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Chapter One

The road from Paris stretched out behind them, swallowed back into a thick layer of trees that then spilled open and found the carriage and its four passengers looking up at a massive gray structure of stone. “Ladies and gentlemen, behold, Le Chateau de la Rose Noire,” Beau leaned back, affording the others an unobstructed view.

Nora Wilson and Lucy Addams peered out, mouths agape. “Amazing,” Nora whispered, clutching her cousin’s hand with girlish delight.

“This is really where we’re going, Beau?” Lucy asked her husband without taking her eyes off the building.

“Indeed it is,” he grinned. He was the only passenger who had ever previously been to the Castle of the Black Rose before. Seated across from him was Thaddeus, a man only a few years older than Beau’s thirty-seven years, with thinning gray hair and clean shaven face and Nora’s husband, who gave Beau a knowing smile. Neither of the two women had been told exactly what Le Chateau was. They would find out soon enough.

They had only just arrived in France the day before and hadn’t a chance to see much of anything. They were expected at the Castle and it was best to arrive there as promptly as possible and worry about seeing the sights another time. With the exception of Beau, none of the other three had ever been out of the States. But with a War raging between the Union and Confederate troops back home, and the fact that both men weren’t on the best of terms with Union forces, it had seemed a wise idea to get out as quickly as possible. 

As the carriage climbed the small rise, the features of the Chateau became clearer. It was a box-shaped building with high, thick-walled turrets on either side of the entrance. The pink of the setting sun shimmered off the glass of the narrow windows, and green shutters hung open on each. The contrast of the green made the white walls glow all the brighter on this cool September evening. The façade was quite plain and reminded one of the many Greek structures found in picture books. A black door set back in a thick arch marked the only visible entrance to the Castle and a pair of wide, sweeping stone steps led up to that door. Huge urns stood on either side of the stairs, overflowing with a cascade of flowers and weeping vines that reached to the ground. The gravel driveway expanded into a circular courtyard, and the horses drew their heavily laden coach around and up to the base of the entrance. As soon as the carriage stopped, two men emerged from a side door they had not noticed until now.

“Dr. Addams!” The shorter of the two men stepped forward, shaking Beau’s hand with familiar warmth. He was only a few inches shorter than Beau’s six-foot frame and had a full head of tussled, dark blond hair at his crown. At first, the man’s stocky build made him look overweight, but it quickly became clear his bulk was muscle not fat. “We have been expecting you. Mistress Vivianne is pacing a trench in the floor.” As they spoke, the other man, taller with light brown hair and startling blue eyes, set to work unloading the top of the carriage. 

“Laurent, how wonderful to see you again,” the doctor released his grip on Laurent’s hand and turned as Lucy then Nora stepped from the coach. “Meet my lovely wife, Lucy, her cousin, Nora.” Thaddeus unfolded his long legs and emerged from the coach. “And this is Nora’s husband, Thaddeus Wilson.” 

Laurent gripped Thad’s hand first, clutching it with just as much friendship as he had Beau’s, “My pleasure, sir.” He kissed Nora and Lucy on the cheek. “Ladies, how nice it will be to have you here. Mistress Vivianne has gone on and on about you, Mrs. Addams.”

Lucy blushed with genuine humility. “Good things, I hope,” she said.

Laurent’s chuckle was as warm as his blue eyes. “Oh, of course, of course. Let me see you all in. We mustn’t keep the Countess or Mistress Vivianne waiting any longer or they will both have my hide. Harrison will take care of your belongings.”

When the double door opened, Lucy and Nora gasped with a single sound. Polished white marble floors sparkled below a high domed ceiling which was dotted with skylights and a glimmering crystal chandelier. More white marble, in the form of Greek style columns, formed a ring around the perimeter of the entire space. They could look up at the second story level where the columns continued and parted at a massive black marble staircase that echoed the stone one outside. The ceilings were painted sky blue and dotted with gold leaf stars.

“Maitre Addams!” Two women, clad exactly the same in white aprons, ruffled lace cuffs at their wrists and little else, came rushing to the door. “Oh, Maitre Addams! It has been so long!” Then, as if their state of dress were not surprise enough, they fell to their knees before him to kiss the toes of his dusty boots. 

“Beau?!” Lucy studied his more-than-pleased face as he looked down at the girls with obvious familiarity.

“My dears, si’l vous plait, let me introduce my wife, Lucretia.” He took hold of Lucy’s hand.

The two women rose, each gave Lucy a deep curtsey and bowed their heads. “Madam, we are pleased to meet you.” 

“And Monsieur Wilson and his wife, Nora,” Beau continued with the introductions in French. The girls gave Nora the same greeting they had bestowed on Lucy and Thaddeus that which they had given to Beau. 

“My friends, these are Colette and Madeleine,” the doctor said. “Two very sweet, young ladies who look just as lovely as when I last saw them.” Lucy did not think her husband could have smiled any wider.

Lucy’s fingers laced into Beau’s hand and gripped it tight. “Beau?” she whispered, smiling through clenched teeth as the women backed away together. 

“I will explain shortly, my dear,” Beau assured her with a grin of his own. 

“The Countess and Mistress Vivianne are in the salon, Master Addams.” Laurent had stepped aside briefly, but now came forward again and led the group across the polished floor, under one of the many arches and down a short hallway. The next set of double doors let them into a rich, warm salon, and they were not two steps across the threshold before Vivianne was racing towards them.

“Oh, darlings! Beauregard!” Red hair flying, Vivianne seized Beau in a tight embrace, kissing his cheeks repeatedly. “Lucy!” she squealed. “You were such a naughty, naughty girl and have managed to scare us all to death!” Her reprimand was stern but not without a smile of pure happiness. “But, you are safe. You all are safe here, and now we can finally begin to enjoy ourselves!” The two years they had been apart had done nothing but make Vivianne more beautiful. Her bright red hair seemed richer and fuller and hung about her petite, child-like features in long, wispy ringlets. “Did you meet him?”

“Meet who?” Beau asked.

“My new slave, Harrison. He was supposed to meet you out front with Laurent.”

Beau nodded. “Ah, we saw him but were not introduced.”

“Dr. Addams,” from behind Vivianne’s back came the voice of another woman who had not risen from her chair. “Get yourself over here at once, young man, and greet me properly.”

