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For those who live in the gray area.

	 


Prologue

	 

	“What is this nastiness?” she grumbled, spitting the bitter liquid into the fire.

	“I’m afraid the new cook may have burned the coffee.”

	 “May have?” she growled and spun around.

	Moonlight shined through the window, filling the room and illuminating a man dressed in a dark gray suit with a matching waistcoat and ascot tie. He was a little round in the mid-section, but not overly so, with mousy hair that was more gray than brown and a matching handlebar mustache that curled almost into circles on both ends. He appeared old enough to be her father but was far from it. Waiting patiently, he watched as she clasped the burgundy red puff tie around her neck and tucked the tails behind her black waistcoat. She ran a hand through her short, slightly wavy, tuft of coal colored hair and pinned him to the ground with icy blue eyes.

	“I’ll have a talk with her.”

	“I’d hope so,” she huffed, shaking her head. “When does Gertie come back?”

	“Next week.”

	“Wonderful. Find someone who can make coffee between now and then.”

	“I have,” he sighed. “In my defense, you can be intimidating.”

	“I’ll do more than intimidate them,” she said in a low, raspy tone that made the tiny hairs on the back of his neck stand up.

	“You’re going to be late, Siress,” he said, changing the subject and holding her cutaway coat open for her to step into.

	She ignored him, burnt coffee forgotten as she adjusted the white gold ring on her pinky finger and drank what looked like heavy dark wine from a stemmed glass nearby. Finished, she set the glass back down and snatched her low-crown top hat from the mantel.

	 


Chapter ONE

	 

	Savannah, GA.

	1892

	 

	“I’d be happy staying behind, Aunt Maude.”

	“Nonsense, Eve. You need to be seen in society,” the older woman scolded as she fussed with her niece’s lilac colored, silk chiffon dress. The fitted bodice hugged her slender frame perfectly, but the scoop neck was hanging too low. She pulled the drawstrings in the back, lifting it a good three inches, before adjusting the puffs on her shoulders and checking the pleats of the skirt. “You’re here to find a suitor and get married, are you not?” she continued, now messing with her hair.

	“No,” Eve answered, but her aunt went on as if she hadn’t heard her.

	“You were blessed with your mother’s cornsilk hair. The same as our mother. I got our father’s red tone, I’m afraid,” she mumbled, waving the air as if she were pushing that thought aside. “Take a look.”

	 Eve turned, her breath hitching as high as it could in the tight bodice when she looked in the mirror. She’d lost her parents as a child, but the woman looking back at her was a spitting image of the painting that hung in her room. She casually wiped a tear and smiled. “Thank you, Aunt Maude. This is beautiful.”

	Maude nodded once and raised her chin. “We must be going. Where is Fred with my carriage?” she grumbled, peeking through the curtains. “Ah! Here he comes now.”

	Eve followed, hustling down the stairs as quickly as possible without tumbling. One of the servants opened the front door to the large house. Fred, her aunt’s long-time house manager, was standing next to a crème-colored landaulet carriage with a half soft-top that was up to ward off the dampness of the night.

	“Ms. Grace,” he said with a smile as he held his hand out to her aunt.

	Maude put her foot on the step and climbed inside, adjusting her dress. Eve followed suit when he held his hand to her. Once they were situated, he closed the door and waited for the footman to step up onto the back before nodding to the coachman.

	“You do know how to dance …” Maude said.

	Unsure if it was a question or a statement, Eve simply nodded and looked out the window as they passed by the dimly lit square across from her aunt’s stately home. Savannah was day and night different from New York, but high society was the same. If you received an invitation to a ball, you were obligated to be there, no matter what. When you didn’t receive an invitation, something was drastically wrong and needed to be corrected immediately. Her parents had been lesser known in society before their deaths when she was just a child, leaving her to be raised by her father’s aristocratic parents.

	“Did you hear me?” Maude said, tapping her leg.

	Eve pulled her eyes from the window and her head from the clouds. She smiled at her aunt. “I’m sorry. I was admiring the scenery.”

	“It’s dark. You can’t possibly see anything.” She waved her hand in the air. “We’ll promenade through the square tomorrow. It’s splendid this time of year with the flowers blooming. Besides, there should be gentleman suitors out and about.”

	Eve forced a smile and sighed at the same time. She hadn’t traveled all the way to Georgia to find a husband. She’d taken the trip to meet her mother’s sister and learn of the family she knew nothing about. If she’d wanted to get married, there were plenty of suitors back home in New York, many of whom she’d turned down.

