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Chapter One

Lucretia gripped the back of the chair and took a deep breath, the corset pressing in on her waist and chest as she tried not to breathe. “Ow!” she winced. It hurt, but it was the pain of one more inch her waist had been cinched and well worth the discomfort. “That’s enough,” she said with a gasp. 

She’d chosen the blue dress for today’s outing. As she waited for her slave to get the rest of the dress out of the wardrobe, Lucy peeked out the window and across the road. Heads covered with tight, woolen hair and straw hats or handkerchiefs bobbled up and down in the field beyond. Joe, the overseer, dressed in khaki colored trousers and a white shirt, sat tall and proud on the huge chestnut stud. The butt of a rifle rested on his hip while a whip hung on the opposite thigh. 

Behind her, Dinah spread Lucretia’s hoop and over-skirts and, finally, the blue dress itself out on the bed. It was such a chore to get dressed. Lucretia secretly wished she could forget all about being a proper Virginia lady and run naked through the house and fields. Even more thrilling would be to run down to the creek and swim with nothing between her skin and the water. What a delicious scandal that would cause! The very idea made her skin go all goose-bumped and her heart quickened. Joe moved the horse with ease down the rows of potatoes that the slaves harvested. Without even realizing it, Lucy gave a soft moan when she saw the sun reflecting on the black leather boots he always wore. 

“Too tight, Miss Lucy?” 

“Hmm?” Lucretia snapped out of her daydream. 

“You sounded like you was in pain, Miss. Your corset too tight?” Dinah set the closed hoops down on the floor for Lucy to step into then pulled them up into a bell-shaped cascade of fabric. She quickly began adjusting everything until it was smooth and flawless before turning to get the first overskirt.

“No such thing as too tight a corset, girl. You know that.” 

“Yes, Ma’am.” After the first and second overskirt, Dinah held up the dress so Lucy could push her arms up through the puffy sleeves. “Where is Father taking me today? Do you know?” 

The slave carefully slipped each of the buttons into its place at the back of her Mistress’ dress. “Heard him say something to your mother ‘bouts a new doctor just the other side of the city.” 

Lucretia scowled and nearly stomped her foot. “It’s not a doctor I need! Can’t Father see that? It’s a husband!” She was tired to death of all the doctors she’d been taken to for the past five years. They didn’t do a thing to quiet her restlessness or anxiety. She’d had her fill of herbal teas and special medicines that did little other than make her sleepy. It was all so pointless and a waste of the family money. “Oh, stop looking so frightened, fool girl. Go and tell Father I’ll be right down.” 

Lucretia went again to her window to watch Joe. Eyes riveted to the whip that lay coiled on his thigh; she shivered and felt that uneasy knot in her stomach that almost always meant she was going to be ill again. There was no doubt why the slaves were afraid of Joe with a whip like that. She’d never seen him use it, but Lucretia was certain he knew how. 

Twenty minutes later she was in the back of her father’s best buggy, sitting at his side. He was a gruff, heavy-set man who demanded respect and obedience from all his “ladies” as he called Lucretia and her mother. “I don’t see how this doctor is going to be any better than the rest.” 

“Oh, he’s a very different kind of doctor, Lucy.” 

They rolled along the dirt road several minutes before she commented again. “What makes him so different?” 

“He’s trained in New Orleans and Europe. Learned some new techniques for ladies with your condition, I am told.” 

Lucretia wasn’t sure what her condition was other than she was twenty years old already and unmarried. “Like what?” 

“French techniques. Some nobleman in France had a certain way of doing things.” 

“French?” Lucretia thought for a while. “Is he French then?” 

By the sound of his exhale, her father was growing tired of the questions. “No, I do not believe he is French.” 

“How did you hear about him?” 

His coal black eyes turned to look at her. There would be no further questions on this subject, they told her. 

Lucretia leaned back, turning her parasol at a better angle to block the sun. No more questions. She hated when he silenced her like this. The rest of the trip passed in uncomfortable silence although, inside, she seethed with curiosity about this new and mysterious doctor. 

On the eastern side of Winchester and several miles from the city itself the houses were spaced very far apart. The nearest neighbors anyone had were a mile or more away. Lucretia leaned forward, straining to see the house they approached through thick foliage.

Twin, square columns painted ghost white and topped with massive cast iron planters stood guard on either side of an iron gate into which had been worked an impressive letter ‘A’. Vines poured from the tops of the planters and reached out in opposing directions. Their delicate stalks twisted along the top of the fencing to create a thick, tangled drapery of vines and leaves. If they had ever been trimmed, Lucy considered, it was not within her lifetime. Behind the fence, two more sentinels loomed tall and foreboding in the guise of sweeping, gray Dutch Elms. Their yellow-tainted leaves shivered in the wind. 

Further back stood the house. A ripple of fear stroked Lucy’s spine and set the hairs of her arms on end. Bone white with black shutters, the front facade boasted a wrap around porch with thick, lathed spindles on the railings. Half a dozen steps led up to a wide door topped with a fan window and glass side panels. Two more urns, like the ones atop the front columns, squatted on either side of the front door. 

As they passed between the elms, Lucy turned her attention to the right. A single story room of some sort jutted out from the main body of the house. Solid colored drapes prevented any chance of seeing what was inside. In fact, Lucy noticed, all the drapes of the house were tightly shut against the sunny day. To the left another addition, this of white-washed brick, stood. It had a tower-like feel about it though its roof was no higher than that of the main part of the house. More of the familiar vines spread their long, greedy fingers around the corner and had worked their way halfway across the front, almost touching the narrow windows. 

Wisteria grew at random lengths over the porch while shrubs stood tall and jagged at the corners as if someone had forgotten to clip them all summer. In the center of the circular carriageway they now rounded, a scantily clad statue of a woman stood poised above a rose brier gone wild. The few blossoms that remained attached were dead and withered. This was the home of a doctor? Lucretia looked around unsure; but, in some peculiar way, she was charmed by the feral energy of the place. This was madness on the outskirts of civility. It made her smile as she shivered for a second time.

Two other carriages with their horses waited in the wide driveway. Lucy didn’t recognize either of the gentlemen who leaned against the porch railing, cigars clenched between their teeth. Their conversation lulled as Lucy and her father alighted to the ground. With a tip of his hat and a nod, Lucy’s father acknowledged the men who resumed their chat with a soft, knowing laugh between them. 

As her father directed her to the side door of the sprawling front veranda, the door that clearly would take them into what she considered a tower, Lucy noticed that the back yard of the house was completely shut off from the front by a very high, brick wall. Like the house and grounds, this wall was choked with vines and a thrilling sense of secrecy. More rampant rose bushes created a formidable layer of thorns in front of the wall. Had she been allowed, Lucretia would have run to that wall and climbed the vines to see what was beyond it. Instead, she followed her father through the door and into what appeared to be a side parlor.