Beaming, Beau crossed the room in a flash and went down on one knee to kiss the offered hand of the older woman. She was a stout woman with her dark, auburn hair piled high on her head. Tiny jewels could be seen sparkling in the mass of curls. Her gown was deep blue trimmed with white, and on her lap sat a little dog, the likes of which Lucy had never seen before. Another sat obediently at her feet. The Countess’ face was lightly powdered with a touch of blush added to her cheeks and her eyes were gray. “Countess, it has been too long. You are looking as lovely as ever.” Beau rose up and kissed her on both cheeks as was more customary.

She waved her hand, brushing him aside. “Damn you and your Southern charm. Where is that wife of yours? Bring her over to me, mon cher. You know I can’t see so well anymore. I still can’t believe you, of all people, have gotten yourself married. And your friends, introduce us.”

Lucy stepped forward as Beau reached back and took her hand, pulling her over to the Countess who sat on a long, deep bench heaped with pillows. “Countess, this is Lucy. Lucy, this is the Countess.”

Lucy lowered herself into a deep curtsey as her cheeks blossomed with color. “I am very pleased to meet you, Ma’am.” As she rose up and back her eyes flashed to her husband again, filled with a stream of questions Beau knew she would not ask in public. 

“Lovely, just lovely,” the Countess said, extending her hand, which Lucy dutifully took and kissed as she had just seen her husband do. Beau introduce Thaddeus and Nora who all followed suit, greeting as they would royalty. “Have you eaten?” she chirped once all the introductions were made.

“Yes, Ma’am, we ate just before we left Paris.”

She scoffed, sliding her hand automatically into the crook of Beau’s elbow and hauled herself to her feet. “That was hours ago. We must feed you properly. Laurent, see that the dining room is ready for our guests.”

“Yes, Countess.”

“Don’t go to any fuss, Countess,” Beau said.

“For you, good doctor, we cannot fuss enough. Vivianne has been driving us all mad with her worrying and then about had me ripping my hair out as soon as we got word you were expected today. If she were not who she is, I would have had her over my knee to silence her,” she laughed. “Come along, babies.” This invitation was addressed to two strange, little dogs that immediately followed after their mistress. The rest of the entourage did the same, following the Countess down the hallway and into the dining room.

Hundreds of candles lit the nearby room where a table was dressed in white linen, silver cutlery, china plates, and crystal stemware. White stucco walls made the room even brighter with one wall yielding to an entire bank of double-hung French doors. Beyond the doors was a balcony, just as big as the room itself and, beyond that, an uninterrupted view of the countryside. “This is incredible,” Lucy whispered.

“Isn’t it?” The Countess turned with a smile. “It’s over three-hundred years old, you know? Please, sit, sit. Wherever you like. Lucy, next to me and doctor on the other side. Yes, that’s right. Over by me, dear. Any woman who can win the heart of Dr. Addams deserves to sit next to me, cherie.” They shuffled into their places. The Countess’ softly aged hand immediately covered Lucy’s while the other situated one of the little dogs on her lap again. “My dear girl, do you know what you have done? The impossible. Getting the doctor to marry you. I am impressed. He was a confirmed bachelor last I saw him, and now, look, a married man.”

“Merci,” Lucy replied with the humility that only made Beau smile more.

“Laurent, wine. Where is the wine?” The Countess turned her head this way and that just in time to see the beckoned man re-enter the room with two bottles of newly opened red wine. “Vivianne, be a dear, won’t you, and tell them all they’ve missed. I am parched and must have some wine before I can continue.”

Lucy put her fingers to her smirking lips. It wasn’t often anyone got away with telling Vivianne what to do. Beau couldn’t help but smile, too. 

“What is there to tell, Countess?” Vivianne asked. 

“You know, the whole business with Driss,” the Countess said as she sipped her wine. 

“Driss? Is he still around?” Beau asked.

“Not anymore,” the Countess began. “But you tell them, Vivianne.”

“You missed quite the upheaval two years ago. Driss challenged the Countess’ right to run the Chateau because she was, how did he put it?” Her green eyes turned to the Countess, but she was only waved on to continue, “An over-bearing, pompous French woman with too much rouge and too few brains for business.” 

“I kicked him out after that,” the Countess said. “You remember how he was, don’t you, doctor? How he refused to obey our rules here and just go about in his own way with no regard to the safety of our girls and boys. I tell you, he nearly killed poor Maddy.”

“Where is he now?”

The Countess shrugged, “Back in Algeria, I hope. Let his people keep him. The further away from France the better, as far as I’m concerned.” She patted Lucy’s hand, “Don’t worry, dear, he shan’t set a foot in this place again or on the grounds. I’ve given orders that he may be shot on sight if he even steps one foot on the lawn.” 

“I wasn’t worried, Countess,” Lucy smiled. “I have Beau to protect me.”

“She’s a delight, doctor, a delight. You’re safe and sound here, even without your husband, rest assured.” The Countess turned her attention back to the gentlemen on her right, Beau and Thad. “Enough of this talk. Tell me what you had in mind for your ladies then?” she asked.

“Perhaps a tour for them in the morning?” Beau offered.

“Yes, a tour, that goes without saying. But what of their training?”

Lucy’s eyes widened with shock and displeasure nearly as much as her cousin, who was sitting with her mouth agape. “Well,” Beau continued, doing his best to ignore those looks. “I can’t speak for Thad’s notions for Nora, but my Lucy could use a bit more structure, more discipline and a bit more formality to her presentation.” There was no way he could not see the way Lucy’s eyes narrowed. 

“And you, Mr. Wilson? What do you have in mind for Nora?”

“Perhaps something of the same, but as I’ve not seen what is available here, I hesitate to make any decisions now.”

“Good, wonderful. We shall have a tour first thing in the morning for everyone and then I’ll meet with the two of you privately to make the final arrangements.” 

“Would someone care to tell me exactly what is going on here?” Lucy made no pretense to hide the ire she felt towards her husband.

“You haven’t told her, doctor?” A smile played on the lips of the Countess.

“Oh, he’s told me lots of things, Ma’am, but it seems he’s failed to inform me of one very major detail of our trip here.” 

“Now, Lucy, darling. Don’t get yourself in a tizzy about…”

“I shall get myself in any way I please, Vi,” Lucy interrupted. She was glaring at Beau by now. “And you, you promised no more secrets.” 

“I told you all you needed to know.”

“You lied.”

“Now, now, you two, really,” the Countess squeezed Lucy’s hand and took Beau’s as well, “it’s not that important.”