	“We’ve arrived,” Maude muttered, gathering the skirt of her dress as the carriage came to a stop. A loud bang rang out as the door swung open and she put her foot on the step. The footman nearly let go of her hand, almost dropping her to the ground.

	The horses of the carriage behind theirs reared up and raced off, nearly smashing that carriage into Maude’s as it careened down the street and crossed through the middle of the square out of control.

	“What in the heavens!” she gasped.

	Eve rushed to get out of the carriage, practically jumping to the ground with the skirt of her dress in her hands.

	One of the many servants working the carriage line had managed to help the coachman stop the stray horses and carriage. “Help!” he yelled, finding a young man on the ground behind it.

	 


Chapter TWO

	 

	A black, single brougham carriage with black wheels rolled to a stop behind a massive, shiny black horse. Nickel carriage lights on either side of the coachman’s bench flickered in the night. Black satin curtains were drawn almost completely closed over the windows. The nickel T-handle twisted, and the door swung open, revealing a sea of black from the tufted leather under the windows and matching the seat, to the carpet on the floor, and the satin on the ceiling.

	The young footman jumped down and rushed to the door just as a figure emerged wearing a black suit with a red puff tie and a low-crown top hat. Icy blue eyes shimmered like crystals in the night. A whiff of fresh blood in the air made the tiny hairs in her nose tingle and her mouth water.

	“Something’s happened up ahead!” Louie gasped, climbing down from the coachman’s seat of the carriage. “Siress?” he questioned, motioning for Ham, the footman, to go back to his post on the step at the back of the carriage.

	She ignored him, closing her eyes as she inhaled, the metallic scent of fresh blood tickling her senses.

	“Julien!” he snapped.

	“I’m fine,” she grumbled, unbuttoning her coat and moving swiftly, disappearing with her coat tail flying like a cape behind her. Positive that no one saw how fast she covered the distance, she rebuttoned her coat and joined the crowd surrounding a young man lying on his side, tattered and mangled; bright red blood pooling on the ground underneath him.

	“Oh, thank god you’re here!” Maude exclaimed.

	“Everyone, please move back. Give this man some space,” she said.

	“He’s not breathing,” Eve stated. She was bent down near him, holding her wadded skirt in one hand to keep it from the dirt and grass. She reached her free hand to his neck. There was no pulse. “I’m afraid he’s dead.”

	Multiple people in the crowd gasped and two women fainted into their husbands’ arms.

	“And you are?”

	“A doctor,” Eve spat, looking up at the icy blue eyes staring down at her. She quickly stood, wobbling on the uneven ground. The woman reached out, grabbing her forearm to steady her.

	Maude moved closer. “This is my niece.”

	“Dr. Eve Sinclair,” she said, holding her hand out.

	“Julien Carlisle,” the woman replied, as she took the smaller hand into hers. Her gut tightened as her eyes locked onto the whiskey brown ones gazing back at her. She’d never seen a more beautiful sight in all her life. The allegro tempo of Eve’s raised heartrate and rush of blood coursing through her veins, echoed in Julien’s ears. The corners of her mouth curved into a knowing smile.

	Eve had never seen a woman such as the one standing in front of her. The perfectly tailored suit, the gentle caress of her hand, the alluring eyes … Eve completely forgot where she was or what she was doing.

	“What do you think happened?” Maude questioned, bringing Eve back to reality.

	Julien let go of Eve’s hand.

	“How would she know?” Eve asked, looking at her aunt. “Have the police been called?”

	“Ms. Carlisle is better than the police, trust me. You want her here instead.”

	“Whose carriage is this?” Julien questioned, ignoring Maude.

	“Mr. and Mrs. Hagan. The man is their footman. I saw them get out of the carriage, then I don’t know. The horses took off,” a man from the crowd stated.

	“I heard a noise,” another man said.

	“Yes, it was a bang of some sort,” Maude added.

	“I heard it too,” Eve muttered, still unsure of what was going on.

	“Where are the Hagans?” Julien mumbled, looking around. She finally found Mrs. Hagan crying hysterically.

	“I believe Mr. Hagan is inside.”