A strange, medicinal smell nearly made her faint. Lucretia shuddered and placed her hand protectively over her nose and mouth. “Oh,” her father said seeing her reaction. “Doctor Addams is also an embalming surgeon.” The knot in Lucy’s stomach twisted. 

The small waiting room they entered was simply decorated. It was very quiet and except for one other woman who looked even more uncomfortable than Lucretia felt, they were alone. Lucretia caught the glassy, desperate look in this other’s eye and quickly looked away. Was this what she looked like? She hoped not. This patient rocked ever so slightly in the wooden chair, twisting a small handkerchief in her delicate hands. 

“Go and sit, Lucy.” Lucretia found a chair as far from this anxiety-riddled woman as she possibly could. Her father rang a small bell beside a tiny sliding door in the wall. The door slid open, and he made known their arrival to whoever it was on the other side. Lucretia heard a woman’s soft voice and assumed it was some sort of nurse assistant. No sooner was he seated beside her than the only interior door opened and another woman emerged. If there were ever two people of completely opposite disposition, then these two other patients were it. This second woman glowed with health and happiness. She smiled at the two of them, nodded and passed by, slipping into her bonnet before she left. The first patient practically leaped to her feet when the door opened again and she was called in. 

“I have already met with the doctor, Lucy,” her father spoke in a low voice. “You will go with the nurse alone when she comes for you and you will do as she tells you and as the doctor directs. Is that clear?” 

Lucretia rose to her feet, suddenly furious. He spoke to her as if she were still a ten-year-old little girl. “How dare you?” 

“Sit down, Lucy.” Her father remained calm but commanding. 

She did not sit. “I am a grown woman. I can decide for myself what I will and will not do.” 

This time her father rose, “And I am your father. You still live under my roof and I still decide what you will and will not do.” His face was livid with rage. “Now, sit down and act like the lady you pretend to be so well!” 

Still, she did not sit. “Pretend to be!?” Had he been any other man but her father she would have slapped him in an instant. “My own father insults me so! My own father! I will not stay here any longer. I will not see this strange physician you have brought me to! He shall have to embalm me before I allow him to lay one hand on me alive!” 

Her father’s strong, pudgy digits pressed into her bicep and forced her back to her seat. He had never struck her in anger; but, by the looks of it, she’d not put it past him now. Lucretia remained seated; her body flushed and trembling with rage. “You will stay and you will do as you are told! If you do not I will have you sent to the nearest sanitarium.” He was dead serious. Lucretia had heard tell of those wretched places full of the insane. “These hysterical fits of yours are known by half the city, my dear. None would blame me for such an action. Now, I suggest you see Dr. Addams and submit to his examination and treatment. It’s either that or I shall ship you elsewhere.” 

She wanted to scream at him and rip her hair out by the root. She was not crazy! She was not like those other women! How could he consider sending his daughter and only child to such a terrible place? Lucretia’s eyes burned with tears of insult and pain. Her teeth clenched and she held her hands tightly to her lap. The tightness in her stomach grew to an almost unbearable level. She felt she would pass out or vomit, or both. 

“Miss Borgia, the doctor will see you next.” A woman dressed in a plain gray dress and smooth pressed apron stood in the doorway waiting. 

Maybe I am crazy, Lucretia’s mind whispered. Her frustration was so intense she could barely stand. At any moment, she just knew she’d collapse to the floor, but her feet moved forward as the woman took her arm. How could she stop this trembling inside? What was he going to do to her? If only she could get the shaking to stop for a moment, she knew she’d be able to think clearly and not be so frightened. 

Beyond the door that separated the two areas was a long hallway. The bell of her skirt brushed against the walls on either side and a sweet smell of high-end leather filled her nostrils. Somehow it calmed and excited her in the same breath. The woman, who Lucy reckoned was Mulatto; opened one of the doors and introduced Lucretia to the room beyond. There was a folding dressing shade in the corner and a leather-bound fainting sofa against one wall. The hardwood floor was covered with a colorful Persian rug. No light shone through the closed drapes while opposite the sofa stood a massive dressing closet. 

“The doctor will want you to undress, at least down to your drawers and chemise.” 

Lucretia’s blood ran cold. “I don’t think so.” 

The woman smiled an oh-so-wicked smile. “Suit yourself.” 

“I shall,” Lucretia sat on the sofa and folded her hands on her lap. “I shall suit myself.” 

“We’ll see about that.” She left, closing the door firmly as she went.


Chapter Two

She sat alone and fidgeted for close to ten minutes before the door opened again. This must be the doctor with the graying goatee-style beard, his sleeves pushed up to his elbows and his dark hair slightly mussed. Like the outside of the house, an air of wild and slightly dangerous charm exuded from him. She guessed him to be in his mid-30s. The moment he entered, his expression shifted from one of quiet expectation to that of stern disapproval. For what seemed forever, he said nothing to Lucretia. He just stood there, regarding her with a disapproving look.

For a change, Lucretia said nothing. She would wait for him to have the first word. Perhaps it was with some secret wish that in doing so she would get the last. 

“Were you not told to undress for me?” 

“I was told.” 

“Then why do you still sit there completely clothed?” 

“I did not feel, sir, that it was appropriate for a lady to meet a gentleman for the first time in nothing but her undergarments.” 

His eyebrows arched as he seemed to consider her logic. “Under normal circumstance that would be true, but these are hardly normal circumstances. I need to examine you and in order to do that you must be wearing as little as possible. I would prefer you completely unclothed, of course.” 

Lucretia tipped her chin up, “Others have done examinations and I have been dressed just as I am now. Why should you be any different than the rest of them?” 

She almost saw him smile. “You refuse to obey then?” 

“I refuse to undress for a man I do not even know.” 

“Then perhaps we can bring your father in. You know him well enough.” 

That brought Lucretia to her feet. Her hand drew back to strike him, but his reaction was quicker than hers and he caught her wrist in his hand and held it tightly. “You can either undress for him or you can undress for me. If you wish to do neither, I shall have someone come in here and undress you for me. Your choice.” 

Lucretia yanked her wrist free. “I shall allow nothing of the sort! I wish to leave.” 

“You’d not last a day in a sanitarium, Miss Borgia.” He crossed his arms, watching her yank on the locked door. “It’s much nicer here. Trust me. I know.” 

“Let me out of here this instant!” She turned to face him, fists clenched at her sides. 

