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To those who have looked past the monster and seen the man.
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As I have worked on this 10th anniversary edition I realize once again how much I love Dracula. I feel as if reading this again, entering the world within this book and adding new words to my most beloved story has saved a piece of me that badly needed to be saved.

The story of Dracula has been told and re-told over the years in many ways, in both film, books, and on the stage. When it comes to monsters, no image has graced the silver screen more than that of the vampire. So many stories have been told about the original vamp, that it’s difficult to find any truth in it all. If, there was ever any truth to find. I believe that every legend begins with some small amount of truth.

Why do I bother to write as T.K. Hardin when I still put my name on the cover? Because normally, I write paranormal romance under my real name, Red Dawn. (Technically, this is still my real name just rearranged.) Switching from paranormal romance to erotic horror, as a reader, is not for everyone. So, the name change is to let readers know this is something different. Putting my name on the cover too is to let people know it’s still me. This story still has my flavor (so to speak) and personality in it. 

But there’s violence in all of my regular books, so what’s the difference? As Red Dawn, everything I write takes place in modern times, or in the future. These books do include some elements of horror, but they are strongly romance and less violent on the whole. With T.K. Hardin, everything is historical. I include historically accurate details like language and terminology commonly used, clothing, food, social norms, you get the idea. I also hold nothing back. I recently described the T.K. Hardin books to a friend like this, “It’s Victorian Gothic Horror with extra blood, extra sex, you know, all the good sh*t. We do all the badass stuff you’d expect, but we’re wearing corsets.”

Though there is certainly a love story at the heart of Dracula: In The Flesh, there are also many other elements that might offend someone expecting something a bit milder. My beta readers loved the story just as well as my other books. However, I didn’t want anyone walking into this one without fair warning. Dracula: In The Flesh is not for the faint of heart.

Dracula has always been close to my heart. I first read the original story when I was twelve and have been in love with it ever since. It has been my fondest dream to one day write my own version of this classic tale. I first began this project two years ago, but deadlines and other projects got in the way. I was working on the re-release of Eden when I read a quote from Antony and Cleopatra. “Where hast thou been, my heart?” Instantly, my Dracula came to mind and I knew I had to finish it this time. 

Dracula: In The Flesh is what I believe the story should be. In one instant it is brutal, violent and frightening, and the next heartbreaking and romantic. I am thrilled to present this book to readers and I sincerely hope that everyone enjoys this story as I have. Besides, doesn’t Dracula deserve to have his side of the story told?

Red Dawn writing as T.K. Hardin

––––––––
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POSSIBLE TRIGGERS: group sex (f/f/f/m) with a werewolf, monster sex, rough sex, blood play (mild) I mean, it’s vampires, historically accurate terminology, brief f/f action, intense graphic violence, sexual torture, graphically described sex (m/f), voyeurism, and basically everything that happens to Jonathan Harker.
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Chapter One
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Dracula’s Journal

January 8, 1895

I stood there for several minutes and all I could do was stare. She was just as lovely as I remembered. So many long years had passed since I had seen my love, my angel, that I had begun to think of her as a dream. A longing. A memory. An unfulfilled desire that I had kept close to my heart. But, a dream nonetheless.

“Do you find the paper interesting, Count?”

I cleared my throat for I found upon my first attempt that I could not speak.

“Not the paper, Renfield. The woman.”

And so it began. The newspaper which Renfield carried with him was by this time a few months old. Though it carried the news that my beloved lived, it also told of her recent engagement. It has been many years since I have feared any mortal man, and this one who stood in my way was no different. Losing her again, however, that thought terrified me.

When one has lived as long as I, there comes a time when no words shared with another soul can come close to expressing the depth of what you feel. It is for this reason I keep a journal. That, and if my beloved turns from me when she knows my true self, perhaps she will read these words. If she will not hear me speak, perhaps she will know through this how much I love her.

I forced myself once more to look at the man pictured beside her and despite my attempt to control my emotions, I felt my lip curl with disgust. The thought of him touching her, of his thin lips pressing against the full redness of her mouth, was an abomination.

I thrust the paper back toward my servant. “I want to know everything about him,” I said to Renfield, “what he likes, what he dislikes. Find me his vices so that I may tear him apart.”

Renfield bowed his gray head as he took the paper back from me.

“I thought your interest was with the woman.”

“It is.”

Later that evening, I sat alone in my room nearly overcome with memories I had pushed aside for centuries. The ritual was a success! Always, I had kept the hope alive that I would see her again, for eternity without hope is Hell on Earth. Though many believe I should eventually end up there, I see no reason to suffer now.

Images flooded my mind. Finding the body of my wife in the river, the crushing pain in my chest as a part of me died with her. Only the gypsies and I know what happened after that. I would do anything to be with her again ... and so I did. I sacrificed my blood and a part of my immortal soul for the return of my love. A gruesome bargain was made that night. A bargain for which I have paid the price nightly.

Just as my despair was so acute, as loneliness was at last beginning to overtake me, she appeared. In a newspaper of all things. Just as lovely as the day I laid her to rest. Now that I know she is alive, I will reach out to her. Though there are miles between us, some part of her must know me. She and I are bound by much more than love; she is a part of my soul.

In the absence of my flesh she shall know me, in the only way I know how to reach her.

My heart breaks for the touch of her skin, and the smell of her hair.

*****
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MINA’S JOURNAL

January 8, 1895 – late that night

Hands caressed me, calling me forth from somewhere in the darkness. A familiar press of lips against my skin brought a shiver to my flesh, and made my nipples harden against my thin gown. I arched against the hands that stroked me, like the gentle brush of velvet over my skin. My nipples were so taut that they began to ache. The pain this caused was a most welcome torment.

Soft, dark hair trailed across my face as my lover bent his head to my breasts, taking one throbbing peak into his mouth. I cried out and as I arched my body upward again his arms slipped underneath me, pulling me against him.

“Yes, my love,” I whispered.

