
 I had to face facts. I was the oldest girl and not wanted in my father’s house. I was a bastard 

child with wild curly hair and blamed for my mother’s mistake. My father handed me to the duke like a 

prize pig ready to be butchered. It would take two days to get to Paris by carriage. And even longer for 

me to realize I’d be married to this fat disgusting man for the rest of my life. The Duke gave my father a 

pouch that clinked with coins as it landed in my father’s hand. My younger sisters huddled by my 

mother’s torn skirts a bruise formed under her eye nearly swelling shut. At least she still wanted me. 

 I opened my mouth to plead with my father to allow me to stay. I’ll marry the stable boy even if 

he is just a child himself as long as I’d be able to stay close. But my father heard none of my pleas as my 

tears drenched my face. He called me names and smacked me several times until the fat old Duke 

caught the next blow warning him to keep his soon to be wife untouched until our wedding night. The 

Duke smiled at me with missing teeth and breath that smelled of whiskey and tobacco. I looked back at 

my mother but she turned away from me a tear sliding down her face. She gave up and couldn’t fight 

anymore. 

 I kicked and screamed; even held onto my father’s pant leg, but he denied me and called me a 

fatherless tramp and to be gone with me.  The Duke’s carriage driver jumped down with the snap of 

chubby fingers. He hauled me up, my skirts embarrassingly flipping up to my knees exposing my dirty 

shoes and stockings. The strong man threw me into the carriage, I hit my head on the wooden seat its 

plush covering did little to comfort the blow. I blinked rapidly to chase the stars away. In came the Duke, 

the carriage tilting as he stepped in and wobbled as he sat on the opposite side. He knocked on the roof 

twice the carriage lurched forward. I pushed my head out of the window calling for my father. The only 

thing I saw before the carriage turned was my father’s back. 

 The Duke never made advances on me as I thought he would.  On the first night as he watched 

me in our small shared room rented out for the night by an older woman that told us her Thomas died 

last spring. The duke lite a pipe blowing the smoke out slowly making perfect ‘O’s with the smoke I 

thanked God that he did not have the trick to make hearts or I would have threw up right there. The 

duke had shoes too small for his fat feet, his stockings were ripped and his jacket was missing buttons it 

was as if this man dug around the trash and disgusted himself as a man of Paris. He leaned forward 

coughing a few times as I scurried into the corner of the room. 

 “Do you still have your virginity? I would be a shame to have a women married that has not held 

onto her virginity. It’s a sin to God.” 

 I felt my face wrinkle at his words wanting to challenge him that he who smells like piss should 

not speak for God. But instead I nodded that indeed on my eighteenth year I held onto my virginity like a 

good little girl should. He asked me of my monthly cycles which I bit my lip to keep from calling him 

names I heard my father call our old horse that wouldn’t pull to plow.  

 I couldn’t fight sleep anymore, my eyes dipped low. To be in dreams seemed like a sweet taste 

to have. I heard the Duke promise not to touch me and I should rest until we arrived to Paris. As I fell 

asleep he told me the long awaited structure to La Tour Eiffel had been completed and I would love it. 

All the women loved it. 



 I hadn’t expected a rough boot to my stomach as a wakeup call. My hair hung like strings in my 

face. I looked up at the carriage driver he stepped back as I got up from my tight ball. I wanted to feel 

between my legs to see if the Duke kept his word. The driver cleared his throat and turned leaving me in 

silence. I looked out the dusty old window; the Duke was waving me on. I could run couldn’t I? I looked 

back at him and made my way out the door. I stopped at the front door shielding my eyes from  the 

sunlight. There was a path leading down the dirt road I could take. My boots were well worn but I’d 

make due if they fell apart. But my sisters flashed across my memory. Going back on a deal and not 

being able to repay it would lead to their deaths. I’m sure my father bought a new carriage by now with 

the money and got rid of that old horse. I’m sure he’d curse me until the day he died if I ran. Defeated 

with selfishness I climbed the steps into the carriage and sat across the Duke. 

 Picking his fingers the Duke inhaled and blew his breath in my face. “I saw you hesitate. You are 

a smart woman. I would hate to have Sebastian run after you. Going back to your house to get my coins 

would have been a hassle.” 

 I looked at my dirty hands and clenched them into tiny fists. I would have loved to punch him, 

just once to see how he would react. Would a bruise form immediately like mothers did? Would his eyes 

tear from the impact? Could I possibly knock him out? A giggle burst through my lips. I covered my 

mouth quickly looking at the floor before another came out. The Duke with his unruly graying hair lifted 

an eyebrow at me. The jewelry on his fingers caught the light of the sun as we bounced along. Just 

another day, I reminded myself and I shall be this fat man’s wife to bed him and have more of his ugly 

children. No time in my younger life had I thought the man I’d be wed to would be an old man who 

looked as ugly as he smelled.  My old school mate, Victoria had married two winters ago and already 

had a baby. Her husband wasn’t quite good looking but he was close enough to her age. I sat back 

against the seat looking out the window. A cool breeze passed through the curtains of the window. My 

life? I wouldn’t have much of one once we got there. The simple things to wake up on the floor of a 

small room I shared with my sisters so they would have the cot was no longer a reality just a distant 

memory now. I would no longer hear my mother’s singing softly to us because she was too scared to 

raise her voice just in case father came home drunk again and began hitting us. Could I be grateful now 

because I would no longer be beaten? I looked at the fat man who no longer paid me much attention. 