	Julien glanced at the small crowd but was unsure who had just spoken. “Someone, please go bring him out here.” She walked away from the mangled body and headed back to the front of the house where the ball was being held. The sweet smell of human blood tickled her nose. She unbuttoned her coat and bent down, feeling the scrape marks across the paved brick street. Her eyes caught sight of something shining under the streetlamp a few yards away. Julien walked over and squatted once more, picking up a spent bullet casing from a revolver. After a quick examination, she tucked the casing into the pocket of her waistcoat and traced the exact route the carriage had taken, dragging the young footman some hundred yards down the street. She found spots of blood, scrapes of skin, and clumps of hair on the bricks, the leg of a park bench, the base of a stone statue, and other random structures along the path down the street and through the square, all the way back to his mangled body.

	“What’s happened?” Mr. Hagan questioned.

	“It’s Georgie! The carriage … he’s dead!” Mrs. Hagan wailed.

	“Pull it together,” he muttered, wrapping his arms around her. “The poor boy was like family,” he said, looking at all the people around them. “What a tragic accident,” he added, walking closer to the scene, still holding onto his distraught wife.

	“Although tragic, this was no accident,” Julien stated.

	“We won’t know anything until the coroner autopsies the body. You do have a coroner here, right?” Eve said, looking at her aunt.

	Maude shrugged. “I think.”

	“Yes.” Julien nodded. “However, his services won’t be needed.”

	Eve stared in disbelief. Who was this woman?

	“Georgie, did I hear that’s his name?”

	Mrs. Hagan nodded.

	“Georgie let Mr. and Mrs. Hagan out of their carriage. Then, he closed the door and moved to climb up on the back. As he did so, a loud bang was heard, spooking the horses. In that moment, the carriage lurched, entangling his foot on the footman’s step. Thus, dragging him behind the carriage as the horses raced out of control, slinging him all around like a ragdoll into multiple objects until the coachman was finally able to stop the horses and secure the carriage. Georgie was pronounced dead by Dr. Sinclair within minutes. His cause of death is more than obviously multiple fractures and loss of blood. His skull is split in two. All his limbs are out of socket, broken, and partially torn from his torso.”

	“Oh god!” Mrs. Hagan wailed once more.

	Another woman fainted.

	“Although he succumbed to his gruesome injuries, it was the bang sound, which many people heard, that set the horses off, thus causing this horrific death.”

	“What made the noise?” someone questioned.

	“This,” Julien stated, pulling the bullet casing from her pocket. “A revolver. More than likely an Army issued Colt.”

	Everyone gasped.

	One person was clapping. Everyone turned around to see Elmer Wallace, the inspector with the Savannah Police Department. He was dressed in a plain gray suit and was mostly bald with a little bit of gray hair showing on the sides under the bowler hat pulled down low on his head. He chewed the corner of his thick salt and pepper mustache and stared at Julien with beady little eyes and a pinched brow. “Beat me to it again, Ms. Carlisle,” Inspector Wallace muttered. “I may have to put you on the payroll.”

	“I was simply in the right place at the right time … unfortunately, Inspector.”

	He nodded, continuing to chew the broom-like mustache on his face as he examined the body and carriage like a bloodhound on a mission. “And this bullet casing, where was it found?”

	“Some hundred yards in that direction, in exactly the same place the carriage was before the horses were spooked.”

	He nodded once more, taking the casing she held out to him. “And who is your suspect, Ms. Carlisle?”

	“The only person anywhere near the area with a means and a motive is … former Army officer, Edgar Hagan.”

	More gasps from the crowd.

	“This is preposterous!” Mr. Hagan spat.

	“Oh, Edgar! Tell me you didn’t do this!” Mrs. Hagan cried.

	“While I see your reasoning,” Inspector Wallace stated, ignoring the ranting couple. “I don’t see your motive.”

	The corner of Julien’s mouth curled up just long enough for Eve to see the grin before it disappeared. She put her finger to her lips in a hushed gesture, then opened her palm in the direction of Mr. and Mrs. Hagan.

	“It had to be done. This nonsense had to be stopped, Agatha! I only meant to give him a good scare so he would quit and leave our house!” he shouted. “You were sneaking around with him behind my back. Everyone knew you were in love with him! I had to put an end to this madness!”

	Julien cut her eyes to the inspector. He gave a small nod in her direction.

	“I wasn’t in love with him, you featherhead. I was helping him get to know his father!” Mrs. Hagan shook her head. “Edgar, he was your bastard son!”

	The crowd gasped and whispers began.

	“Can I have everyone’s attention, due to the circumstances, this evening’s ball has been canceled,” the head of the house staff announced from the top of the stoop outside the double doors. His words were passed across the street to the crowd in the square.

