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Chapter One

“He’s keeping secrets from me!” At twenty-three years of age, Lucretia Borgia was almost considered a spinster. But at least she’d finally managed to get herself engaged to one of the wealthiest men in all of Winchester, Virginia. So what if people looked at him and whispered about the peculiar practices he employed in his treatments for women’s hysteria. And so what even more, if they did the same to her for agreeing to marry the eccentric doctor who kept so much to himself. Their neighbors, or the people who didn’t know them very well, which included most everyone around, were still in a tizzy that she was living with a man she wasn’t even married to yet, was probably carrying on with him like a common whore and even more horrifying, that neither she nor her fiancée seemed to care what anyone thought of it. Lucy smiled at her reflection in the glass, looking at the dark skinned girl who stood behind her, “I can always tell when he’s lying.”

The slave ran the brush through her Mistresses long, dark hair, “What you s’pect it is, Miss?” 

Lucy tipped her head slightly to the side. She really was pretty, wasn’t she? She especially liked her dark, brown eyes. Funny how she’d never given that fact much thought before meeting Beauregard. “I haven’t a clue, Dinah, but he’s being awfully funny about things lately. At first I reckoned it was on account of all this war talk. You know how he is. Well, these past three months he can barely go a day without a paper in front of his face and he gets all sorts of mail from people I’ve never heard of. A letter came from Ohio of all places for him last week. Ohio! Who does he know in Ohio, I ask? And he says an old doctor friend but then makes no mention of it again. He hasn’t given me a pin of input for the wedding. We’ve only got two weeks. These past couple of days I find him and Max whispering all over the house and grounds and as soon as they see me they get all proper and stiff-collared. If that isn’t suspicious to secret holding, I dare say I don’t know what is.”

Dinah wound the freshly scented hair she’d spent the past twenty minutes brushing into a bun at the base of Lucy’s neck, pinning and tying it tightly into place. Her Mistress turned her head this way and that as Dinah held a second mirror up behind her work. 

“That’s fine. Go tell Cassy I’m ready to go. I’ll meet her at the front door. Then go to Abby and see if she needs any help. We’ll be gone to Mother’s the entire afternoon.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

“You did tell them we’d need the pony-chaise all day, didn’t you?”

“Yes, ma’am”

“Good. Go on then. If Abby has no use of you, your day is your own.”

Knowing Lucy’s whims all too well, Dinah hurried from the room before the mind of her Mistress could change. Only a few years younger than Lucy, Dinah had been with the Borgia’s since the age of five. The day she had been told she would be leaving the home of Lucy’s father and mother and moving with her Mistress to Greenbrier, Dinah had fallen to her knees in praise. Edward Borgia was not a pleasant man even on the best of days. After a year’s service here, Dinah doubted she would ever understand the particulars of Lucy and Master Beauregard’s relationship. Even more beyond her comprehension was the occasional visitation of a woman by the name of Vivianne Daniels who, quite literally, took over the place as soon as she set foot on the property. Lucy’s have-it-her-way demeanor paled in comparison to Vivianne’s. 

The strangest of all the circumstances within the Addams’ was that Lucy and the doctor’s favorite slave, a Creole beauty by the name of Cassy, would quite often walk about completely unclothed. They would appear at the breakfast or dinner table in nothing at all. Sometimes Lucy did not even take her proper place at the table, but would sit on the floor beside Master Addams and eat from his fingers as if she were his pet instead of his fiancée. Despite all the eccentricities followed at Greenbrier Plantation, Dinah was enjoying herself completely.

From the window of the dining room Beau watched the pony-chaise carrying his fiancée and Cassy away for the remainder of the day. They were off to make more wedding plans. He was not as concerned with all the trappings of the ceremony and reception as his future wife. A quick trip to the parson would have suited him just as well as all the fanfare and extravagance that Lucretia was planning. But, it was her first wedding and she was entitled to have it as wonderful as she wished. In two weeks the flurry would be over. The doctor had never been thought of as eligible. Too much gossip surrounded him and his self-stylized school and home for that. Wild rumors of orgies and taboo practices had waxed and waned throughout the city almost since the day he’d arrived. After all, the thirty-seven year old man never attended church so he must be up to no good living way out there, isolated from the rest of proper society. The only people who didn’t whisper behind his back were his satisfied female clients, their husbands or his former students. They would smile as he passed, sometimes giving him a nod of recognition but usually just blushing softly before turning their gaze away. 

Lucretia had been one of those students, or patients, whichever one preferred to call it. It had not been a willing treatment at first, but the doctor had a way with willful females like her. A way that turned them around and created what many men thought to be the perfect woman; quiet, domestic, submissive and well trained in the many ways of pleasing her lover. Lucy was at least three of those, most of the time. 

“It’s going to be tough, Max,” Beau pulled a cigar from his vest pocket. “Let’s have a smoke before the post gets here, shall we?”

“You’re going to have to tell her, sir,” Max’s strawberry-blonde hair hung over one eye.

“I know.” He drew in a long breath and released it with a heavy sigh, turning to look out the window once more. “Have you considered how to break the news to Vi?”

“I have given it considerable thought, sir.” Years ago, Max had belonged to Vivianne and would always be looked at as one of her boys. Now he served the doctor.

“And?”

“I am no closer to it than you are with Miss Lucy.”

“Here comes the post. It’s early today.” He remained as he was, knowing someone else would answer the door. Max rose from his chair as the knock came. “Yes, let us get on with this terrible business, shall we?” Beau turned and followed Max out.

Alice Borgia was a worrisome woman. Her gray hair was seldom as neatly in place as her daughter’s. Her work-worn hands fidgeted in her lap and her eyes, once a bright blue but now dulled to cloudy gray, flitted about her surroundings, “More tea, dear?” she lifted the pot for a third time since her daughter and the Creole had arrived.

“We’re fine, Mother. Please, relax.”

“Of course, you’re fine. You’re marrying such a wonderful man, the doctor.” Mrs. Borgia flushed a youthful pink. It left as quickly as it had appeared and her face returned to the faded, dull pallor it had grown accustomed to. She looked up, eyes shifting as she listened, “Is that your father?”

“Mother,” Lucy held her mother’s hand gently under her own to keep it from fluttering about. “Dr. McGuire will be by tomorrow. I am sure there is no change. Focus on something pleasant, like my wedding to Dr. Addams.”

“Your wedding, yes, your wedding.” 

“We came to discuss the menu. I was hoping you could give me some of the recipes I asked you about so Abby could make them.” The blue-gray eyes looked at Lucy hesitant and unsure. “The fish recipe, Mother, and the others, for the vegetables.”

“Yes, of course, I have them. I’ll get them for you.” The woman, no more than five foot tall and far too thin for even that height, rose. Her hand touched the lid of the teapot again. “Do you…?”

“We can get our tea. You get the recipes.” Lucy smiled, but it was not the carefree smile she so often had. It was etched with sadness and worries of her own. Once her mother was from the room, Lucy turned to Cassy and hid nothing of her concerns. “We need to have her sent North as soon as we can after the wedding.”

