tingle began between her legs.  
Edward kept his fingertip just a breath away from her sex, as he looked deep into her eyes.  “I don’t believe you are being honest, Louisa.  You were bent over with your bottom bare. You were being caned quite harshly and your little pussey wasn’t wet?  Not at all, my dear?  Not even a bit damp?”  
It was as if he could read her mind, something she almost believed he could.  Her face flushed even as she whispered, “Not from him Pa… Papa… just when… when… ”  She couldn’t continue.  
Edward allowed her a moment to compose herself, as he removed his hand from between her legs and knelt to remove her boots and stockings.  Once she was completely nude, he gathered up her clothing and placed them on a small stool.  When he turned to face her, she raised her eyes to his, hers wet with tears, her lip trembling.  She was the picture of abject misery, a perfect portrayal of a little girl knowing she had been very naughty and was just moments away from paying a painful price.  Edward’s heart swelled with love for his little bride, though he continued to demand her embarrassing participation in her own chastisement.
“Tell me truthfully, little lady; when did you feel your sweet little pussey becoming wet?”  
She sobbed knowing she had lost and admitted the awful truth.  “When… when you told me to pre… present my bot… bottom to the ca…  cane and ask…  ask for an extra stroke.”  
Edward was extremely pleased with her answer.  He had learned within days of their marriage that she responded to punishment in a surprising, but extremely pleasing, way.  Though he had curtailed her true training for several weeks now, it seemed as if her body would constantly betray her. With this latest confession, he learned that she was also responding to his voice and commands as well, without his even laying a hand on her.  “That’s my very good little girl.  I am pleased you spoke the truth, Louisa.  It is a shame I had to spank your little bottom in order for you to answer me, though.  It seems my sweet one is in need of much attention today.  You have so many lessons to learn and, sweetie, you need not worry about what anyone else might think or believe.  Your job is to worry about obeying me; not society. I will decide what is proper or not. I know you must be a bit confused, but that doesn’t negate the need for punishment, does it?”  
She broke and began to sob, “Please… please Sir… please don’t spank me again.”  Edward reached up and stroked her cheek, his thumbs wiping away the tears as they fell from her eyes.  “But I must.  I must teach you to be a good girl, Louisa.  You have only begun to learn what I demand of you, and we will discuss this further.  However, our time alone grows short, and I need to tend properly to your little bottom.  First we need to address your deceit.”  Louisa began to shake even harder as he took her hand and led her to the washstand.  He looked down at her and said, “You know that I will never tolerate lying, young lady.  Lying is a very nasty habit, which will always be punished.  Open your mouth and stick out your tongue.”
Louisa’s face turned red, as she did as he ordered.  She stood beside him, her mouth open as she watched him pour some water into the bowl on the washstand.  He picked up the bar of soap and a cloth.  She began to whimper as he worked a large amount of suds into the cloth and then turned to her.  She took a step back and shook her head as he raised the cloth to her mouth.
“Don’t” was all he said, his voice low, but his authority absolute.  He put one hand behind her head to hold her in place.  His eyes locked with hers and she found herself opening her mouth even wider.  He pushed the horrid cloth inside and began to scrub every inch of her mouth.  Louisa began to struggle against his hold, the soap filling her mouth and sliding down her throat.  He ignored her gasps, easily able to restrain her small body with just the hold of his one hand.  “Be still, Louisa.  Naughty, deceitful children need to have their mouths washed out.  A good soaping will help you remember to choose your words more carefully.  Stick that tongue out for Papa.”  
Shame engulfed her as she gagged, but obediently offered him her tongue.  He scrubbed the entire surface of her tongue making sure soap covered every inch.  He made sure to scrub the surface of every tooth and the roof of her mouth.  Soap was foaming from her lips as he finally removed the cloth.  She gagged again, wanting to retch into the bowl.  
“You will keep your mouth closed and think about why little girls should never lie to their Papas.  You lied to Mrs. Bremmer as well, and for that she will be giving you quite a thorough washing herself after your nap.”  Her eyes grew huge and she shook her head as if begging him to reconsider.  Edward simply chuckled and dried his hands on the towel hanging from the washstand.  “I see you remember your last cleansing, my dear.  Again, I take part of the blame.  If I hadn’t forestalled your training, perhaps the need for a reminder wouldn’t be necessary.  Reminded, though, you shall be.   Now, you may spit out the soap but no rinsing.  I want the taste of it coating your mouth while I tend to your bottom.”  Louisa spit repeatedly into the bowl trying desperately to remove all traces of the soap.  However, the ridges of her teeth captured flakes that she was unable to remove without a thorough and repeated rinsing.  Edward pulled her away from the washstand after wiping her mouth dry.  “Come little girl; enough stalling.  It is time for your spanking and then a nice nap before dinner.”  Louisa began to sob harder, though she didn’t try to pull away as Edward sat himself on the ottoman and pulled her over his knees.  
She struggled as best she could, her hand flailing behind her as she cried, “You spanked me already!  Please, Papa, don’t!  Please… I’m sorry!”  She found herself tipped forward, and squealed as she had to use both hands to grip his leg in an effort to once again find her balance.  She was soon wailing, as his hand connected again and again and again with the already punished skin of her upturned bottom.  
“That was not a proper punishment Louisa.  Those little swats were necessary to get your attention.  I will never consider a few swats enough to discipline my little girl.  You deserve far more than that.”  Louisa disagreed, as he continued to ignore her pleas for mercy.  His hand traveled all over her bottom, from the top of her buttocks to the fleshy curve where her bottom met the tops of her thighs.  Once he’d reddened her entire bottom, his hand moved to travel down the backs of her thighs.  She jerked over his lap and one hand flew back, as she screeched with the pain burning into this very tender area.
“No!  Noooo… it hurts!  No Papa… no more… please stop!” Louisa begged, trying to twist off his huge lap, without success.  Edward gave a loud sigh and to her shock, his hand stopped its incessant attack.  Louisa returned her hand to the floor, sobbing with relief that the horrible spanking was finally over.  
Edward smiled, knowing she thought she had won.  He rubbed her hot bottom for a few moments and then, his voice low, said, “You know better, young lady.  Keep your hands down, Louisa. If you release my leg once more, I shall tie you and add a good, hard paddling to your punishment,” Edward warned, and waited until she once again gripped his calf, her sobs growing louder as she realized the spanking was not yet complete.  “You will never decide when your punishment is over.  That is my job; your job, Louisa, is to learn to be a good little girl.  Your only job is to learn to obey and please your Papa.  Now, present yourself properly for the remainder of your spanking.  Let’s see how well you remember one of your very first lessons.”
Louisa’s face flamed even as her legs shifted apart on their own accord.  Edward watched as she slowly opened herself to him, but was still not satisfied.  He placed his hand on her inner thigh and pushed the leg away.  
“Missy, you are deliberately being naughty.  Open your legs wide and get up on your toes, heels turned out.  Present your bottom to your Papa and ask for your spanking.”  Louisa sobbed harder, her heart pounding, as she fought against the shame of the required position.  After a quick hard swat on her tender inner thigh, she was soon arching her back; her legs spread obscenely wide, all her womanly charms visible to his eyes, as he tilted her even further forward.  She shuddered as she felt his fingers dip between her thighs and trace the opening of her body.   Her stomach lurched, even as she tried to contain a moan.  
Edward grinned and embarrassed her further. “Hmmm, you are very, very wet.  Your little pussey is dripping on my finger.  One would almost think you want this spanking to continue.  Now, ask for your lesson, Louisa or I will have to begin again, and we both know this bottom has more attention to receive this evening.”  
His reminder of another dose of discipline caused Louisa to sob, but promise herself to do what he said.  “I’m… I’m sorry I… I was naughty.  Please Sir… please may I have my span… spanking?”  
“Certainly, my dear,” Edward answered.  His hand began to spank her in earnest, and soon her cries filled the sunlit room.  She writhed and squirmed across his knees as his hand connected again and again on her bouncing bottom.  Despite the still quite visible cane wheals that decorated the well-rounded bottom, Edward didn’t stop until he had covered every inch of her bottom and the backs of both her thighs.  When she collapsed and broke position from the pain, Edward simply paused and forced her to apologize, return to the exposed position and repeat her request for her spanking.  
Louisa finally realized that he would continue to spank her for as long as he deemed necessary, despite her repeated pleas and promises for better behavior.  Edward sensed her surrender and smiled.  His hand gave her a dozen more extremely hard swats before resting on the swollen and hot skin of her very red bottom cheeks.  She continued to cry for several moments until she realized her spanking had ended.  After a few additional moments, she felt him guiding her off his lap to kneel between his spread legs.  She knew she looked horrid, her eyes swollen by crying, her nose running, her cheeks stained with her tears and tendrils of her hair plastered to her face.   She also knew she could find herself right back over his knees if she failed in what was expected.  Blushing furiously, she forced her eyes to his and remembered another lesson her husband had taught her.
“Thank you for my spanking, Papa.  May… may I make my pen… penance?”  Edward was pleased yet again.  She might have been extremely naughty today, but some of his lessons were obviously being imprinted on his young wife.  She looked absolutely perfect to him.  Her eyes were huge; her thick lashes sparkled from yet unshed tears; her lips were slightly parted as she calmed down from her spanking, her lips trembling and her hands hovering as if desperate to comfort the extremely hot surface of her plump, beautifully crimson bottom.  His hand reached out to stroke her cheek, and she pressed her face into his palm, as if seeking comfort from his touch.
“Yes, little lady, make your penance.”  Louisa nodded and her hands reached up to unbutton his pants.  Edward didn’t help or even move as she slowly removed his thick cock.  He was already hard, and had been since he had first taken his little one across his lap.  He was growing longer and harder as her little hands stroked up and down his shaft.  He smiled, knowing she was delaying the inevitable, but would offer her no assistance.  If she failed in making a proper penance, then he would not fail to give her a proper punishment.  As if she could read his thoughts, she bent her head forward and opened her mouth.  Her sweet tongue flicked out from between her lips to touch the head of his shaft.  He watched as she lapped at his slit and received his pre-come into her mouth.  
She moaned softly and swallowed before opening her mouth wider.  She remembered how he could punish her if she failed to prove her contrition by making the proper penance.  Her recently spanked bottom clenched, even as she took more of him inside her mouth.  She heard him give a soft groan and her heart beat more rapidly.  She felt his shaft enlarge yet again in her mouth and move further into her throat.  Edward placed one hand at the back of her head and gave her a gentle push.  Louisa gagged, as his length intruded into her throat.  
Edward didn’t allow her to release him.  Instead, he said quietly, “Remember your training.  Learn, little girl.  Learn how to please me when making your penance.”  Louisa felt her mind finally release, and concentrated on pleasing her husband.  She struggled to remember what she had been taught – what her husband demanded of her.  Her tongue licked at the underside of his shaft as she began to suckle.  Edward moaned deeply, his wife’s attentions pleasing him greatly.  “Good girl, that’s my good girl.  Suckle harder, Louisa, draw my cock deeper into your throat.”  
Louisa fought against the feeling of panic as she forced herself to take more of him into her mouth.  As he stroked her hair, she felt a surge of pride at his praise and increased her tongue’s movements.  She felt her own stomach tingle and her sex grow even wetter as she listened to Edward’s breathing begin to quicken.  As he guided her down to accept even more of him into her small mouth, she fought to obey his wishes as she took him even deeper.  This act, one he had begun teaching her the very first time he had taken her across his knees and spanked her, caused submission to flood throughout her entire being.  Being on her knees between his strong legs, her freshly-reddened bottom reminding her of his relentless rules of consequences for naughty behavior, the feel of the hand holding the back of her head gently cupping it in place and the incredible fullness of her mouth and throat allowed Louisa to concentrate on only this one thing.  She was making her penance and felt the need for it deep in her soul.  She didn’t even realize the soft moans she was making as she suckled and worshipped him with her mouth.
Edward was soon moaning as well and it didn’t take long before he pressed his hips forward and flooded her mouth with his semen.  Louisa knew better than to attempt to move away.  She had been blistered several times for such an action and forced to repeat the lesson until she remembered to remain in position, her lips locked around his shaft until he released her.  She forced herself to swallow again and again around the invader in her throat until he was finished.  Even as he sighed and relaxed, her tongue continued to dart all around his softening shaft until she was positive he was clean.  Her lips continued to suckle until he softly gave her permission to release.  She blushed even as she opened her mouth and pulled back only to cradle him in the palms of her hands.  She finally looked up to meet his eyes.  She found herself smiling as he smiled down at her with approval.  “You are learning well, Louisa.  You’ve pleased me greatly with your penance.”
“Thank you, Sir,” she said, and then shivered as he stroked her cheek.  She wished he would take her onto his lap as he usually did after she had been punished.  She longed for his arms to surround her and his lips to kiss her tenderly.  She replaced him in his pants and buttoned them closed.  He took her arms and gently guided her to her feet.  She held her breath waiting for him to draw her close.  Instead, he guided her towards the high table.  She stumbled as they got close and she realized that it was not a regular table.  It was a changing table, and the top not only held a stack of fluffy nappies, there were several jars containing items she didn’t want to know about.  She saw restraints tucked up under the padded mat.  
She didn’t realize she was whimpering until Edward said, “Don’t fret honey.  I’m not going to diaper you – well, not today.  No, I want you to use the chamber pot while I get your crib ready.”  Relieved that she wasn’t to be diapered, Louisa nodded, and though highly embarrassed, forced herself to squat over the chamber pot.  She desperately wished it were hidden behind a door or at least a screen, but realized she would not be allowed such privacy.  She became more aware of her complete nudity as she saw her husband standing, fully clothed, watching her to see if she would be naughty again.  She found she couldn’t look anywhere but at the floor and breathed a small sigh of relief as she saw her husband move away from her. Edward had waited until he saw her obey his order, and then turned to her closet.  He chose an item and then opened a large armoire standing against the wall.  Louisa watched as he withdrew something and placed it in the large crib.  He didn’t explain his actions, simply adjusted the item and then returned to her.
“Are you finished going potty, Louisa?” he asked, and she blushed hotly at his words, but nodded.  God, she hated it so when he used such words in her presence.  Edward loved her flushed face as he helped her to stand and she walked to the washstand to wash her hands.  She turned to look up at her husband and opened her mouth to speak.
“No, Louisa.  The taste of your deceit, as well as your penance, shall remain in your mouth while you nap.”  She blushed hotly, his words flowing through her, causing her to shiver as she washed and dried her hands.  When done, she turned back to him and raised her arms as he instructed.  Edward pulled a nightgown over her head; she realized it barely reached the top of her hips.  She wanted to ask where the rest of her gown was, but didn’t want another spanking.  Edward bent, and she squealed as he easily lifted her into his arms.  She wrapped her arms around his neck and laid her head against his shoulder.  She felt safe and far better now that she had been punished, knowing his forgiveness came just as easily as did his discipline.  She was exhausted and found herself looking forward to resting.  She had so much to think about, but couldn’t bear to face another thing right now.  Edward bent to kiss the top of her head, loving the weight of her snuggled in his arms.  He knew she believed she was done with his discipline, at least until this evening, but he knew better.  This young lady had been seriously naughty and needed serious reminding of what such naughtiness meant.  He carried her to the crib and she sleepily looked down.  
As she saw what he had placed in the crib, she clung to him as he bent over to lay her down and begged, “No… please Sir… I’ll be a good girl.  Please don’t ask me to sleep on th… that.”  Edward shook his head even as he lowered her into the crib.