 “Will you beat me too?” I asked shocked I voiced a thought. The duke looked at me puzzled and 

tilted his head. He blinked at me and took a deep breath. 

 “No. “ 

 That’s all he said to me the entire trip. I knew we were nearing the city when the lights got 

bigger. Candles lite the way along the homes, some women wearing revealing cloths walked along hand 

in hand with men. I have never seen such things in my life. We crawled towards a stone house the horse 

slowed to a stop. The doors opened to the house and two large almost identical women that were clear 

to be sisters, stepped out catching me from my seat and hauling me into the home. I turned to see one 

of the large women almost balding from the back toss the Duke a pouch filled with what I assumed to be 

coins. 



 “We look forward to see you soon my dear. Thank you for escorting Miss Vivian.” 

 The women slammed the door in his face. I heard the Duke curse at his driver. All I could hear 

were the horse’s hooves on the ground clunking away. 

 Inside the home was dark, save for the sparingly use of candles to light the room. The other 

woman had a scare on her face and wore it proudly it would seem. Her hair was pulled up and away 

from her face like most women her age. She sat me down on a plush chair. I watched them whisper to 

each other and look at me. 

 “I’m sure you are a bit confused about all of this.” I nodded looking towards them both and 

hoping this chair would grab me and take me wherever I wanted to go. 

 “There will be a marriage miss but not to that old drunk.” 

 “He was pretending to be a Duke?” I asked. 

 The women laughed together. I felt funnier than I thought to be. They stopped suddenly making 

me jump gripping onto the arms of the seat. The women with the scar walked to a dark door I had over 

looked upon my entrance and opened it . A tall figure stepped forward his head hung low and coat way 

too short for his frame. 

 “Don’t be shy dear one. We brought you one. Do you like? We hope you do.” Said balding sister. 

 The young man looked up at me his eyes were silver or were they blue? Either way I gasped 

despite myself. His eyes roamed over me and I had no idea why I was trying to fix my skirts, hoping there 

wasn’t too much dirt on my face. I must have been a sight to him. My eyes popped wide at what I was 

doing. I crossed my legs at the ankles and sat straighter in my seat. 

 “Can I go home?” I asked avoiding his gaze. 

 “My dear, you cannot go home. We’ll be hopeful if he doesn’t kill you first.” Said the scared 

woman. 

 My mouth hung open as I looked at all three of them. This certainly must be a joke. I couldn’t 

think my way out of this one when the boy no more younger then I waved his hand for them to leave 

him. They bowed deeper than any fat women I’ve seen could. And walked through where he had 

entered. He sat on a foot rest stretching out his long legs. He took off that hideous coat to reveal to me 

trousers and no shirt. The scares that decorated his torso looked painful. Some looked as if they were 

snags in cloths. 

 “Are you admiring or simply disgusted by my appearance?” He said suddenly. 

 His voice wasn’t as deep as I had expected it to be. I thought he would have held onto a voice a 

young boy going through puberty would have sported. Instead it was light as if he was years beyond his 

age. His words were clipped with proper pronunciation. 



 “I-well, I never-“I stopped and took a breath. “I was never allowed to look at a man naked 

before. 

 “I’m not naked just relaxing in my home.” He lifted his thin fingers to his face his silvery eyes 

looking at each one. They were really bright compared to his dark, almost blacker then ink hair. “You are 

after all in my home.” 

 “I understand. My father never allowed me to look when the men worked in our fields.” I kept 

my head low biting my lip. Why was I explaining myself to him? 

 The boy whose name I have yet to learn stood up with ease and faster than my eyes could catch 

up with. 

 “Vivian?” He questioned walking slowly towards me. I could see his stomach muscles moving 

everything seemed to move. It was bizarre when he bent over me his face cloth his muscular arms 

bunching as they supported his weight when we moved close to me. 

 “My name?” I stumbled. “I mean what is your name?” I asked sliding down the seat.  I yelped 

when my knees touched his. He smiled showing me perfectly straight teeth. I was becoming conscious of 

my own. Perhaps I’ve talked enough for one day! 

 “Sam. You can call me Sam.” He bet lower his breath was cool against my face. I saw some of my 

curls move gently across my face. “It’s been a long time.” He whispered. My eyes felt as if they were 

going to cross when I stared at his lips. 

 A long time for what? 

 “Virgin blood.” 

 His eyes flashed like a torch, his mouth  opened wide. His longest teeth were pointed and sharp. 

His hand gripped my hair tugging my head back exposing my neck. It happened fast, no scream just a 

startled yelp when his teeth bit into my flesh. He held me in a hug almost intimately. My struggles were 

worthless. My arms were pinned to my side my mouth opened in a helpless scream. But somehow I 

enjoyed his small moaning as he drank me. Perhaps this was a perfect death for no one special. 