“Interesting name your father gave you, Lucretia Borgia. Was there a reason for it?” He ignored her screams of frustration as she turned again to pound on the door and yank at the knob. “I believe the original Lucrezia Borgia was quite fond of men and taking full advantage of them. Are you anything like her?”

Lucretia pressed her back against the door and glared at him as he walked casually over to her. “Stay away from me!” 

“You’re getting all hysterical on me, Lucy. You don’t want to do that. I’ll have to call someone in here to help if you don’t.” He reached out, touching her cheek with his fingertips. 

With a growl, Lucretia lunged at him; but, once more, Dr. Addams was ready and caught her quickly. He clamped her arms to her sides and held her tight, not allowing her to land one of her kicking feet against his leg. “Cassandra!” he yelled over Lucretia’s pitiful cries. “Cassy, come in here, please!” 

The door clicked instantly and the same woman who had led Lucy to the room reentered. Even with her dark hair pulled back, the strands remained rippled with curls. Soft ringlets that had fallen free of the ribbons and combs brushed against the nape of the woman’s slender neck and temples. Her eyes matched Lucy’s in color; a deep, dark brown. Behind the honey-brown skin, only a few shades darker than Lucy’s, must be the blood of a black man or woman. A woman, more likely, Lucy concluded – lest this woman called Cassandra would be free and not enslaved to this repugnant physician. 

Cassandra moved swiftly to the closet and flung it open. From inside, she removed a set of wrist and ankle manacles and ran to the doctor’s aid. Despite Lucretia’s most violent efforts, she could not prevent the two of them from locking the devices on her. She was slammed against the one bare wall and found her arms stretched up over her head; the cuffs hooked in place. Still she tried to kick at her captors; again she was subdued.

Cassandra retrieved a wooden bar from the closet and handed it to the doctor who locked it between Lucretia’s ankles, forcing them to stay apart in a two-foot span. She had never been so furious or humiliated in all her life. 

“Don’t make me have to gag you, too, because I can and will if I feel it needs to be done.” Lucretia could not believe what was happening. Did her father have any idea the way she was being treated? He certainly could not be authorizing any of this. “Cassandra, get her undressed. If she had cooperated, we could have left on her undergarments; but, being as she chose to disobey, please strip her naked for me.” Dr. Addams took a seat on the fainting sofa to watch. 

New howls and screams erupted from Lucretia as Cassandra began to do as she had been told. He was suddenly there, holding Lucretia’s head between his strong hands, “Do you want to be gagged?” He had yet to even raise his voice, but spoke with the quiet calm of any fine Southern gentleman. 

“No,” Lucretia whimpered, her face red with tears. 

An easy smile played on the doctor’s devilish mouth. “Then be a good girl and be quiet while Cassy removes your clothes.” 

“My father…” 

His fingertip touched Lucretia’s quivering lips ever so softly. “Shush now. One more sound of protest and you’ll be gagged and blindfolded.” Lucretia’s lips parted again as if to speak, but the seriousness in his eyes drew from her only silence. “Good girl. Now, in the future you will do exactly as you are told, and you will end every statement or question directed to me with the word, Sir. Do you understand?” 

Lucretia looked down, more tears trickling from her eyes, “Yes.” 

“Yes? Yes, what?” 

She loathed to say it, but was too afraid to do otherwise, “Yes, sir.” 

His smile was warm and charming, and he even leaned forward and kissed her forehead before releasing her head from between his hands. “Good girl. Obedience has its rewards.” He turned away and motioned to Cassandra to proceed with the undressing of his latest charge. “Don’t move, Lucy. Don’t even think about resisting. It’s quite futile here.” He was back on the sofa again, resting his chin on his knuckles as he leaned forward to watch. 

Lucretia closed her eyes but did not fight. She could not open them again. She could not look at that horrible man and that woman and know they looked back at her and saw her vulnerable and shamed. Lucretia would never forgive her father for bringing her here, never. She hated him. She should have run off with Joe. She had money of her own. They could have done just fine without him and she had her own slave, too. 

Warm hands began to travel over her bare skin. Down her sides they went and over her hips and around to her ass. These same hands lifted her breasts one at a time, gave them a gentle squeeze, and then her nipples were rolled between the fingers. Lucretia pressed her lips harder and harder together. The examination continued. He patted the insides of her thighs then caressed the soft fluff of hair between her legs. She so wanted to scream, but would not give him the pleasure of gagging her. Surely he wanted that pleasure. She had been examined before by others. She could endure this no matter how humiliating it was. Lucretia gasped as fingers spread her labia and then slid into her with ease. Do not scream, she told herself. Just hang here and give him nothing. 

The hand rotated, feeling everything it could inside her, and then Dr. Addams made a curious sound. He moved his fingers ever so slightly deeper. “Are you still a virgin, my dear?” he asked. If she opened her mouth, she’d scream. If she spoke, she’d start to sob. She couldn’t answer him as he’d told her to so she only nodded, trying to suck in the tears. “Good.” His fingers drew from her. Thank God he wasn’t going to make her talk. “You look and feel quite healthy to me. Cassy, go ahead and let her down. I’ll want to see her in my office when she’s ready.” 

“Yes, sir.” 

It was over. Praise all the saints, it was over. Lucretia’s wrists and ankles were freed and only then was she able to open her eyes again. Cassandra handed Lucretia her long chemise but that was all. “You can wear this for now but don’t get too used to it.” 

Lucretia hugged the garment to herself. “Just this?” 

“That or nothing. It’s your choice for now.” 

She quickly pulled the chemise over her head as Cassandra put away the manacles and bar. She shut and locked the closet too quickly for Lucretia to see what else was inside. “What is this place? Why am I here?” Lucretia begged. “Do you know?” 

“I’m not allowed to say. Master and your father will discuss that when I take you to his office.” 

“You are a slave then? You don’t look like a slave.” 

“I was a gift to Master Addams when I was just a girl down in Louisiana. He’ll treat you well if you do as he says.” 

Lucretia was bewildered. “But I’m not a slave. I have my own slaves. We have a plantation.” 

“Come with me.” Cassandra opened the door and Lucretia followed eagerly. “None of my concern what you think you are right now. That’s between Master and your father.” She led her further down the hall to the door at the end. 

“What do you mean? I’m white! I’m not a slave like you.” 

Cassandra’s features softened. “Listen to me. There be all kinds of slaves in this world. I’m one kind. Maybe you’ll be another kind. You listen to Master Addams and you do as he say, and you’ll never be happier, you hear? You disobey and you’ll never be more miserable.” Cassandra knocked on the door and waited for a reply. “Cassy and Miss Lucretia, sir.” She reached out and gave Lucretia’s hand a friendly squeeze. “Remember what I tell you and it’ll be fine. You’ll see. You’ll learn.” Her hand slipped away and she opened the door to Dr. Addams’ office. 

