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    To everyone who believes in true love.

      

    



  	
        
            
            Sometimes the creature is not who you believe.
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Chapter 1
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Lost in darkness and distance, borne away by pain and suffering, he came into my world. The creature, an abomination unlike anything man had laid eyes upon, changed my life.

I put to pen and paper all that transpired from the wretched day I so curse with all my being. But I curse that day not for the reasons you may believe. I must explain what happened ought to have been an act of destiny or God that brought to shore the man who would forever transform my life. I dare say I had till that day lived a life of little renown. I was, and those in my community can attest to the veracity of my claim, a regular maiden living as unassuming a manner as all girls did. I lay in a patient wait for the day I could marry a man who would love me deeply as I him. I could expound on the details of my daily affairs. But why bother with such boring specifics as the chores of the house, the care for the animals in the farm, and more importantly, my father’s every need. Everyone knew all too well my father required a special kind of patience, for his advanced age had reduced him to his chair from which he only moved when time to go to bed. How dreadful it was to see him wither away. A man who was the light of the family, the cruel passing of time had thus reduced. Many desire to live long, but few can imagine it could be rather inconvenient to those around. I sound like an ungrateful daughter, but I can assure you that I was not. It must be the exhaustion of the daily toil, the constant demands placed on me. 

A woman is of value for her beauty. Men seek the most lovely to marry, those who can bear them sons. But here on the farm, away from such privileges as maids and a wealthy husband to take care of the expenses, I was obliged to do the work most men did. The death of my dear brother, Theodore, left Father heartbroken and contributed greatly to his degrading situation. My mother, for her part, was desperate to see me wed. She let not a moment pass to impress on me the desperate situation we were in. She was of an advanced age as well, but of fairer health. My sister’s departure for London was a blessing to the family. We greatly appreciated her generous support of the family. While I labored from sunrise to sunset so as not to burden her, understanding that she had obligations to her family and hopefully a child soon to enter this troubled world, I begged her to be patient and not let her kindness towards us diminish. But should she find it unbearable to carry such a burden, I told her to let it not be a source of regret or despair. I would do what I must to ensure I cared for my father and mother. If it meant sacrificing myself and marrying John Lockwood as my mother entreated me to do, so be it. In the end, most women marry not for love but for the security that comes with marrying a man with wealth. 

John was not to my liking. But he was a noble man and had done all but crawl on his knees to convince me to marry him. I must say I did try. I laughed at his unfunny jokes. He was as dry a stale loaf of bread. He believed his wealth made him attractive. He was arrogant and self-absorbed. I had not met a vainer man than he. To his credit, I must say, he was not mean. He was generous with me. He was always eager to share in his bounty. But for my refusal to be beholden to him, I declined to accept any gifts from him. He feigned not to be insulted by my constant rejection. But his eyes belied his anger. My greatest fear was he, with my mother’s willing support, would conspire to rob me of my free will. I dreaded the day he would seek my hand in marriage despite my entreaties to the contrary. My mother wanting to see me off in marriage and in good hands would seize the opportunity and not hesitate to give me away. All this had left me restless. I hardly slept. My mind was a tumultuous mess. I had no one to speak to. Reading books was all the comfort I got. No one understood me not even my mother. She had forgotten what it was to be young and in love. And I dare say I was in love with life, with the freedom I had despite the difficulties that came with each day. I hid away and read the books I had bartered goods for. Everyone knew well that men frowned upon a young lady reading. Everything in life prepared us for marriage and childbearing. Men wanted submissive women, not the free-thinking ones with ideas. I had many ideas that gave me hope. I longed to travel the world. I felt imprisoned. On our farm, the pigs, chickens, and dog were my friends. I daydreamed constantly. I imagined visiting the many places John mentioned to me. Paris sounded so far yet enchanting, a place of culture and the arts. Here, we had potatoes and fish.  