I called him my love because his was a touch I knew. There was a tenderness that pierced my heart when he held me that could only be described as love. If I had been standing, his longing for me would have brought me to my knees. Despite not knowing how to understand or describe to anyone such an occurrence, I could feel him in a way that went beyond words. His desires were known to me through both touch and a gentle aching of my heart. He was starving and I was the delicacy he craved. He had hidden so long in darkness and I was to be his light. I felt so much and yet I knew that the waves that hit my senses were but a fraction of the oceans of longing coursing through him.

Green eyes glowed in the night, beckoning me with their promises as he threw back the covers and lifted my nightgown above my head. He left a trail of kisses down my body that burned against my cold skin as he removed my pantalettes.

My body responded easily to his touch. In his presence, I had no shame. I cared not for the judgment of others. I was free, a woman fully alive, reborn. The look in his eyes allowed no modesty, nor anywhere to hide. With the backs of his hands he spread my thighs. His touch brought a fever to my flesh such as I had never known. When he lowered his head to my quim, spreading my inner lips with his fingers, I cried, “Take me now, my prince. I have waited—”

My words were cut short by the pressure of his lips against my clit. He pulled the tender flesh into his mouth, nipping and sucking until I cried out incoherently.

Every inch of my body ached for his touch. My muscles tensed as I braced my feet against the mattress, arching higher against his mouth, displaying myself as I had never done for anyone before. My buttocks tensed, my lower back ached. A burning pleasure/pain began where his tongue touched me, searing its way down my thighs until at last, it broke. My body shook, release flooding me as I reached down bracing his dark head, refusing to let him move as I rode his tongue till the last ounce of pleasure had left me.

When I collapsed to the bed, he stretched out above me, his body bare against the length of mine, his weight a welcome pressure. How well I knew this body and how I hungered for the feel of him when I was awake.

I knew his voice, though he did not speak. I heard him, whispering through my mind.

“Soon, you will know me,” he promised, “in the flesh.”

I awoke with a start from this most recent dream, drenched in sweat, and completely naked. I poured some water into the basin beside the bed. In order to cool myself, I washed with a wet cloth and stood naked for a moment, fanning my face. It took several minutes before I was able to collect myself enough to get dressed and calm the tremor in my hand enough to write.

At twenty-three years old, I have only known the touch of one other man and he had not the skill of the one in my dreams. My dream lover did things to me I could not possibly have made up on my own. And whom could I dare to tell?

I had known him all my life, and yet we had never met. I recognized his presence in my mind and welcomed him. He was more persistent tonight, much of what he felt passed to me somehow and I had never felt such loneliness, though my dark prince has always been lonely.

Growing up, Lucy and I used to imagine we would be “rescued” one day by a prince of some sort. She said she imagined him as tall and blond, with glistening armor. I have never imagined my prince as anything but dark. When I am awake I cannot remember his face. I only know that darkness hangs about him like a cloak, shielding me from I-know-not-what. He lingers this way, just beyond my comprehension as a shadow in my mind and a longing in my heart.

I have never understood why Lucy saw herself as needing to be “rescued.” After my mother died in childbirth and my father passed a few years later, I was adopted by Lucy’s parents. Growing up in the Westenra household has afforded me privileges I might otherwise not have known. Our fathers were close since their childhood and I can only think it was this that led the family to take me in. Lucy’s mother died a few years ago. Since that time Lucy and I live on the back side of the Westenra estate in a comfortable cottage, fashioned after the main house. We come and go as we please, with only occasional visits from her father, who seems oblivious to Lucy’s ways. I love her, of course, and my words are not meant to judge. Society would never permit either of us to be seen in the light of day if they knew even half the truth. Which brings me back to my dark prince, for I have always thought of him as such. Though I do not feel the need for rescue, I see him as my savior. I cannot imagine why.

I have no explanation for my knowledge of his body, but I know him. Every line, every curve, every scar. My prince has battle scars and I know each by heart. And, miraculously, I somehow know the stories behind them. I hear the echoes of battle sometimes when my fingertips trace these scars. And I feel his fear, not of death itself, but of dying and never seeing me again as a result. But that is not possible. I realize this sounds as if I have gone mad. I write these strange dreams and my thoughts on them here, for where else can I share them? My journal has largely served as a place to record my dreams for years now. Unlike Lucy, who uses a journal to catalogue her promiscuous exploits, I record nights spent with a man who exists only in my mind.

Jonathan is my reality and with this I must come to terms. He is attractive enough, and though a bit odd, he seems to truly love me. What more could a woman ask for? After all, there are not many who would accept my own eccentricities. Despite evidence to the contrary, Jonathan treats me as if I am perfect. He looks at me as though I might break simply from the weight of his stare. I believe he will not even try to touch me until after we are married. He is dear to me, but he does not have the same effect as my dark prince. The man is not real, at least not as most would consider the term, and yet he haunts me. In the middle of the day I will remember his touch as that of someone flesh and blood and my heart will race.

If I spoke of these dreams to Lucy, she would tell me to find a real man to take his place. But that is not what I want. If I spoke to our dear friend, Dr. John Van Helsing, he might think me insane. He was the physician who attended Lucy’s mother and has been close to the family for many years. If he could not save Mrs. Westenra, I doubt anyone could. I can speak plainly with John and have on many occasions almost told him of my dreams. Never more have I considered opening up to him than tonight. What happened was so real. I can still feel his hands on me. And never before have I awakened to find myself naked!

I hear something downstairs. Perhaps Lucy is sleepwalking again. I shall go and have a look.

*****
[image: ]


LUCY’S JOURNAL

January 9, 1895

Last night was amazing! I had my first nighttime visit from Mr. Quincey Morris and I hope it will not be the last. I waited in the kitchen so that I could hear when he knocked at the back door, just as we had planned. Quincey is from America and I never tire of his Texan accent. He is in London visiting his friend Lord Arthur Holmwood, who also fancies me. I fear my dear Arthur would not understand if he were to find out about our liaisons. Therefore, Quincey and I have decided to keep our relationship clandestine. That makes it all the more exciting!