Her father sat in a large wing back chair on the visiting side of an oak desk. Dr. Addams sat behind that same desk, smiling at their entry. “Thank you, Cassy. Go get a hot bath ready for Lucy. I’m sure she’ll be staying with us for a while.” With a small nod, Cassandra backed from the room and shut the door once more. “Have a seat by your father, Miss Borgia.” 

Lucretia clutched her flimsy garment and went to her father, practically throwing herself at his feet. “Father, please! Don’t make me stay here. You don’t know what they did to me! Please don’t leave me here! Please. I’ll do whatever you say, but don’t leave me here with him.” Her anger and hatred was gone. All she wanted now was to go home and get away from this wretched place. 

Her father remained unmoved. “Sit down, Lucy, and listen to what we’ve decided.” He was as cold as ever. “You have no say in these matters now, but you should know the decisions we’re going to make for you.” 

“No say? About what?” She pulled herself from her knees. 

“Sit down, be quiet and you’ll find out.” 

Lucretia looked at Dr. Addams for a clue, but he only smiled and offered nothing. She sat on the edge of the seat offered her, eyes darting between the two men, still trying to cover herself with her arms. Listen, she would. But remain quiet about decisions made for her? Lucretia wasn’t so sure.

“Mr. Borgia,” Dr. Addams began, turning all his attention away from Lucretia once more. “As I was saying, I don’t find anything physically wrong with your daughter and I can assure you that she is still a virgin contrary to what you may have heard.” 

“What?!” Lucretia was aghast. 

“Be quiet and listen only, Lucy.” 

“I’m quite sure she remains a virgin. She does have the symptoms we discussed in our first meeting and I do see how you would want those conditions taken care of as soon as possible. With all these threats by those damned, Northern abolitionists, I wasn’t going to take on any new patients, but I will make this one exception. She is a lovely young woman.” He glanced at Lucretia. 

“How long do you think it will take to cure her?” 

Dr. Addams frowned thoughtfully. “Three to six months, I think. Certainly not much longer than that.” 

Three to six months? It was all Lucretia could do to hold still. 

Her father nodded. “That’s reasonable. She’ll remain here at all times?” 

“At all times, yes.” 

“Also quite acceptable. Her mother was this same way I am told. It took a man such as yourself to get her in line before anyone would even think of marrying her.” 

Dr. Addams chuckled. “We do what we have to do to keep our women under control, don’t we?” 

Under control? Okay, that was enough! “Father, I do not need to be kept under control.”

For a moment, she thought he was going to lash out and strike her, but his hand merely curled into a fist on his lap. He looked back at the doctor. “I believe your point and mine has just been made. She refuses to remain silent even under orders to do so.” 

Lucretia stood up again. “Father, why are you doing this? What have I done?” 

Her father stood, completely ignoring her questions and accepted Dr. Addams’ hand as they sealed the arrangement. “I shall leave her in your good hands, doctor.” 

“Daddy?” Lucretia reached out, taking hold of his coat sleeve. 

He finally looked at her. “You belong to Dr. Addams. I’ve sold you to him for no less than six months. If you don’t learn to obey and submit within that time, I may just let him keep you indefinitely as his slave.” He yanked his sleeve from her grasp. 

Lucretia felt all the blood drain from her face, followed by a wave of dizziness. “You’re selling me!? You’re making me a slave? But why? Why?” 

Dr. Addams was walking around to the other side of the desk. “I’m sure you’ll enjoy it here once you get used to how things work.” 

She was ready to strike both of them. This was crazy! She wasn’t some stupid, black slave. She was a white, educated, southern lady! If she’d had venom to spit in their eyes, she would have. She glared at her father. “I hate you. I never want to see you again! Do you hear me? I hate you!” 

Dr. Addams pulled Lucy’s arms behind her back suddenly and pushed a hard leather bit between her teeth. Somehow, he even got her hands in cuffs before she realized it and the bit tied behind her head. “I told you I’d gag you if you didn’t stop, didn’t I? You are mine now, for no less than six months. Get used to it.” Lucretia was too shocked to react. “Now, Mr. Borgia, you are welcome to send letters to your daughter after the first month and any letters she may get from friends or family after the second month. I know you told me she’s rather close to her cousin in Pennsylvania; and, with times being what they are, they should be allowed to keep in touch. I will, of course, be the first to read all letters coming and going out.” 

They shook hands again and without even looking at her or saying good-bye, Lucretia’s father left out the front door. 

Dr, Addams turned to her. “As for you, I believe Cassandra should have your bath ready by now. Shall we go see? Of course, we shall.” He took her by the elbow and together they left his office. 

Lucretia slipped further away from reality. He was talking to her, but it sounded so far away now. Only some of it registered. 

“…start over with a clean slate…” 

“…shave you…” 

“…solitude…” 

“…obey…” 

“…submit…”


Chapter Three

As they entered the next room, Lucretia inhaled sharply and shook her head. Her footsteps faltered even as she was drawn into the large room with a white tiled floor. The walls were tiled halfway up as well, like wainscoting. Never before had she seen such a room. In the middle of the floor was a large round drain and the air surrounding her was sweetly scented. The windows, set too high up to see through, let in the bright, early morning sunlight. Four copper tubs stood in a row against one of the walls. The second from the left steamed with its newly filled water. Cassandra, devoid of all her clothing, knelt beside it. Another girl, as pale-skinned as Lucretia, stood at the head of the tub, holding towels and a basket that brimmed with cakes of soap and bottles of oils. She too was without clothes and it seemed as natural a state for her as any other.

Dr. Addams guided Lucretia to the attended tub, “Lucy, if you will be good I’ll remove the gag and cuffs and you can enjoy your bath. Will you behave?”

It was like being in a dream. Everything seemed to be done in slow motion. Lucretia nodded, and the doctor did just as he’d said. Her arms freed, Lucy turned her eyes to the doctor. She felt hopeless and lost. In her heart she wanted to fight. She wanted to make another attempt to run, but where would she go? Her father had sold her into the life of a slave. She was a slave to this man and nothing more. For the first time Lucy realized only the surface of what it must feel like to be a real slave. Then a deeper pain hit her, maybe she was a real slave. If she ran there was little doubt she’d be treated no differently than any other runaway. Would she be taken to the post and whipped as she’d known her very own slaves to be? The image of Joe on his horse suddenly came to her and something stirred inside her body. All this she thought while standing there, looking at this man who was now her master. “Thank you, sir.” The words came because there was little else she could say.