I looked forward to selling what little produce my hands brought. That was a day of such excitement for me. I took a bath and wore my Sunday best. I feared I was fooling myself. John was not a bad man. I had met worse. Was I naïve to think I deserved love? I expected to one day meet with my Prince Charming. But I returned home with a heavy sack of groceries, salt, and meat to fend off hunger. “Pride is a terrible thing,” said Mother. She reprimanded me at my return, saying my answer to all my suffering was John. Marriage to him would rid me of such things. I was steadfast in my determination not to marry him despite the pressures she placed upon me, and they conspired to put me out of my misery.   I loved my mother and father with all my being. But I found it grossly unfair and unjust to have to subject myself to a man I did not love. Men did as they pleased and freely sampled the roses as bees do. We had to be chaste and submit to them, hoping their kindness would continue well beyond the joys of the honeymoon. But I feared such a day. It was the most terrifying prospect a woman could suffer to have to lie in bed with a man she did not love. The thought provoked me. I did not judge others who did so. Some did under duress, either by her mother or society at large. Some with whom I had spoken had bravely opened up about the affair, saying it was not as bad as some said. All a woman had to do was let him have his way. It was painful, some said, but after the first try, the pain lessened. The revolting feelings diminished with time as one got accustomed to the man who had seen her as God brought her into the world. How dreadful for a woman to have to accept such an end. It merely reaffirmed my conviction women were born to suffer. We were but the second sex, destined to yield to the whims of fickle, cruel, and tyrannical men who demanded purity yet entered marriage impure. It was a sickening affair. I state such words with liberty, knowing well they could result in grave trouble for me. For such words would get me hanged or burned at the stake.

But I have rambled on for far too long. My father had gotten gravely ill. Mother was beyond desperation. And my greatest fear was at hand. My friend, Mary, came to speak with me with such haste I thought she had the devil in her. Few knew this, but she was in love with John. We both agreed I would not accept his advances. And she would do all in her power to win him over. But her advances came to naught. Not to prolong the story, she came furious as hell, saying I was the most wretched creature in the entire world for not keeping my word. She told me many hurtful things, breaking our friendship and declaring me a hateful person. I did everything in my power to dissuade her from her mistaken views. But jealousy and anger blinded her, and she refused to listen to reason. The point of the matter was John told her he would come to ask for my hand in marriage. And it was a foregone conclusion that my mother would give me away without hesitation. He had prepared the dowry he would bring in exchange for my hand. I knew not what he would bestow, but it would surely be more than I could gather in a year’s worth of work. I need not elaborate on his estate. John had a large farm he inherited from his father, and he earned a thousand five hundred pounds from the rental of his country estate. Needless to say, he was a wealthy man by any measure.

I ran home as I was tending to the pigs at our farm. There, my mother received me with the biggest smile ever. I felt betrayed. My mother knew I did not love John, and yet she agreed with him to destroy my hopes and dreams. I must say I, too, became stubborn. I refused to listen to her explanations, and the endless suffering that awaited me should I not seize the opportunity. She feared dying before seeing me married and wished I would humble myself, submit to her wisdom, and embrace marriage to a man I felt nothing for. I ran out of the cottage with more dexterity than a desperate pig fleeing for its life. Despair, fear, and, I dare say, revulsion entangled my mind. A woman should not have to accept her lot because of her gender. I despised the dull measures other people impressed upon me. I was neither rash nor impatient; I was merely desperate, and so I did the unthinkable. I fled. I cast the die. I knew what awaited me, should I be caught or return of my free will, was a life of suffering bearing children for a man I did not love.

In my haste to get away, I stumbled amid foliage and injured my ankle. The pain was excruciating. I bruised my leg, and was terrified to the last degree. I did not scream for fear of alerting others to my presence. But the pain was unbearable. Fear and self-preservation consumed me that I did not think about my father and his endless needs. My mother, for conspiring against me, did not come to mind except, should I be caught, she’d lash out with vengeful fury at me for having embarrassed her.

The gathering storm intensified. Everything contrived against me. The rain was a constant. I had run off with nothing. Had I had foresight, I would have carried food, clothing, or money. But in my desperation, as I alluded earlier, I simply ran with the clothes on my back and sandals. I had hitherto let fear guide me. I durst not trust reasoning. My clouded mind bore me to the seaside, where the intense wet wind lashed at me. I was unaware a storm was approaching, and I kept going in harm’s way. Collapsing and bumping around in a sticky, altogether frightful way across the slippery stones, I kept running. I had but one purpose, no destination, and no hope. I simply ran away, leaving everything behind as if I faced a squadron eager to execute me. Perhaps I exaggerated. Mary would eagerly marry John. Many others would rejoice at the offer. I was but a fool. The great storm broke no sooner than I arrived at the edge of the sea. It beat me of all my agencies.