“North?” 

“To my aunt’s in Pennsylvania.”

“She won’t leave your father.”

“You know as well as I that if Father makes it to my wedding day it will be a miracle. That’s why I asked Max to give me away.” It was a pity two occasions so unalike filled her thoughts all hours of the day and night on top of whatever it was Beauregard was up to. If only she didn’t have so many things to do on her own, “Oh, Cass, I’ll be so happy when this is all over with and we are on our way to France. Quels joie et bonheur sera a nous!”

Cassandra smiled seeing the joy in her friend and Mistresses eyes again, “Vous etes tellement plus joli quand vous souriez.”

“Now you sound like, Beau. I know, I should smile more.”

Mrs. Borgia returned, a thin book clasped between her hands. “Here are the recipes.” 

Lucy took the book and flipped through the pages. All the recipes, and more, that she desired were within. Lucy tucked the booklet into her small bag. “Mother, I thought I might write to Aunt Sarah…”

“Oh, heavens, she’ll be so happy to hear from you. She asks about you and the doctor. I am surprised she’s not sent you a card or gift yet.” Mrs. Borgia sat on the edge of her seat.

“I thought you might visit her soon,” Lucy dared to offer.

Mrs. Borgia’s face grew startled, “Oh, dear, no. I can’t go all that way with your Father ill.”

“When Father is no longer ill, then. You will take a holiday. Promise me that you will or I shall not be content on my honeymoon.” 

“I will give it thought.”

“You will do more than that. When I write I will arrange it with her.”

“Oh, Lucy, you mustn’t impose on her with all her troubles. I would only be a burden.”

Lucretia lifted herself straighter in her seat, “Such rubbish, you a burden! Aunt Sarah would welcome your company now that Uncle Frank is gone. If I arrange it with her, you shall go, Mother, and that is the end of it.”

“When your Father is well.”

“Yes, only after Father is no longer so ill.”

When Beau crossed the threshold of the dining room and stepped into the front entryway he was met by Melissa. With the dismissal of so many other slaves at Greenbrier, Melissa had taken over as housekeeper. At seventeen some would consider her young to be a Housekeeper, but Beauregard preferred to keep things as inside and private as he could. Hiring an outsider for the position that the young Melissa could easily do was entirely unnecessary. Besides, Beau was not the type of man who wanted some formal, aged women in his employ or servitude.

She handed her Master the daily paper and gave a brief curtsey. She had not spoken since the tender age of three. It served him well. Taking the paper, Beau and Max went into the back parlor. It was smaller and darker than the front and slightly more removed from the rest of the house. As Beau unfolded the paper, an envelope fluttered to the floor at his feet. Max’s pale green eyes watched in silence.

The doctor frowned, “Bickley.” He turned the letter over and opened it, removed the single sheet of paper. Once the contents were read, Beau walked to the fireplace and carefully saw that all traces of the document were destroyed in the flames. That done he relit his cigar and returned to his seat.

“Is it time, Sir?” Max asked.

“Soon,” Beau rested his head back on the chair.

“Before the wedding?”

“I don’t know.” 

They spoke no further of the letter or its contents.

Alice and her guests had moved to the small breakfast room where they now took luncheon. “Is Father well enough to see me?” Lucy asked.

Mrs. Borgia could not have been taken more by surprise. Lucy and her father had not spoken once since Edward’s recent illness, which was stretching into its third month. “He is,” she replied. “Shall I go up with you?” 

“No, I will be brief with him.” Her father’s death, as cruel as it was to think of, would bring a great deal of pain and suffering to an end for many. Regardless of that, Lucy would adhere to her duty, as his only child and visit him one last time. She excused herself and made her way up the stairs to her father’s bedchamber. 

It was a warm, spring day and the windows should have been opened to allow the fresh air in. They remained shut with the blinds down and the curtains drawn tight. It could have been no darker had it been the middle of a moonless night. Lucy lit a lamp and set it down by her father’s bedside. She looked at him in that light and knew that this would be the last time she ever saw him living. It brought her no pain. It brought her no joy either. She was completely indifferent to his state of health. “Father?” she stood by the bed, not bothering to draw a chair over.

The watery eyes half unclosed, “Lucy?”

“I have come to say good-bye.”

“Good-bye,” he closed his eyes again and sighed. After some moments when Lucy was sure his chest would fail to rise again with breath, he spoke again, “Why do you stay?”

“I forgive you,” she said before knowing why.

“I never asked your forgiveness. We got what we wanted. Let that be the end of it.” 

“I forgive you for what you have done to Mother,” she lied.

A wry smile moved over half of Edward’s sallow face, “As you wish.” His breathing was slow and laborious. “There is one thing before it is time.” The one hand that Mr. Borgia still had some control over wavered as he pointed to the dresser on the other side of the room. “In the bottom drawer you will find a box. Give it to Addams.” Lucy retrieved the box. It was void of all ornaments and the hinges and lock were plain. “The key was lost long ago,” Edward continued. “But he is to open it, alone. He must be alone.” The old man’s hand curled, twisting on the coverlet to emphasize his wishes. “Alone. He’ll know what to do after that.” These simple directions exhausted his already terribly weakened frame and he sank further into the pillows and grew silent. For a moment Lucy thought he had been taken right then and there, but realized his once round and solid chest still rose and fell. Box in hand, Lucy blew out the lantern and left.

With the box and the recipe booklet, Lucy left her mother and climbed into the pony-chaise with Cassy. There was still an afternoon of shopping to be done in Winchester. It was a warm, dry day for spring and they hoped to take every advantage of the weather.


Chapter Two

“Where’s Beau?” Lucy asked Abby many hours later. Their numerous packages had already been taken upstairs.

“He’s been out riding all day, Miss Lucy.”

“All day?”

“Yes, ma’am. Since about an hour after you left.”

“Alone?” 

Abby nodded, “Yes, ma’am.”

Only one thing caused Beau to ride alone and that was if he was troubled. “Did he say when he’d be back?”

“No, ma’am. Didn’t say nothin’ to anyone. Just went.”

“And Max?”

“Out in the stables, miss.”

She found Max grooming his horse. “Where’s Beau?”

“Out riding, Miss Lucy.”

“Did he tell you where he was going and how long he’d be gone?”

“No, ma’am. I didn’t know he was going until I saw him saddling up.”

“He said nothing to you?”

“Not a word.”

This worried her even more. “Did he read something troubling in the paper?”“Not that I know of, miss. He was still reading the paper when I left him this morning after you and Cassy went to town.”

Having read the same paper that she knew Beau had, Lucy could not recall seeing anything that could so deeply have bothered her fiancée to send him on a day long ride alone. There had to be something else. “What did you talk about this morning?” 

“Not much, miss.”