“I’m not asking you a thing Louisa.  You were a very naughty little girl, and you are going to take your nap on your naughty-girl mat.  Perhaps a couple of hours sleeping on it will help you to be my good girl again.”  Louisa started to cry even as her bottom connected with the mat Edward had placed in the crib.  Hundreds of sharp bristles poked her aching bottom, and dozens of hard knots pushed into her welted skin.   Edward removed her clinging hands from around his neck and forced her onto her back.  She began to wiggle and squirm, trying to remove her tender skin from the horrid mat.  Edward ignored her cries as he reached under the mattress of the crib, pulling restraints into view that had been hidden from sight.  He smiled upon seeing that his little one had rolled onto her side; her little bottom already showing pricks from the unforgiving fibers of the mat.  He easily rolled her onto her back and reached to take hold of her ankle.  She foolishly kicked out at him and, his smile fading, Edward reached down, swatted the front of her thigh harshly and gave her a stern look.  “Settle down, Louisa!  Give me your leg or I will take you out of your crib, blister your bottom yet again, and you will still take your nap on your naughty-mat.  Now, what will it be?”  
Louisa sobbed but lifted her leg and allowed him to take hold of it.  She continued to cry as he restrained her other leg, spraddling her widely in the crib.  She didn’t protest as he took her hands, pulled them over her head and placed them in restraints as well.  She tried to lift her hips to remove her bottom from the needle sharp bristles, but Edward quickly placed a wide strap around her waist and buckled it tight.  Her movements were severely restricted and she wailed as the mat bit into her bottom and the backs of her thighs.  She sobbed as her husband reached to cup her sex again.  She knew exactly what he would find, and the shame of it engulfed her.  Edward slid his fingers through her outer lips, spreading them open.  She felt more cream drip from her as he pushed a finger deep inside.  Her hips jerked, as much as she was able within her restraints, as if begging for release.  
Edward chuckled and removed his finger only to lightly flick her engorged clitoris.  She moaned deeply and despite the bite of her mat, her hips twisted as she attempted to both pull away from his finger and then press up as if trying to find the source of her newest torment.  Her breath hissed out as the mat raked against her sensitive, punished bottom and though she immediately tried to remain still, his finger’s movements assured she was unable to do so.  Soon she was moaning and pushing her hips up against his finger despite the rasp and jabs of her punishment mat. Her need to seek release consumed her; the pain in her bottom was momentarily forgotten.  Edward took her to the very edge, loving her moans and groans both from her growing arousal and the bite of her punishment mat.  
When he felt her begin to tense, he removed his finger, and she sobbed, “Pl… please Sir… oh, please, I’ll… I’ll be a goo… good girl, ohhh, please?”
“No, little one.  Naughty girls don’t get to have their Papas give them pleasure.  Naughty little girls get to sleep on their naughty-girl mats with well-spanked hot little bottoms.  Naughty little girls need to think about why they were so naughty that their Papas had to blister them and leave them all alone with a very wet pussey and a throbbing little clittie.  Naughty, deceitful little girls lie on mats and think about having their lies washed right out of them.  Now, sleep well and dream of how to be a good girl.”  Edward looked once more at his wife, restrained in the crib he had custom made for her, spread wide for his use, her chest heaving with her need for release.  He had dreamed of exactly this for years, and though he had begun training his little wife from the moment he had wed her, it was only now that he determined her training would continue, despite her sister’s presence in their home.  He bent to place a kiss on her forehead and then stood and walked to the door.  “Oh, how I love you in your crib, Louisa.  You are finally exactly where you belong, and where you will be spending a great deal of your time in the future.  You, sweetheart, have only just begun learning that you need to be a very, very good girl for your Papa, or your sweet little bottom will be blistered and painful and your sweet little pussey will be dripping wet and aching for release.  Sleep well my love.”  He heard a soft sob and her even softer response,
“I… I lo… love you Pa… Papa.”  His grin was wide, as he closed the door.  He might have made a vital mistake in postponing the training decided upon when Lucille had unexpectedly become his ward.  However, that mistake was about to be corrected.  While he understood Louisa’s fear of how her twin would feel upon the discovery of how Louisa was expected to behave and now would live her life, he had no intention of allowing his desires to be undermined or hidden another moment.
 



Chapter 3
 
While Louisa cried herself to sleep in her crib, Lucille felt like crying in the classroom.  Her head was whirling with mathematical formulas, while her bottom was throbbing on the hard seat.  Professor Lloyds took a deep breath and tried to be patient, as he explained yet again what he considered a simple equation.
“Miss Furniss, surely you must understand at least a portion of this lesson?  Tell me that this isn’t all new to you.”  Lucy squirmed once more, attempting to find the least painful position.  Her professor saw her movement and heard her small moan.  He went to the closet, opened it and returned to her desk.  “Stand up Miss Furniss.”  Lucy’s eyes snapped up to his, her heart pounding, thinking she was about to be punished yet again.  Her mouth opened to beg for mercy when she saw him lift a large pillow in his hand.  She blushed, but slid out of her chair.  He placed the pillow on her seat and she cautiously sat down.  Her relief was apparent in her soft sigh.  
Charles Lloyds tried not to smile but his eyes gave him away when she whispered, “Thank you, Sir.”  
“You are welcome, Miss Furniss.  Perhaps now it will be easier for you to concentrate on the lesson, instead of your… um… your condition.”  
Lucy dropped her eyes, her face growing hotter with shame.  Though the entire school was aware of what happened when a student was sent to the headmaster’s office, speaking of it was humiliating.  She was saved having to respond when he turned her tablet to a fresh page and began again to explain the equation.  After several attempts, she suddenly smiled and said, “Oh!  I understand it now.  Oh, thank you, Professor Lloyds.  Can we do another?”  
Charles was thrilled with her excitement, and though it was only one portion of the exam, he knew that she truly grasped the mathematical concept.  They spent the next hour going over similar equations and Lucy missed only a few.  Both were engrossed in the lesson when a sudden sound broke through their concentration.
“Excuse me, Sir.  I’ve come for Miss Furniss.”  Lucy looked up to see Mrs. Bremmer standing in the doorway.  Professor Lloyds pushed himself away from Lucy’s desk and said, “Certainly.  She will be ready presently.  I wish to send several pages for her to study this weekend, if you will give me but a few moments.”  
Mrs. Bremmer nodded and stepped further into the room.  She approached the two and held out an envelope, “Lord Wintercrest requests that you read his note and ask you to return a response with me if you would.”  
Charles took the offered envelope and opened it.  He read the note quickly and then, with a smile, walked to his desk and wrote his response on the back of the note.  He replaced the sheet of paper in the envelope and walked back to hand it to Mrs. Bremmer.  She nodded and slid the envelope into her string bag.  She watched as Lucy slowly stood from her desk, her small wince indicating her still aching bottom.  Mrs. Bremmer’s lips compressed into a thin line as her eyes landed on the large pillow that Lucy had been sitting on.  She was sure that his Lordship would not approve of his charge being allowed any such comfort after she had earned a good caning for her misbehavior.  However, being a prudent woman, she said nothing.  Lucy found herself growing even more uncomfortable as the woman stood silently waiting.  She fumbled with her tablet and pencil, and then accepted a large stack of papers from her professor.
“You have done a good job, Miss Furniss.  I believe you have a chance of passing your exam if you continue to study this weekend.  You have the fundamentals and just need to review the equations and formulas.”  
Lucy felt a thrill as she heard his approval.  She gave him a large smile and said, “Thank you, Professor.  I really appreciate your help and your concern.”  She said the last even as her eyes dropped to the pillow he had offered her.  He smiled, and led her to the door where Mrs. Bremmer had moved to wait. “Good bye Sir,” Lucy said quietly.  
He smiled and gave her a small nod, “Good bye Miss Furniss.”  Mrs. Bremmer almost growled as she roughly took hold of Lucy’s upper arm and dragged her down the hall.  Lucy wanted to pull away but the woman truly scared her with her rough and disapproving glances.  Not wanting to bring any further attention to herself, she decided not to fight but would definitely inform Edward of this servant’s liberties with his ward.  She hurried along beside the woman until they were both seated in the carriage.  
Henri made sure both were seated before closing the door and climbing up onto his seat.  As the carriage lurched forward, Lucy gave a small squeal and grabbed at the edge of the seat.  Several papers slid off her lap, and as she bent to gather them, she couldn’t contain a groan, as the movement pulled against the wheals on her bottom.  Mrs. Bremmer smiled, though Lucy didn’t see her look of contentment.  The girl might have sat on a fluffy pillow, but hearing her now assured the older woman that the naughty little girl had indeed gotten her bottom properly thrashed and, if she knew anything about the Lord, it would be thrashed yet again before the sun set on this day.  Satisfied that Lord Wintercrest would soon have his home running properly, she settled back against the seat and ignored Lucy the entire journey home.
The house was quiet when Lucy entered.  She wanted desperately to speak with her sister but even as she turned to inquire as to where Louisa could be found, Mrs. Bremmer informed her, “You are to continue with your lessons in your room until it is time to dress for dinner.”  Lucy simply nodded, wanting nothing more than to escape this woman’s company.  She hurried up to her room and sighed when she was safely behind her closed door.  She placed her papers on her desk and having nothing else to do, and somewhat afraid to be discovered not studying, she gingerly sat down and began working on a list of problems.  An hour passed when she heard muffled noises seeming to come from above her head.  She looked up at the ceiling, but heard nothing more.  Sighing, she stood and stretched, a small groan escaping her throat.  She was absently rubbing her aching bottom when she thought she heard a small cry.  Looking towards the ceiling again, she gave a small cry herself when a loud knock sounded on her door.  She threw herself back into her chair and had picked up her pencil when her door opened.  Lucy stiffened until she turned around to see Molly, her maid, entering the room.  
“It is time to dress for dinner, Miss,” Molly said in her cheerful voice.  Lucy nodded and watched as Molly went to the closet and returned with a light blue gown.  As the girl puttered about the room gathering Lucy’s clothing, Lucy stood and stifled a small groan as her bottom again reminded her of its condition.  
“Are you feeling poorly, Miss?” Molly asked, her cheerful face showing her concern.  The two had become friends during the past few weeks, and Lucy knew the girl’s question was sincere.  She forced herself to give her a small smile.
“I’m fine, Molly.  Just a bit tired.”  The girl didn’t truly believe her words but, knowing the two women had gotten themselves into some type of trouble, and having not being able to tune out the cries of Lady Wintercrest, as she obviously gotten her bottom tended to by the Lord, she didn’t pursue the conversation.
“Very well, would you like a bath before you dress?”  Though Lucy thought a cool bath would do wonders toward soothing her aching bottom, she had no intention of disrobing completely in front of her maid.
“Not today, but thank you Molly.”  Again Molly nodded, and was soon unlacing Lucy’s corset after the woman had removed her blouse and skirt.  She quickly helped Lucy step into several petticoats and tied each around the girl’s slim waist.  She held out a fresh chemise and then replaced the corset, drawing on the laces until Lucy panted that it was tight enough.  A corset cover followed, and then the gown was pulled over her head.  Lucy tried to remain still, as she sat on her chair and allowed Molly to remove her black stockings and replace them with thin, white ones suitable for evening wear.  As Molly tied the silk blue bows to hold the stockings in place, she wondered again at the discipline her friend had endured, as Lucy moaned deeply as she lifted each leg for easier access in fastening the ribbons.  Molly quickly released Lucy’s hair from its braid, and spent several minutes brushing out the tangles before fastening a blue ribbon to hold the heavy length out of Lucy’s face.  The last item was to slip the blue slippers on Lucy’s feet, and finally Molly stood.  “There, you look beautiful, Miss Lucy.”  
Lucy smiled and said, “Thank you Molly.”  Molly gathered up the discarded clothing and prepared to leave the room.  “Ummm, Molly?” Lucy said quietly and the girl turned to face her with a questioning look on her face.
“Yes Miss?”
“What… what is above my room?  I thought I heard something.”  Molly looked up towards the ceiling and then back to her mistress.  
“I don’t hear anything, Miss.  The attics are at the top of the house; perhaps a small animal has gotten inside.  Is there anything else, Miss?”  Lucy shook her head and Molly quickly left the room.  Lucy followed her, and made her way downstairs dreading having to face Edward again.  As she entered the dining room, it was to see Edward holding out a chair for her sister.  Lucy saw Louisa wince a bit as she took her seat, but heard her thank him and lift her face to accept a quick kiss from her husband as he pushed her chair to the table.
“Ah, there you are Lucille,” he said, even as he moved around the table and pulled out a chair for his ward, directly across from his wife.  Lucy remained silent as she took her seat and placed her napkin in her lap.  Edward seated himself, and picking up a small bell, gave it a short shake, signaling that they were ready for dinner to be served.  As the kitchen maids brought in the bowls of soup, he turned to Lucy.  “How was your tutoring session Lucille?  Was Professor Lloyds able to teach you anything?  It must have been very uncomfortable sitting on your welted bottom.”  Lucy thought of the session, remembering both the patience and kindness of her teacher.  
“Yes Edward, he was wonderful.  He explained several formulas for me and has given me lessons to study.”  Edward’s eyebrow lifted at her words.  He found himself wondering at the meaning of her answer but was pleased to hear she had been given additional work.
“Yes, I understand that he also allowed you to sit upon a pillow.”  Lucy knew immediately that the horrible housekeeper had seen fit to tattle on her.  
“Edward, I wish to speak to you about your housekeeper.  She… ”
“I’m not through talking, Lucille, and you will not interrupt me, young lady!”  
Lucy’s eyes flew to her sister’s and though Louisa didn’t speak, there was a warning to be seen in her eyes.  Lucy looked back at Edward and slowly nodded.  “I’m sorry, Sir.  I… I didn’t mean to interrupt.  It’s just tha.… ”
“And yet you are still speaking.  Be quiet and simply listen, unless you want me to turn you over my knee!”  Her face was priceless.  Her eyes widened and a deep flush stained her cheeks.  Her mouth opened again and yet, she slowly closed it at his look, and nodded again.  
“Much better.  I do not permit comfort after a punishment, Lucille.  Sitting on a pillow is not allowed and you should have refused it.  Headmaster Thorne had good reason to cane you and you are to feel that reminder for as long as possible.  Sitting on a pillow, rubbing your bottom, lying on your tummy negate the lesson, and that is not the objective, now is it?”  Lucy was mortified.  To be speaking of such things – especially seated at the dinner table, with servants coming and going freely from the room appalled her.  She again looked at Louisa, only to jump in her seat when Edward said firmly,
“Your sister is not speaking to you, Lucille.  Keep your eyes on me when I am talking to you!”  He waited until she raised her eyes to his, and was pleased to see the first glint of tears appear in her eyes.  He knew she was embarrassed, but he firmly believed that humiliation was almost as good a teacher as a nice, hard paddling.  
“I’m pleased to hear that you believe you have learned at least something from Professor Lloyds.  You shall spend every hour until your exam studying.”  He saw her look of dismay and he corrected himself, “Well, certainly not every hour as you do have an appointment in my study after dinner.”  Lucy heard her sister’s quick intake of breath and couldn’t help but slide her eyes to her sister.  Edward allowed the glance, knowing his little one would dare not speak unless he spoke to her or gave her permission.  True to his belief, Louisa said nothing; she just quietly continued to eat her soup.  
Lucy looked back at her guardian and asked, “An appointment Edward?  I’m not sure I understand the necessity of an appointment.”  Edward chuckled, and after taking a bite of the delicious mushroom soup, wiped his mouth with his napkin and leaned back in his chair.