When I heard the knock I thought my heart would leap through my chest. He greeted me with roses and a slow, “Good evening, Miss Lucy.”

I felt the burn of arousal sink deep into my belly at the sound of his mellow voice. He is tall with dark shaggy hair, a thick moustache, and dark eyes. I placed my hand against his chest with a smile and, gathering a handful of his shirt, pulled him inside.

“Why, Quincey, you didn’t have to bring me flowers,” I said, placing the roses on the kitchen table. “And red! That’s my favorite color.”

He smiled. “I’ve never known anyone like you, Miss Lucy.”

I ran my hands inside his coat, wrapping my arms around his waist. The feel of his body, hard and strong, pressed against mine was enough to make me wet with desire. I had dispensed with my undergarments before coming downstairs. No doubt, if I had not, they would have been soaked through by now.

“Please, Quincey, you don’t need to call me Miss. I believe we know each other better than that. At least ... we’re about to.”

He had removed his hat upon entering the house and now he cast it onto the counter as he held me tighter. With a moan he kissed me and I arched against him. My nipples hardened as they brushed against the fabric of my thin bodice. I was wearing little more than a silk petticoat and a corset so low-cut I would be arrested for wearing it in public. It was red, the color of passion, or so I’d read in a French novel.

Having studied the art of love in as great a detail as possible and practicing often, I wanted to get to the point. I could feel his erection pressing into my belly, straining against his trousers. I reached between us and stroked him through his clothes.

“Won’t we wake your servants?”

I laughed softly. “The servants sleep in the main house, and Mina sleeps like the dead.”

His smile broadened as he bent to kiss me again. I don’t know what they teach men about kissing in Texas, but they should teach it in England, as well. I opened my mouth to him and he deepened the kiss. His tongue plunged inside my mouth and my quim throbbed in anticipation. For the past month I had thought of little besides getting my hands on Mr. Morris and now I could wait no longer.

I pulled back from him and hopped up onto the counter. He gave me a strange look so I explained, “I want you to fuck me here.”

“On the kitchen counter?”

“Yes, Quincey. Here.”

I reached for the hem of my thin skirt and pulled it up enough for him to see I wore nothing underneath. He didn’t need to be asked twice. He moved between my thighs and kissed me deeply again. I could hear him opening his trousers and could hardly wait for the feel of his cock inside me.

“Yes,” I said, reaching down to take his cock in my hand. “Oh!”

He smiled at my startled expression. 

“It’s so big,” I said.

“I’ll go slow,” he promised.

It isn’t always easy, thanks to the Cornstock Law, to get your hands on prophylactics, but I have my sources. Until this moment I had wondered if I would ask him to wear one or use pennyroyal tea with my breakfast to avoid getting with child. After wrapping my hands around his impressive cock, I didn’t want to take the time to fetch the sheath.

I took the head of his cock and used it to spread the lips of my quim. I did this slowly until he was covered with my juices. Watching the expression on his face was almost as good as the anticipation. The instant I stopped he took as his invitation and thrust inside me, stretching my inner walls until I cried out.

He went still, perhaps thinking he had hurt me and I said, “Don’t stop.”

He thrust deeper then and I felt my quim tighten around him. Another long, slippery thrust and I had already reached my peak.

“Yes, fuck me hard!”

He pumped in and out of my soaking quim until I felt him go stiff, moaning with release. Neither of us realized until that moment that we were not alone.

“Mina,” I gasped, pushing Quincey aside and leaping from the counter.

She threw up her hand as if in apology and hurried from the room. Quincey too left with a quick kiss and an apology. I couldn’t sleep after that. Now I must go down to breakfast and think of a way to look Mina in the eye without blushing.
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Chapter Two
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Jonathan Harker’s Journal

May 3, 1895

“Fuck!” I yelled this without care, for I doubt anyone could understand me.

I found myself completely lost in a foreign country, sent to finalize a business deal that was unusual at best. I saw no reason that my predecessor, Mr. Renfield, could not have concluded the matter himself. He did not approach me directly, but I was instructed, through Hawkins & Tompkins, the firm for which we both work. I was told that Mr. Renfield delivered a message from his client, a Transylvanian count, who had requested someone with my talents. What these “talents” might be, beyond those of getting lost, I had no clue. Apparently, the count is quite eccentric, and since he was spending a great deal of money, his wishes would be indulged. This included bringing me to the middle of nowhere little more than a month before I am to be married.

Buda-Pesth at first seemed intriguing but I am now beginning to think of it as the arsehole of Europe. Firstly, every train I have taken thus far was late. There appears to be no such thing as punctuality in this place at all. That and everyone seems afraid. The closer I get to what I believed to be my destination (because I am unsure of the map), the worse this fear emanating from the locals seems to become.

At the train stop I heard some old women mumbling about “vlkoslak.” The women I took to be Servian. In an attempt to prepare for my journey I tried to learn at least a few words in the languages I might encounter here. As my curiosity naturally leads me to odd things, I learned some of the more interesting words first. To the best of my knowledge they were talking about either a werewolf or a vampire. Either way, it is clear the people here are superstitious beyond reason. Who has serious conversations about such things? Surely they do not think I am somehow bewitched? It is difficult to ascertain the reasoning behind the looks they cast my way. Were I at home in London I would think they found me handsome if a woman glanced my way, then quickly whispered to her companion. But here, no, these are not looks of attraction, but appraisal of a different sort entirely. I feel as though they are trying to determine the worth of my very soul.

The few persons I had sought directions from took one look at my map and either ran or made the sign of the cross in the air in front of themselves. Some did both. I finally persuaded one man to explain to me (speaking German) what they meant by the gesture and he said it was to defend oneself against evil. When I asked him for directions and produced the map sent to me by the count, he also crossed himself and said something about “ordog,” which I know for a fact means Satan!