Secrets, how she hated them. Her lips twisted in thought and her gloved fingers drummed lightly on the rail of the stall she stood beside. “Well, if you would be so kind to please tell your Master I need to speak to him when he decides to return home, I shall be in my rooms until dinner.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Lucretia stormed from the stable and back to the house. Clouds were gathering to the south and promised rain before too long. She paused to look at them and smiled, “Let him get wet. Soaking, sopping, shivering wet for keeping secrets from me.” On her way up the stairs, she handed Dinah her gloves, bonnet and shawl. “Help me undress. I am not feeling well.”

“You sick, Miss?” Dinah worked quickly to keep the discarded articles in order as they entered Lucy’s private suite of rooms. 

“I am angry, Dinah, angry and frustrated.” Pulling at the numerous buttons that ran up the front of her visiting dress only furthered the unpleasant mood. “Get all these things off me, all of them. I cannot stand to be dressed like this a moment longer. He makes me so furious sometimes.” 

“Who, Miss?”

“Your Master, of course. Oh, Dinah, please hurry up. I can’t stand it. Open my window. It’s too warm and closed in here. And my hair, undo my hair for me.” 

Dinah undressed her Mistress and loosened the long, dark hair Lucy took so much pride in. Lucy collapsed onto the bed, naked. Her skin was flushed despite the cool breeze drifting into the room. “Bring me some cool water and cologne then leave me.” Dinah poured some water from the pitcher into the basin then added a touch of lavender scent. Into this she dipped a delicate, white handkerchief, rang it out and handed it to Lucy who had not moved from her prone posture on the bed. “Crazy,” Lucy murmured as she placed the cloth over her own eyes. “He is going to drive me crazy.”

Dinah was silent. 

“Oh, go away now,” Lucy shooed her hand in Dinah’s direction without lifting the hanky. “Make sure no one disturbs me until your Master comes in.”

Lucy’s mind was in a whirl. Two weeks until her wedding day and her future husband in such a state of unrest that he spent an entire day alone, telling no one where he went or his planned time of return. Her dress was not done and Vivianne would be arriving any day. There was food shopping to orchestrate, accommodations to be arranged and decorations to create and oversee. She suddenly drew the cloth from her wide open eyes, “What if he’s changed his mind? What if that is the worry that has sent him running off? Oh, what shall I do if he has changed his mind? He’s been acting so peculiar. Why should I never have thought of this before? Haven’t so many told me how he swore never to marry again? Oh, Lucy how could you have been so blind?” she rose from the bed, twisting the cloth between her hands and went to the window. The clouds she had seen earlier had grown darker and more ominous. It was the first big, spring storm and she could already see the flashes of lightning and feel the distant rumble of thunder as it approached. The wind pushed at the velvet drapes. “My darling, I am a foolish, foolish girl to not have understood until now.” Lucy pushed the window back down to its pane but left the curtains open. Rain began to spatter on the glass. 

“And what is it you have not understood until now, my dear?” Beau, still in his riding clothes, stood in the doorway.

Lucy gasped, turned and ran to him, flinging her bare arms around his neck and covered his face with kisses. “It doesn’t matter now. It doesn’t. Sometimes I think they give us brides so much to do so we won’t be so scared.”

“And what is it you have us both scared of?” His arms circled her waist, feeling the softness of her skin and hair.

“Getting married,” her cheek pressed to his chest. 

“Of course,” his hand slid up her bare back, drawing her closer to him. Lucy heard and felt him take in a breath.

Her body trembled against his. “You haven’t changed your mind, have you, Beau? I don’t know what I’d do if you changed your mind.” She drew herself back, searching his face, “You haven’t, have you?”

His cool hand cupped her flushed cheek. “Nothing in this world could make me want to change that.” She clutched him again letting the tears of relief and joy fall freely. “What has got you thinking such foolish things?”

“I’ve just been so busy and you’ve been so peculiar acting lately and then no one knew where you’d gone or when you’d be back. I just… I don’t know. But you do want to marry me, and I you and I feel so much better now about everything.” Her body shivered as her skin prickled with cold.

“Let’s get you to bed. You are far too anxious to be out of it, I think.” He lifted her off her feet and into his arms, carrying her the few paces to the bed. “Pull back the covers. That’s it. Now, into bed with you until I say otherwise. Doctor’s orders.”

“But, I’m not unwell, Beau. I was worried. I’m allowed to be worried, aren’t I?” 

“Hush,” his index fingered touched her lips and silenced her immediately. “You will stay in bed until I direct you otherwise.” He took her wrist and checked the rapid beating of her pulse there. “You seem on the verge of a hysterical fit to me,” he gave her frown. “We don’t want that, do we?” The back of his hand touched her forehead. “You’re feverish, too.”

“Oh, I’m not. You know I’m not.”

“And you can barely catch your breath to speak.” He ran his finger down her throat. “You will take your dinner in bed tonight and tomorrow’s meals as well.” His touch did not stop at her throat, but traced down to the swell of her bosom, “Show me.”

“Beau, I haven’t time for this,” she protested, drawing her fingers around his exploring hand. “Vivianne will be here any day. Nothing is ready for her, nothing!”

But his eyes never rose to hers, “Show your Master, Lucy.” she drew down the covers, revealing her full, pale breasts. “Good girl.”

“Oh, Beau, please don’t taunt me like this. You know I can’t bear this.” 

His lips lowered, kissing her rosy nipple while his hand squeezed the object of his attention. Her head lolled back onto the pillow and her eyes shut with a moan. “Two weeks is all you need to wait,” he whispered against her skin. “Then I will release you.”

She shuddered, feeling the suckling at her breasts and the pushing back further of the blankets that covered her. Over her skin his hand moved, down to her belly and to the soft mound of her womanhood, the place only he had touched. A single finger traced around her aching bud causing her hips to rise and her breath to catch again in her chest. “Please…please, Beau.”

“You can wait.” His touch was suddenly denied her and she shook, groaning even more now that it was gone. “Two weeks. That is all.” He kissed her forehead and pulled the covers back over her nakedness, “But right now, I say you are ill and you need to remain in bed and not be disturbed. I will give you a Tonic after dinner to help you sleep and one in the morning to make it through the day.” Her cheeks suddenly burned a bright red and her eyes cast down to her hands that rested on the quilt. “You know it makes you feel better.” she only nodded and swallowed hard. “How is your mother?” he suddenly changed the topic, stepping away from her to remove his riding jacket and hat.

“She is well.”

“And your father?”

Lucy suddenly looked up, “Oh, he gave me something for you. There, in my bag by the chair. The box. He said you were to open it alone.”

Beau fished the item from its location and looked at it curiously. “What’s in it?”

“I don’t know. He said you’d know what to do with the things inside.”

He turned it over in his hands, “Have you the key?” She shook her head. “Then I am to break the lock to open it?”

Lucy shrugged, “He only said you should open it alone.”

“Later,” he put the box aside and took Lucy’s hands up into his own again. “Tomorrow night, after your tonic.”