“It is not necessary for you to understand, Lucille; it is only necessary that you keep your appointment.  I’m sure all will become clear at the proper time.  Now, since you have found Professor Lloyd’s tutoring to be helpful, you should be pleased to know that he has agreed to continue your lessons.”  
Lucy looked confused.  “Continue?” 
“Yes, I have engaged him to attend you several hours this weekend, in an effort to assure you learn enough to be able to pass your exam on Monday.  Your actions have brought great disgrace upon my household, and no more shall fall upon it.  You must study hard, and I believe his presence during your study hours will do nothing short of guaranteeing success. You obviously can’t be trusted to your own devices, now can you?”  Lucy felt her face flush again, as she felt she was being treated as a small child, instead of an adult woman.  She again glanced at her sister, but only saw pity in her sister’s eyes.  
Lucy dropped her gaze to her soup bowl and answered,  “I promise to study, Edward.  It’s not necessary for you to spend money on a tutor.”
“Nonsense, Lucille – and it is not your responsibility to worry about my finances.  Your only responsibilities are to behave and to learn your lessons.  Your lesson in obedience will be continued in the study after supper, and your lessons in mathematics will continue first thing tomorrow morning.”  Lucy felt her bottom clench at his announcement, and her fear grew.  Though Edward spent a great deal of time behind the doors of his study, she had never been inside.  Her face burned as she remembered that there had been more than one occasion where she thought she had heard horrid crying from the room.  When she had dared to speak to her sister about her fears, Louisa had immediately assured her that she must be mistaken.  Suddenly Lucy was positive that she had been correct.  Bad things happened in the study.  Bad things that caused shrill cries and muffled words.  Her heart began to pound, and she kept her eyes on her soup bowl, feeling as if she were going to faint.  She didn’t see the satisfied look on Mrs. Bremmer’s face as she walked into the dining room behind the serving girls.  As the main course was placed before them, Mrs. Bremmer bent to speak softly with Edward.
“Excellent,” he said at whatever she had whispered.  “Please place them in the cabinet as I shall have need of both after supper.”  Mrs. Bremmer nodded and left the room.  
Louisa’s eyes flew to her husband, and she saw him grin.  She blushed hotly, knowing exactly what the conversation had entailed.  While Lucille had never crossed the threshold of Edward’s private domain, Louisa had spent several hours in the room, very few of them pleasant.  Being given an appointment always caused her heart to race.  She knew she’d spend her time with her bottom bare and vividly colored by some implement or another standing in a corner until her husband considered she had enough time to thoroughly learn her lesson.  Her own bottom clenched at the knowledge it would soon be bared and most thoroughly birched; the most horrid and painful lesson of all.  She felt her appetite disappear and simply pushed the food about on her plate.  
Edward watched his wife and smiled.  “Eat your supper Louisa, you’ll need your strength and need to replace the fluids you have lost.”  Lucy’s head came up at his words and she listened as her twin answered, her face incredibly red.
“Yes… yes, Sir.”  Lucy didn’t understand what was happening, but was too scared to ask questions.  The atmosphere, her sister’s demeanor, the conversation all did nothing but contribute to her growing sense of unease.  The only person seemingly unaffected was seated at the head of the table, calmly enjoying his supper.  The remainder of the meal was silent, as the entrees were replaced by dessert.  Louisa barely was able to take a few bites and Edward, knowing why her stomach was roiling, allowed the dish to be removed.  
As the last girl brought in the pot of tea and poured Edward a cup, he said, “You both may be excused.  I will join you in a few minutes.”  Louisa stood and reached her hand out to her sister.  Lucille quickly rose and, stepping around Edward’s chair, took her twin’s hand, squeezing it hard.  Edward watched the two identical women and said, “Louisa, you are to remain silent, as it is not your place to inform your sister of what her appointment will entail.  Go now with Mrs. Bremmer.”  Mrs. Bremmer beckoned to the two, and they silently followed her out of the room and down the wide hall to the back of the house.  Lucy had spent many hours in the large library, but his study was considered off limits.  She had found herself curious to discover what resided behind the heavy double doors, but seeing how slowly her sister approached the room, found she was no longer curious, just incredibly and overwhelmingly frightened.
Mrs. Bremmer opened the door and stood aside as the two girls entered the darkened room.  They stood silently, as Mrs. Bremmer quickly lit two lamps on the wall, illuminating the large desk dominating the room.  As the room grew brighter, Lucy saw the room also contained a leather sofa and two large and comfortable armchairs with a leather covered ottoman between them.  She saw bookcases lining two walls and itched to discover what volumes they held.  Both girls loved to read, and often escaped into the fantasy worlds contained in novels.  
Lucy saw that one wall contained a large armoire and wondered what was inside.  She looked over at her sister and whispered, “Louisa, what is going to happen?”  Louisa wisely just shook her head, remaining silent, as ordered.  
Mrs. Bremmer wasn’t quite as silent.  “Lucille, you are to remain quiet.  You are in enough trouble, young lady, and I don’t suggest you try to entrap your sister in your naughtiness again today.  You heard his Lordship’s instructions.”  Lucy felt her face flush at the words, and she dropped her gaze to the floor.  Apparently satisfied, Mrs. Bremmer walked to the armoire and unlocked it with a key from the ring hanging from her waist.  She then turned to face the girls.  “Into the corners.  You will stand and think about your naughtiness until his Lordship arrives to attend to you.”  Lucy didn’t move but Louisa obediently walked to an open corner and pressed her nose into the wall.  Lucy watched as her sister raised her arms and placed her linked hands on top of her head.   “Lucille!  Are you deaf or disobedient?”  
The sharp question caused Lucy to jump and then hurry to place herself in the only remaining open corner.  She trembled as she pressed her nose into the hard surface and then gave a small shriek as she felt her arms being pulled above her.  “Hands together on your head, Missy!  I swear you are a dense little one.  Haven’t you ever been in a corner before?”  Lucy flushed again and felt exactly like the small child she was the last time she had been put into a corner by her father.  She also felt humiliated at being physically arranged into what must be the proper position.  She suddenly understood that her sister seemed extremely familiar with what was expected, and her mind whirled at that implication.  Satisfied with the girls’ positions, Mrs. Bremmer stood back, and then took a seat on the sofa to await her employer.
Edward leisurely finished his second cup of tea and stood.  He knew Mrs. Bremmer would have the girls in their corners, with instructions to think about their behavior.  Expectation of a coming punishment quite often had a very good effect on the miscreant.  As their mind began to accept the inevitable pain their bottoms would soon be feeling, the time would seem to stretch into eternity.  He knew their attention would be focused on every little thing that happened from the moment he stepped into the room.
He smiled even as he walked leisurely towards his study.  He had every intention of beginning Lucille’s journey into what a properly trained woman should expect, as well as continuing the long-overdue education of his wife.  While he was not married to Lucille, he was her guardian, and decided that any training she received under his roof would only serve to enhance her desirability as a proper, submissive wife once she wed.  He entered the room, and saw the two girls standing where they belonged, hands in the proper places.  The scene could not have brought him more pleasure.  These two females had caused him nothing but annoyance today, and seeing them both with noses touching the walls, he felt himself grow even more determined.  Louisa would no longer be allowed to hide her true position from her twin.  No, in fact, having his little lady take on her true role in his household would serve as a powerful and visible lesson in exactly how a submissive wife should behave. 
He nodded to Mrs. Bremmer, and strode to open the armoire door.  He saw the two birches he had ordered lying next to each other on the shelf, and felt his cock stir at the sight.  They were wonderfully thick, and consisted of several individual switches that he knew his housekeeper had selected, and formed into two excellent rods of correction.  He left the birches in place, also leaving the doors open.  He moved around and seated himself in his desk chair.  He saw Lucy squirm in her corner and smiled.  She would soon do far more than squirm.  He made the girls stand an additional quarter hour before he spoke.
“Come stand before me, girls.”  The sisters stepped away from their corners and while Louisa kept her arms on top of her head, Lucy gave her arms a shake and then rubbed at the tip of her nose, which was sore from being so tightly pressed against the wall.  When she saw Mrs. Bremmer begin to rise from the sofa and saw Louisa’s position, she followed some sense of self-preservation quickly muttering an apology as she scrambled to get her hands linked and in place again.  The housekeeper gave a small grunt, but settled herself back onto the sofa.  The girls stood side-by-side in front of Edward’s desk.  He settled back in his chair and began to speak.
“I am extremely disappointed in both of you.  You have caused shame and disgrace to fall upon Wintercrest and for that you shall be severely punished.”  He saw Lucy glance over to his sister and continued.  “Lucille, when I am speaking to you, your eyes are to be on mine.  You are not to look at your sister, or anywhere else.  Your attention is to remain on me.  Do you understand me, young lady?”  
Lucy felt her heart pound, as she grew angry.  She didn’t understand what exactly was wrong with her sister.  They had always supported each other and yet, Louisa simply stood quietly, hands on her head, eyes staring across the desk to the man she had wed.  Before she allowed herself to snap at her guardian, though, Lucy reminded herself that it was her own fault that Louisa was obviously in the same amount of trouble.  She took a deep breath, lifted her eyes to Edward’s and said quietly, “Yes, sir.  I’m sorry, Edward.” 
 Edward shook his head slightly, but knew she’d learn soon enough proper forms of address.  He allowed her to settle a bit before he continued from where he had been interrupted. “As I was saying, you are both very, very naughty little girls.  Naughty girls need to learn how to be good girls.  It is my responsibility to teach you both that this sort of misbehavior, deceit and outright disobedience will not be tolerated in this household.”  He paused for a moment, seeing their faces flush at his harsh words, and saw Lucille open her mouth as if to interrupt yet again.  He abruptly cut her off.  “Such severe disobedience calls for severe chastisement.  You are to both be put under the birch for your punishment.”  He wasn’t really shocked when he was interrupted.
“The birch!  That’s ridiculous, Edward.  I mean, we’ve already been punished.  You saw Headmaster Thorne cane us.  Surely that was punishment enough.  You… you don’t have the authority… you can’t!”
“Silence!”  Edward’s voice thundered in the room and stopped Lucy mid-sentence.  “You are not allowed to speak when facing discipline Lucille, and never are you to dare interrupt me at any time.  You are far too quick to loosen your tongue young lady, and if I hear another word from you without your being first asked a question, I shall gag you!”  Lucy’s mouth dropped open in shock, and she once again looked to her sister.  
Louisa kept her eyes downcast, her posture rigid, her voice silent.  Lucy trembled as the reality of the situation gradually began to set in her mind.  She had never been birched, though had seen several servants take such a punishment during her childhood.  It had looked horrid and the cries had been awful to hear.  Her throat went dry at the thought of undergoing a similar punishment and, without thinking, her voice again broke the silence, “Please Edward, please don’t do this.”  
Sighing heavily, Edward stood and approached his ward.  Towering over her, he looked down and ordered, “Open your mouth, Lucille.”  She felt his hand cupping her chin as he forced her face to rise to meet his.  She saw his free hand dip into his pocket and remove his white linen handkerchief.  Shaking her head in disbelief she watched as he folded it into a thick square.  “I said open your mouth.  You were warned to remain silent, and you shall learn I do not repeat myself.  If you don’t obey me immediately, your punishment will be repeated tomorrow and every evening until you learn to be obedient.”  
Lucy began to tremble as his hand on her chin increased its pressure.  Seeing the look in his eyes gave her no reason to doubt his threat.  Slowly her mouth opened and she closed her eyes as he began to press the thick wad of linen into it.  She moaned as it pushed back into her mouth, filling it completely.  
“Close your mouth and do not open it again young lady.”  Her eyes filling with tears of mortification, Lucy clamped her lips closed against the horrid gag.  Her cheeks bulged with the contents, and Edward nodded and returned to his seat.  He let a few minutes pass until he continued.  “That is far better.  Perhaps you need to remain gagged for a few hours in order to learn to shut your mouth and open your ears, Lucille.”  He was happy to see her face flush, knowing it was coloring as a result of both her anger and humiliation.  “My authority in this household is never to be questioned Lucille.  You as well as your sister and every employee sharing my home are under my total authority.  Question me again on that subject and you shall your bottom blistered every night for a month until the lesson is indelibly imprinted on your bottom as well as in your mind.  Do you understand me little girl?”  
Lucy’s eyes had grown huge as his bore into hers, his tone level and almost flat—one that brooked absolutely no question.  She believed every syllable of his speech.  She swallowed as best she could around the gag in her mouth and nodded her head slowly but deliberately.  “Very well.  As I was saying, you have both been extremely naughty and your punishment shall be a very thorough birching.  Perhaps having a well-thrashed bottom will remind you both of your proper place in this household.  You have few responsibilities.  Lucille, you are only responsible for being a proper student and, as today has proved, you have failed miserably.  Louisa, your only duty is to obey me and behave, as a good wife should.  Today you also failed miserably.  Both of you are guilty of deceit, deception, deliberate disobedience and foolish choices.  I am very disappointed in you both.  I realize you are quite nicely gagged and cannot speak Lucille, but Louisa, before we begin do you have anything to say to me?”  
Louisa was quick to lift her eyes to meet his across the desk.  “I’m sorry I was disobedient, Sir.  I apologize for my deceit and deception and beg for forgiveness.”  
Edward nodded, pleased at her words.  His face turned to Lucy.  “Good girl, now I realize you are unable to speak Lucille but nod if you agree with your sister’s apology.”  
Lucy felt her heart pound, but had to recognize her own guilt in the endeavor.  She truly wished she could speak for she felt a need to beg him to release Louisa from what he had planned.  Her eyes filled as she tried to ask permission to speak.  The sounds were garbled and incoherent through the thick gag in her mouth.  
Edward watched her closely but saw no sign she was attempting to be disobedient.  “Do you have something additional you’d like to add, Lucille?”  She again nodded her head.  “You will remember to be respectful and weigh your words before they fall from your mouth?” he asked and saw her blush but again nod her understanding.  Edward smiled at her and then nodded to Mrs. Bremmer. The woman stood and then snapped her fingers under Lucy’s chin.
“Open your mouth, Missy, and give me your gag.”  Lucy’s face flamed as she opened her mouth and tried to spit out the wad of cloth.  Her mouth was so dry and it took several moments before she worked it from her mouth.  Mrs. Bremmer stood to the side, but didn’t return to her seat.  “Go ahead Lucille.  You may speak, but mind you remember your manners, or that gag will be returned.”  Lucy nodded and cleared her throat.
“Yes Sir, I’m… um, I’m sorry Sir.  I… please Edward, please don’t punish Louisa.  It was all my fault.  It was my idea, and I know I’ve disgraced this house and you.  I… I know I deserve to be punished, but I beg you to forgive Louisa and release her from further punishment.”
Edward found himself surprised at both the words and the obvious sincerity in which they were spoken.  He felt a bit of pride at her acceptance of total responsibility, but also knew the plan would not have been put into place without his wife’s acceptance.    
“That’s quite commendable, Lucille, and I must admit I am surprised to hear you ask for leniency for your sister while admitting your need for punishment.  However, you both are equally guilty and will equally share in your punishment.”  He lifted his hand in warning as he saw her open her mouth to speak.  “I’m warning you for the last time, Lucille.  Do you wish to have your gag replaced or do you want to be a good little girl and remain silent unless asked a question?  I can tell you that you will find it extremely difficult to catch your breath during your birching, and a gag will only cause you greater discomfort.”  
Hearing his words and terrified that they would prove true, Lucille gave a soft sob and said, “I’ll be good Sir.  Please… please don’t ga… gag me again.”
“I believe the question was, can you be a good little girl and remain silent, Lucille.  Unless you wish the gag replaced, answer me properly.” 