	The group of socialites turned to the carriages lining the street and began to slowly disperse, all the while, continuing to gossip with one another in hushed tones. Julien tipped her hat in Eve’s direction, then disappeared into the night as if she’d been imagined.

	 

	*

	 

	“What a shame,” Maude sighed as the carriage lurched forward. “We’ll have to present you at the Cunnigham’s Annual Garden Party in two weeks’ time.”

	“A man died tonight,” Eve said.

	“Yes, so tragic. Lest we forget.”

	Eve stared at her aunt in disbelief before turning to the darkness vaguely illuminated by the yellow glow of the streetlamps outside the window.

	 

	*

	 

	“Good of you to remember to keep the carriage accessible,” Julien said, tipping her hat to Louie, who sat up in the coachman’s seat. “Ham … a word when we arrive,” she added to the footman before climbing inside. He nodded and closed the door before stepping up on the back.

	 


Chapter THREE

	 

	Mary, the lady’s maid tasked with seeing to Eve, helped her out of her dress and into a less formal skirt and blouse. Afterwards, Eve went downstairs in search of her aunt, finding her in the sitting room, a slightly more intimate extension of the very elegant drawing room, with ivory walls, gold decorative trim, and portrait paintings framed in gold. Ivory curtains hung over the floor to ceiling windows, and the wooden furniture that matched the floor was upholstered in ivory colored fabric. A massive gold chandelier hung from the ivory ceiling.

	“That’ll be all, Fred,” Maude said as Eve walked into the room. “I have the chef preparing dinner since the Asbury’s Ball was a disaster. You are hungry, yes?”

	“Of course.” Eve smiled politely and sat down. “Aunt Maude, you know everyone who was there tonight, correct?”

	“Yes. More or less. Many of us have been in the same social circle for years. Some are new money after the war. Why do you ask?”

	Eve picked up her teacup from the fancy gold tray and took a casual sip. “What do you know about Ms. Carlisle?”

	“Oh, not much I’m afraid. She’s somewhat reclusive and a bit of a mystery to us all, really. I knew her great-grandfather, most of us did. Atticus Carlisle owned Carlisle Shipping during the war and did a lot of business with my father around that time. He was originally from the north and refused to work for the confederacy outright. Instead, he brokered deals with my father to ship goods and supplies,” she paused, sipping her tea. “We courted once after the war, for a very short time.”

	“Really?” Eve smiled, perking up.

	“Very short.”

	Eve smiled again and nodded.

	“Anyhow, father died ten or so years after the war. I inherited everything, sold the business, and became a spinster. Atticus remained a part of the social circle, albeit a recluse, much like his great-granddaughter, until he passed away around four or five years ago now. Old age is what we were told. He was some twenty years my senior. Julien was in Europe, from what I heard. She arrived two weeks later and accompanied him home to be buried in their family plot. Afterwards, she moved into Carlisle House and took over his position within the business. He’d sold many of the shares to the shipping company a few years before his death but still controlled a large portion and held some position within the board. He traveled quite often, as does she.” Maude set her mug down. “I believe she’s around your age. A bit of an oddball, dressing in men’s attire and such, but very intriguing, nonetheless. And sharp as a tack. She outsmarts that nitwit inspector at every turn.” She smiled.

	“Has she solved a lot of crimes?”

	“I’d say more than a handful, less than a dozen.”

	Eve nodded, her mind drifting back to crystal blue eyes as she set her cup down shakily.

	“Are you okay, dear?” Maude asked, concerned. “Fred!”

	“I’m fine. A little tired maybe,” Eve replied.

	“Ms. Grace?” Fred spoke from the doorway.

	“Is dinner being served tonight or tomorrow morning? Ms. Sinclair is feeling faint from hunger.”

	“It’s Doctor, and I’m fine.”

	“You want me to get the doctor?” Fred questioned.

	“No. I am a doctor. Never mind. Will dinner be ready soon?”

	“Yes, ma’am. Chef Henry told me to tell you ten minutes.”

	“Wonderful,” Maude replied. “We’ll make our way to the dining room. That’ll be all, Fred.”