Lucy’s gaze shot towards the older woman. “It is that important, Ma’am. He promised no secrets and then he, he does this. I mean no disrespect and I am honored to be in your lovely home, but not be told everything that I may expect and why I am being brought here in the first place is unforgivable considering what Dr. Addams and I have already been through these past two years.”

“Would you have come had I told you?” If there was any doubt that Lucy was tempting her husband’s short fuse, it was clear now.

But she didn’t care. “Perhaps not, but as this was to be our honeymoon, regardless of the delay, I should have liked some say in the matter.” 

Vivianne had left her chair and moved to stand between Lucy and the Countess. She placed a slender, white hand on Lucy’s shoulder. “Darling, it’s just like Greenbrier was only bigger. And we all know that bigger means better.”

“You are that unhappy with me to think I need to be trained more?” Lucy was still looking at her husband.

“That will be enough,” Beau told her as his fingers clenched around the stem of his wine glass. “We will discuss this later.”

“Am I not good enough for you? I thought you wanted a wife not a doormat.”

His glass slammed down on the table, sloshing red wine onto the white table covering. “I said we will discuss this later, unless you want to be punished in front of everyone here.” Lucy’s lips clamped shut, but the look in her eyes made her feelings of insult crystal clear to him. “That’s better,” Beau said. His attention went back to the Countess, “War, it does strange things to people.”

“Indeed,” the elderly woman was studying Lucy’s face with a slight frown, “but we shall get things in their proper order soon enough.”

“How dare you speak to me like that in front of everyone?” Beau stormed not five minutes after they arrived in their private quarters. The meal had passed in light conversation with Lucy remaining in a state of quiet, self-righteous indignation and Vivianne gushing over her new slave. After, Laurent had then shown the newcomers to their rooms. 

Lucy sat on the edge of the bed. “You should have said something. You could have warned me at least.” 

She knew she was right; furthermore, she knew how much he hated to admit a mistake. Beau sat down beside her, taking her hand that did not hold his back. “I wanted it to be a surprise.” He was trying to be gentlemanly, but Lucy would have none of it.

“Oh, it was certainly that,” she pulled away from him, her disappointment could not have been more clear. 

He stood again, paced a moment then lit a cigar. “I insist that you at least try things here for a while, Lucy. You might find you enjoy the training. Besides, Nora did not seem so opposed to the idea.”

Nora had taken it all in stride, never uttering a word against any of it. Surprised, she had definitely been but hardly unwilling. “Fine,” she resigned her rage for the moment, “I shall try.” She rose from the bed and went to her husband. “Please, no surprises like this again, Beau. You know how I feel about secrets, even if they are meant to protect me.”

He turned and looked down into her eyes. “I would never willingly put you in danger or make you do something that goes against who you are deep down inside. If you truly do not wish to undergo the training I have in mind, then we will not do it.”

“I’ll do it.” She kissed his knuckles. “For you, I’ll do it.”

“Besides, you remember the mantra right?” He chuckled a little at her puzzled expression. “Why are you here?”

“Oh, that.” Lucy felt a familiar blush spread across her body.

“Well, what is the answer?”

“I am here to give you pleasure, obey your commands, and accept your domination over me.”

“Exactly,” Beau took her into his arms, pressing his lips lightly against her mouth, “and that will never change, cara mia, no matter where we are.”


Chapter Two

Morning sun poured through the window of Thaddeus and Nora’s room. Their suite was a reflection of the one occupied by Beau and Lucy just across the hall. Upon entry to each, guests met with a massive four-poster bed draped heavily with tapestry. Thick rugs of Far East design covered the stone floor. A small sitting area was located to the left of the bed in front of a stone fireplace with an elegant gilded mirror above the marble mantel. In the mirror, a highboy on the other side of the room was reflected as well as a door that led into a dressing room and private bath. At the moment, their suitcases, trunks and boxes still stood in a neat pile next to the highboy. 

In the great bed, Nora snuggled up with him, both enjoying the richness that surrounded them at every turn. “Did you know about this place?” she asked.

“Before we ever left New York.”

“I feel bad for Lucy. She would really like being a slave if she’d just let herself be one.”

Thaddeus cradled her a little closer. “Not everyone is as eager as you to be owned, my pet. I’m sure the doctor knew what he was getting himself into when he married her.”

“I’m not. You don’t know Lucy like I do, Sir. She can be quite contrary.” Nora watched the sunlight move across the wall. “He really should have told her.”

“Perhaps,” his big hand stroked the top of her head, “but that is the Master’s prerogative to reveal or not reveal what he’s up to.” 

“I suppose.”

Thad looked down at Nora’s long, strawberry blonde hair. “This really concerns you, doesn’t it?” His wife nodded. “If it makes you feel better, I’ll talk to the doctor about keeping you both on the same lesson plan. You’re used to being a slave far more than Lucy. You could guide and teach her right along with the instructors.”

Nora’s head tipped up, showing him the traces of fear in her hazel eyes. “You mean, you won’t be doing the instructing, Sir?”

“Not all of it.” 

She frowned in response. 

“Does that bother you?”

“A little, but if you think that this is what is best for me, I won’t let it bother me.”

“That’s my girl,” he kissed her forehead. “Now, before we drag ourselves from this bed, we’ve both lacked in some attention lately.” Though he could not see her smile, Thad would feel the elation in the way her body shifted and pressed against him differently.

He didn’t even have to ask for her to assume the proper position. Nora rolled over and went up on all fours, letting the warmth of the blankets fall away from her naked body. While she turned, Thad slid himself up on the pillows and leaned his back against the headboard. Nora crawled over his lap. His warm hand ran up one thigh and down the other, making large, slow circles on her bottom. With his fingertips he tickled her skin, first her left butt cheek then her right until Nora wiggled her bottom playfully. Thaddeus’ rugged hand drew back and, with a quick, short slap, brought it down on her ass. Nora purred. He moved to the other cheek, smacking her a second time before returning to the feathery strokes of before. When he felt her sigh, his hand came back a third, fourth, fifth, and sixth time, drawing the first traces of pink to her skin. Thad’s fingers moved to check between her legs and drew away pleased. 