I do not understand these people or their strange superstitions. Since I am not fluent in Romanian and none of them had the desire (if they knew it) to speak English I had no way of knowing why they feared a castle in the mountains. Do they believe the devil lives there? Or maybe they had some superstitions about maps? Though I knew most of them understood German, as this language was suggested to me by the count in his letters as being commonly understood, they pretended not to when I tried speaking. I’ll grant my pronunciation is likely not the best, but I am fluent enough in the language to know I am speaking it correctly, though my English accent no doubt shows through.

From what I was told, the count had drawn the map himself. While the drawing was impressive, it gave vague references to towns and places that someone familiar with the area might find easy to read. I found it as useless as an extra pair of bollocks. Though the novelty of those would certainly be more entertaining than my present circumstances.

It was nearly dusk when I came upon a young woman who was the first person to appear eager to greet me. She was tall and shapely, with dark eyes and hair. Her skin was a lovely bronze that looked more golden in the fading light, and she was dressed as a gypsy.

“Are you lost, sir?” she called.

She had a strong accent and a rough, sensual voice. Truthfully, I was thrilled to hear someone speak English, even if it was barely recognizable as such.

“I am very lost,” I replied, smiling at the way she moved gracefully toward me.

“I could help you find whatever it is that you need.” She paused. “For a price.”

At last I knew what I was dealing with. I was so relieved to find anything commonly understood in this strange place.

“What else will you do for a price?” I asked.

“For a handsome man like you?” She took hold of my coat and pulled me toward her. “Let me show you.”

She led me behind a building where there was nothing to see us but an open field and a deserted road. Beyond that lay the forest which was so dense that the woods to my right appeared dark, as if night had fallen early there.

“Let me show you,” she repeated.

It had already been a long and tiresome journey and I had only just begun. I saw her offer as an act of kindness, even if I had to pay for it. Despite what was turning out to be a most fortuitous circumstance, I could not seem to shake my feelings of unease. Perhaps, it was guilt about Mina. I plan to be chaste and true to her alone once we are married. Until that time, Mina is miles away and I am a man of flesh and blood.

The woman dropped to her knees and began to open my trousers. As she did this she loosened the stays on her bodice with her other hand and her breasts spilled out. I tensed, looking toward the woods. But nothing was there. Still, I felt as if I was being watched.

“You are nervous,” she purred. “Let me calm you.”

She took my cock in her hand and all feelings of unease were forgotten. By the time she brought it to her lips, I forgot where I was. The feel of her hot mouth, the sound of the suction, it was intoxicating. It was a relief to know they knew how to suck cocks out here in the middle of nowhere.

I put my hand against the back of her head, tangling my fingers in the mounds of silken curls. I closed my eyes and focused on these sensations. When I opened them again I was too terrified to manage a scream.

Across the field near the tree line, stood a monstrosity such as I had never seen. Indeed, my mind could not comprehend the image before me. I opened my mouth, but no sound came out. The beast had the torso of a man and the head and feet of a massive wolf. It was carrying a man, held by the throat. Because of the monster’s grip, his victim appeared to be unable to scream. The man struggled and the creature shook him violently, dark claws digging into the man’s throat.

I tried to move away, to get the woman to her feet and run. But she held me fast, slamming me back against the building! A bell rang in the distance, I assumed to signal that night had fallen. God knows I had just then learned these people had a reason to fear the dark. Through all this, the woman sucked relentlessly and despite my terror, I remained hard.

The creature approached still carrying his victim. As the monster moved closer I saw that he was naked save for fur and had a cock that nearly reached his knees! This alone would have sent me running, but the woman held me still. Where did she get such strength?!

Now, as some of my senses returned, I fought, pulling her hair and hitting her shoulders. She would not relent! And the monster grew nearer still! I recognized the victim as one of the villagers by his dress and though I pitied him, I was powerless to help. The monster stopped, so close now that I could hear his labored breathing.

He stretched his monstrous hand forward as if offering me something. I watched as one claw grew longer than the rest. He brought this claw to the front of the man’s body and drew it downward, tearing away his clothes and exposing his chest. The man whimpered pitifully, and to my horror, the woman at my cock moved faster. She increased her pace as the creature raised his claw again and tore the front of the man’s body so deeply that his entrails spilled to the ground.

The beast that must be a werewolf threw back his hand and blood, hot and salty, spilled across my face, some of it making its way into my open mouth. I coughed and gagged in disgust, but was still unable to free myself. He released his victim and the man fell to the ground, screaming until I thought he must lose his voice as he tried in vain to gather up his insides.

I shook with horror so far beyond my description that even now I cannot find the words. As the monster bent over his victim with a growl, much to my astonishment and disgust ... I came. I was not aroused by the brutality in front of me but by the relentless movement against my cock! I pray no one ever reads this and if they should do not think me mad or perverse. Why then do I write this down at all? In the hopes that putting it onto paper can get some of the horror out of my mind. Perhaps I can hide it here and at least lessen, if not remove, its presence from my mind.

The woman moved back from me my seed still spilling from her lips as she growled. God help me, she was a monster too! Her eyes turned from dark to gold, their evil glow lighting the darkness around us. As her fangs grew she said something in Romanian. The only word I made out was “hunger.”

I trembled, falling to my knees. I recoiled against the side of the building, making myself as small as possible in the hopes that they would both fall upon the other man and leave me alone. I could hear the breaking of bones and tearing of flesh and I fought to keep from retching. I have never felt so ill. My chest ached from the frantic beating of my heart and I thought it might tear open from the overwhelming horror inside me. When I dared to look between my hands at the scene before me, I realized that the sounds I heard were not only of the man being savaged. The gypsy had begun to transform! The bones of her hands lengthened and reformed before my eyes. With a loud crack her legs bent backward like a wolf’s and she fell to the ground.

I edged toward the side of the building, falling over the bags I had dropped in my earlier haste. This brought both their attentions to me. The gypsy, now almost as hideous as the other creature, lunged toward me. The male werewolf grabbed her roughly and threw her back. I thought at first that he wanted me for himself, but then he pointed to something on the ground. It was my map.