 Louisa knew without looking at her sister that Lucy’s face would be red with shame and anger.  She also knew from experience that her husband was beginning Lucy’s training at this very moment.  She wished she could offer her sister support, but knew she must remain still and let the events unfold as her husband/Papa dictated.  
Lucy gave a soft sob and conceded,  “I… I can be a go… good lit… little girl, Sir.”  Edward was extremely pleased, as her first defense began to crack.
“Very well, I will give you the benefit of a doubt, but know your gag is ready to silence you if you fail to keep your word.”  She nodded slowly, her body trembling; she was truly sorry for her idiotic scheme.  
Edward saw Mrs. Bremmer slip the gag into the pocket of her apron and withdraw several large pins.  He nodded.  “Mrs. Bremmer will prepare you both.  Louisa, you shall go first to demonstrate for your sister what behavior is expected.”  Louisa remained silent but when she felt herself being pressed forward, she obediently removed her hands from her head and placed them on the edge of the desk in front of her.  Lucille watched in embarrassment as Mrs. Bremmer quickly and efficiently rolled up the voluminous skirt and petticoats and had them pinned at Louisa’s shoulders in just a few minutes.  The folds of the garments fell to either side of her sister’s body, effectively framing her small bottom, still covered by her bloomers.  Lucy gave a small gasp as she watched Mrs. Bremmer reach around Louisa’s waist and untie the ribbon.  She soon had the last covering drawn down Louisa’s legs and gave her a sharp order to step out.  
Lucy’s eyes grew large as she saw the condition of her sister’s bottom.  It was glaringly obvious that Louisa had received far more than the dozen cane strokes at the school earlier in the day.  Her bottom was swollen and bruised and the backs of her thighs had obviously been attended to as well.  Lucy shuddered and looked away, as if to spare her sister the shame of her position.  She turned her attention back to the desk when Edward rose from his seat.  She swallowed hard as she watched him begin to roll up the sleeves of his shirt.  As his strong forearms came into view, she remembered feeling the same sense of doom when she had seen her father do the same before punishing her or her sister.  Her heart began to pound even harder as she realized this was real, and her very first birching would indeed happen in this room, given by this man and witnessed by both her sister and the housekeeper.  Tears begin to well in her eyes and her legs began to tremble.  
Edward was well aware of Lucy’s emotions, as he motioned for Mrs. Bremmer, who led his wife around the desk to him.  “This isn’t your first birching, now is it young lady?” Edward asked her, as she came to stand beside her husband.  
Louisa flushed hotly, knowing her sister was able to hear every word and see every action.  However, she also knew it could become even more horrendous if she failed to respond to her husband’s question.  “No, Sir… it’s not my first.” 
“I would have thought you would have learned to be better behaved by now, my dear.  I suppose your last birching didn’t make the impression I intended.  You will discover this one to be far more difficult to endure.”  He watched her briefly close her eyes, and saw a tear slide down her cheek.  
“Ye - yes sir.”  
Edward nodded and motioned to his desk.  “You may present yourself for your birching, Louisa.  Lucille, you shall come around and watch so you will know the proper position I expect you to maintain.”  Mrs. Bremmer pulled Lucy around to stand behind the desk, though off to one side.  Lucy watched as her sister bent over the desk and reached out to grip the opposite edge with her hands.  The stretch required pulled the skin of her bottom tight, and Lucy heard her give a soft moan.  Lucy was horrified to see her sister spread her legs wide apart and tried to turn away as Louisa’s womanly charms were opened to view.  
Edward was watching Lucille and was quick to demand, “Open your eyes, Lucille.  You are to learn from this and be able to mimic the position exactly.  You are to be open for your punishment; nothing is to be hidden.  Sin is done in darkness, and if you don’t want to feel the shame of exposure, don’t do the sin.”  He saw her face flush hotly, and knew his words would remain with her always.  He continued, “Turn away or close your eyes again and you shall earn additional strokes.”  Lucy gave a soft sob, but nodded, her hand pressed to her mouth.  Louisa remained in the horribly shameful position as Edward walked to the armoire and returned with the two heavy birches.  
“Present your bottom, and request your deserved chastisement Louisa.”  
Lucille’s ears rang as she heard her sister say clearly, “I’m sorry I was naughty, Sir.  Please may I have my birching?”  Lucille couldn’t believe the words or accept the fact that her sister willingly turned her heels out, went up onto her toes, arched her back and lifted her bruised bottom as high as she could.  It appeared as if she were begging for her birching!  Edward saw his ward’s eyes locked on the presented bottom, and he gave a small smile.  He laid one birch onto the desk, and lifted the other.  
Lucy flinched and stumbled backwards as the first blow landed against her sister’s proffered bottom.  Louisa jerked but remained silent, and lifted her bottom for the next stroke.  Lucy wasn’t even aware that she was moaning, as Mrs. Bremmer held her steady to witness her sister’s punishment.  Edward laid five quick, hard strokes onto the little bottom and then laid the instrument across his wife’s back.  Louisa was crying softly but only moved enough to place her feet flat onto the floor, keeping her stance wide. 
“Th… thank you si… Sir,” she managed to whisper.  
Edward nodded, but didn’t answer.  Instead, he turned to Lucy, even as he picked up the second rod.  “Mrs. Bremmer will prepare you and then you shall present yourself and ask for your punishment, Lucille.”  Lucy began to sob as Mrs. Bremmer pulled her back around the desk and bent her over it.  She began to squirm as she felt her dress and petticoats being lifted and rolled and then pinned to her shoulders.  She felt her drawers being lowered, and though she stepped out of them when told, she couldn’t stop her hand from going back in an attempt to shield her nakedness from the housekeeper.  For that she received a quick swat and felt her hand forcibly removed from her bottom.  “None of that now Missy; you keep your hands off your bottom and in front of you gripping the desk.  Do it now or do you need a spanking first?”  
Lucy sobbed and heard herself begging, “Please… oh, please no.  Please, I’ll… I’ll die!”  Mrs. Bremmer shook her head as if exasperated.  “Nonsense.  There isn’t a soul alive that doesn’t think they will die under the birch, but I assure you that you shall live.  Now, make your request to his Lordship, and I suggest you do so quickly and properly unless you’d like to learn how it feels to undergo the birch two days in a row.”  
Lucy laid her head down on the desk and found her sister watching her.  Louisa’s eyes were glistening with tears but she gave Lucy a small nod of encouragement.  Lucy desperately wished she could grip her sister’s hand as they had during the awful caning but found herself gripping the desk edge as ordered.  She moaned as she saw Edward move to position himself behind her.  She closed her eyes against the humiliation of her position even as he ordered,
“Lucille, spread your legs wide.  Your heels are to be turned out.”  She sobbed and forced herself to open her legs a few inches.  “I’m not telling you again, young lady.  You witnessed the proper position, and now you are required to offer yourself to your discipline.  Do it now Lucille.”  This was a hundredfold worse than being bent for the cane earlier.  The room seemed thick with tension, and Lucy felt things she had never before experienced.  Her heart was racing in her chest, her face hot with the shame of all that was happening.  She had just seen her twin, a copy of herself, open her legs and her sex to the room, her bottom willingly lifted for the cruelty of the birch rod and then… then heard that same punished sister actually thank her husband for the lesson.  Lucy had never been more confused in her life, and certainly never before as terrified at what was about to happen to her.  She began to cry harder but when she felt his hand touch her inner thigh to pull her legs apart, she quickly spread her legs wide in order to have the hand removed.  “That’s better.  Now, heels turned out and ask for your chastisement.”  
Lucy heard herself speak as she tried to remember the words her sister had uttered.  “Oh please Sir, I’m so sorry… please, I don’t think I can do this.  I beg you, please spare me this shame.”  
“I will not tell you again, young lady.  Look deep inside yourself, Lucy and I know you will find you not only deserve this shame and the pain that you will feel; but that you need it to be able to forgive yourself.”  Lucy’s eyes were clenched shut as she broke into huge sobs. Mrs. Bremmer shook her head in displeasure, but Edward simply waited; the birch still at his side.  
In just a few moments, he heard, “I’m… I’m sorry I was… was disobedient.  Please… please bir… birch me.”  She sobbed and tensed for the first stroke.  
It didn’t arrive, and she heard him speak, “That is incorrect Lucille.  You must apologize for being naughty and ask for ‘your’ birching.  After all, you are requesting my attention to your bottom, and need to make your desire for correction clear.  You must also rise up on your tiptoes and lift your bottom for me.  The lesson will only be effective if you properly submit to your punishment.”  
She was more mortified than she had ever been in her life.  Baring her bottom for the caning this morning seemed like nothing when faced with not only opening her body to this man but to actually be forced to ask for correction, and a birching at that!  She had seen Louisa’s position, and blushed even more hotly remembering all she had been able to see of her sister’s charms.  She knew he could easily see every square inch of her most intimate places, places she never even thought about, and were now on display to her brother-in-law as well as his horrid housekeeper.  She wanted to jump up and flee, but knew she would be easily caught.  She also felt incredibly guilty to have caused all of this horror.  
She found she just wanted the ordeal to be over.  Choking back a sob as she forced herself up onto her toes, she cried, “I’m… I’m sorry I was naughty Sir.  Please… may I have my… my birching?”  Evidently he was pleased with the request because before she could take another breath, she heard the swish of the birch and then the first explosion landed across her upturned bottom.  The second stroke landed before she found enough breath to scream in agony.  Her cries echoed around the room and as the third stroke painted its angry lines against her skin, her hands released from the desk and flew back to cover her bottom.  Edward barely had time to check his swing and the birch landed on the backs of her thighs, barely above her knees.  Lucy screeched and flew off the desk, her hands cupping her thighs as she bounced up and down.  Edward saw Mrs. Bremmer quickly step around the desk, and watched as she physically forced the young woman back over the desk.  
Lucy continued to struggle and kick out until Edward said, “Settle yourself, Lucille.  You have earned a good birching, and shall receive your due. Get back into position or those strokes won’t count and will be given again.”  
Lucy heard him, but couldn’t wrap her mind around the threat.  Her bottom burned, and the backs of her thighs felt as if she had sat on hundreds of nettles.  “Nooo, please… no more Edward.  I… I can’t!”  Edward heaved a loud sigh and looked over at his wife, who had obediently taken her first set in silence and was even now in the proper position waiting for him to continue her punishment.  He realized that Louisa was yet untrained, but obviously far more learned in how to comport herself during chastisement than her sister.  He took a deep breath and stepped to the desk.  He motioned for Mrs. Bremmer to release the struggling girl, and though she looked as if she were prepared to actually sit on Lucille if needed, she stepped back.  Edward took Lucy’s arm and helped her to stand.  She was sobbing, her face streaked with tears, though Edward knew she had not been truly harmed.  
She looked up to see him staring at her and she sobbed harder, “Please Edward.  Please… I’m so sorry and I’ll never disobey you again.  Please, please don’t spank me any more.”  
Edward kept his voice firm as he responded, “I appreciate that you’re sorry for your actions, Lucille, but I am not anywhere near done with your discipline.  I am not spanking you Lucille, you are being birched.  You will not die from your birching but since firm discipline seems to be something that is sadly lacking in your childhood, I will give you a choice.”  He watched as her eyes lit with hope and he smiled knowing that his own wife wished he offered her choices in anything other than strict obedience.  He gentled his voice and continued, “You have only received three strokes.  You have two more to go in this first set.  The choice is this.  You will either place yourself back into position and ask for your birching to continue, or ask that I apply your intended strokes to your sister’s bottom after she has taken the remainder of her own count.”  
Lucy heard her sister gasp though she didn’t speak.  Lucy looked over at the prostrate girl and saw the marks from the birch, vivid across her bottom.  She also saw that her sister remained in position as if simply waiting for her turn.  Lucy looked down to see Louisa’s eyes tightly shut but saw a small tear leak from her clenched eyes.  Knowing that Louisa was in this position only due to Lucy’s forceful nature, she could not extend any punishment to her beloved twin.  Sobbing but determined, Lucy lay herself across the desk, took hold of the edge and once again spread herself open and lifted up onto her toes.  
Even as Edward stepped back, he heard her say, “I’m sorry Sir.  I’m sorry I was naughty and that I have delayed my punishment.  Please… please, Sir continue m… my birching.”  Immensely satisfied, Edward did just that.  After two hard strokes had been given, Lucy felt the birch rod being placed across the small of her back.  
“I’m very proud of you little one.  You may lower yourself until your feet are flat on the floor, Lucille, but keep your hands on the edge of the desk and be prepared to lift that naughty bottom again.”  
Lucy sobbed at the fire in her bottom, but gratefully lowered her feet to the floor, allowing her legs to close in an effort to retain her dignity.  Edward simply smiled as he walked back around the desk and picked up the birch lying upon his wife’s back.  She was soon in the proper position and struggling to accept her next set.   Lucy sobbed as she heard the birch fall onto her sister’s bottom five times and then was begging for mercy as she was given her second set.  Edward allowed the girls a few moments before picking the birch rod up off Louisa’s back for her third count of five.  Lifting her bottom high when instructed, and forcing her legs open for the third time, Lucy felt as if Mrs. Bremmer had been wrong.  Surely it was possible for someone to die from such a horrific thrashing.  Lucy was sure there was not an inch of skin left intact on her bottom, every bit of her bottom felt as if she were sitting in a roaring fire and yet, when Edward quietly told her to present herself, she had done so and had indeed lived through not only her third but fourth set as well.  
After each girl had been given twenty strokes, Louisa finally joined in her sister’s pleas for mercy and begged her husband to stop.  The desk surface was slick with the girls combined  tears when Edward stepped behind his wife once more.  Her bottom was a poor sight to behold.  Every inch was covered with welts and more welts.  The rod had caught her across the backs of her thighs, which caused her to wail the loudest.  He picked up the birch, which was beginning to loosen in its bindings and said,
“How many extra strokes did you receive from the cane Louisa?”  She sobbed but choked out,
“One, Sir.”  
Edward nodded and lightly drew the rod down across her welted bottom.  Louisa shuddered knowing what was coming and fearing the pain.  “Extra strokes mean you haven’t submitted yourself properly, by admitting your need for chastisement, my love.  I will double your extras so that you might learn a proper lesson.  Rise up and present your bottom for your extras Louisa.”  Louisa forced herself up onto her toes, though she was thoroughly exhausted.  She felt the tips of the rod trail down her bottom and touch the pouch of her sex.  She shuddered in humiliation knowing the switches would be coated with her own dew and that her husband would have his evidence of her arousal.  She could practically see his smile and then the tips disappeared.  She braced herself but remembered to round and soften her bottom for the stroke as required.  She discovered it was unnecessary as the stroke landed not on her bottom but between her legs.  She screamed loudest of all and her hands released the desk of their own accord.  She was about to straighten until she felt his hand hard against the small of her back.
“Position yourself, Louisa.  I promised that extra strokes earned double the count.  You have one more stroke to go.”  Sobbing, her sex burning with the marks of the birch, she forced herself to grip the desk even tighter.  She knew the last would follow the previous.  When it landed once more between her legs, covering her sex with fire, she collapsed and sobbed after her scream echoed around the room until it died.  Edward nodded and was pleased.  Though not perfect, she had done exceptionally well, and it had been a very, very thorough birching.  He dropped the birch onto the surface of the desk and walked around it for the last time.  He removed the birch rod from Lucy’s back and asked,  “How many extra cane strokes were you given, Lucille?”  Sobbing and terrified after hearing her sister’s screams, her answer was barely audible,
“Tw… two, Sir.  Oh God, please don’t… no more… please nooooo.”  Her plea turned into a scream as Edward quickly delivered four strokes across her bottom.  She had thought she would die after each previous set but these last felt far harder and more cutting.  She squirmed on top of the desk, practically crawling over it in an effort to soothe the burn.  Edward placed her rod next to her sister’s and waited.   His eyes roamed over the matching bottom to his wife’s.  It was well thrashed indeed, and he smiled with a sense of his duty well done.