The hand came down again and again, harder with each strike, until Nora let out a little cry of pain. Thad held her down with his left arm, pressing her tight to his lap, before continuing the spanking. Her bottom grew pinker and pinker before taking on the dark, rosy hue Thad liked so much. Nora panted into the blankets. Normally they would have stopped at this point; but, today, he wanted to push her a little further. Each slap aroused him as much as it pained her. Harder now, three strikes to one side before switching to the other, then four, then five until Nora squirmed to get away. There was a faint little hitch in her throat, but still Thad continued until he got what he wanted, the trickle of two little tears from her eyes. 

“Had enough, pet?”

Nora swallowed before she spoke, “Only if… if you say so, Master.” 

He delivered a dozen more hits, satisfied when she finally let out another cry and more tears ran down her face. “Now you’ve had enough.” Thad nudged her away slightly. She lifted herself slowly, arms shaking and moved her head down to his groin, offering him a full view of her glowing, red ass. Nora’s lips wrapped around his cock, drawing it in hard. “Oh, yes, that’s nice,” he said just loud enough for Nora to hear. His hips lifted a little bit, pushing himself deeper into her throat. “Hold it there and suck.” Nora drew on his shaft harder, moving her tongue around its thickness. “Yesss…” he moaned, his fingers playing with her sex. “Should I let you cum today?” 

Nora whimpered, giving no answer but her continued attention to his manhood. It had been weeks since he’d given her release. Her body rocked a little over him and he could tell how much she wanted it. Thad drew her pussy lips together and pulled them down gently as her groan intensified. “Keep sucking, that’s it.” 

His own need was growing more focused and his hips pulsed to match the rhythm of her mouth. Thad let his head rest back on the pillows, concentrating on the pleasure he was feeling. Letting his slave bring him closer and closer until the hot tingle and pulse pushed upwards and she opened her throat to his fluid. Thad felt, rather than heard, a deep moan rise from the center of his chest. Nora kept his cock in her mouth until he pulled it away and let her shift to her side on the bed, his creamy residue still glazing her lips and chin.

Thad bent down and kissed it away. “Good girl, pet. Such a good girl. I really should reward you, shouldn’t I?” She had rolled to her back slightly, legs just parted. Thad’s hand went to her sex, teasing the little bud he could just see. “Open your legs wider.” Her legs spread apart, displaying the pink moisture of her own desire. Fingers pushed deeply into that place until her breath trembled. “Yes, I should reward you. But,” his hand moved out, covered with moisture, “not yet. A few more days, I think.” 

Nora moaned, “Oh, please, Thad.”

The reporter only chuckled, “Soon, I promise.”

The Morning Room was light and cheerful, illuminated more with the rising sun than the overhead gas lamps. Yellow sheers dressed the windows, making the whole room glow warmly. About half the size of the room they had dined in last night, the Morning Room could easily sit twenty people. When Thad and Nora entered, eight places were already taken, four of them by persons as of yet, unmet.

“Ah, there are our sleepy-heads now. Come, come,” the Countess waved her hand in the air and gestured to the two remaining empty spaces. “We have yet to even get our coffee, no worries. Sit, sit. You slept well?”

“Very well. Thank you, Countess,” Thad replied, holding the chair for his wife before taking the seat beside her. “Where is Miss Daniels this morning?”

“Breakfast in bed with her toy,” the Countess said with a grin. “Please, meet two of our other guests, won’t you?” The Countess indicated the couple who sat directly opposite Thad and Nora. “This is Master Dima and his wife, Mistress Katrina.” 

Dima had a snow-white mustache that drooped over his lips and along the sides of this mouth. Thick sideburns arched down, almost touching the sides of the mustache. His wife wore her long, curly hair pulled up into a pile on her head. Streams of ebony ringlets hung down to her shoulders and framed her face. Both had icy blue eyes. The two men dutifully stood and shook hands across the narrow table, acknowledging the ladies with a nod. “And this,” the Countess patted the hand of the person beside her, “is my beloved, Tara, my personal servant and slave,” she said with great pride.

“Pleased to meet you, Tara.”

“Likewise, Sir.” Tara was of a similar build to the Countess, but slightly shorter and just a little bit rounder. What surprised Thad the most was that Tara appeared, at first, to be a man. She was dressed in trousers, shirt, and vest and her hair was cut short. The voice, however, was distinctly female. 

“Well, now that we are all here, where is our coffee? Laurent, please see what is taking so long.” Laurent rose from his place on the other side of the Countess. “Are we all ready for our tour this morning?” she asked eagerly. “It’s been so long since I’ve given new people a tour. You know, other than Sir Benjamin, I think our last new guests must have been Lord Giovanni and his Mia and that was ages ago.”

“Lord Giovanni, I’ve not thought of him in years!” Beau said. 

“He was scheduled to be here last week. I’m not sure what the hold up is. But, I do hope he makes it.”

“A fine man. I should like my Lucy to meet him.”

“Perhaps he could help with her training?” the Countess asked.

“My thoughts exactly.” Beau ignored the annoyed look Lucy gave him. “You’ll like him, my dear. He can help you brush up on your Italian.”

“Do you speak Italian?” Katrina spoke with a thick Russian accent.

Lucy smiled meekly, “A little, Ma’am, yes.”

“Lord Giovanni will like that. It is not often he finds someone here to speak to in his native tongue,” Katrina continued.

“Lucy is Italian, Kat. She’s a Borgia.” 

“A Borgia? Ah,” the Russian woman’s lips twisted into a wicked smile, “you should be careful then, eh, doctor? That would explain something, I think.”

“What do you mean?” Beau asked.

“That is only to say,” she continued, “that you must treat your wife very nicely so you do not end up like the first few husbands of the infamous Borgia we’ve all heard tales about.”

“I treat Lucy as she deserves to be treated, Katrina.”

“Da.” Katrina had a narrow, cat-like face that seemed to grow just a little narrower as her lips pinched together and her eyebrows rose. 

Lucy was having a hard time figuring out which of the two Russians was the submissive. “And I treat Master Beau as he deserves, Ma’am. We are very happy with our arrangement as I am sure you are yours.” 

Katrina studied Lucy briefly, “Da, yes, we all have our different arrangements, don’t we?” Lucy had expected another scowl from the woman but was rewarded with a friendly smile instead. “I like her, doctor. She is, what do you say, spunky?” A ripple of laughter circled the table. “Do not train that out of her, da?”

“Never,” Beau, who had been holding Lucy’s hand under the table, squeezed that hand and kissed her on the cheek. “How dull she would be without her spunk.”