	 

	*

	 

	After dinner, Eve turned down her aunt’s invitation for a brandy and headed off to bed. She really was tired, despite there being no time difference between New York and Savannah. In fact, there wasn’t much of a difference at all, lest the much warmer weather and occasional slur towards a colored servant. Savannah had been spared the destruction of much of the south during the war and was striving like a schooner with the wind to its back. The streets were bustling during the day with open markets, promenades through the squares, and so on. And the social class was still trying to make a marrying match with every young woman over the age of sixteen. Eve wasn’t sure how she’d managed to make it to twenty-five and still be unmarried. It wasn’t exactly by choice, but then again, being a doctor was all she wanted, so that’s where she set her focus. Her grandmother certainly didn’t lack for trying. Eve had been presented like a show pony all over New York, probably in the same fashion her aunt had planned for her down in Savannah. At twenty-five, she was too old to be presented. If she were to find someone to spend the rest of her life with, it would be a courtship, not a business deal, and it would be with a person of her choosing, not her grandmother or her aunt. That she was sure of.

	The rose-colored drapes were open, allowing a light breeze to blow the ivory curtain around near the open window. She could ring the bell, and someone would come in and close it. One of the maids perhaps. “I’m not helpless,” she mumbled, walking over to the window. She pushed the lever with her thumb and the window slid down, landing with a loud bang. Thankfully, the glass hadn’t broken.

	Suddenly, one of the maids rushed into the room. Eve could hear her aunt’s hysterical voice getting closer as she scampered up the stairs.

	“I’m fine,” Eve said. “I closed the window and didn’t realize it would be so loud.”

	The maid nodded and turned to leave the room just as Maude scurried in.

	“What in the heavens?”

	“I’m fine, Aunt Maude. Everything’s fine,” Eve reassured. “The window closed harder than I thought it would. Next time I’ll be more careful.”

	“Next time, you’ll ring for a servant. I don’t pay them to stand around and do nothing,” Maude stated.

	“Yes, ma’am.” Eve gave her aunt a polite hug and closed the door behind her. “These are going to be the longest months of my life,” she sighed, running her hand along one of the carved posts at the foot of the bed. This room had been her mother’s at one time, before she fell in love with a man from New York, who’d been in town on business. After a brief courtship, they were married and she moved to New York, leaving her father, her sister, and this bedroom behind for the rest of her short life. Nothing had changed in the room since the day she walked away. The beautifully carved, ivory-colored furniture and dark rose patterned walls were just as she’d left them.

	Eve walked over to the desk, running her hand along the back of the chair as she passed by on her way to the vanity. Hours earlier, she’d sat on the bench, staring into the same mirror her mother had used, while Aunt Maude’s dressing lady fussed with her hair and powdered her face. Continuing her walk around the room, she passed two sitting chairs that were the same ivory colored, carved wood with the dark rose patterned upholstery. She didn’t grow up with her mother, but being in this house … sleeping in this very room, made her feel closer to her mother than standing in front of the headstone she was buried beneath.

	Eve wiped a lone tear and walked over to the bed, thankful one of the housemaids had turned it down earlier as she slipped between the soft sheets, pulling the heavy, rose patterned cover over her.

	 


Chapter FOUR

	 

	Louie followed the jagged violin melody echoing through the house; a full wine glass in his hand as he made his way up the stairs towards Julien’s bedroom. He paused for a moment, listening to the adagio and crescendo before stepping inside the room with dark red, Damask patterned walls and baroquely carved wooden furniture, painted black. Something was on her mind; he could hear it in her music as he neared the bookcase along the wall, next to the fireplace. He pushed the correct book, and the bookcase popped out on one side, opening the hidden doorway to her private study. The room was dark, but for the glow of the fireplace. Julien stood behind a heavy wooden desk with ornately carved legs. Her hat and cutaway coat were gone, as was her red puff tie. Her shirt collar was open, but her waistcoat remained on and buttoned. A violin, stained with a near-black varnish, was tucked under her chin and her eyes were closed as she swayed slightly left to right, working the strings with one hand and the bow with the other. Louie glanced around at the green walls. A painting of her late grandfather, not great-grandfather as everyone had suspected, hung in a gold frame in the middle of the wall with multiple paintings surrounding it. The wainscotting and crown molding were the same dark walnut as the desk. A marble statue was in one corner and a set of shelves, covered with ancient texts Louie knew nothing about and some trinkets she’d picked up during her travels, was along another wall. Julien’s back was to the street, with the large, curtain-covered windows behind her. Two wingback chairs with richly carved wooden frames and green velvet upholstery, sat across from the desk. Louie took a seat in one and set the glass in the center of the empty desk.

	“Paganini,” she muttered, walking over and placing the instrument back in the stand in the corner.