“Tomorrow night, too?”

“Tomorrow night, too. After that, I have a surprise for you but only, only if you manage to control yourself for the next twenty-four hours.”

Her cheeks grew pinker, “What do you mean, control myself?”

“You know exactly what I mean, young lady. Stay in bed, rest and control yourself when I am not here to watch over you.”

Her hand covered his, “But I miss you.” Her bottom lip curled down, pouting.

“And I miss you and that is why I have gotten you something to help ease your troubles during these last two weeks,” he chuckled. “Though it will do little to ease mine, I think we can use your pretty little mouth for that.” His finger touched her lips. “Speaking of mouths, I am starving and dinner smelled splendid. I’ll go change and we shall eat together tonight here in your room. I am afraid I have neglected you and our wedding plans a great deal lately and I am sorry. You will tell me all about them.”

“And you will tell me if they are what you wish, too?”

“My only wish is for you to be my wife. The trappings of it all are up to you. But, I shall go over everything with you and give my approval if that is what you want.”

She clasped his hand to her bosom. “I do want your approval.”

He grinned, lifted their clasped hands to his lips and kissed her knuckles, “Then you shall have it. I will return with our supper soon.” 

Beau placed the box on his dressing table for later inspection. Unlike his future wife, he was not prone to curiosity and could easily set such things aside. For now, his thoughts turned to Lucy. She was working herself into exhaustion and had taken to asking for something to help her sleep these past couple weeks. A warm glass of sherry was all he would allow. It had been working but for how much longer he did not know. There was the matter of her father and what do to with her mother after his passing. Beau, as a doctor, knew the time was not long. 

He eyed the box. He and Edward had never been close friends. Their only links were Lucy and their joint membership in a private organization referred to only as The Society. Edward’s attendance at Society events had dissolved some years ago. Perhaps the contents of the box would explain this. There was also the whole matter of Edward’s sudden return from the North after Lucy had run away over a year ago. When asked about the events, Edward refused discussion. Just as Beau was running his hand over the flawless lid of the container a bell rang to announce that dinner was ready. 

Dinah had set the small table by the window for her Master and Mistress in Lucy’s bedroom for their meal. This window overlooked the enclosed Courtyard below. Dinah had been just as shocked as her Mistress on seeing it for the first time. Then it contained all the trappings of the Master’s masochism. Most of the devices were now gone. 

The Courtyard now contained Lucy’s garden. Enclosed on all four sides, the garden had become Lucy’s private sanctuary. When troubled, she could be found walking the circle of stones, pausing often to tend to one plant or another. It was overlooking this garden that the Master and Mistress of Greenbrier now sat and ate their dinner. Lucy was restless and distracted. Beau was calm and intent, watching her every move. The talk was filled with wedding details. Apart from some minor suggestions that Lucy immediately took to heart, she had his complete approval. Relieved, Lucy took a deep breath and allowed herself to relax over tea and dessert. Coffee, Beau told her, was now forbidden. It only added to her anxiety and she would have none of it until after their wedding day. 

“But, as I promised, I do have a surprise for you.” He went to the bed where he had placed a large box at the start of their meal, “Come here, my dear, and see what I have brought you.”

“What is it?” 

“Lift it out and tell me what you think it is.” He stepped back.

At first she thought it was a new harness for a horse but that was quickly dismissed. The series of leather straps, buckles and loops would never have fit such a creature. Seeing her slight bewilderment, Beau reached over and turned it right-side up. Her cheeks grew pink then paled then went pink again. “It’s for me to wear, isn’t it?” He nodded. “For how long?”

“Until our wedding night.” 

“Starting when?”

“Starting tonight, my dear.” Her dark eyes became horror struck as the chastity belt dangled from her own hands before her. “You are to remain chaste until then anyway. What difference should this device make to you?” Beau smiled knowingly. He took the belt from her hands and laid it back on the bed. “Of course, I know you won’t be unfaithful to me, but will wear it because I wish you to wear it and for no other reason than that. Now,” he took up both her hands in his, kissed them in turn and smiled. “There is one last thing to do before that is put into place though.” Her eyes skidded away from his gaze. “You know what to do, my love.”

Her eyes shut as she took a deep breath and then released it slowly. “Yes, I know, sir.” As humiliating as it was, Lucy set to work preparing her own tonic. 

From her toilet table drawer she removed the all-too-familiar bottle of concentrate and there was still warm water in the teapot that could be used. When it was mixed, Lucy withdrew from a locked drawer the enema bag she hated so much. She checked the tubing and clamp then poured the mixture into the bag. Beauregard nodded his approval, reached up and hung the bag from the top of the bedpost, some seven feet in the air. Lucy knelt on the floor and assumed her most submissive of positions, her bare bottom thrust up into the air and her head to the floor. 

His blue eyes grew darker as he looked at her. The smile that had been so easy before now grew serious. “I have noticed you’re acting a bit too demanding as of late. It is a given that you are Mistress here and will be even more so after our marriage. However, what seems to have slipped your mind is that I am Master of this house and Master of you.” His hand moved over her bare bottom in slow even circles. 

“I have not forgotten that, sir.”

Beau drew back his hand suddenly, slapping her ass without warning, “Nor shall you ever.” She winced as he now ran his fingernails over the warming spot where his hand had struck her. “I admit to being otherwise occupied and I think you have taken my preoccupation and used it to your advantage a bit too much.” His hand spanked her a second time, much harder than the first. “Do you agree?”

She held her breath. An affirmative would admit she was taking advantage of him in some way which maybe she was in her spending habits. A negative would be used as a reason for him to tell her she did not agree with his observations and he might use it for further punishment. She took the only road she could find and remained perfectly silent. It proved the wrong one.

“Answer your Master, my pet,” he insisted then slapped her bare skin a third time.

“I haven’t meant to take advantage, sir. I was only trying to do what had to be done and not bother you. I have to take charge of some things. You aren’t always available.”

He pondered this answer and agreed. “I have been unapproachable, haven’t I?”

“Yes, sir.” 

Beau lifted the enema piping and shoved the metal tip of it into her ass and released the clamp. No direction was needed. She knew to hold still and be quiet. When her fingers began to dig into the carpet beneath her, Beau only watched and waited until the bottle was empty. There was so much to do before things changed, he thought. How could he get it all done with so little time left? When the tip was removed and the stopper put into its place his hand went absently to the quirt nearby. “Count for me,” his voice was automatic, unfeeling and distant. “Backwards from thirty,” he added in the same tone.

“Thirty… twenty-nine…” Lucy turned her head, eyes cast to his boots as he slowly began to pace around her in a circle. “Twenty-one, twenty, nineteen…” 

The quirt struck her bare backside. Beau flinched when she cried out at the sudden pain. His own sex twitched, aching to come to life, but he mustn’t think of that now. Not yet. “Fifteen…fourteen…thirteen…” she counted down. Lucy buried her face against the floor in obvious agony. He smiled and raised the quirt again. 

