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about this book


	 


	Transylvania, 17th century: Every twenty-five years, a pact forces the town of Allershausen into giving one young virgin to the Lords of Wolfensburg. But this time, the Wolf’s Men are demanding three women. The council sends them three whores. When the ruse comes to light, the Wolf’s Men furiously demand what they are owed. In order to protect her younger sister, Samara, Viola Brugger goes with them. Once she arrives at Wolfensburg, she is torn into a vortex of hatred, passion and desire, revolving around the mysterious man with the mask, Kyrian Lupanescu, the White Wolf ...


	 


	An erotic romance based on the myths and legends of medieval Eastern Europe.


	 





CHAPTER 1



	 


	“They want what?” blustered Johann Leitz and looked into the circle of men sitting opposite him at a large oak table in the Blue Boar tavern.


	Johann Leitz was the mayor and the judge in Allershausen, one of the numerous villages and towns that German emigrants had founded in Transylvania many generations ago. When they did marry, they looked no further than the nearest settlement. This brought with it, an adherence to the language and customs of their home.


	The mayor, a burly, bull-necked man with a dark head of hair, narrowed his gaze as a roll of parchment, which had been delivered by a rider early that morning, was pushed toward him from across the table. He reached for it and unrolled it.


	When he had finished reading, his face contorted with anger. “How dare they? How dare these bastards simply change the pact?”


	“They have the power to,” Karl Schwarz retorted dryly. He owned the local cobbler’s workshop. His daughter was twenty one and had been married for four years. He saw this development very calmly; the pact had no effect on his life anymore. “They can ask for whatever they want. It is a miracle that they have kept to the terms until now.”


	“That’s all fine and well, but this time the Wolf’s Men are not asking for one virgin, but three! Without any explanation! Out of sheer wantonness.”


	“Moreover, we do not have three virgins here that meet the requirements. We only have two,” said Sander Theiss, the blacksmith of Allershausen, soberly.


	“The women,” he went on after a pause, “they’re the first to make trouble with their complaints and endless whining! They lack the necessary foresight. They do not understand that the pact with the Wolf’s Men is essential for the safety and survival of Allershausen. Since time immemorial, we have been easy prey for the Ottomans, Hungarians, Poles and Habsburgs. You all know the chronicles.”


	There were murmurs of agreement and the mayor nodded. “Yes. We know them, and better than we would like to. The battle was barely decided, the dead buried, the region’s homesteads rebuilt, the damages in our own town cleared away, when the next army, the next mercenaries were upon us, and with them came destruction, fear and death. The offer made by the Wolf’s Men to our ancestors, came at the right time.”


	Karl Schwarz leaned forward and lowered his voice. “Be honest: To sacrifice one virgin every twenty-five years in order to live in peace, is truly a reasonable price to pay. That is why, we will be sending the two pure young women that we do have in Allershausen to the Wolf’s Men. Maybe they will be satisfied with this.”


	These words were followed by silence. A harsh voice, underpinned by a fist blow that shook the beer pitchers on the table, broke the silence. “I have always told you that the Wolf’s Men will not get my Samara! Let them take the other one, but not Samara! Never!”


	All eyes turned to Franz Brugger. The respected and well-travelled merchant leaned back and crossed his arms. There was a glint of feistiness in his eyes.


	“If we do not meet their demand, they will cease to protect us. And the silver they bring us will cease too. You must let your two daughters go. It is ultimately for the good of the village,” implored the cobbler. 


	Franz Brugger shook his head stubbornly.


	During his travels, now twenty years ago, he discovered a young woman at the slave market of Candia that inflamed both his heart and his loins with her exotic beauty: Erin had come from a remote island far out in the Atlantic Ocean and had fallen prey to pirates on a sea voyage. Her hair blazed like the fire that burned in his heart, her skin shone like the snow of a Carpathian winter, and her eyes mirrored the gray-green of the Mediterranean Sea. He outbid two sultans and a bored French nobleman in order to be able to hold Erin in his arms. As he was a God-fearing man, he had their union blessed before giving in to his carnal lust for Erin and taking her to Transylvania.