Dima chuckled. He was clearly some years older than Katrina. “You be careful, doctor, spunk can also be dangerous. Look what has happened to my Kat because of her spunk.” Though his looks were imposing, his voice was more than kind. “I take her as a slave and what does she do? She turns on me.” He rubbed the back of his wife’s hand lovingly. “But, she will still obey me. Isn’t that right, my little Kat?”

“Of course, whatever you say, Dima, darling.” Their blue eyes sparkled at each other in love as well as in challenge. “That’s why we have Vanya and Kristoff, da?”

“Da,” he laughed again. “They are our slaves, Mrs. Addams,” he explained. “You will meet them later, I am sure.”

Lucy tipped her head, slightly puzzled. “You are both Dominants?”

Dima’s smile grew, “Ah, see, Doctor. You have to watch this one. I see a shine in her eyes like that of my Katrina.”

“I know all about that shine, Dima,” Beau told him. “Why do you think we came to The Chateau?”

Lucy let an impish smile form on her lips. “Am I to be trained as a Domme, Beau?”

A wicked chuckle rose from the doctor. “Not at all. And from now on, I would like you to address me as Sir, or better yet, Master.”

Coffee arrived, carried in by one of the two maids who had greeted them so eagerly the night before. Behind the first, the other brought in a tray of pastries and sugared fruits. She knew it shouldn’t surprise her, but Lucy could not help staring at their costumes that left little to the imagination. The aprons were black and virtually transparent, revealing a narrow triangle of fabric that barely covered their shaved pussies. Little black strings were the only things that held the article in place, leaving their bottoms completely exposed. Their pert breasts were covered with the same see-through fabric as the aprons. One could easily see everything, including the fact they both had little metal rings running through their nipples. Lucy’s eyes widened, realizing they were pierced. 

“See something you like, my dear?” Beau asked.

Lucy had not meant to stare, but she had never seen such a thing before. Her eyes instantly drew away from the sight and her cheeks flamed, “No, I was just looking.”

“I saw that.” Much to her shock, Beau reached over and touched her nipple playfully through the fabric of her dress. “Shall I have your nipples pierced while we are here? It can be arranged. Or maybe something a little further south?” 

Not knowing how to reply, especially in this new company of people, Lucy decided to say nothing at all. She was in her husband’s world now, even more so than she had been when they had first met and her training had begun. This morning, before coming to breakfast, Beau had explained to her that this was where it had all started for him, his own training as a Master. This place, The Castle of the Black Rose, was at the center of The Society, the grand university where anyone who was someone or who wanted to be someone in this underground world would come and be taught in the ways that best suited them; or, in Lucy’s case, what best suited their Dominant.

“The proper response, my dear,” Beau was saying to her gently, “is, ‘Only if it pleases you, Master’.”

She had learned to obey him at Greenbrier, back in Virginia, and did not want to embarrass him now, not in front of everyone. Lucy lifted her head slightly, but did not look at any of them. “Only if it pleases you, Master,” she repeated.

“A good parrot,” Dima said, “but we shall have to make her say it like she means it.”

Lucy wanted to retort, but the pressure on her hand under the table grew tighter. “I’m sure she already means it,” Beau said. 

Though she was more than willing to obey him, Lucy did not like being talked about as if she were not there or as if she were some pet that really did not understand what was being said. 

“We have done very little formal training in front of others,” Beau continued to explain, “and I’m afraid my wife is a little shy when it comes to all this. Once she gets to know you all better, I’ve no doubt her shyness will fade.” He gave her hand another reassuring squeeze and skillfully turned the conversation away from her just as steaming plates of eggs and sausages were being carried into the room.


Chapter Three

It was almost eleven o’clock before the breakfast dishes were cleared and the Countess announced it was time for the new guests to go on their tour. Dima and Katrina excused themselves for other activities while Tara was dismissed to take care of the two little dogs that had been identified as a breed known as Petit Barbet, miniature poodles. Laurent took the Countess’ arm and assisted her to her feet. 

“Come, come, my guests, let us give you the grand tour of La Chateau de la Rose Noire,” the Countess said over her shoulder. “Let us start with the Baths, Laurent. Everyone loves the Baths.”

They made their way from the dining room and continued right down the hallway, away from the main entrance and deeper into the estate. Up until now, the place had always been uncommonly quiet. But, as soon as Laurent opened a plain looking door, everything changed. Laughter and loud conversation filled the air. The splashing and trickling of water could be heard, and the unmistakable sound of someone being struck with a paddle, followed by the sharp cry of pain mixed with pleasure. 

Lucy tightened her grip on Beau’s arm. “We’re just looking now, my dear. Don’t be shy; and, if you see something that interests you, make note and we will discuss it later,” he whispered to her. 

Even Nora seemed to hesitate as they moved deeper into the room and the scene spread out before them. The room was dimly lit with a low ceiling held in place by thick, round pillars, and everyone instantly broke out into a light sweat from the heat. In some way, it reflected the front entry for the space was round and seemed divided into other chambers that circled it like spokes on a wheel. But it was the center that drew Lucy’s attention first. Here was a large, steaming pool of water. In it, a dozen, quite naked men and women swam, played, and enjoyed themselves completely at their ease. 

As her eyes adjusted to the lack of light, the contents of the little rooms around the main chamber became clear through the permanent mist of the space. The floor of each of these rooms was covered with carpets and pillows and could be screened off from the larger space by dropping a pair of sheer curtains. But even the rooms where these drapes had been drawn, the interior could still be seen. Two men, the source of the sound of paddling, occupied one of these rooms. Both were naked, but one had taken his place over a pile of cushions while his partner wielded the paddle with expert precision and clear delight. The shaft of his engorged cock was as plain as day. Lucy heard Nora gasp at the sight of it and at the two men so engaged. She noticed, as well, how quickly her cousin averted her eyes away. 

The Countess was beaming. “You will learn to love this room, ladies. In fact, you’ll strive to come here. This is how we reward our slaves in training. I always like to show this room first. It’s such a delightful space and so relaxing.” She and Laurent began to walk around the perimeter of the pool; and, although the people present continued to relax, it was clear they were also quite aware that the Grand Domme was there and dutifully offered their respectable greetings to her as she passed. It was like being in the presence of royalty. “Clearly, you can tell why clothing here is not recommended. The natural hot springs keep the water in the pool a wonderful one hundred and twenty degrees. The rooms around the edges can be used freely by anyone, slave and Dominant alike, for any purpose. Normally, this chamber is reserved for the slaves to relax after a hard day or night’s training, but that is not to say that the Masters and Mistresses do not take advantage of it as well. After all, it is our prerogative to enjoy everything the Chateau has to offer.” 