“Ten.” It struck. “Nine.” And again. Each number brought a new red welt to her pale skin. “Eight.” Tears burned down her face as her ass clenched and twitched. “Seven…six…five.” Lucy dug her nails deeper into the rug. “Four.” The quirt hit harder, criss-crossing the lines. “Three, two, one.” Beau’s pacing stopped. His boots were in front of her face. 

“Kiss them and thank me,” he looked down at her, unsmiling. So much to do, he thought. 

Moaning, Lucy rose up onto her hands and knees just enough to kiss the toes of his boots, “Thank you, Master.” 

He bent down and kissed her shoulder. “Good girl. You may go to your closet now. When you are done, return to bed.”

Lucy somehow made her way to her private toilet and closed the door. Still as stone, Beau watched the door shut and listened to her moans of pain. He closed his own eyes, fighting again his desire. How was he to endure what was to come? There was no choice. He was not in control of that. With the quirt still clenched in his fist, Beau turned and left the room.

When Lucy emerged almost thirty minutes later, the room was empty. The table they had eaten at was cleared away and set back into its usual order. Fresh logs lay in the fireplace and her bed had been straightened with the covers turned down. The tears she had just gotten rid of returned. Climbing into bed, Lucy buried herself and wept. None of this was right. She could make no sense of his behavior. Something was horribly, horribly wrong. She cried until her head throbbed and her body fell into a fevered, restless sleep. 


Chapter Three

“Master Addams?” The gentle call and knock on his office door drew Beau out of his daze. Three hours had passed. “Master Addams?” The knock and voice called again. “It’s Dinah, sir.”

“Come in.” she looked frightened. “What is it?” His hands strayed over the letters and other papers he had been working on, almost spilling the pot of ink in the process.

“Sir, if I may say something about Miss Lucy.” Beau nodded. “I went by her room a bit ago, like you said, to check on her. She was crying, sir. Crying so much I don’t think she even knew I was there.” His jaw worked, but he still said nothing. “Sir,” her eyes looked down at the floor, “I touched her to try to get her attention, but it was like I wasn’t even there. She looked right through me and she was in a fever.”

He remained motionless. “Go sit with her. I’ll be up directly.” Beau still did not move. He looked at the papers. Some he had written himself, others were letters and documents addressed to him. None of it was good. “I have no choice in the matter, my dear. You must understand.” His fist slammed down on the desk in a sudden blind rage. “I have no choice!”

When Beau entered Lucy’s room some five minutes later he had tamed his anger and touched her brow with a gentle hand. The tears were gone but their telling marks still lay across her face even in her sleep. She flinched, as if dreaming, her lips moving in whispers. This was not the Lucy he had expected to return to hours ago. Never had he seen her to be as ill as this. The history he knew of her before they met seemed to have returned. Too much excitement, too many worries and too many things to consider had taken her back to those former days. It was easy to treat his patients, but he hesitated now. This was his Lucy, his love, his future wife. “Leave us. I’ll ring if I need you.”

“Yes, Master Beau.”

The layers of blankets that covered her were pulled back. She murmured through the fog. It was so cold. But colder still were the gentle hands that began to touch her. Over her breasts they moved. A voice whispered of love. The trembling touch passed down her body to her shaven womanhood. Limbs that should have pushed those hands away refused to obey. “No,” she whimpered. The words, like her arms, were useless. When the fingers parted the soft folds between her legs all that came from her was a moan. When those same fingers did more and coaxed her slowly and gently to the edge, Lucy was helpless to stop them. There was no way to prevent the pleasure that suddenly surged into every fiber of her body. Every muscle seemed to cramp and twitch. Her breathing ceased for a moment. The icy cold hands explored her more insistently until the pleasure possessed her again, sucking her down into total darkness. The darkness warmed her, but then spat her back out into the freezing cold moments later. A third wave of the madness gripped her. Her hands suddenly came to life and struck the first thing they came in contact with. She heard her own scream, felt her hips lift and her back arch. She controlled neither. Lucy went limp, exhausted and spent and sank back into the oblivion of sleep.

A tiny stream of blood ran down Beau’s cheek where he had been struck and scratched in her delirium. He collapsed into a chair and covered his face with his hands before slowly drawing his fingers through his dark hair in a gesture of hopelessness.

The morning sun streamed through the sheers that covered Lucy’s window. Another set of logs had been set into place on the hearth, keeping the chill out of the room. Beau woke, his gaze instantly going to where Lucy lay in bed, motionless and pale. In the sunlight, she seemed even whiter still. Her loosened hair lay tossed about her pillow and the blankets were rumpled. In the night he had heard her movements and sounds, knowing there was little he could do. The doctor approached the bed and touched her brow. The fever had not yet broken. Her pulse was still strong and her breathing regular. This was an issue of her mental health, he decided. Her fever could be nothing but the result of too much nervous excitement. The depths of his guilt for being the cause were abysmal. 

Sitting on the edge of the bed he took her hand, burning hot to his touch, “Lucy.” Her head turned but nothing more. The words he wanted to say and the confessions he longed to make to her would not come. A knock came to the door. It was Cassy, his life-long Creole slave. She carried a single cup of coffee in her pale, brown hands.

He took the coffee, still looking at Lucy’s face. “Get some mint water and towels. We’ll try that.” Rising from the bed, Beau went to the window and looked out. The sides of the coffee cup warmed his hands but that was about the only part of him that felt anything right now.

“Wouldn’t it be better to do it down stairs, sir, in the …”

“Do as I’ve told you,” he snapped.

She left the room to retrieve the needed supplies. In the twenty minutes she was gone, the doctor had not moved from his spot in front of the window. Cassy pulled back all the blankets, revealing her Mistress’ naked body. The flesh was pink and hot to the touch. One after another, the Creole saturated a towel in the water bath, rung it out and draped them over Lucy. At first there was little reaction, but then Beau began to notice the trembles that moved through Lucy as she shivered. He drew closer to the bed and took her hand a second time, “Lucy?” 

The hazel eyes fluttered open briefly then fell closed again. “Beau, why?” 

“Why what?”

Her whole body shook as the cold from the water and mint seemed to take hold, “Why are you leaving me?”

His face was one of utter shock, “I’m not leaving you. We are to be married in two weeks, remember? Then…”

Lucy’s fingers gripped his hand tighter and her eyes opened again. “I know.” Her eyes sank shut.

“Lucy?” She lay so still he thought she had spoken her final words to him, but then her chest rose and fell and her lips parted in a sigh. With his free hand he touched her forehead. “How can you know?” he asked her in her sleep. 

“Maybe you should rest. I can tend to Miss Lucy,” Cassy offered.

Looking at his future bride he stroked her hand, “I will have ten minutes alone with her then I will go out for a while.” 

Left alone, Beau could do little but look at Lucy. “How can you know anything about what I am going through?” He clung to her hand, “Lucy, oh my beloved, Lucy. I am sorry. Forgive me for what I must do. I would spare you all the pain if I could.” 