	Erin was hopeful, even before they had set foot in their new home, and Franz was overjoyed. It did not bother him that his wife neither understood his language nor made an effort to learn it. He wrapped her in the finest, most expensive fabrics and assured her of his unending affection and love. Erin, however, did nothing. She did not smile, she did not scream, she did not cry.


	Erin did not scream during her final hour either, when the midwife ordered her to scream, to push, to summon every ounce of strength needed to bare her child. Instead, Franz’s wife died at the same moment that the midwife roughly yanked the child into the light of day by one of its legs.


	When Franz saw the girl for the first time, he felt nothing but hatred for the creature that had taken his one and only love. A tiny wrinkled creature that bellowed from the top of its voice and who would, according to the midwife and thanks to its crippled leg, never take a single step, if it managed to stay alive at all. The pastor was quickly summoned to perform the Baptism, without which the child should not be allowed to die. Only after having been asked, which name this child of God should bear, did he respond with a shrug of his shoulders and a wayward look out the window at the violets in the meadow. “Viola.”


	During the lonely, sleepless nights that followed Viola’s birth, the merchant came to the conclusion that he had gone against God and the Christian commandments when he had given in to his carnal desire and devoted himself to this stranger, this pagan. Her death was the punishment for this sacrilegious act, and the child she had given birth to, so he convinced himself, would be a constant reminder of his transgression. The pastor that Franz Brugger confided in, confirmed his beliefs: To attain divine forgiveness he would have to vow to provide for this child as best he could, this child that he would have drowned in the next pond. Otherwise he would be damned for all eternity.


	The merchant conceded to this test from God by bringing a nurse into his house and instructing her to ensure that Viola received all that she needed. He himself gave no more thought to the child he had spawned and that lived in his house.


	To console himself he married the young, robust widow Barbara, even before his year of mourning had come to an end. She had thick black hair and black eyes, and her zeal matched his own. Although the child she bore him after just over a year, was also only a girl, she was still plump and healthy and as beautiful as her mother. The proud parents named her Samara.


	“Not my Samara,” the merchant repeated, this time stoically.


	The men began to murmur but the sharp voice of the priest silenced them. “This agreement has always been contrary to decency and morality. Man is a divine creature. To sacrifice a young, innocent girl for your own safety and for a handful of silver makes you allies of these devils!” he clamoured. “And as you can see, they are demanding more and more. The time has come to end this pact with the Wolf’s Men!”


	His words provoked looks of scepticism. After the first virgin had been handed over, the village council had decided that one tenth of the silver that the family of the sacrificed girl received from the Wolf’s Men on each summer solstice, would go to the village treasury. Because of this, all the inhabitants of Allershausen lived not only in safety, but in prosperity as well. “We will think it over, Pastor Anderson,” replied the mayor conciliatorily.


	Ludwig Anderson felt the rejection that confronted him and jumped up so violently that his chair came crashing to the ground behind him. “Do what you want! God will punish you for it soon enough.” Angrily, he stormed out of the tavern.


	There was silence for a while. Then Sander said: “I recently re-read the pact, and while doing so, I had an idea.” He leaned forward and looked slyly from one man to another. “The passage literally reads: We must offer up an unmarried woman who has not yet reached her twenty first year of life. Nowhere is it written that this maiden must hail from Allershausen, nor that she must be untouched.”


	“And what help is this to us?” Johann asked sullenly.


	The cobbler’s eyes widened. “I think I know what Sander means. Instead of giving them any of our own daughters, we go and find girls from the next town.”


	“No.” Sander shook his head resolutely. “That will bring us nothing but bad blood and quarrel. I have a very different idea. You all know that there are three women in the dungeon, who were arrested two days ago for fornication and theft. None of them are older than twenty years of age. We renounce laying charges and having them whipped, and send them to the Wolf’s Men instead. With that, we honour our agreement for the next twenty-five years.”