At a distance, the torch lights flickered and dogs bayed incessantly. Gunshots overpowered the raging storm. I did not understand what it meant. Perhaps they were signaling for me to head their way. I did not seek to be rescued, and I was determined to get away. I abhorred giving myself to a man I did not love, not for my mother, not for money, and certainly not to please society. Behind me stared a ruinous end; ahead lay freedom to live life how I desired.
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Unbeknownst to me, I was not the only one running away. Soon, it became apparent why men with rifles rummaged through the seaside. Shots resonated as a creature lurched through the woodland. The raging storm had fogged my sight. I failed to react in time and avoid the impending threat. The creature headed straight in my direction. A fear unlike anything overtook me. My life was in peril. The growling sound the creature made terrified me. Its large jaw and larger fangs frightened me. It had long claws like daggers, and was furious, like a beast. I could not make out what the creature was, for it bolted towards the edge of the cliff. The creature was injured, likely from the shots they fired at it. In its haste to get away, it stumbled across the slippery stones off the cliff and into the raging sea. Men arrived with their torch lights, searching for the creature. My fear paralyzed me. I lay on the ground, trembling. I wept and had now come to regret leaving home.

The men came to my rescue, believing it had attacked me. I was incoherent at best. I had injured my arm as I fell and had a large cut wound. They believed the creature inflicted the injury. I was not sure, but dared not object to their vigorous assertions. They concluded, to my good fortune, that the creature pursued me, and I ran for my life. I dared not contradict them, for it would have brought greater scrutiny to my presence at the seaside. Though I lived far from the sea, a good mile away, it was not inconceivable I could walk there to appreciate the sunset. They questioned me, trying to understand how I came to such misfortune. One suggested I was at the wrong place at the wrong time. I could not speak. I was visibly shaken, terrified for sure. But as more men gathered around me, they inquired where the creature had disappeared to. I pointed towards the sea. The men searched furtively with their torches and rifles in hand. But with the incoming storm and the torrential rain, they could not see if it had survived the fall.

Amid the many men who had arrived, a gentleman recognized me. Understandably, he sought to reassure me all would be well. And he did the expected. He and two other men escorted me back to my home. It was the shortest escape imaginable. The fright made me forget all the hopes and dreams that urged me to leave. It worried my mother. She had had no issues with me until that moment. I always returned from the market well before sunset. But as I connived to abscond with plenty of time to get far away, I arrived in step for the most unpleasant moment in my life to date. My mother questioned me to no end. She was eager to reprimand me when a gentleman defended me, letting her know about the unfortunate situation that had fallen upon me. It shocked my mother, as anyone would be. “A creature?” said she. She did not understand what they were talking about. I myself did not. But a young man whose name I did not know, but who became important later, said it was a daemon. It had killed many people in our village, Clovelly, Devon. 

Rumors had spread of a creature killing sheep and farm animals. The men had gathered to discuss the deteriorating situation. As I had a few animals that did not roam around, I was not as concerned about the affair. Mother went to the meeting and insisted I go as well. She did so with ulterior motives, as John would be there. He suggested I go despite our farm being insignificant. He was the largest landowner and was affected by the many missing animals in his vast estate. But things got so bad, or, better yet, exploded when someone or something killed a young man. It was a dreadful situation. The young man’s father discovered his mutilated body after he failed to show up for supper. It forced the neighbors to join with the mourning father to search for the wild beast that had taken away his son. As bad as that was, it was not the last such incident that occurred. A week later, a young lady also perished grotesquely. Her dismembered body was too much to bear. They dug a grave on the spot where they discovered her body and buried her. Her father identified the body but refused to let the mother do the same. He collapsed in horror. Two deaths were one too many. But no one could find the creature that terrorized our village. One would ask how I dared venture to the seaside unaccompanied, knowing of the danger that lurked? I was truly a distressed soul, not thinking. Returning to the story at hand, the creature killed a third person. This angered the entire village, for it was a young child not older than eight years of age. 

Mother and I joined in the search, riled up by anger and fear. I dare say John joined in the hunt. He never left my side. I ventured not urge him to leave, as mother dutifully engaged in conversation with him. The two seized every opportunity to plan my future. And there would be no future with a dangerous creature lurking in our village. And John took advantage. I knew he would, but I could not be discourteous and tell him to leave. He kept visiting our humble abode. He kept bringing gifts for me and my mother. It made refusing difficult on account of his concern for us. My father, as I mentioned, was frail and in no position to defend us should a wild beast attack us. Mother did not spare a moment. She kept insisting we needed a man in the house. Had my dad not been alive, I would have suggested she marry John herself. Had I said so, she would have reacted with violence for the insolence. The events forced me to stay home for a fortnight. Having John at my home had become intolerable. In fairness to him, he was respectful, as everyone expected all gentlemen to be. But try as I did, I could not see him as more than a friend. But he cared for more than friendship. All his gifts were his way of buying my affections. I kept refusing as best as possible, short of returning the items. But mother kept meddling in his favor and insisting I not be ungrateful for the generous affections of a true gentleman.