“THz… thank… you…  Sir.”  Lucille had just received the most intense punishment of her life and yet had remembered to thank him for that very punishment.  She wasn’t beyond training at all; in fact she’d be a wonderful student, if he had anything to say about it.
“You may stand and go to your corners.”  The girls stood, though their legs were unsteady, and they obediently shuffled to their corners.  Edward smiled as they placed themselves in the required positions, hands on top of their heads, though he knew they itched to try to relieve the burning in their well-roasted bottoms.  Each girl sobbed with the pain and shame of her punishment, and Edward knew this lesson would be one they remembered for quite some time.  
Mrs. Bremmer removed the birch rods from the desktop and returned them to the cabinet.  Shutting the doors, she sat down on the sofa to wait until the naughty girls’ corner time was spent.  Edward smiled at her, and she nodded and smiled back.  She was well pleased with his determination to assure the young women would spend a fretful night with well-thrashed and aching bottoms.  She nodded to herself, thinking that it would be quite some time before either chanced to bring shame to the Wintercrest name again.
A half-hour passed before the cries coming from the corners became sniffles – and then only the occasional hiccup.  Edward had spent the time writing in his journal, while Mrs. Bremmer simply kept her eyes on both corners, as if assuring herself that the occupants would remember to behave.  
“You may release and come here, girls,” Edward said, closing his journal.  The girls were soon once more before him, faces red and tear streaked, hair falling from pins and sticking to their cheeks.  Edward couldn’t believe he’d ever seen a more beautiful sight.  After all, the only thing more pleasing than a properly chastised girl was seeing her mirror image standing before him as well. 
“Things are going to change in this household,” Edward informed them.  “I have been sorely lacking in your necessary education, but that has come to a stop.  Tomorrow you both shall begin anew your new lessons, as it is too late this evening to truly start.”  He noticed that Louisa kept her eyes lowered as required, but that Lucille was once again looking directly at him, her own eyes showing her confusion.  He saw her mouth begin to open and he quickly continued.  “I’m not expecting nor desiring you to speak, Lucille.  I simply want you to listen and, if you can’t manage even that than you will do well to remember I will gag you.”  Lucy’s face flushed but she remembered the awful feeling of the gag in her mouth, and she nodded, dropping her eyes.  Edward smiled almost sorry she had given in so quickly.  
He waited a few moments before speaking again.  “Though it is my intention to go over all my expectations at a later date, I want you both to understand one thing.  You will both learn I expect strict obedience.  I promise you this.  If you decide to try me, I shall immediately provide the necessary discipline such attempts will earn you.  I will not have my authority questioned by you nor hesitate to turn you across my knee and lift your skirts, lower your bloomers and apply a proper reminder to your bare bottoms.”  He saw both girls tremble at his promise, and knew it would most likely be Lucy over his knee for her much needed lesson.  “Lucille, you will go with Mrs. Bremmer, as she will put you to bed.  Tomorrow you will spend the entire day in your studies.”  
Lucy had so many questions but could not chance opening her mouth.  She vowed to remain silent, in fear of being gagged but when she felt Mrs. Bremmer take her arm and turn her around, she saw her bloomers draped over the woman’s arm.  The sight reminded her that her skirts were still pinned at her shoulders, and even now, her bare and blistered bottom was in plain view.  Her face flamed at the shame of it and she stuttered,  “Oh… please, I’ll take… take those.”  
Mrs. Bremmer simply shook her head and moved her arm away from Lucy’s reaching hands.  As the young girl strained to reach her bloomers, she heard from behind her, “Do you need a reminder of obedience so quickly, Lucille?  You are to obey Mrs. Bremmer as you do me.”  Lucy sobbed, but managed to shake her head at the offer of a reminder.  She allowed Mrs. Bremmer to pull her towards the door but, when it opened, her feet remained glued to the study’s carpet.
“Please, don’t make me go out there like this.  The serva… servants will see my… my bottom!”  
Mrs. Bremmer smiled and then chuckled, “Don’t be ridiculous Lucille.  The entire house has been subjected to your unladylike caterwauling and it is no secret that you have been well birched.  If you don’t want the staff to see your naughty little bottom with its earned coating of stripes, then I suggest you learn to behave.  Now, stop dragging your feet or I shall take my tawse to your backside.”  Lucy tried to grip her skirts to cover her bare bottom even as she was pulled from the room.  She was unaware that Edward was leading her sister out of the study behind her and that Louisa was making no attempt to keep her bottom hidden.  Edward’s sharp order for her to remove her hands from her skirts caused her to jump, but she obeyed.  With her bottom bare, she quickened her step, and would have run up the stairs had it not been for Mrs. Bremmer’s holding her firmly and forcing her to walk in a sedate manner.  Lucy finally dropped her eyes and prayed that no one would witness her shame.  She refused to think about passing anybody on the stairs or in the upstairs hallway.  
When the four finally reached her room, she heard Louisa speak for the first time in hours, “May I tell Lucy goodnight, Sir?”  Edward nodded, and Lucy felt her sister’s arms go around her.  She collapsed into them, her tears flowing again.  “Good night Lucy, I hope… hope you sleep well.”  Lucy stammered her own good night and wished her sister could stay and they could comfort each other.  However, Louisa was a married woman, and when Edward called her to him, she immediately stepped away from her twin and obediently followed him further down the hallway.  
Mrs. Bremmer pulled Lucy into her room, and too, soon had stripped her naked, her nightgown over her head, and pulled down to her feet.  Lucy was ordered to sit on a small stool as her hair was brushed and then braided into a thick plait that hung almost to her bottom.  She ached for comfort after a day that had been the worst of her young life.  When Mrs. Bremmer led her to her bed after turning back the covers, Lucy crawled between the sheets knowing she would cry herself to sleep.  She was shocked when Mrs. Bremmer bent over her and gently swept her fingers down her cheek.
“I know it has been a difficult day, little one.  Rest now, and try to be a good girl for his Lordship tomorrow.  I’m not sure your little bottom can take another spanking if you don’t learn to be obedient.”  She bent a bit more and placed a gentle kiss on Lucy’s forehead.  As she stepped away to blow out the lamp, Lucy began to cry softly.  When the door to her room closed, she rolled onto her stomach to get her weight off her aching bottom.  In the privacy of her bed, she gingerly clutched at her heated bottom and rubbed gently trying to ease the pain.  It was in this position that she finally fell into a fitful sleep, the pillow beneath her soaked with her tears and her dreams full of horrid scenes of being caned and birched.
Louisa found herself just as quickly stripped, but was led to their marriage bed as naked as the day she was born.  As her husband pulled back the covers, she felt her own eyes well with tears.  Instead of crisp and cool sheets, she saw her punishment mat had been placed on her side of the bed.  She wanted to beg him to remove it but remembering his promise of instant punishment for disobedience, she forced herself to crawl onto the bed and then lie down on the horrible mat.  Edward watched as she settled herself and removed his own clothing.  He knew she was aware of his arousal and did nothing to try to shield her from his erection.  He left the lamp lit wanting to watch her face as he taught her another lesson in obedience.  He climbed onto the bed and, without a word, used his hands to spread her legs wide apart.  He watched her grimace as his weight pushed her down onto her mat.  He knew it was extremely uncomfortable as the bristles worked their way into her welted bottom.  He moved to place himself between her thighs and positioned himself.  
“Put your hands above you Louisa and keep them on the rails.”  He waited until she stretched her arms above her head and gasped, as the move forced her bottom to endure more of the mat’s irritating surface.  He smiled, “That’s my good girl.”  With those words, he drove into her with a huge thrust.  She arched her body and moaned as he completely filled her.  Edward took his time as he took his wife.  She was soon squirming under him as she tried to lift her hips both to match his movements as well as to remove her bottom from the pressure of the mat.  Edward kept her pressed tightly to the mattress, not allowing her an inch of freedom.  He had no intention of allowing her to take charge.  He began to pump into her fast and hard until she was thrashing her head and pulling against the rails of the bed.
“Ohh,  oh please… oh… ohhhh,” she moaned as she felt him impale her completely.  It was difficult enough to accommodate his size within her small body, but when he was taking her with abandon, without care as to her comfort, it was accomplishing exactly what he intended.  He was punishing her and she could do nothing but try to endure and open herself to him as much as she was able.  Her eyes swam with tears as he pounded again and again and again deep into her.  She would feel her body begin to betray her as her pleasure began to build despite or perhaps due to his intense taking of her.  However, Edward was a man of experience and well able to read every sign of his wife’s body.  He saw her nipples harden and her face flush, her eyes going glassy as she would begin her climb towards her pleasure.  He would immediately still himself inside her until the danger of her spending was past and only then would he continue his claiming of her.
“Please Sir, oh Pa..Papa, please may I take my pleasure… please!” she finally found herself begging as for the third time he had gone completely still within her.  Louisa’s heart was pounding in her chest, her blood rushing through her veins.  Every nerve felt as if it were on fire and he knew that the barest touch to her swollen and throbbing nub would release her pleasure allowing her to forget she was being punished.  A tear slid from beneath her closed lid.
Edward whispered, “Naughty little girls get fucked hard, but will never be allowed pleasure when they are being punished.”  
Louisa sobbed as he began again slowly fucking her as if to make her aware of every slide of his cock into her swollen and throbbing sex.  She sobbed as he used his weight to press her against her naughty mat, the pain from her thrashing mixed with the bite of the fibers.  Yet, she wasn’t truly in pain from having the skin of her bottom welted or pricked; no, she was in pain from the desperate need, the constant ache to find her release as he sought his own deep within her body.  She had never felt more dominated, more under his total control than right now when her husband, her Papa, taught her that she hadn’t the right to seek pleasure when he decided she didn’t deserve it.  She felt her clit throb even harder and her cream leak from her as her body reacted to his demands.  She continued to moan and beg for release until she finally felt him push as deeply as humanly possible and flood her womb with his seed.  She felt jet after jet of his cream mix with her own and knew it would be the only release in this bed tonight.    She groaned and sobbed as his weight collapsed onto her and the mat punished her bottom from beneath her.  
Edward lay still for several minutes as he caught his breath.  When he finally pushed away from her and rolled onto his side, she remained splayed open, her hands on the rails above her head, his seed dripping from her slit onto the very mat that continued to bite into her bottom.  Edward got out of bed knowing she was throbbing with the need for release.  He smiled softly as he pulled two lengths of rope from beneath his pillow and quickly tied her hands to the rails. “No need to tempt you to disobey me is there little one?  I know you are aching as you are dripping all over your naughty mat.  Little hands must not be allowed to go where they don’t belong.  Who is allowed to touch you between your legs and play with your little clittie my dear?  Who is allowed to open your slit and push his fingers well up into your soaking wet pussey?  Who allows you to take your pleasure little girl?”  
She blushed hotly, grateful that the darkened room would hide her shame and her intense need.  “Yo… you do, Pa… Papa.”
“That’s right, little one.  Only Papa can make your body jump and twitch and twist and swell.  Either from a nice thrashing, as you received earlier or,” he paused and leaned down to kiss the tip of one puckered nipple, “when your body is begging and just aching to explode with your spending.”  Her breath caught in her throat, her clit indeed jumping as his lips opened to suckle her nipple until she was once again twisting on her mat.  
Edward chuckled, as he stood looking down at her practically glowing with her need.  He kissed her mouth gently, his tongue tracing along her lips loving the way she parted them for his possession.  He allowed himself a more thorough taste before pulling away to extinguish the last lamp and then join her in bed.  She continued to twitch and shiver long after he had settled at her side and his deep, even breathing told her that he was deeply asleep.  She squirmed trying to find the most comfortable position and then sighed and accepted the fact that for tonight at least, comfort was not going to be her companion.  She prayed that she would be able to please the man she loved with all her heart, though he could cause her so much pain and shame.  Her body still ached with both pain from her birching and the intense throbbing of unreleased lust.  Her mind whirled around and around his promises of new rules that were to begin immediately.  She thought of her sister and the horrid realization that her twin would soon learn that Louisa was not truly the Lady of Wintercrest.  While she held the proper title, she wasn’t the mistress of his house.  She was nothing more than Edward’s child bride and had absolutely no power over anyone – even herself.  Edward turned in his sleep and his hand moved to cup itself around her breast.  Louisa felt her body respond as her nipple immediately hardened.  She flushed anew and finally dropped into sleep, praying he would find her suitably behaved on the morrow, and allow her to find the pleasure he continued to deny her today.  
 
 
 



Chapter 4
Lucille was up early the next morning.  She had already stripped off her nightgown and pulled on her stockings and drawers and was tying the ribbons of her second petticoat when a knock sounded on the door and it was pushed open.  She looked to see Molly enter and quickly close the door behind her.
“Good morning, Miss,” Molly said.  “I’ve come to help you with your bath.”  Lucy shook her head and reached for her corset that she had laid on her bed.
“I’m not bathing this morning, Molly.  You may help me finish dressing.”  Molly wrung her hands and glanced behind her at the closed door.  Lucy watched her puzzled by her behavior.
“I’m sorry, Miss, but Mrs. Bremmer has sent up water for your bath.”  
Lucy looked at the door and said, “I’m not bathing today Molly.  You may send the water away.”  Molly shook her head and stepped closer to Lucy and lowered her voice.
“Please Miss Lucy, you must have a bath.  Mrs. Bremmer said.”
“Molly, I don’t give a fig what Mrs. Bremmer said.  I don’t wish to bathe today and that is the end of it.  Now, help me into my corset and dress.”  Molly didn’t move to take the corset from her mistress.  Instead, she took a deep breath and then confessed,
“You must bathe, Miss Lucy.  If you don’t, well, please, Miss, let the lads fill your tub.”  Lucy finally took a good long look at the young serving girl.  She noticed that Molly’s face was flushed; she continued to wring her hands together, and her eyes were wide and frightened.  Lucy again looked towards the door and whispered, “What’s wrong Molly?  Is Mrs. Bremmer outside the door?”  
Molly shook her head and answered, “No Miss Lucy but she has given me instructions to bathe you this morning.  If you refuse and I don’t… don’t obey, then.… ”  Her voice trailed off. 
“If I don’t, what will happen Molly?  Tell me the truth immediately.  Why are you so frightened?”  
Molly couldn’t stop a tear from sliding down her cheek, even as she forced herself to answer.  “She’ll… she said she’d birch me, Miss.”  Lucy was horrified and instantly understood what was happening.  Mrs. Bremmer was using her power to reaffirm her position – not only over the staff, but over what should be a respected member of the household.  Molly reached out and grasped Lucy’s arm.  “Please Miss, she is horrid with the birch.  Please let me bathe you.”  Lucy sighed heavily, knowing that if she refused, her friend would pay the price and, most likely, Lucy’s bottom would also find itself bared and spanked.  She patted Molly’s hand and said, “Very well, Molly.  Hand me my robe and then let the lads in.”  Molly wiped her tears away, and then nodded gratefully as she hurried to the wardrobe.  She brought the long dressing gown to her mistress and helped her into it.  After Lucy was modestly covered, Molly opened the door and motioned for the two kitchen lads to enter the room.  Both young men kept their eyes averted from where Lucy stood, as they went into the small room and poured their buckets into the waiting tub.  They left just as quickly, and Molly closed the door once again.  