	The men at the table looked at him thoughtfully. Eventually, the mayor opined, “You know that we would be sending these three women to face an uncertain fate.”


	Sander leaned back in his chair. A smug grin on his face. “Johann, please, they are whores. Nothing more. Their path to ruin is predestined. With or without our interference. But if they go to the Wolf’s Men for us, they would at least be dying for a good cause.”


	“Your plan is worth considering, Sander.” Stephan, the innkeeper of the Blue Boar, put a fresh pitcher of beer in front of him. “These devils should be beaten at their own game!”


	The other men nodded approvingly.


	 “So, has it been decided?” Sander asked again. “Those in favour, raise your hands!”


	All arms raised up high.


	 “Good. So it is a done deal. We will send the three whores to the Wolf’s Men.”


	 


	The mayor, accompanied by the scribe, made his way to the damp, dilapidated hole in which any imprisoned riffraff, who was waiting to be put on trial, was kept. It would probably not be as easy as he had made it out to be in the tavern, but it was by far the best solution. It only came down to finding the right words now.


	He was struck by an acrid smell the moment he opened the gate to the dungeon. It took a few seconds before his eyes adjusted to the darkness. His companion pivoted the lantern. The beam of light passed over the heaped straw and the rusted bars that denied the three women their freedom. The three stood up slowly and approached the bars.


	“What do you want?” the first whore called out to him, a buxom blonde whose thick hair shone like brass even in the dim light.


	“I am here to pass sentence on you and the other women.”


	 “Well then, spit it out!”


	 “You’ll get the whip. Fifty lashes each. After that, you won’t be able to lie on your backs for quite a while.” A sardonic grin accompanied his words.


	The women looked at each other. Then they lifted their skirts in unison, barring themselves to the navel. “But if we lie on our backs for you now, then you will halve our sentence, right?”


	The mayor let his eyes wander appreciatively from the dirty, yet shapely bare legs, to the curly hair of the pubic triangle. His eyes lingered the longest on the shimmering golden fleece of the blonde, and he licked his lips.


	At home there was only his wrinkled old wife, who allowed him to push her coarse linen nightgown aside in the dark every two months so that he could satisfy his lust. And who would treat him with disdain for several days thereafter. To get a piece of young, willing flesh in between his thighs, without it costing him a farthing, was a rare opportunity. And he would be a fool to turn down the offer.


	“I want the blonde one,” he said over his shoulder to the scribe. “You can take one of the other two.”


	His cock was already stirring playfully as he approached the woman. The brass-coloured triangle drew his gaze like a magnet. She put one leg on a box and beckoned him with a smile. Her fingers combed through the short curls invitingly. “You aren’t used to this, are you? I bet you’ve only ever screwed girls with black hair below.”


	“Shut up and take him out!” growled Johann, who stopped just in front of her. As she fumbled with his pants, he dug his hands into the firm flesh of her thighs and squeezed with everything but gentility. Yes, that’s how a woman should be: soft and buxom and willing.


	Her fingers glid over his shaft, which was stretching comfortably under the skilful treatment. “Oh, how big he is, he must bring you much joy,” cooed the woman, batting her eyelashes admiringly and licking her full lower lip seductively.


	“Shut it, whore!” Johann barked at her again. His eyes wandered over the filthy floor, on which the straw lay moulding. No welcoming place for a tryst. But one can’t have everything.


	Not far from him, the scribe stood behind one of the women who was bending forward and had her hands propped on her knees. The scribe’s trousers hung around his ankles and his hands were clenched around the whore’s hips. Her bare buttocks were shaped most invitingly and trembled with every one of his thrusts. Johann saw his long, glistening, wet cock that he rammed all the way into the woman and then pulled out almost entirely. He increased his tempo, and with every breath his moans echoed in the low vault.