There was a light tap on the door. Beau snapped out of his despair instantly, “Who is it?”

“It’s Dinah, Massa Addams. Mistress Vivianne is just arrived downstairs, sir.”

“Vivianne!?” He jumped to his feet, “So soon? I’ll be right down. Show her to the front parlor. Offer her some tea.” Beau went to the wash-basin and splashed some of the cold, mint-infused water on his own face. He kissed Lucy’s forehead and cupped her cheek with the palm of his hand before hurriedly leaving the room. 

She was about to mount the bottom step of the grand staircase when Beau appeared at the top one. “Darling! What can I do?” she gushed, taking several more hurried steps upward, bright green eyes infused with concern. 

“You can go to the front parlor as I requested you do,” he was brisk and cold with her.

A scowl puckered her flawless face, “I think not. I shall see her. She is ill.”

Already to the bottom of the stairs, Beau took Vivianne by the arm and turned her back down, “She is resting. Knowing you are here will further the problem.”

“Then she is ill?”

“Quite ill, yes. Please, Vi, for a change, do as I ask. Go to the parlor a moment.”

With a fleeting glance up the stairs she agreed, “As you wish this time, Beauregard, but I shall see her before the day is done.” she turned to the small group of attendants that waited by the doorway. “Don’t just stand there, go about your duties. We’ve only been here a hundred times before. You know where my rooms are and how I like them arranged.” She returned her attentions to the doctor, “Slaves, honestly, sometimes they are worse than having children about me all the time.” Beau directed her into the front parlor. “I’d love a cup of tea after that horrible trip from the train station,” Vivianne hinted. Her red hair had already begun to tumble out from under her bonnet. This she now untied and set aside with her shawl. “Don’t just sit there looking all puckered, darling. What is the matter with Lucy? And, for heaven’s sake, don’t pace. I have a headache as it is.”

“A fever caused by too much nervous excitement. She needs some rest and to get her mind off the wedding for a while.” He sat but fidgeted. 

“Oh, what a pity, the poor girl. Well, never fear, darling. I am here now and shall take care of everything for her. Has she a notebook I can refer to?” 

“Yes, somewhere.” 

When the tea arrived, Vivianne poured them each a cup. “Has a menu been set? What about the dress? When she last wrote her little girl, Dinah, was sewing at a fevered pitch on it.”

“I don’t know.” 

“You don’t know?” Vivianne’s green eyes widened. “You don’t know? Aren’t you helping her?” 

“It doesn’t matter to me, Vi. We could be married by the Justice in his chamber for all I care. I just want her to be my wife.” 

Vivianne practically leaped from her chair, “But it matters to Lucy!” She studied him carefully. “Tell me what is really going on here, darling.”

His body tensed, “A wedding is what is going on, Vi, a wedding. That is all.”

“Oh, please, you take me for a fool? I can see with my own eyes and hear with my own ears that you will join your bride-to-be in a sick bed yourself if you don’t come out with it and I am just the one to talk to, am I not?”

“No,” he said plainly. “No, you are not.” He rose and moved about the room. “She’ll be right as rain in a few days. I do appreciate you coming, Vi. It will set my mind at ease to know she has better help than God knows I have been. She hasn’t any lady friends but you. She went to see her mother yesterday. And her father, I’m afraid her father hasn’t long to live. When I returned from my ride, she was already back and in a dreadful state. I sent her to bed then and there.”

“Then something must have happened while she was out. Who went with her?”

“Cassy.” The thought of some tragic event having passed without his knowledge had not entered his mind before.

“Talk to Cassy. It’s as simple as that.” Vivianne sat back, all marks of concern vanished from her porcelain complexion. She sipped her tea, “Did you try the tonic?”

“I dare say it made her worse.” Beau relayed to Vivianne all the events of the previous night.

“Quite appalling, darling. I should think you would know better. You left her alone after that and failed to return? How cruel, even for you, knowing her state of mind.”

His anger suddenly flared, “Vivianne, I have greater things on my mind than what sort of petticoat she should be wearing or what size truffles to prepare. I cannot be expected to sit at her side and hold her hand every moment of every day until the wedding. I have business to attend to.”

“And what business is that?” Tiny dimples appeared on either side of Vivianne’s mouth when she smiled as she did now, like a cat with a canary between its teeth.

“Business that is of no concern to you,” he snapped. But it did concern her and more to the point, it concerned Lucretia. 

Her eyelids drooped a little as she looked at him over her teacup. “I will find out, Beauregard.”

“Do as you wish, Vivianne. You will anyway.” He snatched a cigar from his vest pocket and he retreated from the parlor. What troubled him most was that he knew she was right. She would find out. He must warn Max of her intentions.

With him gone from the house, Vivianne knew now was the best time to see Lucy. The drapes in the bedroom had been pulled back, casting a sunny glow over the room. Cassy sat nearby, stitching a row of beads onto a sheer veil. As Vivianne entered, Cassy looked up. “Mistress Daniels, it’s good that you’re here early,” she whispered. 

Going directly to Lucy’s bedside Vivianne frowned. She removed the cloth that Cassy had set into place on Lucy’s brow, dipped it into the nearby basin and replaced it. “We’ll take care of everything for you, my dear. You will marry my Beauregard.” She then turned to Cassy, “What happened while you two were out yesterday?”

“Nothing unusual, ma’am. We went to her Father’s and talked about the menu. Her mother gave her a recipe book. Lucy mentioned writing to her Aunt up North. She went to speak to her father before we left then we returned to town to do some shopping.”

“And she said nothing during the day about feeling ill?”

“No, ma’am. She did complain of a headache on the way home but said it wasn’t serious.”

“And when you got back? What then?”

“We took the packages upstairs and Miss Lucy had me unpack them while she went to look for Master Beau.”

“Where did she find him?”

“She didn’t, ma’am. He was out riding.”

“With Max?” 

“No, ma’am. He went alone.”

Vivianne sat down. “Oh,” her lips pursed in thought. “Go on.”

“Then Miss Lucy came back upstairs and went to her room. I didn’t see either until this morning. They took dinner alone and Dinah cleaned away everything later.”

“And this morning she was as you found her?”

“Yes, ma’am. Dinah had told me the night before that Miss Lucy was sick. Master Beau was with her and had asked for no help. I left him to tend to things knowing he would call me if he needed me.” Looking a little guilty, Cassy continued, “I must confess, ma’am, I did slip into the room in the night. I was worried about them both. Master Beau was asleep in that chair and Miss Lucy had her wrists bound together. He had a cut on his cheek, ma’am, like he’d been scratched.”

She had noticed the cut but it had seemed unimportant at the time. “So now we narrow down the time a little more.” She thought back to Beauregard again and his cold, curt treatment of her when normally he was warm and cordial. Maybe they had argued. Her eyes then fell on the box that contained Beau’s surprise to Lucy, the chastity belt. Vivianne rose and opened it, “Do you know anything about this?” 