His smile gave her a glimmer of hope. He was attractive now that she looked at him. “You are very welcome, Lucy. Undress for me.”

The glimmer was snuffed out. Lucretia lowered her eyes. How could the others in the room endure this? How did they just stand there and not care? She glanced at Cassandra and saw her give her the slightest of nods. With no choice, Lucretia obeyed, “Yes, sir.”

Again came the smile and in some strange way it made her feel better. She had never been able to please her father. She wasn’t the son he’d always wanted. She had yet to provide him with anything he wanted most, a son-in-law or a grandson. Her mother had nearly died giving birth to her and the doctors had warned her against trying to have any more children. Maybe, Lucretia thought, just maybe she could please this man. Resigned for the moment, Lucretia pulled her chemise up and over her head, still feeling she was in a dream, not wanting to believe otherwise. She crumpled the chemise in her hands, not caring.

“Fold it and put it on the side table then you may get into the tub,” he instructed.

The thought of walking across the room to the table and then back again while he watched every step made her recoil inside. Again there was Cassandra, who gave a nod of encouragement. Lucy folded the chemise as best she could, pressing it over and over again in her hands, using it to cover what little she could before setting it on the table. Now back to the tub. The water would help to hide her and the tub itself would block her nakedness from his gaze. Lucy forced herself to walk to the copper bath. She sank into the steaming water, grateful for all it offered. Out of the corner of her eyes she saw Dr. Addams take a seat. Clearly he meant to stay and watch.

Her own slave had bathed her many times so doing this might not be so bad. As Cassandra washed her body, the other girl washed her hair. Down between her legs, Cassandra reached with the cloth then gingerly leaned over and kissed Lucretia on the cheek. “Master likes when I kiss those I bathe. Don’t be afraid,” Cassandra whispered so none but Lucretia could hear. Lucretia pressed her eyes tightly shut. She had to wake up soon. She just had to! The young girl’s hands moved through Lucretia’s long hair and despite it all she found herself beginning to relax. She could block out the rest of it if she tried hard enough. Even the soft fluttering of Cassandra’s hands near her private parts would not take away from this warmth and the fragrance of the bath. 

“Stand up,” Cassandra said with tenderness. “Master wants you to be rinsed.”

Lucretia stood as warm buckets of fresh water were brought in. With her eyes down, knowing he still watched, Lucretia let them move her arms and body to rinse her off. Block him out, she thought. Block him out. He is not there. You are in your own bathing chamber. These are your own slaves who tend to you. Don’t think about him. Do not even look at him. But when the towels were brought and her hair was pulled up and back, wrapped to keep it off her shoulders, she met his eyes again. Such tender eyes they seemed to be. The two women helped her from the tub, rubbing her all over with the towels until every drop of water was gone from her skin. She stood stone still as they brushed out her hair then pulled it back again into a pony-tail to dry.

Suddenly he rose and the dream vision stopped. “Bring in the table and tools, Cassy.” His eyes never swayed from the spectacle of Lucretia’s body now freshly washed and still pink from the warm water. He smiled, but it was not the warm, pleased smile of before. This was another smile, one that sent Lucretia’s blood cold. “Sarah, you may go.” The other girl curtsied and, with a nod, left. They were alone now and Lucretia found that where before she could not take her eyes from him, now she could not bear to look at him at all. “Was that so terrible?” he asked, running a single finger down her left arm.

“No, sir.”

“I’m glad you liked it. All the girls are bathed once a week. We take turns bathing and being bathed. You will learn how to do what Cassy and Sarah just did for you. And you will learn the proper way to bathe a gentleman as well.” A breath caught in her throat and her jaw clenched. His fingertips cupped her chin, lifting it, directing her gaze into his. “You will learn how to bathe me.” 

Lucretia tugged her head away, hating the sight of him again. The side door opened and Cassandra entered pushing a large wooden table before her. The top looked to be upholstered in leather with various belts and buckles dangling from the sides and ends. A tray, covered by a white towel, and a basin of more steaming water had been placed on a shelf under the top platform of this table. Cassandra moved it all to the side of the room with the most amount of light. The morning was bright and sunshine streamed down from overhead, fully illuminating the chosen spot. Cassandra took the tray and water and placed them on a nearby table. She stepped back, put her hands behind her back and waited.

Lucy’s heart raced like a bird’s. This could not be a good thing. She should have known the peace of the bath would be shattered in some horrible way and this was it. Dr. Addams’ hand was at her elbow, guiding her towards the table. “Another thing we do here once a week is shave.”

“Shave?!” Lucretia’s feet dug into the tiles.

“Quite painless if you don’t flinch. Help her up on the table, Cassy.” The doctor released Lucretia’s arm and stepped back, expecting full cooperation.

“Shave what?” Lucretia resisted Cassandra’s gentle direction toward the table.

“Everything, of course,” the doctor stated. “Everything but that lovely hair on your head.”

“Please don’t fight,” Cassy whispered in earnest. “It’s better if you obey.”

“Listen to her, Lucy,” Dr. Addams said. “Do as you should and get onto the table unless you’d like two of my fine, black boys to do it for you. Would you like that, my black slaves touching you while you are so vulnerable and exposed? Have you ever seen a naked black man, Lucy?” He took a few steps towards the door as if to carry out this very threat.

“You’re all crazy! All of you!” Lucretia protested, not yielding to Cassandra’s direction in the least. “This place is insane!”

Cassandra’s gentle hold became a firm grip. Lucretia yanked on the grip but it seemed that no matter what she did they were there, keeping her immobile and the bit gag was crammed back into her mouth forcing her teeth apart. Kicking at the doctor only resulted in him grabbing her legs. Cassandra took hold under Lucretia’s arms and together she and the doctor forced the struggling new slave onto the table. She was no match for them. Years of being pampered had left her without the physical strength to fight them. 

Lucretia’s wrists were strapped down first, and then a belt went around her waist, keeping her from bucking up in her struggle to escape. Another kick at the doctor resulted in her ankle not being pulled down, but pushed up, bending her leg at the knee and spreading her wide open to him. Cassandra quickly did the same with Lucretia’s other leg. In unison they each bound Lucretia’s knees to the side of the table in this fully exposed position. Only when her knees were secure did they move to her ankles, pushing them to the outer edges of the table and buckling on more restraints. She could yank and strain as much as she wished but nothing was going to change the way she was displayed before them. All the while, Lucretia screamed and cursed through the bit gag, exhausting herself even more.

Cassy moved the side table over closer and removed the towel that covered the tray. There were two small straight razors. Horror shot through Lucretia sending her into an even more violent struggle.