	Without any hesitation, Sander grabbed the blonde by the shoulders and pushed her violently backwards until her back scraped against the raw brick wall. Ignoring her pained cry, he tore the cloth from her cleavage and freed the heavy breasts. He stared greedily at the big hard nipples, bowed his head and took one into his mouth. It swelled even further, while he rolled the other between thumb and forefinger. A guttural moan emanated from the throat of the woman and he sucked harder on the plump bud, pressing the second with his fingers.


	His placed his free hand around her thigh, forcing her legs further apart. He stroked her hot flesh without being tender; she was wet enough for him. He was inside of her with a single thrust. Dull heat enveloped him and he knew that he wouldn’t need long. Unlike usual, when he pushed into his wife’s withered womb, and had to strain to find relief.


	The whore shamelessly offered him her pelvis and matched his movements until his vision dissolved into a red mist. He released her nipple with a throaty gasp and rammed on at a pace that the sweat poured down his forehead and neck. Her body swayed under the onslaught like the resilient trunk of a willow. When he came, he screamed in pleasure as loud as he ever had before in his life.


	His head lay on the woman’s shoulder, and it took some time for him to find his way back to the present. His tired cock had long since slipped out of her, so he pulled his pants back on and stood next to the scribe, who had already neatened up his clothing.


	He remembered the reason for being here with some difficulty. “That wasn’t bad at all, woman, yet you’re all still a long way off from escaping your sentence,” he said emphatically and heard, to his dismay, that his voice was breathless and trembling. The whore looked at him with her hands on her hips. The ripped neckline framed her full breasts, yet she made no attempt to cover herself up. Johann tore his gaze away and continued on hastily. “Your kindness shall be rewarded. There is in fact a way, in which you may escape punishment. And save your pretty skin.”


	The blonde sized him up with one appraising look. “Let’s have it then!”


	 “The Lords of Wolfensburg desire three women from us,” he began without preamble. “We do not want to send any girl from our community to them. You shall take their places. And be free.”


	“As easy as that?” asked the blonde suspiciously.


	“As easy at that. You fulfil the wishes of the Wolf’s Men and when that is done, you can go on your way. No one will follow you,” added the mayor smoothly, and prudently concealed that the Lords of Wolfensburg had never let one of the girls go before. And that no one knew what the Wolf’s Men did with these women.


	Of course, rumours of orgies, of blood sacrifices, and of dark powers being common place at Wolfensburg abounded. Many were convinced that the Lords of Wolfensburg were the direct descendants of Vlad Tepes, murdered centuries ago. Or belonged to a separate breed of godless creatures.


	The women looked at each other briefly, and then the blonde turned back to him. “You truly vow to let us go and not to follow us? By all that is sacred to you?”


	“I swear on the life of my son that no one from Allershausen will follow you!” 





CHAPTER 2



	 


	In accordance with the agreement, the black coach of the Wolf’s Men arrived that same evening to bring the women to their hideout. They had been allowed to bathe and were given simple but clean clothing, in which their appearance did not differ from respectable middle-class girls.


	News of the mayor’s plan spread like wildfire. The people of Allershausen, intrigued by the coach and its shiny silver fittings, gathered around it. The coach’s driver was wearing a black cape and a wide-brimmed black hat, which he had pulled down so far over his face that his features could not be seen, and he was not responding to any of the crowd’s shouts.


	Not much was known about the Wolf’s Men. Their castle, the mysterious Wolfensburg, was said to be located in the Carpathians. No one ever went searching for it because it was so far away, and the fear of what could be found there was not to be underestimated. Rumours finally settled on the belief that the entrance to the underworld could be located beneath the castle and that the place itself was a haven for demons and darkness, a place full of diabolical practices.


	Because of this, Viola too was curiously looking through the apothecary’s window at the crowd outside.


	It is strange that the men of Wolfensburg never show themselves, yet suddenly send a carriage. Do you know why, Josef?”