He snapped his jaws as if to scold her and snarled at the female. Then, he spoke! His voice was low and frightening, but still clearly discernible.

“You fool! He is the one!”

With this they left. They ran into the woods on all-fours like beasts, leaving me with the remains of the man they had almost completely eaten. For several minutes I could do nothing but weep uncontrollably and not a soul came to my rescue. When at last I was able to collect my thoughts and my belongings, I had no recourse but to leave the remains of that poor man behind and seek shelter for the night.

I record this now so that if for any reason in the future I might need to recall it I may do so accurately, though I doubt I could ever forget. Perhaps I feel the need to write everything down to remind myself that it did in fact happen and I am not losing my mind. And as I said before, I hope to capture some of the horror here so that it might fade in my recollection.

The creature’s words (for I cannot bring myself to keep calling him a werewolf) haunt me almost as much as what I saw. What did he mean I am “the one?” One what?

From the way he spoke the language so clearly, I can only assume that he was once German. I wouldn’t know what to call him exactly now. Does one lose their nationality when they become a monster? I think of this as I record these events, but as they were happening I could only shake in fear. I’m trembling so now I am amazed that I can write!

The hour is late, but I believe I have some brandy in my bags. Without it, I doubt I will sleep at all. In fact, I may never sleep again.

*****
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DRACULA’S JOURNAL

May 5, 1895

Dreams shared with my beloved have given me new life. Mina is the name she uses now and I find that I like it more and more. She may never know the true extent of our connection, though she will surely know me when we meet at last, face to face. In her arms I shall be born again. So many nights I have longed for her. I believe a part of me thought I would never see her again. Perhaps I had grown afraid to hope, to believe that the other half of my soul would ever return to this world.

Renfield, true to his word, set about making events fall into place that very night after I saw the newspaper announcing Mina’s engagement. He immediately left for London and has only recently returned. He brings with him news that Jonathan Harker, the fiancé of my Mina, with whom I have corresponded already, has but one vice. He loves women.

If he can follow the map I have given him, for I made it unnecessarily complicated, then he will find quite a surprise waiting in Bistritz. I have told her nothing of his arrival, but I know one there who will seek him out as she has a fondness for Englishmen. She also answers to the call of the moon and is as likely to kill him as to grant him any favors. Thinking of the many evils which might befall him entertains me, perhaps more than it should.

The coachman who is to meet him in the village is also one of my servants. He alone has a description of Mr. Harker. I would be disappointed if Mina’s fiancé were eaten alive before I could deal with him, but not overly so.

Just then, I heard voices down the hallway. Everyone in the castle was instructed to leave me alone when I write. Naturally, when I felt someone approaching my door, I assumed they either brought news, or wished to be killed. Given my present mood, I had no preference of how circumstances might unfold.

“Vanya?”

I called to her before she had even touched the door. As I rose and faced her, I swung the door open by my will and she fell inside, trembling. Her long, dark hair spilled onto the floor as she abased herself before me. Through the thin gown I was reminded of reasons why, long ago, I had chosen to let her live with me.

“M-my Lord. I bring news.” Ah, so she had no wish to die this night.

“Speak.”

“Gottfried, the coachman, he saw the man a few nights ago. Jonathan Harker should arrive soon.”

I laughed as I bent to stroke her head. “Did he also encounter Elera, or do you know?”

She nodded, though continued to face the floor and did not try to meet my gaze.

“Yes, my Lord. The she-wolf had him to herself when Gottfried came upon them. It was not until he saw a map with your seal on it that he stayed her hand. He said she would have eaten Mr. Harker if he had not. He did this to honor you, my Lord, and hopes that it pleases you.”

The thought of the she-wolf tearing Harker limb from limb caused me to lick my lips, as if I could taste his fear. Still, I did have other plans for him.

“Yes. Tell Gottfried that I am pleased.”

I stroked her hair once more and rose, expecting her to rise as well and to leave.

“My Lord?”

I sighed. “What is it Vanya?”

“Do you really love her? Is she the one you’ve waited for?”

I turned so quickly that, had I struck her as I intended, my blow would have knocked her through the wall. I held my hand because in the instant she looked up at me, with her dark hair framing her face, she looked like Mina. I could never let my love see me this way. I extended my fangs as I grabbed her by the throat instead, hauling Vanya to her feet.

“Never question me in this, do you understand?”

“Yes,” she gasped.

To her credit, she did not struggle in my grasp. After all, it was not as if I could strangle one of my kind. She did not need the air. I was shocked when I felt the tears sliding down my face. So surprised in fact, that I released Vanya and turned from her.

“I love her. I have always loved her. For centuries now I have fought to stay alive so that I might one day touch her again. I have waded through generations of blood to once again reach the shores of her embrace.”

“Forgive me, my Lord. It was not my place.”

“No, it was not. Leave me.”

“Yes, my Lord Dracula.”
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Chapter Three
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Dracula’s Journal

May 5, 1895 – later that evening

I had not wept in so long that the feeling was foreign to me. After calming myself, I decided to leave the castle in search of life. Of course, it was not necessary for me to do so. My servants could provide me with whatever I had need of. But I needed to be free, to feel the night around me and hear its call. There is no symphony more beautiful than that which the night and all her creatures make.

I left through my bedroom window, climbing down the wall face down on my belly as only one like myself could do. The cold stone felt good against my chest and my outstretched hands. And when I reached the bottom, the earth beneath my bare feet made me sigh. This was where I belonged, where I was most alive.

The moon was nearly full and as I gazed up at it I howled, reveling in the answering call of my servants. I can take the form of the wolf if I wish and run with the pack. I can grow wings like the bat and fly. All the beasts of the field are under my command. Even the storm must answer to my power. I can transform into mist and drift over the land and I can bring down the rain. All of this will I share with her, if she will only allow me.