The pressure had gotten too much for me. I lost my appetite and kept daydreaming. I read the books I had about travelling and going to distant lands. But the thought of so doing ended as that creature attacked me. That was the official report, and I dared not refute it. Mother was more desperate than ever to see me wed John. I had all but lost hope. They both met and agreed on a date for my wedding. Neither sought my agreement. They both knew my position on the matter. I begged my father to intervene on my behalf, but he was in no position to do so. He, too, wanted me to get married before his time ended. My situation worsened as Mary got word. She let me know her displeasure at my traitorous comportment. She spared no words, all foul and unbecoming of a lady. She did not care and promised me it would not end this way. I did not understand what she meant, and I did not take her threat seriously. I should have, however. A jealous and bitter woman is a danger. But as I took nothing to do with John earnestly till the day I was engaged to wed him, I dismissed her warnings.

The time slowed. Mother was the happiest person in the village. Everyone congratulated her on my marrying John. They did the same to me, but as I avoided going to town except for market day to sell my products, I did not suffer the lot for it. Mother kept telling me of the many people who congratulated me and, by extension, her. She kept reprimanding me when I would go out with her. I had the face of someone in mourning. I hardly smiled. If I did, it was because she pinched me, leaving my arm bruised. She officiously pushed me towards John at every opportunity. So as not to suffer more abuse, I went along with the charade. But my mind was restless as I kept thinking of running away despite the creature that prowled. 

To everyone’s dismay, they never found the creature. The storm did them no favors, obscuring the creature’s tracks. So, despite a looming threat, John made preparations for our wedding. As a man of fortune, he informed every one of his joy. He wanted a large wedding at his estate. I had stopped objecting to the marriage, for all it got me was trouble. And Father spoke with me privately, begging me to reconsider my position. John was not a terrible man. He was well known and respectable. But in our community and country, respectability came with wealth and position. He had both. I did not know exactly what he did for work other than collect rent from his estate. But he claimed to have investments in shipping and lent others money for interest. It was a profitable business, with many eager to mortgage their souls for money. He had, however, to weigh the risks and often sought property as remedy for his losses. He obviously profited as his estate kept growing. Everyone painted John as the opportunity of a lifetime. But something told me he was not right for me. I could not pin it down, but there was something insincere about him. I was not sure if it was his pride, ego, or something else. Something was not what it seemed. His smile appeared insincere, forced. I knew he did not love me. He wanted me on account of my unrivaled beauty, as he referred to it. It was an obsession with my constant refusal. He had always gotten his way with other women. He said so himself. He feared not my reproach, as it was perfectly fine for a gentleman like him to entertain himself. It was not fine if women did it. But in deference to my father, I resigned myself to my fate. Mother could not have been any happier. So, the days moved along. I dreaded going to bed. I could not sleep and had nightmares. I wished the creature had taken me away. It was a terrible wish to have given that I was to be better off financially, something most women desired. I kept having nightmares that the creature devoured me. I would wake up crying, terrified. Mother would run to my room, fearing the worst had happened. She mentioned to John my nightmares, and he spared no effort and posted guards outside my home. But I knew he did it to prevent me from eloping before the wedding day. To Mother, it was yet another display of his gallantry. I had no arguments. I knew he was as assured of the wedding as the sun would rise the following day. I prayed each night for someone to rescue me. 