They had walked to the opposite side of the room now, and Lucy dared to glance back as she and Beau left the Baths, catching a glimpse of the two men again and the arch of both their cocks as they changed positions and the paddler had become the paddled. She quickly turned back and let the door close blessedly behind her. 

The Countess continued to talk. “Of course, we do have our punishment rooms, too,” she giggled with almost girlish delight. They had entered a short, wide hallway. The stone floors, walls, and ceilings continued to dominate; but, at least here, one wall gave way to a series of arched windows that let in a fair amount of morning sun. Along the other walls were four doors. “These are the classrooms reserved for the submissive,” the Countess explained. Laurent held the door open for the Countess. 

The room was void of all furniture except for one chair and a large wooden crate. On the crate a naked female rested on her knees, holding perfectly still. Her upturned hands rested on her knees, her back was straight, and her eyes were cast down towards the floor. A man was standing beside her, looking out at the rest of those in the class. It was a small group of four women and three men, all were naked, and all maintained the same posture as the girl. 

As the visitors entered, the instructor turned around. “Countess, what an honor. I heard we had visitors.” He was young and British and decidedly full of himself. His long blonde hair was pulled back into a ponytail and hung at least a foot down the center of his back. His gray eyes studied Lucy and Nora with uncomfortable interest. 

“Sir Benjamin, this is Dr. Addams and Mr. Wilson from the States. And this is Lucretia, the doctor’s wife, and Nora, Mr. Wilson’s wife.” 

Sir Benjamin greeted the men properly enough, but when introduced to the ladies, gave them only a passing smile. “I’ve heard much about you, Dr. Addams, from Mistress Vivianne, and of your girl. What terrible news we get from America these days. I am glad you have all arrived safely.” He was a tall, rail of a man and smartly clean-shaven. His attire consisted of a pair of skin-tight leather pants, knee high riding boots, a white poet’s shirt without the benefit of a proper cravat, and a vest opened to reveal his black suspenders. 

“As are we.”

“For the benefit of our guests, tell us what you are teaching, Benjamin,” the Countess said.

“Proper postures. Lily here is my model.” He stepped away from the visitors and returned to where he was when they had entered. “Presently she is expressing her willingness to be used by anyone in the room. Note how her palms are turned up and her knees slightly parted. The rest of the class copies and holds the pose until I say otherwise.”

“Are there many of these poses?” Lucy asked.

He seemed shocked that Lucy had dared to speak. “There are twelve.” His cold gaze went to the doctor. “Will your wife be joining this class, Dr. Addams?”

Beau nodded slowly, “Perhaps.” 

It seemed Beau was as uncomfortable as Lucy felt. Beau had once behaved very much like the Englishman, distant and aloof, when she’d first been taken to him at Greenbrier, his training school for young ladies in Virginia. He’d softened considerably since those days. Perhaps he was seeing a little too much of himself in this young teacher.

“We should let you get back to work, Sir Benjamin, and hope to see you at dinner this evening.”

“At your request, I shall certainly be there, Countess.” He came forward again to take her hand, kissing it as Beau had the night before.

The next classroom was furnished with four small tables. At each table was a single chair, and a large carpet covered the floor. Katrina stood as the instructress; and, as in the previous room, she was the only one dressed. The kind of service that appeared to be taught here was familiar to Lucy. How many times had she sat by Beau’s side at the table or in the parlor, holding aloft his drink or dessert plate? She could not help but smile. “Ah, my friends, enter, yes. Come in Master Addams, Master Wilson, everyone.” Pride beamed from Katrina’s eyes.

“Meal service,” Beau said quietly to Thad. “Lucy knows a bit about it.”

Thaddeus nodded, “I like it.”

“Morning class is also beginner class. Now they are learning how to balance a cup and saucer without spilling it on the palms of their hands. It’s quite simple…”

“For the first five minutes,” Lucy interrupted.

Katrina grinned, “Ah, you have done this, Mrs. Addams.” 

“Yes.” 

“Is fine way to serve the Master,” Katrina turned away. “Da, is simple for first five minutes then things get shaky.” She plucked a cup and saucer out of the hands of one of the males. “Even big boys have trouble after awhile. At ease.” The man lowered his arms with a quiet moan. “He is better, can go now for almost twenty.”

“What about the other classes?” Thad asked.

“You like for your girl to be furniture, Sir? She can be table or footstool for you, too. At graduation, they get to be part of buffet spread.” 

Thad’s smile grew wider. “That sounds wonderful. What do you think, pet?”

Nora smiled sweetly, “If that is what you want me to learn, Master.”

For a moment, Lucy felt a twinge of resentment. Nora was so much better at this than she was. How would she ever be so willing to do what Beau wanted her to do? What would she have said had Beau asked her the same question? They were saying their goodbyes to Katrina and stepping into the hallway again while Lucy pondered this. So far the lessons did not seem all that difficult to her. 

They heard, rather than saw, what was happening in the third room as soon as the door was opened. A loud snap of leather to flesh spoke of a whip or flogger in use on bare skin. “Spell ‘constitution’,” the man near the blackboard instructed. 

The one he directed this order to was suspended by his wrists, his toes barely touching the floor. As all the others, he was stripped of all his clothes with the exception of a blindfold over his eyes. The instructor carried a flogger and acknowledged the presence of the visitors with a silent nod. They waited and watched until the lesson was through.

“Constitution,” he repeated.

“C-O-N-T-I….”

The flogger struck the student’s bare ass again, making his erect cock bob up and down. The man yelped, sucking in a sharp breath as he tried to steady himself and concentrate.

“Constitution,” the instructor demanded. Like Sir Benjamin, this man wore tight leather trousers and riding boots, a look that was starting to have a rather powerful affect on Lucy. 

“C-O-N-S-T-I-T-U-T-I-O-N,” the slave spelled out carefully. 

“Very good, Robert,” he said as he turned to face the Countess. “Countess, how nice to see you here. These are our guests?” Introductions circled again and they came to find that this man was Master Joel. “We are teaching concentration and trust here,” he explained. “As you can see, everyone is blindfolded with their hands behind their backs so they may not remove their blindfolds. I am at liberty to do anything to any of them at any time here. I can have them do things to each other. Trust is very important to The Society. If we cannot trust you, and you cannot trust us, then we have no business together.”