“No, ma’am. It’s the first I’ve seen it.”

From his letters she knew Beauregard had insisted on complete abstinence for Lucy for a fortnight already, going so far as to keep them in separate beds. He had given her a tonic then simply left. That was not like him at all. Like Lucy, Vivianne knew that Beau went riding to clear his head. That he had ridden out alone troubled her greatly, as it must have Lucy. No wonder the girl had collapsed as she had. Part of the mystery was solved. Beauregard’s diagnosis was correct. Her mind turned back to the doctor. He would not explain himself. That was clear. Who could, she wondered? Max. “I need to tend to some other matters. Any changes, please come get me.”


Chapter Four

Vivianne went downstairs and inquired with one of the servants the whereabouts of the Master of the house. He had returned from the stable, but that was all the girl could tell her. Vivianne made her way to the back of the house where the doctor housed his medical practice. She paused at the doorway. The smell of these back rooms had never pleased her. Taking a deep breath, Vivianne plunged forward all the same. Finding his office door closed and locked, she moved down the hallway trying one door after another until finally she came to the room she loathed the most to set foot in, the embalming room. Unfortunately from the sounds of it, this was the room where her search would end. Her fist was just about to knock when she heard footsteps behind her in the hall.

“Can I help you with something, Mistress?” Max, thank God. A full year of living with the doctor had seen the man mature in body as well as character. He carried himself much differently now. His pale green eyes were steadier.

“I need to ask Beauregard a favor,” she looked at the door with reservation. “I would prefer to be spared entering this particular room, but if you could pass along my wishes to obtain your services for the evening?”

Max nodded, “I can tell him of your wishes.” His hand rested on the door latch and he seemed eager to be done with the conversation. “Something else, Ma’am?”

“Just that if someone could let me know as soon as possible, that’s all.”

Opening the door allowed the sickly-sweet smell to drift into the hallway. Vivianne backed away, “If you care to wait a moment, I can ask him now.”

“Oh, no, no. That won’t be necessary. I’ll wait upstairs.”

“As you wish, Mistress. Good morning.” With a cordial nod, Max entered the room. Before the door could be closed, Vivianne caught a glimpse of the doctor standing beside a table on which was laid a corpse.

“Good morning, Max.” The door shut and she was left alone in the hallway again. She could not flee the corridor quickly enough and retreated to the sanctuary of her own rooms.

As soon as the door was shut, Max and the doctor let out a breath. “We’ll have some privacy now,” Beau set the scalpel down and inserted a needle into the cut he had just made on the body’s neck. To this needle was fitted a length of India rubber tubing. 

This was not Max’s favorite occupation, but they would be left alone here, “Any more news, sir?”

“No, but I have a feeling Vivianne will try to get whatever she can from you.”

Max frowned, “I don’t know anything, sir.”

“You know enough to tip her off before it’s time. All I can do is pray it’s after the wedding.” Beau went to the dead man’s leg, made another clean slit into the inside of the groin and slid a second needle into place. Max winced but said nothing. “I am going to trust you to keep things hidden from Vivianne. Can you do that for two more weeks?”

“I can do my best, sir.”

“That’s all I ask. I’ve seen her work. I do not envy you in the least. Lie to her if you feel you must but reveal nothing.” With the needles in place, Beau opened the valve on the tubing of the gravity bottle hanging over the head of the corpse, “Very good.” He dipped his hands into a basin of water to wash off the blood that stained his fingers before rolling his shirtsleeves back down. “I should check on Lucy. Find Vivianne and do whatever you have to do to keep her busy and her mind off my private affairs.”

Before heading upstairs, Beau checked his watch. As Lucy was being looked after by capable hands, he decided now was a good time to inspect the box Mr. Borgia had given him. Several minutes of prying did nothing. He turned to the back and decided to remove the hinges. The box contained papers, all of which looked to be important, legal documents. On the top of them all rested an envelope addressed to Beauregard. 

“My Dear Dr. Addams,” the note began. “If you are reading this it means that you have endeavored to marry my daughter. I could not have asked for a more noble and honest son-in-law and husband for her. I am pleased. However, it also means that what I have been told for several months by our family physician now is coming to a head. You are the only one I trust with the enclosed information. You will find enclosed a copy of my Last Will. My wife is to leave Virginia as soon as possible. See that she is sent North to her family. Not because I do not love Virginia or the South or because I feel shame for being part of what is about to happen, but because that is where she will be the safest.” Beau looked up, thought deeply on this and then looked down at the page again. A certain sense of brotherhood began to creep into him for Edward. “I urge you to do the same for Lucy. Send her North or send her to Europe, but see that she is safely removed soon. If you have never trusted me or my word before this day, trust me now. E.B.

Beau set the letter aside. This was too familiar to him. He slid off his reading glasses, rubbed the bridge of his nose and tried to think. Could the first thoughts that came to his mind be true? The odds seemed incomprehensible. There was more in the box than papers. In one corner was tucked what looked like a wad of paper. Lifting it revealed it was wrapped around a small object. Beau’s heart skipped a second time. The paper peeled away, leaving any doubts left to him in the grave. 

The room was dark when she opened her eyes. The steady drip of another spring rain added an air of dreariness to the room. In a corner, draped with a quilted counterpane, Melissa slept soundly. The lantern by the young woman’s head had been turned down so low it barely emitted any light at all. Lucy slipped from bed, put on her slippers and dressing gown and stepped from the room. Down the dark flight of stairs she traveled, neither needing nor wanting the aid of a candle or lamp. Had anyone seen her in that moment they might have thought her a troubled ghost, so white was her gown and pale her skin. Deeper still she went into the dark, to the back hallway that held no windows and only a series of shut doors. With one hand touching the papered wall and the other holding the hem of her garment, Lucy moved without hesitating. The smells that so bothered Vivianne did not touch Lucy in the least. She had to find him. She had to know the truth. 

Her cold fingers gripped the door latch to his private office and found it locked. Her countenance became perplexed, certain that light shown beneath the door, certain that he was inside. She tried again but the latch refused to budge. Knocking was answered only with silence. Stepping away until her back was against the opposite wall, Lucy stared at the closed and locked door as if she could really see it in the dark. He must be playing a trick on her, her mind told her. Lucy turned and retreated back the way she had come before slipping into another dark room. Moments later, her dressing gown tumbled to the floor. The slippers came off her feet. Lucy went to the wall, found what she looked for and waited. 

No sooner was she in place than the door clicked open. She knew his step, his smell, the way he breathed and his hands as they touched her. “Master,” she whispered as his lips kissed her throat. “Please don’t make we wait so long.” He answered by dipping his fingers deep between her legs and covering her mouth with his.

Melissa snapped awake. She knew before her eyes even told her that she was alone in the room. She darted out to the hallway with the lantern, its wick now turned up high, casting long shadows up and down the walls. Frantic, she went to Master Beau’s bedroom door and knocked. His answer was immediate as if he had been waiting for her. 