I stretched my arms wide, feeling the wings as they broke from underneath my skin. My injuries were healed in an instant and I took to the sky. The flight was exhilarating, the cool, crisp wind fluttering through my hair, chilling my skin. I flew over the mountains, through the Borgo Pass where my coach was scheduled to meet Mr. Harker soon, and down into the nearby village.

My journey would have taken a few hours for others who are more limited in their methods of travel. Within minutes of leaving my home my feet touched down on the cool, wet grass outside a small house.

My first thought after arriving in the village was that I could find Harker tonight and drain him dry in his sleep. I could almost feel his flesh give way beneath my fangs. I licked my lips as I imagined the taste of fear on his likely unwashed skin. However, I quickly pushed such thoughts aside. I wanted Mina to choose me outright, not because I was her only choice. If he died in the land of my fathers, it would not be by my hand.

Thirst was winning over my enjoyment of the night. With my mind I called out to whoever was in the house. I whispered to their mind, letting my voice say what they needed to hear.

Moments later a young girl emerged, wearing no more than a shift. The look in her eyes told me clearly that she had fallen under my spell. She was lovely, fair skin, dark hair, cheeks flush with youth and vitality. But she was barely more than sixteen and I had no desire to harm one so young.

“Come to me,” I said. Perhaps it was my state of undress that caused her to hesitate, for I knew she was willing. Or, it could have been the wings. “I will not harm you, child.”

She moved toward me and when I reached for her, intent on sending her back to the house, she caressed my chest as a woman would.

“Don’t send me back,” she said. “Let me come with you.”

I was surprised. “You knew I would send you back?”

She reached up to touch my face, and I allowed her to do so. “They speak of you in the towns nearby, those who have seen you, before you stopped coming here. They say you only send your servants now. But the old women speak of a time when you used to visit some of them. They say that your kiss is ecstasy.”

I smiled. “And you know me by their stories?”

“My grandmother said you were the only man she would ever have called beautiful. I’ve heard others say that you can fly. And here you stand, beautiful beyond my reckoning and you have wings. Who else could you be?”

This child not only did not fear me, but was eager for my bite. I was humbled.

“Your words are a welcome reprieve from what most would say to me. However, that does not change my decision. If you will not go of your own accord, then I will take you back to your bed. Sleep.”

She fell into my arms. As I carried her back toward the house someone in the distance shouted, “Monster!”

Who would see me at this hour? I turned in the direction of the voice and saw the one I had so recently thought of killing. Jonathan Harker rushed toward me and I hurried to put the girl inside. She left the door to her house open and with the speed I possess, I was able to put her back in her room and exit the house before Harker arrived at the steps.

He was not carrying a torch, so I knew he could not see me well, as humans do not have the vision of my kind in darkness. As much as I wanted to confront him, now was not the time. I could not have him see me and know what I am so soon. If I let him live after such an incident, he would run back to Mina with stories of a “monster” and she would never again be mine.

Just as he ran onto the porch, I flapped my wings and lifted into the air.

“Bring her back, you foul thing!” he yelled.

I snarled as I replied, “I have not taken her, you fool!”

On the flight back to my castle, I reminded myself that I suffered this idiot for the sake of my love. Soon he will be dealt with, but not tonight. There were only a few hours before dawn and I had decided I would spend them alone, painting. I was working on a portrait of Mina, though it will be some time before I can share it with her. I am painting her from memory. Nude. Every curve and detail I have longed for all these years will be there to behold, and someday my beloved will see herself as I see her.

These thoughts lightened my mood until I drew closer to the castle. There appeared to be a struggle near the front gate. As I descended I could smell blood and knew the scene was even more violent than it appeared from above. Renfield, who I had given my blood only a few nights before, was attacking a villager. He had torn the man’s shoulder with his teeth and blood poured freely from the wound. The man fought, but was no match for Renfield’s strength. He threw the villager to the ground with a yell, and leapt upon him.

“Stop this!” Vanya yelled, flinging herself at Renfield.

Renfield turned on her with a hiss. To my surprise, he tossed her away with ease. Vanya is an old vampire and he should not have been able to overpower her. She glanced at me and I saw desperation in her eyes. She was right to fear my wrath, but clearly this was not her doing.

“My Lord,” she called, pleadingly. “We told him not to go into the village.”

As she spoke the villager wailed in agony. Renfield threw him to the ground, digging so deeply into his flesh that he drew blood with his fingernails. The man tried to wrench free and I heard a sound like cloth being torn as his arm was ripped from his body. Renfield was obviously unhinged.

I stepped forward and hit him hard with the back of my hand. He flew through the air, stopping only when he hit against the front gate and fell to the ground.

“Restrain him,” I ordered.

Gottfried ran around from the east side of the castle, apparently anticipating what would be needed as he had brought silver chains. In order for the werewolf to hold them, he was wearing leather gloves. Vanya wrapped her hands in her silk gown to prevent the silver from touching her skin. Together they tied Renfield before he could recover his senses, or what was left of them.

I walked over to the villager and knelt at his side. To my amazement he was still alive. He was pale and shaking from the pain and cold. He would soon die from loss of blood; however, I saw no reason for him to suffer until then. His injuries were grave, but he would not be turned by Renfield’s bite. You must exchange blood with a vampire in order to become one. Most people do not realize this.

“You saved me,” he gasped.

No one had ever referred to me as their savior before. I wished there was more I could do for this man. I felt some responsibility, since it was I who made the decision to turn Renfield. I offered the villager the only form of mercy that came to mind.

“Would you like me to take the pain away?”

His eyes widened in fear. He obviously knew what my offer entailed.

“I don’t want to die.”

“You have lost an arm and a lot of blood. I can make your passage to the other side as painless as possible.”

With his remaining arm he reached for me and I took his hand. Warm blood gushed from the wound on his shoulder and saturated the ground.

“Please,” he said. “Is there no other way?”

“Do you know who I am?” I asked.