The idea of this class made Lucy nervous. For starters, she’d never liked blindfolds. Too many things had happened to her in the past while wearing a blindfold; and, even if those things had later been revealed as not so horrible, at the time, all she could feel was terror. No, she decided, she did not like the idea of this class in the least.

A gentle knock came to the door. “Excuse me, but there is an urgent message for the Countess.” It was Madeline, forever clad in her skimpy maid’s attire. She handed the Countess a neatly folder paper. 

“Bastard,” the Countess blurted out and heaved an angry sigh. “I am afraid we will have to end our tour here for today, my friends. Duties call. Doctor, you know your way well enough to show your friends about, don’t you?”

“I think so, Countess.”

“Then feel free to wander about as you like. Forgive me. Come, Laurent.” The Countess moved as quickly as she could from the classroom and down the hall. 

“Well,” Beau rubbed his hands together, “I think we should pay a visit to some of the more private rooms the Chateau has to offer. 

They traveled down more hallways and through more doors that quickly got everyone but Beauregard lost. There was a number two neatly painted in white on the door he now opened. Light streamed through the windows and made the white tiled floor gleam. Pale blue walls and a matching ceiling made the room seem colder than it was. The doctor drew his wife in behind him, his eyes alive with excitement and anticipation. Lucy looked up into the corner of the room and almost yanked her hand from her husband’s. A larger, copper barrel was mounted to the wall and from it ran three identical lengths of tubing. It was just like the tank they had at Greenbrier before the place had been burned to the ground by General Franks and his Union soldiers.

“I think it’s time school started,” Beau said. His blue eyes fixed on Lucy. 

She looked at the tanks and the tubing and the unmistakable metal tips that each hose ended with. Her eyes ran quickly over the three tables, noting how anyone who occupied them could be strapped into place and tipped back, upside down. Lucy shook her head, “No, not like this, Beau.”

He only smiled at her, holding her arm a little tighter, “Are you or are you not here to be trained as we discussed last night?” 

“Yes, but…”

“No,” his gaze was hard. She didn’t like it and yet there was something in the way he looked at her so seriously, so severely that made her heart melt a little inside. The part of her that wanted to obey and please him, shuddered and tingled at the look he gave her. 

Lucy swallowed back the fear she felt. “Yes,” she heard herself say, “if it pleases you, Master.” 

Beau looked at Thaddeus and chuckled. Lucy looked at Nora and was certain she saw her own expression of terror reflected in her cousin’s eyes.


Chapter Four

“Undress for us, ladies,” Thaddeus instructed. 

Lucy’s looked at her husband, “Sir?”

“Do as he says, Lucy. You will obey Thaddeus as you would me and you will call him Sir from now on.”

Nora was already half undressed by the time Lucy reached up to unbutton her chemise. Beau was her Master not Thaddeus, Lucy thought. Why should she have to obey him, too? She held back her words and let her drawers drop to the floor, as naked as her cousin. Lucy’s hair hung down over her face. She didn’t want to see Nora. A man’s gentle hand reached out and took hold of her arm, “Come here, Lucy.”

It was Thaddeus that led her to the frame. Lucy’s whole body tensed and shook. And while he anchored her to the board, binding her ankles apart and her arms to her side, Beau did the same to Nora beside her. Lucy turned her head away from the sight. She couldn’t bear it. She belonged to Beau, not Thad. 

“Blindfolds, doctor?” Thaddeus asked.

“Yes, blindfolds,” the doctor replied. Lucy was certain she heard him chuckle under his breath. 

She had only a brief chance to turn her head back to where Beau stood by Nora at the other frame before the silky black cloth was wrapped around her head and over her eyes. She wanted to protest, to plead, but found the words would not form. Maybe it was best. She did not want to be gagged as well. The bottom of the frame tipped back until she lay at a forty-five degree angle, her toes pointed upwards. She could only guess that this was Nora’s fate, too. 

A warm hand ran over her belly. “Remember, you will obey Thaddeus as you would me. Do you understand that?”

“Yes, Master,” she whispered, already feeling herself testing the strength of her bindings.

“You trust me, don’t you?” he asked, lightly pinching her nipples.

“Yes, Master.” 

“Then you will trust that I would not put you into hands that I, myself, do not trust.” His fingers moved towards her stomach, then around the edges of her nether lips, teasing without touching the most sensitive parts. She could feel his body heat shift; feel the warmth of his breath near her lips, “Why are you here, cara mia?”

Lucy’s body trembled as fear and desire touched her voice, “To bring you pleasure, to obey your commands, and to accept your domination over me.”

His lips touched her ever so lightly. “Good girl. Obey Thaddeus now, and I will be greatly pleased.” Then he was gone and Lucy hung there, feeling every part of her shaking with vulnerability. Nora would not be so afraid. Nora was a good and proper slave. She would not be on the verge of tears and protest. She would simply obey and submit. Oh, how Lucy so desperately wished she could be more like her cousin. 

Lucy’s wrists tugged on the leather straps around her wrists moments before a hand she knew not to be Beau’s came to rest on her stomach. It was too big to be Beau’s, heavier, not the same sort of touch at all. She whimpered and strained feebly. “No need to be afraid of me, Lucy,” Thaddeus’ deep voice penetrated into her. “I like my toys to be nice and clean, just like the doctor. You won’t mind so much if I tend to your cleaning, will you?” Her back arched up, pushing away from the frame while a little whine pushed from her throat. “It’s nothing you haven’t had done to you before. Nora is taking her treatment rather nicely.” 

The hand on her belly slid up to her sex, passed over it with nothing but a flutter then went to her ass and spread her cheeks apart. The enema tip was warm as it pressed against the flower of her anus. “The sooner you relax and open yourself for this, the sooner it will end,” Thad told her. “Do as I say, Lucy.” She took a deep breath and let it out slowly. “That’s a good girl.” The tip slid into her bottom effortlessly and almost immediately she could feel the heated liquid begin to fill her. 

The feeling of fullness started just below her ribcage, as if her stomach was being stretched ever so slowly. It moved down, distending her lower abdomen as her intestine walls expanded. A pathetic moan came from her. She had no thoughts now of what Nora did or how Nora felt. It was all so heavy and full and aching inside her. Surely, she would explode if he put any more into her, huge and round and bloated.

“….please….” she finally said, “…please, no more.”