Beau opened the door in his nightshirt. Plainly he had not yet slept though it was nearing two o’clock in the morning, “What is it? Is something wrong?” He darted across the hall and found Lucy’s empty bed. “Where is she?” The girl shook her head. “Go to Mistress Vivianne’s room. You will find her and Max there. Wake them. Show them the empty bed. I’ll start looking.” He hurried past her, a man devoid of all his senses taking with him his own lamp. 

Her eyes rolled back, hands gripping a bar overhead, feet apart and legs spread as he ravished her body. Every inch of her skin was awake. Every part of her was open, hungry for him to take her. Lips suckled her rose bud breasts. Fingers milked her sex. His hand squeezed her thigh. He was the only man she had ever known or loved or would know and love. Everything that was hers, belonged now to him. As long as this feeling did not end he could have her. Her head swooned as the pleasure made her limbs twitch and ache. 

When he reached the bottom of the stairs he finally stopped. The rain fell harder outside the windows. He must search the house first. Already he could hear Vivianne’s shrill voice followed by Max’s deeper tones as they stumbled from their rooms. Beau ran from one room to another, not caring who he woke in the process. The dining room and kitchen were void of her. The front parlor, the den, the back parlor, the sewing room, all empty. “Lucy!” he called. Into the back hall he went, all the doors were shut just as he had left them not three hours ago. A startled cry froze him in his tracks. He waited until he heard it again, knew without a doubt it was her and yanked open the door to the small dungeon. Her naked body heaved against the rack. Her eyes were shut and her mouth parted in gasps of pleasure. “Lucy?” There was no response except another cry of her pleasure being released. Her posture was as if she were bound to the wooden frame, arms overhead, ankles open all the way to the sides yet no ropes or straps held her there. “Dreaming,” he realized aloud. “Dreaming and walking in her sleep.” Max and Vivianne were in the hallway now. Setting the lamp aside, Beau moved forward and took Lucy into his arms. She collapsed without resistance with one last moan. Then she was still. The fever that had held her was gone. 

“Beauregard?” Vivianne appeared in the doorframe.

Beau touched his lips with his finger, “She was walking in her sleep.” He lifted Lucy into his arms. Her head cradled against his shoulder and a look of utter peace fell on her face. “Get her gown and slippers. We’ll put her back to bed.”

“Is she alright?” Vivianne clucked behind him.

“Perfectly alright. Her fever is gone.” Years seemed to have slid from his face as he looked at Lucy. “I’ll stay with her.”

“As if I can get back to sleep after this, honestly darling. If anyone needs their rest it is you. Look at you! Let me sit with her, you go back to bed.” To prove her point, Vivianne snatched up the cover that had been over Melissa minutes ago and plopped herself down in the chair with it. “Go to bed, Beauregard. I told you I would take care of this and I shall.”

Beau was not one to take orders, especially from a woman. But he was too tired to argue with her. “We will both sit with her. Take the chaise, Vi. You’ll be more comfortable there. I’ll take the chair.” While Vivianne still clucked over the bedding, Beau casually approached Max. “We will talk tomorrow afternoon in the prep room, three o’clock,” he whispered.

“It’s a fortunate thing for you I came early, darling.” Vivianne arranged herself and her blankets and lay back. “How would you ever manage all this alone, I ask? How?”

“I am certain it would have been impossible, Vi,” he turned his back on her. Lucy was still and quiet. Her sleep was deep and restful. “I love you, my pet,” he whispered and kissed her cool forehead. The rest of the night passed peacefully. For the time being Beau’s mind was at rest and he slept. 

Lucy opened her eyes to the last of the previous night’s rain and by the time breakfast was to be served, the sun began to shine through the haze. She had no memory of the previous two days and was delighted that Vivianne was there. 

“I would like to go out today if I may, sir?” 

The doctor frowned, “Tomorrow would be better, I think. As long as the weather holds and you use the closed carriage.” 

She still pouted but knew he was right. There were other things she could do while she grew stronger. “I wanted to write to Nora and Aunt Sarah. I suppose I could do that instead.”

“And then ride into town tomorrow to post them,” Vivianne offered. 

Beauregard was reminded of the instructions he had received from Edward the day before. “I need to talk to you about Nora and your aunt, my dear.” He might as well mention as much as he could about the contents of the box before she got too curious and decided to find out things for herself. “That box your father sent home with you the other day. I got it opened. Mostly important papers he wanted me to keep for him and a copy of his Last Will. But there was a more personal letter. He’s quite concerned about your mother and wished me to send her North to her family as soon as possible.”

“I just told Mother the same thing!” Lucy laughed. “She won’t go, you know. Not until he is better.” 

Beau’s countenance shifted. “You do understand he won’t get better?”

“Yes.” she met his eyes with a steadiness that surprised him. 

“Then I fully approve of you writing to your relations. I should pay a visit to your father myself before too long.” There were things that needed explaining and he feared that Edward’s death would leave him too many unanswered questions. “Tomorrow while you are out should do. As Vivianne had the misfortune of witnessing, I have other things that need completing today.” There was no mistaking the shudder that went through his guest’s body. “I am sure you ladies have a lot of catching up to do. At noon I should like to hear all about the wedding plans and what is on the menu, if I may?”

Lucy beamed her approval. “That would be wonderful.”

Beau put his napkin aside and rose. He kissed Lucy on the cheek, “I am afraid I must leave you two for a few hours. Don’t let her overdo it, Vi. She can be as stubborn as you sometimes.”

“I’m not stubborn, I merely expect things to be done my way,” Vivianne corrected him.

“Exactly what I said. A good morning, ladies.” 

With a sigh that could express nothing else but pure love, Lucy watched the doctor leave them. “What should I ever do without him?” 

“I should hope that will not happen for a long time to come.” she watched Lucy twist her napkin in her lap, “What is it, darling? What has got you so upset?” 

“Just a feeling. A terrible feeling in the pit of my stomach.”

Vivianne laughed, “Oh, pooh, what rubbish you talk. You’ve been alone with Cassandra far too much. I can only imagine what Voodoo nonsense she’s put into your head.”

“It isn’t nonsense at all.” Lucy began but Vivianne rolled her eyes before the words were even completely past her lips. “You were there the night of the Tarot reading. You know what she said.”

“That was well over a year ago. Beauregard still has all his money and all his things. The country has not been destroyed by a foolish war…”

“It isn’t foolish, I tell you! We saw them going the other day, the men! We saw them marching off to Harper’s Ferry. And I read the paper that day when we got to town. I’m not as ignorant as some would have me be.” Lucy’s body grew tight with rage and what color had returned to her cheeks vanished.

“Cassy has filled your head with trash. Beau has been busy with other things. You have been working hard on your wedding plans. Plus, Beau has set into place certain restrictions. You are feeling terribly ignored so to get some attention you pitch one of your little conniptions and make him feel guilty so he’ll pay you some mind.”

