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History:





	You are a carer, not a fighter. It seems to have been bred into you from an early age, and has been obvious in your behaviour from schooldays to the present. Not for you the fights in the playground. Not for you the taunting and bullying that got pettier and weaker boys into trouble. You were part of the bookish and quiet minority. You were the boy that would go home and cry for the victim in the endless playground warfare.


	Your parents were supportive and good to you. They brought you up correctly, even though they had little money. Then, when you were 12, your mother died. It was this event that led your father to become the insular, gruff and lonely man that he is today. He never got as far as hating you, but he lost his capacity to love. He bent himself totally to his work, in the hopes of making a better future for you. He earned enough money to send you to medical school. Your father made all of your dreams come true, as medicine had been your lifelong ambition. Swearing that you would never forget him for what he had done, you left for medical school in Massachusetts. 


	Medical school was also good for you. It consolidated your beliefs, and exposed you to different points of view. It was something that you greatly enjoyed, and you soaked up information like a sponge. You graduated summa cum laude and went to work at a hospital in Massachusetts. Whilst here, you saw much in the way of human pain and suffering. You had, and still have a love/hate relationship with your work. It was this relationship that gave you your faith. You became a believer, and went regularly to the hospital chaplain for advice and guidance.


	The hospital also brought you your wife Olivia. She was a nurse, and the two of you fell deeply in love with each other. She had been disowned by her rich father, and had come to Massachusetts with her brother Thomas to live and to build a new life. After Thomas gave his blessing, you and Olivia were married. You bought yourselves a house and settled down.


	Your first child was Kate. She was a beautiful blonde girl, who, as she grew up was a light in the lives of yourself and Olivia. There were the times when she disobeyed you, but she would always apologise, and with her twinkling blue eyes it was difficult to stay mad at her for long. She was good with your second child: Simon. You still wonder why the Lord  took Kate from you, but his reasoning must be just. 


	After the death of Kate, Olivia has retreated into herself. It is now more than twenty years after the tragedy, and still you hear her sniffling in her sleep. Her religious nature has grown to something greater than what you can handle, and you have turned away from your own faith. Although you remain the rock upon which Olivia bases most of her life, you have turned to other pursuits. You drink heavily and gaze longingly at other women.


	Both you and Olivia have been invited to the reading of Olivia’s father’s will. Although neither of you expect to gain financially from the journey, Olivia hopes to rekindle her relationship with her mother. As you entered the building you caught sight of the most beautiful woman you have ever seen. Olivia identified her to you as Alicia Beauregarde, a distant cousin. You hardly heard her words, as you rarely listen to your wife any more. Maybe now is the time to show her what a sham your marriage has become.





Role-playing Hints:





	Although you were stalwart and strong, you have changed over the past years. You are no longer religious and no longer the basis for a strong marriage. You have kept your desires for other women cloistered in your own mind for too long without outlet, and now they need out. Alicia Beauregarde is the chosen target of those wishes. You will be the perfect gentleman, but it is her to which you will act during the course of the meeting at Beauregarde Mansion. You know this will upset your wife, but she is now obsessed with molly-coddling your son Simon. You doubt she will notice.




