Three days remained for the wedding. The thought of running away remained. I kept searching for ways to get away. I was eager to go to the market or anywhere but could no longer venture anywhere unaccompanied. Mother and John had taken over my movements. But John could not, as much as he wanted, stay at my side all day. And he limited his generosity in keeping guards at night. So if I were to do something, I had to do so in the light of day. I had conceived of another plan. I would not go by the sea for fear the creature was there. So I planned to pay for a carriage to take me to the nearby village. From there, I would head out to the next village until I went to Ireland on a ship. The plan was all I had. How I would execute it eluded me.
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Desperation was my lot. I had stopped talking. Mother was, by now, not amused by my behavior. She spared me no words. To her, I was the most ungrateful creature, immature and delusional, believing fanciful ideas of love. I had exhausted her patience, and Mother was not a patient person to begin with. So as not to run insane, I kept busy, knowing well there was nothing but misery ahead of me. I embraced the daily toil as a blessing that made each passing day tolerable. Exhaustion was the key to sanity. I toiled and toiled until I blistered my hands and my arms and legs got sore. Mother said I was a senseless child. In three days, I would have servants to tend to my every whim. I foolishly toiled away despite her trying to bring me to my senses.

I labored away when Mary came in a not-so-friendly manner to beseech me to keep my word. I could not promise something I had no control over. I did everything to reassure her one last time I did not love John. But she wanted me to call off the wedding, to reject him, and break with him in no uncertain way. Mary repeated what she had previously stated. She threatened me with all measures of harm, and she would officiously ensure I did not consummate my marriage with John. Not that I longed to be his, but her interference was intolerable, and dignity forced me to respond. Doing so sealed her enmity towards me. More than enmity, she had resolved to rid herself of me. With manifest injustice, she swore she would stop at nothing to prevent my marriage to John. She reproached me for villainy and hypocrisy in seducing John with my rejections. I was happy believing she’d achieve something I longed for. Except the method she’d used to do so was what had me restless that night. Again, my mind served me no good. I applied myself to the virtuous purpose of my escape from the fate that awaited me. I kept thinking of running away to Bideford, the nearby village, and the subsequent one until I was far off. But a young woman, as I surely was, could not simply venture into the unknown. There were many vices and corruption in manners. While I was relatively safe in my village on account of knowing everyone, the same could not be said if I wandered far. Many stories of young ladies who did so ended tragically, and it was on no account of a prowling creature but the worst kind being unscrupulous men. Everything conspired against me. Such was the lot of all women. None could venture far except with the company of someone to take charge of her. Not even women of wealth could simply meander about. It was unwise.

But persistence and application have their due encouragement. I was a stubborn person indeed. And so I made my plan. I had some money, nothing to boast about. It would serve my purpose, and I could get somewhere. But the other concern was making it to Bideford. I could not employ the service of a carriage. Walking there was the only option that remained. It was less than twelve miles away. While the distance was not beyond me, the issues I mentioned would prevent me from doing so in the open. I was determined not to let misery–unfathomable, gloomy, deathlike misery be my companion. I decided to run away before sunrise the following morning.

My story is a fruitful instruction in all that could go wrong when one goes against wise admonition. Not to prolong the tale, I woke up before the rooster crowed. I had bundled an extra pair of clothing and essentials, and food to sustain me for three days, or so I thought. I had a few shillings and far fewer pounds to my name. What little I did have could provide for my food for a week, maybe two. I faced a dim prospect, and deciding in a desperate state is ill-advised for any.

My heart sank as I kissed my father’s forehead as he gently slept. It was a difficult situation I had placed myself in. It filled me with conflicting emotions. I loved my father. The thought of not seeing him again broke my heart. I could not think of such things and wiped the tears off my face as I shut the door behind me. Sobbing, I stood. Guilt paralyzed me. Father would die of a broken heart at my ingratitude. Should father die, I could not live with myself. Mother would no sooner bury him than she would ensure I was next. But I would face what came. I had convinced myself John was the meanest creature in the world. His eyes and his devilish smile terrified me. Something elevated my fear to the last degree. I had nightmares, and he kept appearing in them, devouring me. He was the creature that tore my limbs apart. I would wake up crying, sweating, and trembling vehemently. In my dreams, he would rip my clothes off and devour me with his fangs and slice my body with his claws. And his blaring eyes were red like fire, and his nostrils flared as he howled like a wolf.

The picturesque sides of the fishing village, with its steep descents to the harbor, directed me. The thick, lush green woodland surrounded our village, and the crashing waves broke the fervent silence. I made my way towards the seaside despite what had transpired days past. The idyllic cottages with accompanying farms and maritime atmosphere made for living a bearable existence. But John would have taken me away to his estate, where I would no longer be near both Mother and Father. I would be entirely under his control and mercy. I dreaded it wholeheartedly.