Lucy surrendered herself to Molly’s care and allowed the girl to remove the clothing she had only put on a few moments before.  As Molly untied the ribbon on her drawers, Lucy covered her hand and said, “I can do it, Molly.”  Molly lifted her eyes and sadly shook her head.
“I must undress and bathe you Miss Lucy.  It is Mrs. Bremmer’s wish.”  She saw her friend’s face flush, and hurried to say softly, “Please don’t feel ashamed, Miss Lucy.  We… I mean I… I know you were… were punished last evening.  I understand, and I won’t speak of it.”
Lucy was more ashamed than she had ever been before in her life.  Hearing her servant inform her that it was a known fact she’d been punished, and the staff had obviously heard her cries and pleas for mercy during her birching caused her to relive the horrid punishment in her mind.  Closing her eyes, she released Molly’s hand, and felt her drawers being lowered.  She stepped out of them and allowed herself to be led into the water closet.  As she stepped in the tub, she felt tears slide down her cheeks.
“Oh Miss Lucy, don’t cry.  You have nothing to be ashamed of.  We’ve all been under the birch, and though it is dreadful, you have been punished and paid the price of whatever you did that earned you the correction.”  Lucy nodded and soon found herself relaxing in the warm water as Molly picked up a rag, lathered it and began to bathe her mistress.  The girls were silent as the bath continued, and it wasn’t until Lucy stepped from the tub to be wrapped in a thick towel, that she heard Molly’s indrawn breath.  “Oh Miss, your poor, poor bottom.  I wish I could rub some salve on your welts… it isn’t much, but it does seem to help a little.”  Lucy’s face lit up briefly but her hopes fell when Molly began to dry her carefully.  “I have been forbidden, though.  You are not to be given any comfort, and for that I am so very sorry.”  Lucy’s face flamed anew, but she said nothing as she was dried.  Molly took extreme care in dressing Lucy, and was gentle as she brushed her hair and soon had it braided.  When she was ready to leave the room, Lucy found her voice.
“Thank you Molly.  I feel so ashamed.”  
“Don’t be, Miss Lucy.  You were very brave just now, and I will always remember your kindness in allowing me to fulfill my duties.”  Lucy gave the girl a quick hug and was pleased to see a smile appear on the usually cheerful girl’s face for the first time this morning.  Lucy left her to her duties in straightening the room and descended the stairs.  She entered the dining room to find Louisa already seated and enjoying her breakfast.  
Edward looked up from the morning paper and smiled at her.  “Good morning, Lucille.  I hope you slept well?”  Lucy felt her face flush again as she took her seat at the table.  
“Thank you Edward,” she said and reached out to take hold of her glass.  She drank some of the fresh orange juice and then helped herself to the platter of eggs and sausages that was on the table.  
Edward waited until she had filled her plate before he spoke. “I am aware that we have yet to discuss the new rules of the house, Lucille, but I believe you can understand this.”  Her eyes lifted to his as she kept her fork suspended in mid air.  “You are no longer to be so familiar with me, young lady.  I am not your friend, I am your guardian.  You shall address me as ‘Sir’ from this point forward.  Little girls need to address their elders with respect and I do not wish to hear my Christian name from your lips again.  Is that understood?”  Lucy’s eyes flew to her sister but saw nothing but a flush covering Louisa’s cheeks.  Lucy finally lowered her fork and forced her eyes back to his.  
“I’m not a little girl, um… Ed… um,”  she hesitated, her words clogging her throat as she saw the look in his eyes.  She heard her sister’s quick intake of breath and suddenly felt very foolish and, for some reason, exactly like a stupid little girl who didn’t know when to be quiet.  Blushing hotly, she finally mumbled, “I’m sorry.”  She forced herself to look again at the man who was suddenly so forceful and demanding.  She saw him return her gaze, his eyebrow lifted and she managed to utter, “I mean… umm, yes… yes, Sir.”  
Edward smiled and then nodded towards her plate.  “Very good.  Now, eat your breakfast, as you have a great deal of studying to do today.”  
Lucy felt her appetite disappear, and yet forced herself to take the bite she had placed on her fork before his announcement.  She continued to take small bites, and when Mrs. Bremmer entered with a steaming pot of tea, she dared to ask, “I’d love a cup Mrs. Bremmer, if you please.”  Mrs. Bremmer simply smiled over at her as she refilled Edward’s cup.  
“Don’t be silly, Missy.  Little ones need juice and milk to properly start their day.  You’d best leave the adult beverages to the adults.” She paused, smiling at the way in which Lucy’s mouth opened.  “How was your bath this morning, Miss?  Was the water nice and warm enough or did you wait too long to enjoy it when it was steaming?”  Lucy blushed and squirmed in her seat, understanding that this woman must know about every single thing that happened under this roof.  
“It… it was fine thank… thank you.” She was horribly embarrassed, and felt lost in her normally stable world.  Mrs. Bremmer simply smiled and turned her attention to the doorway.   Henri entered the room to announce that Professor Lloyds had arrived.  Her mind whirling, Lucy spun about in her chair, wincing as the movement irritated her still aching bottom.  She saw her teacher standing in the doorway, and prayed that he had not witnessed the embarrassing exchange.  Her eyes flew to see Edward push away from the table and walk to welcome his guest.
“Welcome, Charles.  I can’t tell you how much it pleased me to have you accept my offer.  Please, won’t you sit and enjoy some breakfast with us?  I’m afraid Lucille was late to breakfast and has just begun.”  Lucy wanted to push away from the table but saw Mrs. Bremmer staring at her and pointing at her full glass of milk.  Blushing, Lucy reached for the glass and brought it to her lips, though her hands were shaking.  She despised milk and knew that Mrs. Bremmer was aware of that fact.  Regardless, she forced herself to take a swallow though she had to close her eyes to choke it down.  When she opened them again, it was to see her teacher sitting next to Louisa and accepting a cup of fragrant tea from Mrs. Bremmer.  Lucy dropped her eyes to her plate trying to refrain from crying.  She continued pushing her food about her plate and heard Louisa asking to be excused.
“Yes, my dear.  You may either sew or read in the library.  Lucille will be with you shortly, after she finishes her breakfast.”  Lucy immediately pushed back her chair and stood almost knocking the chair over in her haste to get away from the table.  She had taken the first step towards her sister when Edward stopped her flight.
“Lucille, sit down!  You have not been excused and young lady, you will remain seated until your breakfast has been completed.”  
“I’m… I’m done, Ed… um, Sir.  I’m not hungry.  May I be excused, please?”  Edward shook his head and pointed at her chair.
“You are not finished, Lucille.  Sit down immediately, and finish both your orange juice and your milk.”  She felt Professor Lloyds’ eyes on her as she slid back into her chair, unable to hide a wince as her bottom took her weight again.  She quickly drained her glass of orange juice and then picked up her glass of milk. It seemed huge to her, and contained twice the volume of the smaller glass of orange juice.  She looked up to see Mrs. Bremmer standing behind her teacher.  Lucy’s eyes widened, as Mrs. Bremmer dipped her hand into the pocket of her apron and calmly removed a small tawse.  Lucy sloshed some milk from the glass in her haste to bring it to her lips.  She swallowed again and again, forcing herself to drink the horrid milk.  She saw Professor Thorne watching her with confusion, as he sipped his tea.  Lucy no longer cared.  She simply wanted to get away from the table without a spanking that she feared would be given despite the presence of a virtual stranger.  
After the last swallow had slid down her throat, she gasped, “I’ve finished, Sir.  May I be excused?”  
Edward smiled over at her having enjoyed the entire episode.  He nodded and said, “Yes you may.”  As she pushed from the table and moved to slide past him, Edward reached out and caught her arm.  She yelped as she skidded to a stop, and then blushed hotly as he lifted his own napkin to wipe her mouth.  “You have a milk mustache, little one.”  She fought back tears at the shame of his actions and yet forced herself to thank him when he lowered the napkin.   “You are welcome.  Now, run along and play with your sister until Professor Lloyds is ready for your lessons.”  
Lucy stumbled from the room, losing the battle and by the time she burst into the library, tears were flowing down her cheeks.  She found herself immediately enfolded in her sister’s arms and sagged against her, crying harshly.  “Shhh, oh Lucy, shhh.  It will be okay, shhh, honey,” Louisa continued to try to calm her sister and Lucy gradually quieted.  As her sobbing stopped, she found her face once again being wiped by a cloth.  She tore the kerchief from her sister’s hand and stepped back.
“I can do it myself!”  Louisa looked shocked at the sudden change, but understood her sister’s confusion.
“Of course you can, Lucy.  I didn’t mean to upset you.”  
Lucy wiped her face and turned to look back over her shoulder.  “Oh Louisa, what is happening to us?  What… what are we to do?”  Louisa didn’t answer immediately, but guided her sister to the settee, where they both settled softly onto it.  The girls hugged each other and took comfort in being alone for the first time since the horrid appointment of the evening before.  Louisa knew her sister had a hundred questions and yet she also knew she could not answer them all.  She did the best she could.
“We are going to try to behave, Lucy.  We need to be good so that Ed… I mean, Sir won’t have any reason to punish us.  I know it is frightening, but if we are good then he will be happy.”
Lucy moved back from her sister’s arms and said, “Happy?  Why should I care if he is happy?  What about you?  What about me?  God, Louisa, my bottom feels awful, and I have never been so ashamed.  Even being caned by Thorne was better than this.  Edward is a monster, and I will not stay here and allow him to birch me ever again!”  
 Louisa sighed and knew her sister needed to say these things.  She knew they were also very dangerous words.  Louisa kept one eye on the library door, as if afraid they would be interrupted at any moment.  “Shhh, listen to me Lucy.  Where would you go?  We have no one since mother and father died.  You are his ward and, without his consent, you will remain here.  Isn’t it better to try to be good and…. ”
“And what?  Am I to live in constant fear of your husband?  What about that horrible housekeeper?  Do you know she threatened to birch Molly if I refused to allow her to bathe me this morning?  I know she did it only so that I’d be forced to bare my bottom to a servant.  Do you realize how ashamed I was, knowing that my servant, my maid, saw my bottom and actually felt sorry for me at its condition?  I thought I would die of shame.”
“But you didn’t die Lucy.  You wouldn’t have a welted bottom if you hadn’t hatched that awful plan yesterday.  It was dishonest and wrong.  We deserved to be punished.  
Lucy’s mouth dropped open and she struggled away even as Louisa reached for her hands.  “Punished?  We weren’t simply punished, Louisa.  We were caned and then birched!  Father never would have condoned such action.  He’d be appalled that your husband punishes you.  And I know the truth.”  
Louisa’s own mouth dropped open, and she suddenly stood and turned away from her sister.  Lucy watched her and saw her shoulder’s shaking.  Suddenly she was unsure of her words.  “Louisa?” she asked quietly, but her sister refused to turn around.  “What’s wrong Louisa?  I meant I know he spanked you as well.  Your bottom was swollen and so were your legs when he made us bare ourselves for our birching.”  
Louisa continued to cry though she felt immense relief that what she feared most had not yet occurred to her twin.  She felt her sister’s arms enfold her and turn her around.  The two young women cried on each other’s shoulders until they were cried out.  Giving a small hesitant laugh, they each wiped their tears on their sleeves and settled themselves on the settee.  “I know we need to talk, Lucy.  I have so much to tell you, but it will have to wait.  Please, just promise me you’ll try to behave.  I don’t know about you, but my bottom is so sore I can’t take another spanking for a while, though I know Sir won’t hesitate to give me one if he feels I deserve it.”
Lucy shook her head, thinking it ridiculous to hear her sister address her own husband as ‘Sir’.  She opened her mouth but Louisa rushed ahead.  “And, so you know, both Father and Mother were aware that he spanked me.  Father actually approved, and told him that if he didn’t have the strength to take me in hand and keep me in line, then he would not be pleased with our union.”  She saw the look of disbelief on her sister’s face and continued, “Oh Lucy, surely you remember hearing Mother crying at times?  You know, Father often spanked her.  She was over his lap far more often than either of us.”  Lucy shuddered but memories of soft cries filled her head, and she realized her sister was correct.  She blushed, and felt Louisa draw her into another hug.  “I know it is hard to understand, but it is the truth.”  
Lucy squeezed her sister hard and then asked, “But are you happy Louisa?  Doesn’t he frighten you; isn’t it horrible living like this?”  Louisa blushed, wondering how to explain how she truly felt.  She obviously remembered so much more about their parents’ relationship than did her sister.  She realized she didn’t have the words to speak of such intimate feelings, and settled for the easy path. 
“I am happy Lucy.  I love him and he loves me.  I… I can’t explain it all, especially right now, but please know that I do love Edward.”  Lucy was pleased to hear her address him by his name and knew that whatever Louisa said, at least a small part of her maintained her independence.  
She was about to speak when Louisa quickly stood and said, “We were just talking Sir.”  Lucy started when she realized Edward had entered the room silently.
  Edward smiled and nodded.  “I see, my dear.  I know you have much to discuss, but Lucille has lessons to attend.”  
“Yes Sir,” Louisa answered, and stepped further away from her sister.  Edward stepped into the library, followed by Professor Lloyds.  Charles Lloyds took in the two beautiful faces, and it was obvious to him that tears had been shed.  He was confused about what was happening, but would never presume to interfere with family matters. 
Edward spoke to Lucy, “Come Lucille.  You may use the dining table for your lessons.  You’ll study until luncheon, after which you shall take a small quiz to see if you have been paying attention.  I believe you understand what will happen to your bottom if you fail to demonstrate your seriousness in your studies?”  
Lucy’s face flamed, but she forced herself to nod, and then whisper, “Ye... yes Sir.”  Edward was satisfied he’d made his point, and allowed his ward to slip past him and guide Professor Lloyds back to the dining room.  She was mortified, but had no idea of what to do other than try to ignore the entire conversation.  As her professor reached the table and pulled out a chair for her, she flung herself into it, only to jump to her feet, both hands reaching back to cup her injured bottom.  Charles walked to the parlor and returned with a large pillow.  He placed it on her chair and motioned for her to take her seat.  His kindness almost brought her to tears, and reminded her of his compassion the day before.  She sank carefully onto the pillow and accepted the handkerchief he handed to her.
“Dry your eyes, Miss Furniss.  Take a moment to compose yourself and then we shall begin.”  Lucy wished the floor would open to swallow her, but found herself obeying.  He allowed her several minutes as he opened his valise and organized several papers on the table.  He opened a fresh tablet for her and laid a pencil on the blank page.  He finally sat next to her and said quietly, “Do you feel prepared to begin?”  She nodded and he gave her a smile.  “Very well, let’s go over what we studied yesterday, and then we shall move on to discuss fractions.”  She nodded again, and dutifully began to write down problems he dictated to her.  
Two hours passed before they were interrupted.  Mrs. Bremmer entered the room with a tray containing a fresh pot of tea, a single cup and saucer and a large glass of milk.  She placed the tray on the table and was prepared to pour the tea when she saw the pillow beneath Lucy’s bottom.  The pot was placed back onto the tray as she spoke,
“Lucille, stand up immediately!”  Lucy jerked at the command but immediately leapt to her feet.  Charles looked up, startled at both the terse order as well as the tone in which it had been delivered.  He watched as the housekeeper pointed to Lucy’s chair.  “What is that, young lady?”  Lucy followed the finger and saw the thick pillow slightly squished from where her bottom had compressed it.
“A… a pillow?” she answered hesitantly as if unsure that was the proper answer.
