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THE VAMPIRE’S WIFE


Sara-Jane Fox


In Kensington, just opposite the Victoria and Albert Museum and down the road toward Harrods, was Molly’s new home. Like Hiller, the man who had found her on the streets, the exterior was plain. A similar white-fronted building to the rest on that road, but the inside was sheer, unadulterated opulence. As if she had somehow been transported into some noble home.


It had been glorious sunshine outside, but as soon as she stepped inside the front door, it seemed like winter.


Hiller closed the door on the world.


Her shoes tapped the walnut hallway. “It seems so much bigger inside,” she whispered.


“Why are you whispering?” Hiller asked, whispering too.


She laughed. “Because it’s like a library.”


“I’ll show you to your room. You can meet the rest of the girls.”


As if planned, a girl drifted across the hallway. She was beguiling, dressed in something that seemed Elizabethan, all velvet and embroidery. Her hair was like a wave of amber. Beautiful. Molly’s eyes widened when another girl followed her, the bosom of her dress undone to reveal her breasts. Her nipples were the most delicate pink. Molly’s cheeks heated. She felt a flash of shock, but also a warmth. The same warmth she felt when she was in the bath and she moved her hand between her legs.


Despite this, there was a small part of her, tucked away deep inside, that felt she should have been alarmed. Her life was changing so quickly. But what she really felt was awe and excitement.


The girls giggled, grasped each other’s fingers and disappeared.


Molly gave Hiller a quizzical look. He smiled and kept walking. She followed him up a winding staircase which reminded her of a snail’s shell. Her shoes marred a red velvet runner along the right corridor. He stopped at a heavy oak door with great iron hinges and tapped. The door fell back.


“Molly,” Hiller said, “this is Elizabeth. She’ll tell you everything you need to know about the debutante ball.”


“Ball?”


Hiller was gone. Elizabeth was dressed in a cerulean-blue dress that grazed bare feet, her hair fell to her waist in gentle waves. Her small mouth was the color of roses.


“What’s the ball?” Molly asked.


Elizabeth smiled, the curve of her gorgeous mouth just shy of friendly. “You’ll see.”


“What dresses will we wear tonight?” Molly asked.


She and Elizabeth were sat side by side, before the dressing table in their bedroom. They were being brushed and blushed by assistants.


“It is the night of the debutante ball, and that is all you wish to know?” Elizabeth asked.


Molly shrugged.


“None will claim you.”


A cold worm of fear sluiced through Molly. “Why would I want that?”


“Do you think you have a choice?”


“There,” one of the assistants said in a French accent. “How beautiful you both look.” The other assistant nodded, pleased with their work. They left.


It was true. Elizabeth looked like a Swedish princess. The blue of her eyes shone like an ocean. Her hair gleamed almost white-blonde. Molly’s own strawberry-blonde hair had been tamed to gentle waves. The delicate red had been warmed. It matched the artful blush in her cheeks, the glossy pout of her mouth. Her eyelids were pure white, as if frosted, contrasting against the buttery brown of her eyes. She blinked. Her lashes felt unbelievably long. One of the assistants had set a jeweled headband over her forehead. A pearl spilled from its center, a milk teardrop.


Molly turned in the mirror, preening. The ball was going to be so romantic. “So when do we see the dresses?”


Elizabeth rounded. “Hiller shouldn’t have taken you so late. You’re going to ruin it for all of us. ”


“Taken? No—”


“Just don’t go thinking you’re Cinderella. It’s not that sort of ball.”


But a bell was ringing. Elizabeth got up out of her seat, still in her dressing robe.


Surely this wasn’t what they would wear?


It became clear that Elizabeth’s comment was glaringly true. This was no fairy story. What was going on here?


The downstairs hall had been decked in red velvet and gold. There was fruit and wine everywhere, ancient-looking goblets. An audience of magnificent men and women sat in a ring around the hall. They were all wearing Venetian masks. One moment they would sound angry, and then laughter would erupt. Great belly laughs seemed to shake the floors. Molly watched, peeking through a gap in the double doors. A woman called names, lining them up as if about to graduate. Were they? To what? She didn’t want to go out there in this robe.
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