There was suddenly a hard slap across her face. “Stop it this instant!” Shocked, Lucretia did stop, staring up at him, petrified. “I do not enjoy slapping a woman across the face, young lady. This will not hurt you, in fact, you may even enjoy it. Now lay still and do as you are told!” There was no kindness in his eyes now. There was no gentle tone to his voice. He meant business and he meant to be obeyed. Cassandra stepped back out of the way. Lucy recognized the edge of fear in Cassy’s eyes. It was the same look Lucy’s mother often gave her father. He seldom raised his voice to anyone. When he did, whomever that voice was directed at had best correct themselves or punishment would soon follow. 

Lucy did not dare even flinch after that. She was frozen in terror and obedience to do as he’d said. She stared at the ceiling while tears ran down her face. The sound of the razors on the strap being sharpened, the sound of the brush being lathered all barely reached her. Then came the soft bristles, spreading the lather over the downy hair between her legs. Save for these noises and Lucretia’s occasional whimper or sniffle, the room was very quiet. The doctor and Cassandra worked as a silent, practiced unit. Within fifteen minutes Lucretia was shaved clean and smooth. A hand spread a thin layer of oil over the now bare area.

“Go get a room ready for her.”

“Yes, sir.” There was something different in her voice, surprise perhaps.

The door shut with a soft thud. Lucretia closed her eyes. How much more horrible could this become? “Did any of that hurt you?” His voice was low, trying to sound comforting. “I don’t think it did. It hurt your pride, most certainly. It was embarrassing, I’m sure. But did it really do you any harm?” His palm stretched over one of her bare breasts then closed slowly around it. “Like this. This does not hurt you, does it?” He kneaded the breast until Lucretia could not hold back the tiny moan in her throat. “You see. Nothing will hurt you here unless you want it to. We live a different way under my roof. I can give you pleasure or I can give you pain.” His fingers gripped her nipple hard, sending a jolt through her. But a jolt of what? Her brain told her it should be pain, but the response she felt in her body told her something very different. 

The hand was taken from her breast and slid down her belly to her smooth, freshly shaven skin. “This belongs to me. Do you know what that means?” He played with the bud of her clitoris. “It means I can do anything I want to it and to you. Pain or pleasure, I will decide, based on your obedience, which you shall have.” Lucretia tried to move herself away from his touch. It did not hurt. It did anything but hurt, but it was a feeling Lucretia had kept under control. You just did not feel these things. It was wrong. It was sinful. It was sinful not because it was her fault, but because she felt herself actually enjoying the attention. “You are wet, my dear Lucretia. How very, very nice.” He played with the tiny bud between her legs until Lucy could not control her own breathing. If he continued too long, that terrible trembling, madness would consume her. She’d brought the writhing convulsions on herself many times even though she knew it was a sin. Lucretia heard herself moan, deep and pitiful. In response, the doctor’s hand pulled away. “We’ll work on that particular area another time.”

Dr. Addams removed all the restraints, even the gag, and helped her off the table. Her legs shook beneath her and if she were not so revolted by him and what he’d done to her, she would have wanted to lean against him for support. She’d always been so strong before, so in control of everything. Here she was nothing. She had no power over anyone. She barely had power over herself. Over and over the question of why ran through her head. Why was she here at all? 

Through the side door they went and up a flight of stairs. This hallway was carpeted and wider than the first. There was even wallpaper and a beautifully draped window at the end that sunlight filtered through. It all looked very normal. The third door on the right seemed to be where he wanted her to go. It was open and at first this room too looked very normal and even welcoming to her. A big four-poster bed stood off to one side, draped with soft-looking quilts. There was a dressing table and mirror. There was a high boy dresser. A pretty wooden chair with an embroidered seat stood by a table. Even a lush fern gathered sunlight by the lace-covered window. She was led in further and the small details began to take focus. Leather straps hung not just from the sides of the bed but from the middle and the ends. Instead of a brush and toiletries, a riding crop and paddle lay on the dressing table. A length of rope was coiled on the back of the chair.

“This will be your room, Lucy,” Dr. Addams told her, “but not tonight. Tonight you will stay in a private room next to mine. No one will speak to you and, more importantly, no one will hear you with the exception of myself, of course.” He took her by the arm again, gentle yet firm. They left this room and went down a flight of stairs to the left. This led into the main hall of the house. It was busy with activity. Dr. Addams’ wealth was all too apparent, which made Lucretia only vaguely aware of her nakedness as she stared about in awe. Everything glowed. Statues, urns, paintings and crystal lamps decorated it all. Rugs covered the floors. The walls were all papered. The wood of the door and banisters shined with brilliance. This was the heart of the house. Every door on the floor led through this wide hallway. Gently he turned her around to the right. “You will stay here today, watching and listening to the others as they go about their duties. You will learn by being quiet and listening. You will not speak to anyone. No one will speak to you. Do you understand?”

She nodded, “Yes, sir.”

“Good.” Dr. Addams turned. It seemed the slaves here could read his mind for he only had to make a gesture and what he wanted or needed was there, at his fingertips.

“If you behave well throughout the day, you will earn your first reward. If you do not behave, you will earn your first punishment.” As he turned, a slave handed him another set of the manacles Lucretia knew all too well and a key. “Offer me your wrists.” Lucretia hesitated. “Reward or punishment?” He looked at her. “I will say it once more and only once more. Offer me your wrists.”

She held out her wrists and watched as he locked the manacles on. At the base of the stairs they had just come down, he pulled out a short length of iron chain that could not have been more than three feet long. He locked her wrists to the chain with a padlock, also provided by one of the other slaves without him having to ask. “I am to stay here? All day? Like…like this?” Her nakedness blazed. “Not like this…” She felt herself crumbling inside even though she wanted to be strong.

“Sit down on the straw mat and stay there. Listen, watch, and learn.”

“But...”

“Reward or punishment, Lucretia?”

Lucretia did not answer him, just lowered her eyes and obeyed. She hated him.


Chapter Four

He walked away. Not ten minutes later a heavier woman, black as pitch, set down a chamber pot near to where Lucretia sat huddled on the floor. White men came to the door in the afternoon, dressed in their riding clothes and were escorted to various rooms. Maids, some black, some white cleaned the floors on their hands and knees, naked. She wanted to look into the other rooms and see what was there, but trying meant leaving the small shelter that the staircase provided. Of all the people who passed by, not one paid any attention to her at all. It was as if she was not even there. 

Lucy had just fallen into an uncomfortable sleep curled up against the wall, when the front door was suddenly being pounded on. “Addams, I have a slave here that needs attention!” The door was immediately answered and a man that Lucretia had seen countless times on her own father’s plantation stormed in, dragging a cowering Negro girl in on her knees. “Addams!”