The invasion stopped though the piping was not yet removed. “Enough?” Thad asked her. She wanted to cry, maybe was crying. “What about here?” His finger touched the very opening of her sex sending a jolt of desire up her spine. “Do you want something put in here, too?” Horrified at her own body’s reaction, Lucy could do little but groan. She knew she was wet there, knew she would cum if he did anything to her there. 

She tugged at her wrists, “…please…” she said again.

“What do you want, Lucy? Tell me.” 

She wanted her Master. She wanted him to touch her. She could not bear the idea of someone else bringing her the release that had only ever been given to Beau. It was his to have, not Thad’s. Two fingers sank into her. “…no…” she shook her head against the tightness and throbbing of her sex, “No, no, no.”

“I want you to cum for me, Lucy.” Thad’s voice was lower and deeper, closer to her ear than it had been. “Remember, you are to obey me as you would your Master. Your Master, who is standing right here, watching and waiting.”

Her body bucked, and the contents of her intestines churned. Thad’s fingers turned slowly inside her pussy, probing deeper, “…please… oh, Beau, please…” Tears slid from her eyes. “…please…Master…”

“You will cum for me, Lucy, not your Master. For me.”

“No… no, I can’t.” But even as the words rose to her lips, her body grew stiffer and the walls of her pussy began to pulse harder, pushing against Thad’s fingers and the fullness of her colon. A scream filled the room and her head. Her mind was helpless to stop her body’s spasms of pleasure. Lucy convulsed on the frame, thrashing and lost in wave after wave of orgasm. She couldn’t breathe, or she couldn’t breathe fast enough. The room seemed to tip. “Oh God… oh…. god…” she heard herself say. 

“That was very good, Lucy.” Thad touched her thigh, sending a shock and another spasm through her. 

Her bowels roared for their own release. She couldn’t hold it another second and started to cry desperately, “…please…oh dear God, please…stop.” Somewhere in all the madness the tubing that had aided in her filling had been removed. 

“Don’t you dare mess yourself, Lucy,” Thaddeus was telling her. “You will hold it until I give you permission.”

“I can’t, oh, please. Thad… please… Beau…” The shame of having no control over her own bodily functions was driving her mad. Sooner or later, no matter how hard she tried or how much he told her not to, it would happen. And worse yet, as much as she wanted to be released from the frame, the act of tipping it back upright scared her more. It moved the fluids down, pushing harder against her hole. She was sobbing, knowing things were happening and that she had no power to stop it. The warmth of the fluid inside her trickled down her leg as her arms and ankles were set free. Lucy was half-carried, half-dragged away from the instrument of torture, her legs useless. 

“Sit,” Beau’s voice, Beau’s command. She collapsed, head spinning as the contents of her stomach and bowels released in one huge movement. Lucy could not stop crying and no longer cared if she did. She was utterly humiliated and it did not feel good at all. How could he do this to her? Why in front of Nora and Thad? She tugged at the blindfold and pulled it off, covering her face with her hands instead. How could he be so cruel? A hand touched her shoulder, and she pulled away. She felt horrible, dirty and wretched. The sobs grew more painful and wailing.

“Cara mia,” his hand ran over her arm and to her hand, tugging at her fingers and trying to pry her hands from her eyes. “Regardez-moi, mon esclave. Look.”

She shook her head, leaned forward, and wished she could vanish. 

“Lucy, we are alone now.” His arms wrapped around her, drew her to his chest and rocked her gently. “I know… hush now, I know it wasn’t pleasant.” 

How could he know? Had he ever had such a filthy thing done to him? 

“I love you, my slave. I love you very much,” he was kissing the top of her head, stroking her hair, “but, this is what you will be trained to accept, not just my orders but the orders of anyone I deem trustworthy enough to use you.”

The hysterical sobbing slowly eased, replaced with shivers and silence, until he pulled her to her feet. Somewhere in the din she felt him wiping her off with a warm cloth. “I am very pleased with you right now.” Lucy leaned against him, still not lifting her head to look in any direction, pressing herself into his shoulder. “Let’s get you cleaned up a bit more and properly dressed for the Chateau, shall we?” 

She was able to nod and nothing more.

Slowly, she came to be able to feel and work her own legs a little better. Let him lead her where he would, as long as it was away from other people so she could hide this shame. The air grew hot and steamy as they entered the room containing The Bath. “Not here, Beau,” she pleaded with him in a whisper.

“Yes, here, my pet, and I want you to call me Master.” He walked her over to the edge of the pool. “Get in. I will join you as soon as I undress.” 

Suddenly he was not by her side, and she stood exposed to the few others in the room. Lucy lowered herself to the water’s edge and slid in. Despite everything she’d just suffered, she could not help but feel the tension ease from her muscles. Beau soon slid into the water beside her and took her into his arms again.

“Why did you do that to me?” she asked after a long silence between them.

“It is something you need to learn to do.”

“Why?” She had yet to look him in the eye.

“Because, you never know. If you trust me as you say you do, it should be easy for you to obey Thad or anyone else I say you are to obey.”

Lucy looked up, “Because you never know? What are you not telling me?”

He shook his head and smiled. “Why do you always think I am keeping secrets from you, cara mia? It is merely a precaution. Things happen, unexpected things. I want to be sure you are well taken care of, that’s all. Just in case.”

Lucy frowned, “I’m sorry I don’t trust you like I should.” Her arms circled his waist. “I want to be perfect for you, Master. I’m just not like Nora.”

“You think I want you to be like Nora?” He touched the underside of her chin so she would look up at him again.

“Isn’t it?”

“No. I don’t want you to be like Nora at all.”

“Nora is perfect.”

“If Nora were perfect, Thad would not have wanted her brought here.” His fingers held her chin up firmly so she couldn’t lower her head without great effort. “I want you to be you, and I love who you are. I will make you perfect for me just as Nora is being made perfect for Thad.” He kissed her gently. “Cara mia, my beloved Lucy, do you have any idea how proud you make me when you stand up for yourself like you sometimes do?”

She continued to frown, new tears trickling down her face. “I thought it embarrassed you when I did that, but I can’t help it sometimes, Sir… I…” 

His fingers touched her lips. “No, I love your strength. I love the fire in your eyes when you challenge people, especially when you challenge me. I love when you fight your bindings and scream at me and curse me. I love your self-righteous indignation. I don’t want to change that about you, not when that is what I love the most in you.” 