In my unwearied industry to find a new life away from him, I did not think of the danger that lurked. I had not listened to reason. Darkness accompanied my steps. I had made my way through this path many times. I had no concern in that regard. Each step was assured. And with each successive step, my confidence grew. Behind was my home, a place I no longer felt safe in. Ahead were the prospects of a new life of freedom. I moved with precision and deliberation. I had to reach the seaside before the fishermen came out. My heart throbbed. I feared being discovered more so than being harmed. I carried a club in my delusion, believing I could fend off a predator or a man. Fear elevated my anxiety to the last grade when a creature emerged out of the darkness towards me. I failed to act in a manner favorable to me. I fainted, and it was all I remember. My condition as a woman became me. I did not resist, nor run away for my life. Every other creature in my place would have shrieked in fear, alerting others in a last-ditch effort to get help. That was not my situation. The creature had an unwitting prey, finding an easy path to accomplish its design.

The creature did not devour me. I did not know how long I was unconscious. But I was no longer in my village, Clovelly, Devon. The creature carried me away like a lamb to devour later. I felt intense fear and pain. A dark dread imbued my spirit. I was so wrapped in between consciousness and terror, not knowing how to respond to my predicament. To add to my misfortune, the pouring rain sent torrents down the hillside. The thick drops made me shiver. The creature moved swiftly, as if leaping above the trees. The crackling of branches and the thumping of its feet on the ground were the only semblance of movement I could fathom, given my frightful state.

When I came to my senses, the creature was nowhere to be seen. But the pain on my side evidenced what had transpired was not a dream. More than the pain I felt, I was in an abandoned castle. The crumbling ruins with overgrown shrubbery had certainly seen better days. It was the perfect place to take a victim to slaughter. I lay on the ground and fear paralyzed me. The growling intensified. As I lifted my gaze, the creature leaped up a staircase to the top of the castle. It quickly vanished. Dread clouded my every thought. I cannot recall how long I remained motionless. But for being a woman, I surely could be forgiven.

When I finally gathered myself and the courage to move, I slumbered across the ruins of the castle. The creature ensured he placed me at the far end. I was, despite everything, unhurt. The pain on the side was on account of being carried across like a rag doll. Upon closer examination, there were no major injuries except for scrape wounds to my arms, likely from the shrubs the creature traversed. The knowledge of my state gave me what little courage I could muster. I surveyed my surroundings and discovered I was not at the far end of the castle, but at the top. The flooring had a breach, and I almost fell through. It did not occur to me what the creature envisioned doing, but it kept me as its prisoner. Understandably, the mere thought terrified me. There was no way I could exit my prison, as the breach was far too wide for me to jump across. From the window, I gazed above the trees and the surrounding area. I was in a fortress. The high walls enclosing the castle were intact. I was not sure which castle it was. Many rumors circulated in our community about a hidden fortress where death lurked. No one dared go there. Those who did never returned. Was it the castle the creature had taken me to? Was it his lair? All this while, I still had not seen the creature clearly. The darkness shrouded it. My state of mind or lack of consciousness served me no good. I spend hours, perhaps the entire day, trying to find a way out. I met all my efforts with failure. I could not climb or jump across the open space where I was or down the staircase. The open window was the only way out. But the fall would have been certain death. There was nothing I could use to fasten myself while climbing down. Beyond the dust and cobweb-covered walls, there was nothing. The place served its purpose. It was to be my prison. There I waited for my end to come. 

I contemplated my misery. Had I listened to my mother’s admonition and been an obedient daughter, I would not be in such a terrible situation. I remembered my father. By now, they would search for me or likely think I was at the far end of the property, tilling the field or tending to the animals. By lunch time, for sure, they would discover my absence. John would stop at nothing until he found me. But a woman who has gone missing for a prolonged time would be of no value to him. Everyone knew what happened to women. But that was deep within my mind. I feared for my life. The creature left me there and would surely return. I lamented my misfortunes and the imminent end that was to come. All I could think of was my father. I had failed him in my desperation to flee. I was a loathsome, ungrateful, and miserable wreck. Both my parents desired to secure my future, and I repaid them with the most abhorrent behavior imaginable. I was desperate to leave home. Now, all I desired was to return to my father’s embrace, and what future came my way with John.

But the darkness was fast approaching yet again. It made clear the desperate situation I was in. By now, everyone would search for me. But they would never find me, not in Clovelly. They would have to come to the abandoned fortress. The creature would have his way with those who dared come to his castle.
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