“The doctor is in the surgery, sir. I can tell him you’re here.” 

The man flung the girl down carelessly. “No need. I want a refund. She’s of no use to me. Won’t listen to a damn thing I say.” He caught a glimpse of Lucretia cowering in the corner. She knew he recognized her, but it seemed he also knew the rules that had been put on Lucretia’s head for he did not speak to her. Instead, he turned back to the slave who had answered the door. “If he can train her back like she’s supposed to be, I’ll reconsider her, until then he can keep her for himself for all I care as long as I get my money back.” 

“I’ll see he gets the message, sir.”

The man left but not without giving Lucretia a second look. Her stomach soured. He knew who she was and why she was here. Who would he tell? Would the whole city find out she was here? God, please get me out of here, she cried inside. Her attention turned back to the slave who had been brought in. She was sobbing and Lucretia could see the stripes of blood that ran down the young woman’s back. Someone else came, helped the girl up and gave her words of comfort. “It’s okay. You won’t go back to him. Master Beau will make sure you don’t go back to him.” They walked right past Lucy and down the hall, supposedly to some place where she could be cared for. 

The black woman, the same who had brought the chamber pot, gave Lucy a small pitcher of water and a glass. 

“What’s your name?” Lucretia dared to ask, but the woman did not answer. Lucretia took a long drink of the cool water. What was she to learn just sitting here all day with no one to answer her questions? She sighed. A group of three women entered from the hallway behind her, each one naked except for the metal fetters they wore on their ankles and wrists and the collars that adorned their necks. They giggled like schoolgirls. “We have only two weeks until the party! Two weeks! Do you think Master William will be there? I hope Master James comes. He is so handy with that riding crop!” They passed her by without a second glance. Master William? Master James? These were white girls and, by the sounds of them, well schooled and proper. How could they be looking forward to a party in this terrible place? Lucy hung her head in misery. 

The shadows in the hallway grew long and dark, cooling the hallway. A scent of ham and cabbage, warm and succulent wafted by and her stomach growled. She’d had nothing but water and a few dry biscuits the black woman had brought her. She’d been able to use the chamber pot quickly while no one was around. Lucretia curled up on the straw mat and dozed. She ached all over from not being able to move around properly. Lanterns were lit in all the rooms, but the fancy chandeliers remained dark. All she could think of was the smell of the food. She was in prison. Trays laden with plates were carried up the stairs past her. In a room to her right, she could hear others chatting and the soft touch of cutlery against fine china. She even heard Dr. Addams’ voice and laughter. He had forgotten her. They all had forgotten she was even here. Lucretia wanted to cry out, to scream at them to come get her and let her go. Anything was better than being left here alone and ignored. Instead, Lucretia curled up on her mat, her back to the hallway, and wept until she could weep no more. 

In her fog of dismay, the sounds became muffled and far away. The doors opened and those within seemed to tip-toe past her. Grab one of their ankles and demand to be seen and spoken to and acknowledged. But she couldn’t do it. She just lay there, curled up, tired and broken. Candles were snuffed out.

“Lucy? Are you ready for bed?” It was his voice. It was his hand on her bare shoulder nudging her awake. “Come on.” He pulled her wrists up where he could see them and removed the shackles. “Lucy, come.” She couldn’t move. She didn’t care anymore. Gently he turned her over and lifted her into his arms. Lucretia rested her head on his shoulder and let the tears come again. “I’m sorry, little one, but one day you’ll understand why today happened.” He carried her up the stairs and down the hall and then into his bedroom. 

Through half shut eyes, Lucy saw Cassandra, naked, stretched on his bed. The door to the inner chamber was already open. Lucretia kept her head down, her face turned away. She closed her eyes against the shame and fear. She was lowered onto a mattress and the blanket was gently draped over her trembling shoulders. Lucy opened her eyes just enough to see his dark silhouette. “I’m sorry,” she whispered.

“For what?” He remained as he was, his back to the door, gazing at her with what little light the outer chamber offered.

She wasn’t sure what she was sorry for really or why she’d even said the words. 

“Go to sleep, sweet Lucy. We’ll talk in the morning.”

Lucretia snuggled down into the mattress and blankets and tried her best to sleep. She must have dozed a little bit, although there was no way of telling how long. Something woke her. It came again; the sound of someone being slapped and then a cry and a soft laugh, his laugh. Lucy lay in the pitch black of her little room listening and trying to figure out just what it was she was listening to. A woman’s soft moans then the slapping sound again, a hand to flesh over and over again followed by a whimper. They spoke in soft tones, but Lucretia could not string the words into anything that made sense. Then there would be silence for a moment or two and moans and movements. 

Moving to her hands and knees, Lucy crawled over to where she thought the door must be. It was too dark to know for sure but once she found the wall, she felt her way along it until she found it. Her hands slid up to the latch. Locked, of course. A soft waft of fresh air brushed across her knees. Pressing the side of her head to the floor, Lucy tried to see through the gap under the door. Beyond, the room glowed with dying firelight. But she could hear things better from this spot. Lucretia tipped her head and listened intently.

It was Cassandra and Dr. Addams. Cassandra made most of the noise with her moans and sighs and whimpers. The doctor seemed to be talking to her in a low, soft, constant flow of words that alone drew groans from the colored. He must be doing something else for his words alone could not have pulled from her such noises. Lucretia could hear them kiss. Cassandra’s moans were filled with desire and pleads. 

“You know, dear Cassy, I will never take you completely.” Lucretia heard the doctor say in a more distinct whisper.

“Please, Master. All these years, please. I’ll do anything for you; you know that, anything you say,” Cassandra begged.

Their voices stopped, followed by more moans and kissing. “I will give you the pleasure of release but nothing more, you know that,” Dr. Addams told her. Cassandra’s breaths grew quicker, more urgent and gasping, more desirous. 

“May I, Master?”

“Yes, you may.”

Within seconds, Cassandra let out sounds the likes of which Lucy had never heard. The cries were almost ones of agony, nearly screaming and yet at the same time, touched with joy. Lucy’s hand strayed down to where they had shaved her. She tingled there and found the very wetness that the doctor had mentioned to her before. No, this was wrong. Lucretia pulled her hand suddenly away from that spot, feeling shamed even in the darkness where no one would ever know but herself. Her skin prickled with a flash of heat then of cold and sweat broke out across her back and the nape of her neck.

The sounds beyond the door grew still. Lucretia leaned against the wood a little more, relaxing. What was this world her father had sold her into? 

“Feel better?” the doctor murmured, barely audible.

“Yes, Master. Thank you.” 