	She turned to the old man, who was sitting at his desk and was sealing small bottles with wax. Since her parents did not care how and where she spent her time, she had decided to make friends with the old Josef Corvinius, who owned the apothecary next to her father’s spice store. Viola helped Corvinius with the mixing of the various little powders, ointments and tinctures in the back room of his shop. When there was nothing to be done, she would always read through the thick medical journals hoping to find a hint for curing her crippled leg.


	“They demand their tribute,” said the apothecarist slowly.


	“Their tribute?” repeated Viola and walked cumbersomely over to him. It was one of those days when her leg caused her great pain.


	Despite of all the untoward prophecies, Viola not only remained alive, but grew to become the splitting image of her mother. She had light, radiant skin, copper-coloured hair and green eyes. In contrast to Samara, she was tall and of a delicate stature, which masked her iron will. Without this iron will she would never have been able to walk upright, as her left leg was half a hand-breadth shorter than her right. But Viola succeeded to move slowly, without a cane or crutch, through tireless practice. As soon as she was allowed to wear long dresses, she hid her crippled leg beneath them and convinced herself that no one would notice it.


	Which was of course nothing more than a pipe dream, as everyone in Allershausen recognized her swaying figure from afar, and secretly crossed themselves behind her back. For the indigenous, dark-haired inhabitants of the town, this delicate, pale creature was like a being from another world and they avoided the girl wherever they could.


	Josef took another vial and peered inquisitively at Viola through his round spectacles. “No one has ever told you about it my child, have they?”


	She shook her head.


	“Then I shall do so now. I think it is time, and you must know in case the mayor’s plan fails.”


	Viola went and sat next to him with a furrowed brow, rested her chin in her hands and waited excitedly to hear what the apothecarist had to say.


	“Many, many years ago, the inhabitants of Allershausen formed a pact with the Lords of Wolfensburg. In exchange for their protection against invaders and an annual satchel of silver, the Lords were given a virgin from the community.” He paused. “Every twenty-five years, Allershausen sent the Wolf’s Men one virgin, which fate determined from all the suitable girls. And so it was agreed upon. Only this year, they demanded three virgins.”


	An expression of bewilderment lay on Viola’s face. “And that is why these thieves are sent to them? But that is fraud! They do not even come from Allershausen,” she objected innocently.


	“Yes, it is fraud. And if the Wolf’s Men discover this fraud then I would not want to be in Johann Leitz’s shoes.”


	Without having given it much thought, the obvious next question slipped out of Viola’s mouth: “But who should have been sent to Wolfensburg instead of those three women?”


	Josef looked at her. Her eyes were fixed on him trustingly. He sighed inaudibly. Nevertheless, he wanted to tell her the truth. “The pact calls for a girl who is no older than twenty and no younger than sixteen years of age.”


	Comprehension spread slowly across Viola’s face. “Like me ... and Samara,” she managed to say in dismay. “And who else? How many girls in Allershausen are there who meet these conditions, Josef?”


	Josef looked at her without saying a word for what seemed to be an eternity. When he did begin to speak, his voice was almost inaudible. “There are only the two of you.”


	“Just ... us two,” she repeated flatly. She understood, even with the words having barely been spoken that Josef was telling the truth. The girls, who were the closest to her in terms of age, were not even fifteen yet. Why had she never noticed this? And how could it have come to this?


	As if the apothecarist could read her mind, he explained: “Old lady Jule, who was the midwife here before her daughter was, advised the wives of twenty-five years ago, to abstain from having children that would be the right age at the time of the next handover. Thus, they would save themselves the pain of having to give one of their daughters away. Most women adhered to this and birthed no children for five years, with the help of Jule’s herbs.” It wasn’t just Jules herbs however, Josef too had done his part in helping the women deceive their husbands. But no one knew of this and he had no desire to ease his conscience after all these years. “Your mother, however, came from a foreign land and Samara’s mother had always been stubborn,” he continued.


	Viola pursed her lips. “So I ought to be grateful to the mayor for sending those three thieves, instead of Samara and I.”


	Josef was silent.


	“And what happens to the girls that are sent to Wolfensburg? Why was I never told of this pact, why does no one talk about it if they all know?”