	“Is that the name of the song?” he asked.

	“Composer.”

	Louie nodded.

	“Brilliantly gifted with a masterful technique. That’s a 1741 Stradivari, once owned by him,” she said, nodding towards the violin. “How I came about it … that’s a story for another day.”

	He watched Julien grab the wine glass from the center of the desk and turn towards the window. She swiped her free hand along the curtains, holding them open enough to see out into the street and the square in the distance as she took a long swig, leaning her head back, and allowing the thick red liquid to coat her throat as it slid down. When the glass was empty, she licked her lips, removing any remnants, and closed the curtain before placing the glass back down.

	“How do you know what I need and when I need it, sometimes before I do?” she sighed, pouring two glasses of whiskey neat from the set on the sideboard under the paintings, placing one in front of Louie and sitting back down.

	“I don’t know. Call it intuition. I’ve been around you for more than half my life.”

	“You’re a good man, Louie,” she said, raising her glass.

	“Thank you, Siress.” He raised his and took a sip.

	“Can I ask you something?”

	“Why do I drink whiskey when it does nothing to me?”

	“Sure.”

	“I like the taste of it.”

	He chuckled. “I don’t think anyone truly likes the taste of whiskey.”

	“It’s the same with food. I consume it, though it doesn’t sustain me. It’s a delicacy, I suppose.” She shrugged.

	“A real question,” he said, connecting with her icy blue eyes.

	She nodded.

	“What was it you wanted with the boy?”

	Julien thought back to her conversation with the young footman, Hamilton Smith, better known as Ham to anyone who knew him. “You ought to be nicer to him. He’ll replace you one day. It’s inevitable.”

	“Yes, well that day isn’t today,” he sighed. “He’s just a kid.”

	“As were you.”

	Louie nodded.

	“If you must know, I asked him to find out about someone new in town. Dr. Eve Sinclair. She’s Maude Grace’s niece.”

	“Really? I haven’t heard anything about her.” Louie pondered for a moment, fiddling with the curled ends of his mustache. “One thing’s for sure; house staff gossip more than a quilting circle.”

	The corner of Julien’s mouth turned up in a slight impish grin that quickly vanished.

	Louie left her to her thoughts, taking the empty glass and closing the hidden door behind him on the way out. I don’t know if this is a road you want to go down, my friend, he thought, hearing the violin once more.

	 


Chapter FIVE

	 

	Eve sat on the bench in front of the vanity, wearing a light blue day dress with white lace trim and puffy gigot sleeves as the lady’s maid rolled her wheat blonde hair into a bun, pinning it in place. Then, she added a matching lady’s hat with a few more pins to keep it in the center of her head.

	“Thank you, Mary,” Eve said with a smile as the young woman finished. She stood, checking her full ensemble in the larger mirror over the dresser.

	“I believe Ms. Grace is waiting in the sitting room,” Mary stated before leaving.

	Eve nodded, although she’d already gone. She wasn’t a fan of being put on display, but she was happy to go for a walk through the square and get some fresh air.

	 

	*

	 

	The dining room of Carlisle House had green wallpaper above dark mahogany wainscotting that matched the oval table in the center of the room. Ten chairs with green upholstery were around it—four on each side and one on each end. The mantle and frame of the fireplace were also made of dark mahogany and meticulously hand-carved to match the table and chair legs. A gold chandelier hung over the table and gold sconces were on each wall.

	“You haven’t touched your biscuit,” Louie stated, walking into the room with a stemmed wine glass full of dark red liquid, which he sat on the table near her plate.

	“I’m afraid if Gertie doesn’t come back soon, I may never eat food again. My taste for it is certainly dwindling,” she sighed.

	Ham appeared in the doorway and Louie waved his hand to shoo him away.

	“Let him in,” she muttered, noticing his disdain. “I assume you have something for me.”

	“Indeed,” he replied with a nod. “Doctor Sinclair arrived unaccompanied three days ago from New York via train.”

	Julien’s brow rose above one eye. “Go on.”

	“She is, as you said, Ms. Maude Grace’s niece. There is not much known about her other than her late mother was Ms. Grace’s younger sister, Nora. It appears she is here to find a suitor and marry.”

	“Is that all?” she asked, seemingly annoyed.

	“One more thing. Dr. Sinclair will be promenading today in Albert Square.”

	“Thank you,” she replied, adding, “ready my carriage.”

	“Yes, Siress.” He nodded and left the room.