“Yes. You are Vlad Dracula, once a prince of this land and now feared by the people here. Some say you are the devil. But others believe you have found the secret.”

He coughed and blood spilled from his lips. We were running out of time for conversation.

“And what do you believe?”

He was getting weaker and I bent closer to hear his words.

“I think you have found ... eternal life.”

I pulled back, taking only a moment to consider. There are not many who see me for who I am and are able to accept me. I knew he spoke the truth. He believed in what he was saying and I could not refuse him.

“You must be whole at the time you are made vampire in order to regenerate limbs. If I embrace you now, you could never fully recover. I doubt you would enjoy eternity with one arm. However, there is another choice. Your life will be lengthened, but you will not live forever.”

“Tell me,” he begged, gripping my hand tighter.

“You could become one of my wolves. They alone can recover from injuries like yours the moment they are turned. You will answer to me and to the moon. Gottfried will be your master in my absence. Is that acceptable?”

Without hesitation he answered, “Yes.”

“Gottfried, hurry.”

I stepped back and as I moved my coachman transformed in an instant. Now the man shook not only from his injuries, but from terror. A werewolf is no easy thing to look upon, especially if it is your first time.

“Hold still,” Gottfried growled. “I will not maim you further.”

He knelt beside the man and with his long teeth, barely punctured the flesh of the villager’s thigh. The man screamed as Gottfried licked the wound. This was enough to ensure the other man would turn.

Since the moon was nearly full, the man began to turn instantly. Those who are newly made wolf have no control of the beast once the moon is in its last phase. He screamed incoherently and I wondered if he already regretted his choice. His pain would have ended by now if he had accepted my first offer. As it was, his pain had only begun.

I stood beside him while his convulsions became so severe that he arched up from the ground. Hair began to thicken along his arm and his muscles bulged, causing his flesh to tear in places and his clothes to rip as well.

“What is your name?” I called above his screams.

“Luca,” he yelled. Already his voice was beginning to deepen with the coming change.

“Luca, over the next few minutes, you will suffer greatly. Nothing I can do will change this. But when it is finished you will be whole and you will live.”

With a howl he threw back his head, thrashing in agony as a new arm grew from his body. Only it did not look like a normal arm for it had the claws and length of a werewolf’s appendage. The bones in his other arm began to break and reform until both were matched in length and claws. His legs also lengthened, breaking loudly before reforming into the legs of a wolf. Through all this the man’s cries echoed over the countryside and I was once again glad to live so far from anyone who might notice.

His face lengthened to that of a wolf’s and his scream ended with another howl.

While Luca’s injuries healed, the final stages of his transformation were complete. Vanya approached me. I saw that she reached for my wing before pulling her hand back. Twice tonight a human was willing to accept me and now one of my own kind feared to touch me.

“Forgive me, my Lord,” she said softly.

I retracted my wings as I turned to her and she shuddered. What kind of monster had I been all these years for her to react this way? Was I truly so evil? If so, then I needed my Mina much more than I thought. She was what remained of my humanity, my heart, and my salvation.

“There is nothing to forgive,” I said, placing my hand on her shoulder. She relaxed under my touch and I added, “This was not your doing.”

I walked over to where Renfield struggled against his bonds. The silver ate into his bare arms, burning the flesh, and still he writhed for freedom. A mad look in his eyes let me know my first assumption was correct.

“What is wrong with him?”

At the sound of Luca’s voice I turned to the new werewolf. He was still crouched down, obviously in pain. But, he had recovered enough to speak.

“It happens sometimes,” I answered, turning back to Renfield. “There are some people that no matter how much they want it cannot become a vampire. He has had a terrible reaction to my blood. It is a shame, because he was a loyal servant. I offered to turn him as a reward.” I knelt beside the lunatic who snapped at me despite my attempt to soothe him. “I am sorry, Mr. Renfield.”

“Master, can I kill him?” Luca asked.

“I understand your desire, but no.”

“What should we do with him?” Vanya asked.

“Send him back to London. There is an asylum that is aware of the existence of our kind. I have heard they once treated a werewolf. Perhaps they will find a cure for his madness of which I am not aware.”

“It will be done,” Vanya said.

After all that had happened, I returned to my chamber and sat staring at the almost-finished painting of Mina. 

Once again I write to contain my loneliness. Tomorrow evening her betrothed will arrive at Castle Dracula. It will be late, for my coach is scheduled to meet him at dusk. The desire to do him harm is almost as strong as my need to see her again. But for her sake I will refrain. Still, frightening him is not exactly harm, is it?

Perhaps I should meet Mr. Harker at the Borgo Pass, personally.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Four
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Jonathan Harker’s Journal

May 6, 1895

Today I am to meet the count’s coach at the Borgo Pass. The pass is not terribly far from the village where I’ve been staying, but I am not to leave here until early afternoon. His letter instructed that the coach would arrive at dusk. The count’s coach will no doubt be on time. Finding someone willing to take me there has been another matter entirely. Simply getting someone to have a conversation with me about the possibility of traveling so far into the mountains has been difficult.

However bothersome the situation, I no longer scoff at the superstitions of these people. Actually, their fears make me wonder what I have agreed upon in coming here. I heard them talking about werewolves and I encountered a werewolf. I’ve tried not to think about their reference to Satan and how it might relate to the winged creature I saw. No matter how much I would rather not believe in such things as werewolves and vampires, that does not change what happened. The villagers fear the mountains. What will I find there, and why do I get the sense that this new evil is waiting for me?

After the events of the past two nights, I fear I am losing my mind. It is also a concern that I might become too accustomed to drink in my attempt to find sleep. The daylight has never been such a welcome sight. I shudder each time I go outside and have checked my body perhaps a hundred times in search of injury. The she-wolf left no mark on my person, but I cannot say the same for my mind.