“Don’t be impertinent with me, Missy.  I know it is a pillow, Lucille!  What is a pillow doing on your chair?”  Lucy’s face flamed, and she found she could not raise her eyes – too terrified of both the housekeeper and what she would find on her professor’s face.  “Answer me immediately young lady or do I need to fetch His Lordship, so that you might explain your naughtiness to him?  I’d think that after your birching last evening you wouldn’t be so quick to flaunt his rules, but perhaps you need to have your bottom reddened again?”  
Lucy moaned, and her body swayed with mortification.  She saw Mrs. Bremmer begin to turn towards the library and she practically begged, “No… oh please ma’am, please don’t tell him.  I… I didn’t think… I didn’t mean to be naughty.  Please, I’m so sorry.  I’ll remove the pillow and sit on my chair.  I promise I wasn’t being naughty.”  
Mrs. Bremmer turned to face the terrified girl.  “Oh, believe me, Missy.  You were being naughty.  You know better than to seek comfort when you’ve been punished.  Lord Wintercrest does not take the time to blister your bottom if he doesn’t intend for you to feel the effect for several days.”
“Now see here, Mrs. Bremmer, is it?  Can’t you see you are deliberately frightening Miss Furniss?  I don’t like your tone, or your desire to frighten her.  How can we expect Miss Furniss to remember her lessons if she is shaking so hard she can barely stand?”  Charles had stood and was almost shaking himself.  He was about to continue when another voice rang in the room.
“While that is a good question, Sir, I believe I engaged you to tutor Miss Furniss, and not to interfere in the life of my ward.  It is my responsibility to provide for her as well as my duty to discipline her.  Mrs. Bremmer is correct in that Lucille knows better than to sit on a pillow after she has been punished, unless she is given permission.  Isn’t that correct, Lucille?”  
Lucy’s face was so red it rivaled that of her punished bottom the night before.  She swallowed hard but had to answer, “Yes, but I thought since… since I hadn’t been… um… punished today it would… would be all right.”
“It most certainly isn’t.  You will simply have to adjust your thoughts and accept the fact that a naughty bottom gets punished and stings and burns for hours or days.  That is the intended purpose of a good spanking, and sitting should be uncomfortable.”  He enjoyed the look of abject misery on her face.  
Charles’ own face flushed as he turned to Edward, “I understand Lord Wintercrest, however, if there is any blame to be placed here, I assure you it is mine.  I placed the pillow on the chair and insisted Miss Furniss seat herself.  Mathematics is a difficult subject and having her squirm on a… well, squirm about would do nothing but distract her from her lessons.  I believe it is your intention for your ward to pass her exam on Monday, is it not?”  
Edward was somewhat taken aback at his tone but found the man earned a bit more of his own respect.  He nodded and spoke a bit more softly,  “It is, Sir.  I appreciate your concern for my ward; however, I must insist that since Lucille has more lessons to learn than simply mathematics, she shall do her lessons seated, as I desire.  I am sure that knowing the consequences of failure will not only ensure that she remain seated quietly, but also insure she concentrates fully.”  
Charles knew when he was being given a chance to save face and he took it.  “Certainly, Lord Wintercrest.  I apologize for my actions.”  He reached down, removed the pillow, and handed it to the huffing housekeeper.  
She accepted it, and immediately thrust it at Lucille.  “Put this back where it belongs, and return to your seat immediately.”  
Lucy accepted the pillow, and barely managing not to bury her face into its thickness, hurried into the parlor and placed the pillow back on the settee.  She had no wish to return to the dining room, but knew she had no other choice.  She dared look at no one, sliding as gently into her chair as she could.  She heard Mrs. Bremmer grunt, and then pour the tea.  She practically thrust the cup at Charles and then handed the glass of milk to Lucille.  They both accepted them with quiet thanks.  Edward grinned, knowing his housekeeper was disappointed that Lucille wasn’t immediately turned up and her drawers drawn down.  He gave a small shrug and watched as she left the dining room, and then he too turned to leave.  He would learn soon enough exactly how well Lucille was able to concentrate after her first quiz of the afternoon.  Meanwhile, he returned to his study, and saw his wife quietly sitting and working on her sewing.  He moved to sit beside her and surprised her by picking her up and settling her on his lap.  She blushed as he took her sewing from her and set it aside.  Louisa didn’t question his actions, as this felt far better than being turned bottom-up over his knee.  He cradled her to him, and then pressed his lips to the top of her head.  
“How are you feeling, little lady?” he asked as his hand stroked down her back several times before settling on her hip.  
She blushed, and felt her heart rate increase as she answered, “I’m fine Sir.”  
He continued to stroke her as he relaxed on the settee.  This was what he loved.  The simple act of holding his little child-wife on his lap as she practically purred with his strokes.  He kissed her again, and when she lifted her face to his, he moved his mouth to cover hers.  The kiss was gentle but incredibly sweet and loving.  She surged up to meet his lips as he moved one hand to cup and then squeeze her bottom.  He loved her moans as his hand reignited her throbbing bottom, but she remained still and returned his kiss with ardor.   Edward had taken his pleasure only hours before, but felt his cock stir in his pants.  He knew his wife was aware of that fact as well, as she squirmed a bit on his lap.  He lowered his lips to her ear and whispered,  “I know what I’d find if I put my fingers between your legs, young lady.”  
Louisa flushed, and felt another gush of moisture flow from her.  She would never understand the power this man held over her sexuality.  She had no one with which to discuss this response – to even know if she was normal, but had a feeling that she had surprised her husband by always seeming to become wet under either his discipline or his gentleness.  Edward continued to simply hold her, and occasionally stroke his hand down her back.  It was too soon to luncheon for him to seek his pleasure, and he would always enjoy keeping his little lady right on the edge of her own.  He satisfied himself in remembering what had transpired in their bed that morning.
He had awakened to find his body pressed up against his wife’s soft small body.  She had managed to turn herself onto her side somehow during the night and her little bottom was pressed into his groin.  He felt himself instantly reacting and, without waking her, managed to untie her restraints and free her hands.  He pulled her even tighter against his body as he moved one hand to cup her breast and his thick fingers began to tweak and play with her nipple.  
Louisa had moaned and squirmed, her small bottom pressing back as if seeking him.  Edward had continued his play until she jerked awake.  She immediately tried to pull away from his body but at his sharp command to be still, she froze.  She didn’t realize her hands were free until Edward rolled onto his back and pulled her to lie atop him.  Her face turned scarlet as she realized his erection was trapped under her tummy.  Sunlight streamed into the room and she had no way to hide her nakedness.  Edward loved her face and the fact that she had no idea of what he expected.  He put his arms around her and then guided her mouth to his.
He kissed her deeply, and was soon thrusting his tongue between her lips to taste and play with her own.  Louisa felt herself respond, and was soon moaning and squirming atop his hard, muscular body.  He had denied her release the day before, and she felt her pussey flood with arousal.  Edward chuckled as her movements only increased his desire.  He kept her pressed to his chest with one hand while he used his free hand to roam across her bare bottom.  She began to squirm even more, but this time from the discomfort his hand was creating as he pinched and traced the raised welts on her bottom.  
“Be still, little one,” he ordered after releasing her mouth.  She buried her face in the crook of his neck and tried to obey.  It was impossible to remain still as he continued to play with her bottom and occasionally dip his fingers between her legs.  She felt him grow harder beneath her stomach, and flushed, knowing he desired her.  She prayed he would allow her to take her own pleasure and tried to be as good as possible.  Edward chuckled, knowing she was desperately trying to remain still, but understanding his fingers and probing was making the task extremely difficult.  She moaned against his chest when his fingers dipped deep into her sex and slid a bit into her.  
“Ohhh… oh… please,” she panted, her legs parting to allow him freer access.  She was desperate for some sort of release.  
“Scoot down, Louisa, and put my cock inside your sweet little pussey.”  She raised her head, the shock at hearing this order evident on her face.  Edward smiled and gave her a sharp swat to her bottom.  She yelped and immediately slid down his body until she was clear of his erection.  She looked absolutely adorable, her tiny teeth biting on her lower lip as she reached out to take him in her hand.  She raised her eyes to see him watching her every move.  Her face flushed and he said softly,  “That’s a good girl.  Now, lift up and guide me into your pussey.  It is time you learn to ride your Papa like you ride a horse.”  Her face flamed brighter, but she cautiously lifted her hips and awkwardly moved him into position.  As she guided him inside, her fingers encountered her slickness, and again she flushed.  Edward loved every moment, though he was finding it more and more difficult to contain his need to take her.  He moaned as he slid further into her and his voice was husky as he said, “Lower yourself onto me, little one.  Move up and down and ride my cock.  Show me how you can please your Papa.” 
 Louisa pushed her feeling of shame away as she felt him fill her inch by inch.  She moaned as she settled onto him and then began to slowly move.  Edward allowed her to determine her own speed until he could no longer hold back.  His hands settled on her hips as he began to thrust his own hips upwards to push faster and deeper.  Louisa moaned and leaned forward as he drove into her, her small fists clenched on his chest.  He moved his hands to hold her small bottom and soon increased his speed.   “Ohh,” she gasped, as she felt her pleasure building.  Her heart raced as she moved to meet his thrusts, their hips slapping together.  
Edward was aware of her every emotion and knew she was quite close to her culmination.  He thrust hard into her and ordered, “Come for me, Missy.  Come for Papa.”  His words pushed her over the edge, and she shattered into a thousand pieces.  Her contractions gripped him tightly, drawing his own eruption from him.  He groaned as he released himself deep into her pussey.  Louisa collapsed across him, her head pressed to his chest.  She could hear his heart thudding beneath her ear and she smiled.  She had obeyed him, and had given him pleasure.  She blushed, thinking of her own reaction, and knew she needed to thank him.  She moved her head only enough to look into his eyes,
“Thank you, Papa.  Thank you for my pleasure.”  Edward’s heart swelled with love and pride at his little one.  He stroked her hair and pressed her head back to his chest.  They lay together in total contentment.
“You are welcome my love.  You were a very good girl for your Papa.  I believe you quite enjoyed your ride?”  She blushed as she realized how his words made her feel.  She was happy he was pleased, and yet felt a bit ashamed at the image of what she had done.  
He stroked his hand down her body until his hand rested once again on her bottom, and she whispered, “Yes Papa… I… I liked riding you.”  Edward chuckled and rolled over to trap her beneath him.  He kissed her until she was squirming under him.  He again moved between her thighs, and entered her quickly.  She moaned deeply, and though he had allowed her to take her pleasure, she was shocked when he moved his finger to her small bud.  She arched beneath him, her small hands clinging to his wide shoulders.  
“That’s my good girl.  Come for me baby, let me feel you come again.”  She obeyed for the second time, and he buried himself deeply, enjoying the ripples of her orgasm.  He forced every last shudder from her before he pumped himself hard into her and flooded her insides again.  When he was done, she managed to whisper her thanks before she drifted into sleep.  Edward smiled, wrapped her in his arms, and held her until he, too, drifted away.  
Remembering the love they had shared, he kissed her again and then settled her onto the settee.  She instantly missed being on his lap but didn’t complain as he handed her the tapestry.  Blushing, she found her hands shaking as she took up her needle once more.  Edward dropped another kiss onto the top of her head and then settled at his desk.  He wondered if she had also thought of how their morning had begun and smiled.  While she had a far way to go in her training, she was quickly proving to be a very passionate and mostly willing student.
 



Chapter 5
 
While the two enjoyed their memories, Lucille struggled to maintain her composure.  Professor Thorne attempted to apologize, but realized he was making the situation worse.  
“Please Sir, please just forget it.  There is nothing for you to apologize for.  Please, can we just study?”  Charles sighed, wishing he could make the small woman understand that he sympathized with her, and held her in no fault for the embarrassing scene.  Seeing her eyes filled with tears, he nodded.
“Certainly Miss Furniss.”  She was grateful when he handed a new sheet of problems to her and began to explain them.  Lucy found it hard to focus on his words through the sheen of tears in her eyes, but was grateful he had dropped the awkward attempts to discuss what had happened.  They studied for another two hours before Mrs. Bremmer announced she needed them to clear the table so that lunch could be served.  Charles began gathering the scattered papers, and Lucille excused herself to take care of some personal needs.  She was soon behind the closed door of her room and her composure crumbled.  She cried out and then pressed her fist into her mouth to stifle the sounds of her pain.  Furious at herself, she shook her head and forced herself to take care of her need, straighten her clothing and prepare herself for the luncheon she was sure to be uncomfortable.  She heard her name being called, and was quick to open her door and hurry down the stairs.  When she entered the dining room, everyone was standing.  
“Excuse me for being late,” she said to no one in particular.  Professor Lloyds was quick to pull out her chair and seat her.  She blushed as she saw Edward smiling over at her but quickly lowered her eyes.  The meal was a quiet one but didn’t grow uncomfortable until Edward spoke at the end.
“It’s time to see how well you can concentrate, Lucille.  Please go into my study and I will join you in a bit.”  Lucy forced herself not to shake as she pushed back her chair and stood.
“Yes sir,” she said quietly and walked with as much dignity as possible out of the room.  Edward asked Charles for the quiz he had prepared.  Charles passed it to Louisa who, in turn, handed it to her husband.  She had given the paper a quick glance and said a prayer that her sister would be able to answer the multiple problems correctly.  Edward read down the page and then stood.
“If you’ll both excuse me, I will give the quiz to Lucille and hope she does well.  Perhaps you’d enjoy a turn about the garden while you wait?”  Louisa took her cue and turned to Professor Lloyds.
“I’d be glad to show you the gardens, Sir.”  Charles smiled at the small woman, again seeing the fact that while the sisters were identical, he could now immediately tell them apart.  There was a certain look in Louisa’s eyes that showed her innocence, while her sister had the same beautiful eyes but they contained a definite wariness.  He stood and helped Louisa to stand.
“I’d love to accompany you, Lady Wintercrest.”  Edward saw her eyes dart to him and knew she wondered at the proper response to the address she had been told not to expect.  He smiled and gave her a small nod.  She relaxed and allowed her former teacher to tuck her hand in his arm.  She led him towards the large set of French doors in the parlor and they stepped outside.  The day was beautiful, the air crisp and not yet stifling with the coming heat of summer.  While Charles wondered how his student was faring, he found himself truly enjoying both the walk through the beautifully laid-out gardens, as well as the quiet company of his hostess.  Louisa quietly pointed out various plantings, and would stop often to bend forward to smell some blossom or another.  Her delight in the flowers was obvious.  They were passing across the back of the house when they both heard a sharp cry rent the air.  
Louisa would have stumbled if not for the quick reaction of her guest.  Her face showed her distress. “Oh, I fear for Lucy.  I… I guess she didn’t do well.”  Charles heard the true concern in her voice.
“It wasn’t for lack of trying I assure you, Lady Wintercrest.  She was nothing but attentive in applying herself to her studies.  I… I’m not sure why she failed.”  Louisa understood immediately that this man was quickly seeing her sister as something more than his student.  She saw him look towards the house as another cry floated out the open window and was borne to them on the air.  She saw his pain and confusion and found herself comforting him.
“I’m sure you did the best you could, Professor.  Lucy just has so much to learn in such a short time.  Mathematics has always been difficult for her.  Ask her anything about history or English, and I assure you she outshines everyone.  Don’t give up on her, I beg you.  Please, please help her to succeed.”  He dropped his eyes to see her staring up at him with love for her sister shining from her eyes.  
He patted her hand and promised, “Never, Lady Wintercrest.  I would never abandon Miss Furniss.  I promise to better prepare her.  I know she can pass the exam; I just know it.”