	Julien pulled the glass to her mouth, emptying its contents in one long sip, sating the hunger deep inside of her. Finished, she set the glass back on the table and stood. “Shorten your long face, Louie. We’re going promenading.”

	 

	*

	 

	“I do prefer clouds over that dreadful sun,” Maude stated as they started along the brick path of the square.

	“I’m simply glad it’s spring. I love it when the flowers are in full bloom.” Eve smiled. A few tiny hairs on the back of her neck rose when she spotted a person in a black suit and low-crown top hat standing near a fountain with their back to her. An older gentleman in a light gray suit and bowler hat was slightly turned, so Eve could make out his features, including his curled handlebar mustache and silver puff tie. “Is that Ms. Carlisle?”

	Maude turned her head, taking in the person fifteen or so yards away. “Yes, it is.”

	“Who is the man with her? Certainly, that’s not her husband.”

	Maude guffawed like a hen. “Heavens no. That’s her house manager and coachman. Oddly, he’s with her quite often. I suspect they’re close.”

	Eve nodded.

	“We must go and say hello.” 

	Maude grabbed her arm and began scurrying over before Eve could protest. She’d thought about when she might see the intriguing woman again but was unsure of what she’d say.

	 

	*

	 

	“Are you sure this is wise, Siress?” Louie questioned.

	Maude’s voice carried to them before Julien could answer him. She turned slowly, her icy blue eyes locking onto the whiskey brown ones staring back at her. Julien dipped her chin in salutation. “Ms. Grace,” she said, her voice not quite as low or raspy as Eve remembered it.

	“You do remember my niece …”

	“Yes, of course.” The corner of Julien’s mouth curled before flattening again as she dipped her chin once more. “Dr. Sinclair, my apologies for meeting under such horrendous circumstances.”

	Eve nodded and smiled. Neither of them noticed Maude walking over to talk with someone else standing nearby.

	“I hear you are visiting us from New York,” Julien continued.

	“Word sure travels fast down here,” Eve mumbled. “Yes, that is correct.”

	“I am from New York as well.”

	“Really?” Eve replied, her face slightly scrunched in surprise.

	“Originally, yes.” Julien nodded. “Although, I traveled quite a bit before landing here.” Sensing Louie shift uncomfortably nearby, she turned to him. “I seem to have forgotten my manners. Dr. Sinclair, may I introduce Louie. Some may call him my house manager and coachman, which he is, and then some I suppose. He’s my closest friend.”

	Louie bowed his head.

	“It’s nice to meet you.” Eve smiled politely

	“The carriage is ready at your will,” he said, looking to Julien. She nodded and watched him walk away.

	“He seems kind,” Eve mumbled, almost to herself.

	“That he is.”

	Eve studied Julien’s face, noting her porcelain skin, dark brows, and thin lips. Somehow the words: pretty and handsome came to mind, but neither seemed to fit her. Eve’s eyes moved down to the red four-in-hand tie that stood out from the rest of her black suit and matching waistcoat.

	“Is everything okay?” Julien asked, bringing Eve’s eyes back to hers.

	“Yes.” Eve smiled. “I don’t believe I have ever met anyone like you.”

	“Likewise.” Julien waved her hand in front of her. “Shall we walk?”

	Without hesitation, Eve smiled and nodded. She fell in step next to Julien as they made their way along the path. Julien tipped her hat to passersby and Eve smiled kindly. Walking slowly alongside Julien felt so natural and completely unlike promenading like a prized pony offered up to the first gentleman. Eve thought of taking Julien’s arm but didn’t dare.

	“What part of the city are you from?” Julien asked.

	“West of Fifth Avenue. You?”

	“Midtown, mostly … but I’ve been gone for quite some time.”

	“Maybe we crossed paths. I lived in Midtown until 1881. That’s when my grandparents new house was built.”

	“Perhaps.” Julien waved her hand towards a nearby bench. “Would you like to sit?”

	“Yes, thank you.” Eve sat down, crossing her ankles and placing her hands together in her lap like a lady. Julien sat beside her with her back rigid and her feet flat on the ground.

	“How do you like Savannah?”

	“Oh, I don’t know. I’ve only been here a few days yet,” Eve answered. “It’s quite a bit different from New York.”

	“Most definitely, but it is a striving little city. Savannah was spared during the war. Afterwards, many men left war-torn Atlanta and moved their businesses here, which only expanded the city even further. Some went back after Atlanta rebuilt, but more people arrived from other areas, taking their place.”