	He lifted his hand forlornly, but she was already answering her own question. “They do not come back anymore, that is the reason. That is why no one speaks of the pact.”


	“Indeed,” Josef confirmed softly.


	 Viola stood up. She seemed completely preoccupied and limped to the door in a trance like state.


	“Viola,” Josef exclaimed in concern, “is everything all right?”


	Viola gave no response, but left the apothecary without turning around. The things that she had just learned were so incredible that she wanted to think them through in peace.


	Nevertheless, she was grateful that Josef had told her the truth. She would speak with her father. A merciful fate had prevented her and Samara from being handed to the Wolf’s Men. But it would have been his duty to inform her of a pact that so directly encroached upon her life.


	Although ... there would have been a chance that he would not have done it. Franz Brugger and his wife Barbara did not treat Viola badly, by normal standards. She was neither beaten nor did she have to perform the maid’s chores in the kitchen or in the laundry room. On the contrary: Like Samara, she received tutelage in reading, writing and arithmetic, took all her meals at the family table and possessed robes as magnificent as those of her sister and her stepmother. But she had no opportunity to wear these clothes in the presence of others. She received no invitations of her own and her parents refused to take her along when they went out. When guests came to visit their house Viola had to stay in her room. She felt her father’s rejection and her stepmother’s indifference behind every word that the two of them said. Or didn’t say.


	As a child, she used to let her tears flow freely, while hiding in the spice store. Then she would escape in dreams to a place where she was loved, where she was noticed and where she had two legs of equal length.


	She opened the door to the Brugger’s house, walked across the entrance hall and wanted to ascend the stairs to get to her bedroom, when she noticed that light emanated from the slit in the door of the parlour. She stepped closer and heard two male voices speaking. One of the voices belonged to her father, the other to the innkeeper of the Blue Boar. Neither the merchant nor his partner in conversation would usually be seen here at this hour, and this fact made Viola curious.


	She stopped by the slit of the door. “If we could get away with that damned pact by using those three whores, then that would really be a success,” Viola heard her father say.


	“But we must also be prepared for there to be trouble,” said the innkeeper. “And that is why you should consider my offer, Franz. We already talked about it last fall. A union between our two families would change everything for the better, and that for good.”


	“For you, Stephan, for you! You get a daughter-in-law with a dowry, unlike any other. And what do I get?”


	Viola’s heart was in her throat. She knew Andrej, the innkeeper’s son, only through short, random encounters. But even then, she had noticed a golden spark in his hazel eyes when he smiled. He had smiled at her in the apothecary when she had given him a tincture for his mother. Their fingertips had only touched briefly but Viola had felt a spark shoot through her entire body, all the way from the roots of her hair down to her toes. Since that unforgettable moment, Viola had been convinced that fate had destined them to be together. And after what Andrej’s father had just said, her destiny seemed almost within her reach.


	“Franz, you get a son who can carry on your business for you. I have two more sons, one of them will take over my trade. But you only have two daughters. And, it will take at least twenty years until your grandchildren will have grown up.” He roared with laughter.


	“I am still young enough to take care of my business,” Franz muttered indignantly.


	 “But of course! The only thing is that it is all easier if you get support. Did you not wish to open another spice store in Hermannstadt?”


	“Someone must have been gossiping again.”


	“As the innkeeper of the Blue Boar, one hears all sorts of rumours and things,” Stephan mentioned. “But let us get back to what is important. You have to anticipate that the Wolf’s Men will not accept those three women. The only way to protect your daughter is to marry her off before the Wolf’s Men return and make demands. Think about it, and you shall see that I am right. Aside from that, Andrej likes her, he told me so himself.”


	He was greeted by silence.


	Viola’s heart was pounding so hard that she feared it would tear through her chest. Andrej liked her. So she was not mistaken. If only her father were not so stubborn ...


	 “Whether Andrej likes her or not, is not of importance,” he was already saying, and Viola stifled a reluctant groan. “The important thing is ... I like him too.”