“In the morning, you will go and see Max. Spend the day with him if you like. That should appease you for a while.” There was the rustling of blankets. “For now, go to your own room.”

“My own?” Cassandra’s tone was dismayed.

“Go.”

“Yes, Master.” There was the pad of Cassandra’s feet and the gentle opening of the door followed by the click of the latch.

Lucy groped her way back to the mattress and blanket, afraid, yet hoping in the same breath that the doctor would come for her next. She knew nothing of these things. She had barely been kissed. She knew exactly what she had heard; and, although it sounded pleasurable in one way, there was also an element of pain in Cassandra’s cries. What did it feel like? Lucretia wondered, pulling the blanket up over her shoulder. 

The lock on her door clicked. Lucy quickly closed her eyes, pretending to sleep. Her heart raced. She prayed he could not hear it or know she was really awake.

His hand touched her hair as if petting a cat he feared to wake. Lucretia fought the urge to roll over and look up at him. How could she look at him after what she had just listened to? It had to be an offense, what she’d just done. His hand pushed the blanket off her bare shoulder. Lucretia lay stock still, controlled her breathing, kept her eyes shut, but she could do nothing to slow her heartbeat. The doctor emitted a pleased sound, moving the blanket from her even more until she was not covered at all. No one could sleep through that, she realized. He would know she was faking if she remained motionless any longer. Lucretia turned; half opened her eyes and blinked. He’d lit a lantern in the other room, but it seemed glaring bright to her dark adjusted eyes. 

“Please don’t,” she dared to whisper. 

“Don’t what, little one?” 

She wouldn’t cry this time. No more crying. “Don’t…do...”

“Don’t do what I just did to Cassandra? Did you hear?”

Lucretia nodded, hoping he could see her. “Please...”

His fingers brushed over her bare breast. “No, I won’t. But you have to do one thing to prevent it.” A fingertip touched her lips. “You call me Master and I won’t, for now anyway.”

She swallowed hard. Calling someone Sir was easy enough. It was how she had been raised, but to call him Master? “Please don’t…M-Master.”

“Good girl.” He drew back. “I’m told you did very well today and only spoke once to Abby, the cook.”

“She didn’t answer me.” Slowly, Lucretia pulled the blanket up around her. Her eyes were adjusting to the dim light, and the outline of his face was just visible. He was handsome again with his closely trimmed mustache and goatee.

He smiled. “What did you learn today? Anything?”

Lucretia could only think of the loneliness of being ignored. Was that what he’d meant for her to feel? “I don’t know, sir. I was lonely and scared.”

“You didn’t like being left like that? I thought you’d enjoy the solitude.” He was quiet for a moment, considering her dilemma, “Anything else?”

What did he want to hear? What was he searching for? “There were some girls who mentioned a party in two weeks. They sounded eager for it. And there was a man, a friend of my father’s. He brought his slave back.”

The doctor frowned. “Yes, he has to be dealt with. He’s the problem, not the girl.” 

Lucretia had never liked that man and told Dr. Addams as much. “He saw me.”

“Yes, I know.” Quiet again as Lucretia studied his profile. He turned towards her and, much to her surprise, reached down to tug the blanket over her more. “Get some sleep, little one. We have a busy day tomorrow.” Dr. Addams leaned forward and kissed her on the forehead. The door was shut behind him, and the latch locked once more.

Lucretia lay awake far into the night. The events of the day overwhelmed her to tears. When she did eventually sleep, it was in misery. What few dreams she had were more a jumble of feelings than images. From these, she would wake only to succumb to tears once more. 


Chapter Five

“Time to rise and shine, sleepy head.” Lucretia did not stir from under the warm blanket. With a firm tug he yanked comfort away, “Lucy!”

“Leave me be,” she muttered, reaching down with one hand, trying to find the blanket that wasn’t there.

“Lucretia!”

She shot wide awake, stunned at where she still found herself to be. How she must loathe him, but he was used to it. “No, I won’t. Go away!” she protested. He was used to that, too.

Dr. Addams’ hand was around her bare ankle as he dragged her off the mattress. Lucy reached out just in time to take hold of the doorframe. The doctor pulled harder before landing a sharp slap onto Lucretia’s bare bottom. Her grip on the woodwork instantly released. He snatched both her ankles and pulled her into the center of the main bedroom. “What time is it, little girl?”

“How should I know?” Lucretia yanked at her legs.

His hold was firm. “No, it’s time to get up because your Master says so.” He reached down too fast for Lucretia to stop him and placed another sound slap to her bare ass. “What time is it, Lucy?”

“Stop it! You are not my Master and I am not your slave!” She kicked and twisted more.

Dr. Addams yanked her roughly to her feet and stared her straight in the eyes. “Yes, I am, and yes, you are.” He did not flinch. The fingers of both his hands pressed into the soft flesh of her arms.

“No, I am not!” Her eyes narrowed as if daring him to strike her. 

“You are acting like the spoiled little girl your father told me you were.” In some strange way he was rather enjoying her protests, childish or not. She would be a challenge and it had been too long since he had trained anyone with as much self-righteous pride as Lucretia. She was used to being mistress in her own home. Now, she was suddenly on the other side and not at all willing to give up her dominant role in society so easily. He almost kissed her right then and there. Her expression could not have been more willful. “Do you know what we do with naughty, spoiled little girls here?”

Now she looked disgusted as well as furious. “No, and I do not care to know. You people sicken me. Release me this instant!”

His grip on her arms tightened, and he knew he must be hurting her, but she was too stubborn to show it. “Where will you go? Home? Your home is here now, at Greenbrier. Your father has sold you to me and will return you to me should you appear on his doorstep before I have freed you, if I decide to free you at all. You have no place to run to, Lucy. If you run, you could end up in worse hands than mine for I will report you as a run away slave and trust me; you don’t want to end up in the hands of some Slaver. Granted, you are pale as can be, but you’d not be the first slave to pass as white, would you? My Cassandra could almost pass for white.”

Her jaw was firm and red blotches formed on her cheeks. “Let me go.” The words were tight in her throat.

“No.” He was a good nine inches taller than her and considerably stronger. In seconds, she was lifted from the floor and carried to the nearest chair. There Dr. Addams pulled her over his lap and held her down. “In this house respectable ladies who act like spoiled little girls are spanked.” With his left forearm across her shoulder blades, Dr. Addams made sure Lucretia could not move. His right hand immediately went to work on her bottom. First one cheek was spanked then the other. There was no mercy to be had at this point. The harder she fought, the harder the blows landed. Though she had given up trying to actually hit him herself, she now put all her efforts into escape.

“Lay still and obey and this will end,” he told her over her growls and screams.