	“How do you know so much about the effects of the war down here?”

	I lived it, Julien thought. “My great-grandfather was here before, during, and after the war. He was very traditional and a bit of a storyteller.”

	Eve was about to speak when Maude appeared.

	“There you are. I’ve been looking all over for you. You were supposed to be promenading,” she huffed like a mother hen clucking at baby chicks.

	“My apologies, Ms. Carlisle. I’ve enjoyed our conversation. I do hope to see you again,” Eve said, standing.

	“Likewise, Dr. Sinclair.” Julien rose to her feet and tipped her hat.

	“You were supposed to be catching the eye of a gentleman suitor, not immersed in conversation on a bench with Julien Carlisle. That’ll do you absolutely no good,” Maude said, once they were out of earshot. She didn’t look back, but she was sure Julien was long gone.

	“What’s wrong with befriending Ms. Carlisle?”

	“Make her acquaintance, sure. But remember your purpose, dear.” Maude pushed her nose in the air and kept walking. “It’ll surely be a while before you see her again. Honestly, seeing her twice in the same matter of days is unusual. As is her being in Albert Square. You’d think she’d promenade in the square nearest her house.”

	“Where is that, exactly?”

	“You’ll see it tomorrow. We pass by on our way to church,” Maude replied.

	“You said I wouldn’t see her for a while, but won’t she be at morning service?”

	Maude chuckled. “Heavens, no.”

	Eve stared at her.

	“I’m sure she has a faith of some kind; it just isn’t lectured at St. Andrews.” Maude led them across the street and down the sidewalk towards Grace House.

	“Lunch is served, Ms. Grace,” Fred announced when he opened the door.

	Eve looked back before she went inside, sure she saw a dark carriage turn the corner and disappear further down the street.

	 

	*

	 

	“I believe you may be playing with fire, Siress.”

	Julien pinned him with an icy stare. “I can’t burn,” she replied in a low tone, nodding for Ham to open the carriage door.

	 


Chapter SIX

	 

	“The church goers are out in full swing,” Louie said, setting the familiar wine glass on Julien’s desk. She was standing near the curved window on the other side, her hand parting the curtains just enough to see out. She was dressed in her dark trousers and waistcoat, but she was without a coat or tie, and her collar was open, which was her usual attire around the house. “You’re not thinking of going in there …”

	Julien pulled her eyes from the various carriages strolling down the cobblestone street as they passed by her house on the way to St. Andrew’s, which was a few blocks down. “I’m not stupid,” she sneered, grabbing the glass. Her tense body began to relax as the thick liquid coated her throat. “I must get back to work … tonight,” she rasped, setting the glass down before moving back to the window.

	“Will you need to go out today?”

	“If I do, Ham can accompany me.”

	“I don’t believe that is a good idea.”

	Julien spun so quickly, the curtain waved back and forth. “I didn’t ask you,” she growled.

	“Siress,” he said with a nod, grabbing the glass and leaving the room.

	 

	*

	 

	Maude Grace’s creme-colored, open-top landaulet carriage rolled along the cobblestone street. Eve sat next to her aunt, facing forward; both were dressed in their Sunday best dresses with high necks, puffy sleeves, and large hats. She didn’t quite understand the power of the divine, nevertheless, she went to church every Sunday as if it were second nature. This would be her first service in Savannah, and she was looking forward to the comparison against the cathedral she attended back home. She took in the various houses as they rode along. Some were Regency style, similar to her Aunt Maude’s, others were Greek Revival or Italianate.

	“There,” Maude said, nodding her head towards a large gray house with dark trim up on the left. It was a mixture of Gothic Revival and Italianate architecture. The front of the two-story house was flat across but protruded out in a curve on both ends. “That’s Carlisle House.”

	Eve looked up just as the curtains in the upper left window swayed back and forth as if someone were standing there. The house was quite different from the others, but each was unique in its own way. She suddenly wondered what the inside looked like. Was it all ivory and gold trim with other rich shades like her aunt’s house? Did it have the same parquet floors and white marble fireplaces?

	“Were you not listening to me?” Maude chastised.

	“I apologize,” Eve replied. “I’m so taken with the scenery here. It’s quite different from New York.”

	“Yes, I suppose it is.”

	“Have you never been to New York?”

	“Dear girl, I’ve never been north of Atlanta. I wouldn’t dream of leaving the beautiful state of Georgia and all she has
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