	 He laughed loudly and Stephan joined in. “So, are we agreed Franz?”


	“We are agreed, Stephan. As of today, we are one family!”


	Their glasses clinked, as the two men toasted to their agreement and then lapsed into a short silence. For Viola however, harps played in the sky: She would marry. She would marry a wonderful man and would go with him to Hermannstadt. She would have her own home and her own family. All that she had secretly dreamed of was now miraculously becoming real. She had to cover her mouth with her hand in order to not loudly shout out for joy. At last, her life was taking a turn for the better. At last ...


	“And what do we do with the other one, with Viola?” Stephan asked at that moment.


	 “I do not know.” Her father’s voice sounded irritated. “I have been trying to find a husband for her since last summer. Her dowry is higher than that of Samara, but still no one wants her.”


	Viola felt like she was falling. With no end in sight. And while she fell, the harp music turned into the scornful laughter of the Gods of Fate ... so, Samara was to marry Andrej. Not her. She shook as she breathed. It couldn’t get any worse than this, she thought, and found out otherwise almost as soon as she thought it.


	“She is useless. Nothing but deadweight. I wish I had never met Erin. I wish this pale, bony creature would have never made it out of her mother’s womb. God punishes me with endless torment for a single moment of carnal lust. I have long since atoned for my mistake. The Almighty ought to have a seen that by now. My life is not worth living as long as this monster drags her lame leg around every day in front of my eyes.”


	They weren’t words, they were blows, and each one struck. Viola squirmed and wrapped her arms around her head, as though she could protect herself in this way from what she had to hear her father say. She had always known, for as long as she could remember, that her father did not love her; yet how deeply disgusted with her he was, had not been apparent until this very moment. With difficulty, she managed to gather up all her strength and limped towards the stairs. Pulling herself up by the railing, she climbed step after step. Tears ran down her cheeks but she did not notice them. It was only when she reached her room, and saw her tear-stained face in the mirror, that she realised it. Puffy eyes, tangled red hair that fell on to her shoulders like rusty steel wool. No one in Allershausen had hair like the devil, no one had the green eyes of a demon, no one had the pale skin of the dead and no one had the hoof of Beelzebub. How could her father love such a freak? How would anyone love such a freak? How could she seriously have believed that Andrej would have been willing to offer anything more to her than a sympathetic smile?


	Useless dead weight. That was what her father had called her. And that was exactly how she felt as she studied her reflection in the mirror. Then, she turned her back to the cruel mirror and plopped down on the bed. She buried her head in the pillow out of hopelessness. How could she walk through Allershausen with her head held high ever again, knowing full well that her father had presented her like a bale of second-rate fabric? And that no dowry in the world would be enough to even get a man to consider marrying her!


	She rolled onto her back and wiped the tears away with her hand. If she could at least hate Samara wholeheartedly! But she couldn’t. Despite their differences, or perhaps because of them, she was dearly devoted to her sister.


	Samara, who undoubtedly realised that she was her parents’ favourite, readily tried to stand up for Viola. She had always admired Viola’s calm, considering way of doing things, which was in clear contrast to her own impulsive behaviour.


	They would daydream together, play small pranks on their tutors and secretly dress in the garments they found in their mother’s trunks.


	Once the pain of not getting Andrej as a husband had slowly ebbed away for Viola, she could truly be happy for her sister.


	An opportunity to express this happiness was offered to her the very next evening when her father announced, in considered words, that Andrej Eszölt had asked for Samara’s hand and he had given his consent.


	“Oh Father, dearest Father, you have agreed!” Samara cried joyfully, she jumped up and hugged her father tightly. Spontaneously, she pressed her lips to his plump red cheek and closed her eyes in happiness.


	Franz patted her upper arm and cleared his throat to hide his emotion. “Andrej fits into our family well. I plan to make him a part of our business. If everything goes as I have planned then we will open a second store in Hermannstadt next year. And it will be headed up by Andrej.”
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