And what am I to think after last night?! I was still awake despite the hour, for I cannot sleep of late without being intoxicated. I was nearly in a drunken stupor when I went outside to relieve myself. Had I not been so into my drink I would have used a bedpan rather than risk going out into the night. With some difficulty I managed to do my business and set my trousers to right. It was then I noticed him. A man, much taller than average, was standing near a home on the outskirts of the village. The man himself was not strange other than the fact that he was only wearing trousers. Very tight trousers at that! What caught my attention next was his wings.

My first thought was that I had drunk too much. Either that or my delusion was caused by the events from a few nights ago. I watched him for a few moments while he appeared to take a deep breath. It’s as if he was savoring the night. Then, he looked toward the house and, when I did the same, I saw a young girl emerge. She appeared to be in some kind of trance for the look on her face was tranquil as if she still slept. Surely she would not be so peaceful if she knew there was a creature such as this before her!

She appeared very young, but possessed the figure of a woman fully grown. Her body was elegantly formed with a small waist and high, firm breasts clearly visible through her thin shift. Even after my experience before, I felt the familiar stirring of lust as I observed her. The way her long hair fell about her shoulders reminded me of Mina. I had only seen my fiancée with her hair down once and that was during a storm when her pins came loose. Still, I remember the event clearly. I often wonder what she will look like with her hair spilling around her shoulders and down her back, wearing nothing but a smile.

I had occasion to read a book of folklore some time back. I had, of course, thought it was rubbish. Now, as I watched this young girl and her reaction to the winged man, I was reminded of something called an incubus. As I recall, the book suggested this was a type of vampire, said to visit women in their sleep and commit lewd acts with them, in the flesh or in the women’s dreams.

I studied him as closely as I could, though my vision was not clear due to drink and the darkness. His hair was long and so black that it blended with the night around him. His skin was as pale as the moonlight and his eyes glowed emerald green. He towered over the girl and as she approached him, they conversed briefly. What a young woman might say to one such as him was beyond me. I could not hear their words, but I watched the way she boldly stroked his chest. The look on her face was unmistakable. She wanted him! The poor child! She must have been like a slave under his power. Why else would she desire to caress a monster?

He spoke to her again and waved his hand before her eyes. As he did this the girl collapsed into his arms.

“Monster!” I cried, no longer able to stand by.

I chased him to the door of the house and, when I called out to him to give back the girl, not only did he say he did not have her, but he called me a fool. Can you imagine? Me, a fool? But that wasn’t the most puzzling thing. The creature spoke the Queen’s English. I went inside to find the girl safely asleep in her bed. No one else was in the house, though there was one other bedroom. I am again confounded by these people and their strange ways, such as leaving young women at home alone with unsecured doors. I left the house and, due to my inebriated state, promptly stumbled down the steps.

Now I await my coach with a lump on my forehead I have tried to cover with my hat. I shall no doubt make a fine impression on the count. That is, if he doesn’t laugh when he sees me. My eyes are red from lack of sleep and drinking too much. My clothes are wrinkled because I have no way to press them here. On occasion I tremble when I hear a loud noise. After seeing monsters twice now, who could blame me? Oh yes, I am a fine representation of my firm. Perhaps once I finally make my way back home, I should seek out a doctor, one who deals with such troubles as mine.

Jonathan Harker’s Journal - later that evening

I am writing now because I don’t know what else to do. Once again, I write with trembling hands. The more I record in this journal, the more I am convinced that I must either keep it under lock and key or burn it upon my return to London. Even to myself it sounds more and more like the ravings of a madman. But, I’m getting ahead of myself.

The coachman who was supposed to take me to the Borgo Pass became increasingly frightened during the trip and stopped the coach some distance away from our destination.

“Get out,” he said, speaking German.

I exited the coach as requested but still said, “Excuse me?”

“Get out,” he repeated. “I will go no further than this.”

“But, sir. Surely, you jest? Have you not heard the wolves as we passed through the forest? What am I to do?”

He threw down one of my bags. “Truly, I care not, however if you insist upon this course, take this.”

He tossed me a strange necklace with a crucifix attached to the chain. I am not particularly religious, but under the circumstances, I accepted the gift. Suddenly I recalled most vividly the wolfman outside the village and nearly laughed at the idea of holding out a cross as my defense against such a brute.

“You mean to leave me here?”

The coachman stroked his long mustache before answering me. “I do. Unless you have regained your senses and would like to return with me?”

“Regained my senses?”

He tossed down my other bag and almost hit me. I took a step back, glancing around once more at the forbidding woods and the growing darkness.

“This place is evil,” he said. “Whatever purpose has brought you here, I assure you it isn’t worth your life.”

My knees shook so violently I wondered if the coachman could see them knocking together. My firm stands to make a great deal of money from the transactions I’ve been sent to finalize, which means I too shall benefit greatly. Mina is accustomed to wealth, having been raised in the Westenra household. My own assets pale in comparison. I can scarcely comprehend why she accepted the proposal of a lawyer, as the announcement of our engagement has caused quite a stir. One of my employers, Mr. Hawkins, congratulated me on an almost daily basis. He says that, though Mina is not a blood daughter, it is known that she is well loved by the Westenra family and will inherit a large portion of the Westenra estate. He said, “My boy, I don’t know why you bother to work. You’ve already struck gold!”

Although many would see it this way, I do not want to be thought of as a kept man. I wish to bring something to the marriage besides myself. Therefore, I need the money. All of this came to mind in an instant as the coachman tossed down my bags.

Yes, I was terrified, but I was already there and at least partially drunk.

“My decision is made, sir.”

As I bent to my bags the other man mumbled something that sounded like, “May God be with you.” Then, he turned the coach around and, true to his word, left me alone in the woods a good ways yet from the Borgo Pass.

The road was easy enough to follow, for it was the only one along the narrow mountainside. I was grateful Mina had convinced me to travel light. Otherwise, I might not have made the trek carrying both bags. The weight of my luggage and the cold air was almost enough to distract me from the howling. Almost.

The wind itself howled in these ungodly woods. Not at all like the simple whistling sound I had heard numerous
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