Louisa took heart in his sincere belief that her sister could succeed.  “Thank you Sir,” she said softly.  He swallowed hard, and though he knew they should walk away from the house, for some reason they both stood as if in witness or support of Lucille.  The sharp cracks of what was most obviously a paddle being used against a bare bottom echoed about the garden, chased by Lucy’s screams, cries and pleas for mercy.  Still, neither moved until the cries gradually faded and when the air was once again filled with the sounds of birds, they continued their walk.  It was several moments later before Charles opened the door and stepped aside to let Louisa enter before him.  
They entered the dining room nearly the same moment that Edward guided Lucille into the room.  Lucy dared not look at anyone, but immediately went to the same chair she had occupied all morning, and as steadily as she could, seated herself, trying to neither wince nor squirm.  Her bottom ached, but didn’t burn with the fire it had after her birching the evening before.  Edward hadn’t wasted time with any lectures.  She had failed the quiz, and they both had known what that meant.  When he had told her to stand, she had done so, her hands aching to reach behind her.  Edward had moved from behind his desk and taken her arm.  Lucy flushed as she remembered the way he had unceremoniously bent her over the arm of one of the chairs, lifted her skirts and petticoats and thrown them up onto her back.  She had felt her bloomers being untied and roughly pulled down to fall at her ankles.  She had buried her face in her hands but had been able to see her guardian walk to the cabinet, open one door and pick up a wooden paddle.  Edward had heard her gasp upon glimpsing inside the cabinet, and knew she had seen the dozens of different implements from which he would choose.  Lucy had begun to cry even before Edward lifted the paddle above her bottom.
“You missed six problems, Lucille.  I believe two strokes for each mistake should remind you to focus your attention better.”  Hearing that she was to receive a dozen strokes of the paddle made her heart beat faster, but still, it was less than half the number she had taken from the birch.  Lucy braced herself, but the paddle didn’t descend to begin its attack on her already extremely bruised bottom.  “I’m waiting Lucille,” Edward said softly, and she flushed anew as she remembered she was required to ask for correction.  Lucy gritted her teeth, and briefly wondered what would happen if she simply remained silent.  After all, if she specifically asked for a spanking then she was essentially confessing her crime and submitting herself to discipline.  “Would three strokes per problem help you concentrate on what is expected of you, young lady?” Edward asked, and she knew she’d discovered the answer.  
If she remained quiet then her punishment simply increased.  Swallowing hard, she shook her head even as she choked, “I’m so… sorry Edward… oh, I mean, Sir.  Ummm, I’m sorry I failed my quiz.  May I please have a spanking?”  
Edward shook his head and tapped her bottom briefly.  “This isn’t my hand, Lucille.  You aren’t going to be spanked; you are about to be paddled.  Please correct your request and remember, it is ‘your’ paddling, not ‘a’ paddling.”  Her face burned with the injustice of it all, but she simply desired it to be over.  Practically spitting out the words, she tried again.
“I’m sorry I failed my quiz, Sir.  Please, may I have MY paddling now?”  
Edward grinned.  She was taking a very dangerous tone of voice with him, but he had to give her a nod of respect.  She, like her sister, wasn’t mere putty in his hands.  They both contained spirit and fire, and he found he enjoyed that characteristic.  It made it all the more rewarding when one of the two sisters had to subject herself to his rules and discipline.  He stepped back a bit and said, “Yes, my girl.  You may have your paddling.”  
With that, Lucy forgot her determination to remain stubborn or defiant.  The sound of the wood slapping into her bottom was sharp and clear in the room.  The paddle bounced off her bottom after each crack and she raised her head and cried out with every stroke.  Perhaps if her bottom had not already been so tender, so painful and bruised, she might have managed to remain quiet and take the punishment with dignity.  As it was, she felt the paddle reignite the pain from her birching as it slapped against the wheals that covered her from the top of her bottom to the juncture of her thighs.    “Ohhh, please,” she cried after the first six had been given.  “I’m sorry!  Please… oh please, Sir!” she wailed as he changed sides and began the second half of her count.  These swats were just as heavy and hard as the first, and her wails were carried out into the garden.  If Lucille had been aware that her reaction to her chastisement had been clearly audible outside this room, she would have felt even more shame.  
As it was, Edward had finished her paddling and simply pulled her bloomers back into place, pulled her to stand and adjusted her skirts.  She was a sobbing mess, but had obediently sobbed out her thanks for his discipline.  Edward had placed the paddle back into the cabinet, turned to inform her that she would be strapped this evening if she failed the quiz again, and not even giving her time to compose herself, led her from the study and back to the dining room.  Now she was sitting on her throbbing bottom and was mortified yet again, and trying to fight the desire to simply bury her face in her hands and sob.  She saw a fresh sheet of paper slide in front of her and picked up her pencil.  She lifted her eyes to the page expecting yet another column of numbers for her to process.  Instead, she saw two words printed across the top of the page.  I’m sorry she read, and understood that her teacher felt it was his fault that she had failed the quiz.  She felt fresh tears fill her eyes as she raised her eyes to his.  He smiled down at her and then sat and covered the page with the quiz she had just taken.  She had answered most of the questions correctly, and frankly, he didn’t believe she had deserved the punishment she had obviously been given.  
“You did well, Miss Furniss,” he began, as he removed his handkerchief from his coat pocket and handed it to her.  She blushed, remembering the handkerchief pressed into her mouth the day before to keep her silent.  She knew he was only offering what comfort he could, so she accepted it and used it to wipe her eyes.  She attempted to return it but he lowered his voice, “Please, keep it.  Perhaps you will consider it a token of my remorse, in that I feel partially responsible for the… for your…. ”  
She looked at him in disbelief.  “Paddling?” she offered.  She was shocked to see his own face flush, and his discomfort.  She should have remained silent, for she had truly embarrassed the man who was trying to help her.  
Charles cleared his throat and said, “I was going to say failure, but, Miss Furniss, I don’t consider it a failure.  You only missed a half dozen problems out of fifty.  If this had been the final exam, you do realize you would have passed?”  The words seemed to hang in the air.  Passed?  She had just gotten a hard paddling for a score that meant she would have passed!  
Lucille found herself smiling despite the irony.  She saw him answer the smile and she lowered her gaze.  “Obviously I did not do well enough to pass Lord Wintercrest’s expectations though, did I?” 
“I suppose not, but Miss Furniss, you’ve come quite far in the few hours we’ve had.  Your only difficulties were in working with negative numbers.”  Lucy sighed, her pencil tapping at the sheet of paper.
“I’ll never be able to do this, Sir.  I simply don’t understand how negatives can become positive.  How can you have negative anything?  I mean, if you don’t have something to begin with, then I don’t understand how you can suddenly have something.”  
Charles thought about her words and chuckled.  She looked at him in surprise and saw his grin.  “Miss Furniss, you don’t have to understand to do well.”  He saw her confusion and leaned closer.  “I confess that sometimes mathematics doesn’t tend to make sense.  What you need to do Miss Furniss is to simply stop thinking.”
“Stop thinking?” she asked her confusion growing and wondered if she had heard him incorrectly.  He grinned and nodded,
“Yes, don’t think about why.  Simply memorize the equations and the rules.  Unless you are planning to become a mathematics professor or an engineer, or even working in banking, I see no need for you to understand math.  If you goal is simply to pass the exam on Monday, then just stop thinking and memorize.  Can you do that?”  She found herself nodding, even as she glanced over her should back towards Edward’s study.
“Do you think I can memorize enough to pass the next exam?  I mean, make no mistakes at all?”  
Charles saw her concern and said, “When are you being given another chance?”
“Be… before dinner.  Please, do you promise I can do this?”  
Charles wanted nothing more than to make her that promise but knew he couldn’t.  “I have faith in you Miss Furniss, but you must also have faith in yourself.  I can only promise that I’ll do my very best.”  
She smiled and looked down at the paper.  “Then I can do nothing less.  Shall we begin?”  The two studied, but this time he concentrated on drilling only the formulas and rules into her mind.  By the time Edward returned to the room, they both had more confidence. Louisa was nowhere to be seen, and Lucy wished she could be there to show her support.  
Edward saw her look behind him and he smiled.  “Louisa hasn’t been awakened from her nap, Lucille.  Are you prepared for your exam?”  Lucy was confused at his choice of words about her sister’s nap but was more concerned about her own bottom at this juncture.  She didn’t see that the tutor had lifted his eyes to gaze at Edward with a surprised, but not shocked, look on his face.  “Lucille, I believe I asked you a question?”  
Lucy flushed at having been chastised yet again, nodded and said, “Yes Sir, I’m… I’m ready.”  
He nodded and held out his hand.  “Shall we attend to your exam in the study, little one?”  Lucy flushed hotly at the endearment but found herself standing and putting her hand in Edward’s.  She couldn’t bring herself to lift her eyes, but instead concentrated on repeating the formulas in her head as he led her to the study.  She was trembling as he opened the door and led her inside.  He didn’t release her until they reached his desk.  
“You may sit in my chair Lucille while you take your exam.  I believe you will find the soft leather a comfort on what I am sure is still a somewhat aching little bottom.  I only hope your answers are good enough to keep the strap behind closed doors.”  Lucy didn’t hear the small gasp that escaped from Charles as he listened to the instructions.  She simply sank down on the chair, praying she’d remember her lessons and that she wouldn’t soon be finding herself bent across this huge expanse of wood, her skirts raised and her bloomers down, her bare bottom lifted as she was forced to ask for additional punishment.  
Edward had spoken softly but knew his words were reaching his ward.  She was being very obedient, and though she was trembling a bit, he was very proud of her.  His eyes and ears missed nothing, and he was well aware of the impact his conversation was having on Professor Lloyds.  Edward kept his mouth firm though he truly wanted to smile.  The man was obviously trying hard not to react to what was being discussed but he wasn’t able to hide either the flush that rose on his cheeks or the bulge that was even now rising within his pants.  Edward turned to him and asked if he had prepared a new exam.  Charles assured him that he had, and handed it to him.  Edward slid the paper in front of Lucille.
“I truly hope to see marked improvement, Lucille.”  She bravely nodded and at his nod, she began to work through the problems one at a time.  She forced herself to go slowly and work through the easy ones first.  Once those were complete, she returned to work on the ones that had given her pause.  Remembering her tutor’s words, she took a deep breath and ran the equations and formulas through her head.  She finished the last problem only seconds before Edward called time.  She laid down her pencil and passed her quiz to her Professor.  They both watched as he ran his pencil down the page ticking off each answer.  He was smiling widely as he looked up and passed the exam to Edward.
“Excellent job Miss Furniss.  You’ve completed each problem correctly.  I’m very proud of you.”  Lucy beamed at him, even as she sank back in her chair.  
Her euphoria didn’t last long as Edward said, “I believe this was an unfair quiz Lucille.  Wasn’t it simply a repeat of the one you failed this afternoon?”  Lucy glanced at her tutor and then back at her guardian.  She had to be honest.
“Ye… yes Sir but… but I got them all correct this time.”  Charles was furious that her guardian had seen fit to destroy her accomplishment.  She had worked extremely hard and deserved praise.  Without thinking, he said,
“Miss Furniss, look at me.”  Lucy turned to him a bit shocked to hear his command.
“Tell me, what happens when you multiply two negative numbers?”  Louisa thought for only a second and answered,
“You get a positive number, Sir.”
“Correct.  Tell me what is the correct way to divide fractions.”
“You turn the second number over and multiply across so you aren’t really using division at all.”
“Again that is correct.  Can you work through this equation for me please?”  He gave her a long string of numbers some in parenthesis and some containing decimals.  She looked like she was about to panic, when she saw Edward scribbling on paper.
“May I write it down, Sir?” she asked and with his nod, he repeated the question slowly as she wrote it down on her tablet.  He watched as she worked through the problem and finished only a second after Edward.  She looked over at her guardian and then back at her tutor.
“I believe the answer is one-hundred, Sir.”
She heard Edward ask sharply, “How positive are you of your answer, Lucille?”  
She felt a moment’s hesitation, and then straightened her spine and said, “One hundred precent Sir.”  
Edward’s face finally broke into a smile.  “Correct.  Tell me, what was the difference between this test and the last where you earned a paddling?”  
Louisa flushed with shame at the reminder of her paddling but answered, “I learned to take each bit of the problem at a time.  I didn’t hurry, and have learned the formulas that Professor Lloyds has been trying to teach me for over a year.”  
Edward nodded and stood.  “Very well done little one.  You may retire to your room and rest a bit before dressing for dinner.  You shall continue your studies tomorrow.”  
Lucy stood and turned to face her tutor.  “Thank you Professor.  Thank you very much for your help.”  
Charles felt his heart swell with pride, and felt the warmth of her thanks envelop him.  “You are most welcome Miss Furniss.  I shall see you tomorrow.”  She nodded, and then turned and left the room.  
Edward watched as Charles gathered his papers.  As he escorted him to the door, he said, “It seems Lucille simply needed to have incentive to truly apply herself to her studies.  Her fear of another good thrashing served her well don’t you think?”  
Charles was a bit shocked at the blatant conversation, and wanted to take the man to task for failing to support his ward.  He was also slightly ashamed that his mind had automatically began to visualize Miss Furniss bent over, skirts raised and bottom bare, to receive that same incentive.  Flushing, he opened his mouth to suggest that support and encouragement might have been kinder incentives but knew he could easily be banned from the household, and he most certainly didn’t want that to happen.  He was absolutely fascinated with the dynamics of Wintercrest Manor.  Instead, he shook Edward’s hand and said, “I believe your ward will make you proud, Lord Wintercrest, if you only give her a chance.”  
Edward smiled knowing the man had more he wished to say, and waited for him to do so.  When Charles remained silent, he nodded and motioned for Henri.  His driver led Charles down the steps and soon had him settled in the carriage.  Charles sat back on the seat and felt his thoughts drawn to his student.  He realized he was no longer thinking of her as a simple student.  Spending the day with her, seeing her shame as well as hearing her cries, but seeing her then continue her studies with determination to succeed impressed him greatly.  He found himself wishing she would indeed pass the exam and graduate.  If that came to pass, he could easily see himself seeking permission to call on her.  Not as her tutor of course, but as a possible suitor.  He fantasized about the possibilities until he arrived at his townhouse.  He absently heard Henri arrange to pick him up the following morning and then watched the carriage drive away.  He climbed the stairs to his door and found himself wishing the evening was done and he was back in the lovely, haunting presence of Miss Furniss.
Edward watched as the carriage disappeared down the drive.  He smiled as he contemplated all he had learned over the last two days.  His ward was indeed a young woman in need of strict discipline as well as having all the makings of a very good little submissive.  Her beauty had caught the eye of her teacher and, if Edward knew anything about men (and he did) Charles’ eyes weren’t the only part of his anatomy that was desirous of the young woman.  The teacher had been quick to defend his student with the quickness of a man defending his maiden.  However, Edward had very serious doubts about Charles’ ability to tame Lucille much less allow her to find true fulfillment in her life.  Knowing that the following few days would only cause his surety in his beliefs of what Lucy needed to be proven, he smiled and closed the door.  Professor Lloyds would perhaps be one of Lucille’s suitors but Edward already had his mind on another man as her possible mate.  One far more suited for the spirited young woman.  
Edward forced himself to push aside the thoughts of his ward and, instead, climbed the stairs thinking of his own sweet little lady.  Louisa was in her crib and he felt his own sex stir as he contemplated on how well she had learned the lesson he had begun teaching her while Lucy studied.  Naptime was over, it was time for the Lord of Wintercrest to wake his little one and see how obedient his precious young wife could be.
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