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Canada, present day

It happened again, another night where I remembered through my dreams who I was, how I got here. The good, the bad, the pleasant, the not so pleasant, the silly, the angry, the sweet and the bittersweet. At first these memories came only in resting state. I didn’t know they were real. Then they came, not only when I was vamp style sleeping but during the day, or at least vampire daylight hours. I began remembering places, people, events, and history. History I lived through. Brillant, bad, bloody, and beautiful.

You see, I believe I was born a vampire, I mean, not like in a hospital. But yeah, I woke up in a lab. I had no idea where I’d been, well, before 1945 that is. The difference is that now I can recall before 1916. A gap between the two world wars that still mystifies me. I am slightly miffed that I missed the roaring twenties.

Here I am, eighty years later after my second birth, waking. Dreaming, having the migraine like headaches that bring on the memories, sharp and painful, passionate, and everything in between. I remember everything they did to me. The assaults that made me break down. The events that make me wonder why they changed me. 

I was happy before, for the most part. I still experience joy now. But it’s a whole different ball game as they say in modern times. It feels immense. The tumultuous rush of a delicious feed. Real divine love. Forbidden explosive passion. The comparison of the ecstasy as a human and as a vampire, is as starkly contrasted as black and white.

I might say the same for the darker shades of my existence. Pain so intense I believed it would kill me. Fear, anger and betrayal that drove me to madness.

Most of those who hurt me were men. Men who wanted me for either money, position, title, or to use as their tool of violence, especially after I became immortal. I remember them for what they were. Puppet masters who thought I would stay tethered to their strings and dance whenever the music played.

Although I have had men that I loved and truly given my heart to, and ones that have broken my heart, I, in turn, broke others. Yet I still have that special unrequited love, that one human, that I will love forever. 

Alas, Mark is my handler and I am his assassin. He is human and I am immortal. All the more worrisome with the increased knowledge of my checkered past is that Mark doesn’t know that I’m a vampire.

It’s time to awake and ready for a new future. I pack and prepare to meet with Mark after hiding in Canada for several months. I sigh as I watch the snowflakes from my northern hideaway then check my phone for news and smile.

The memories startle me as the snow today, January 21, 2025, is the largest accumulation in New Orleans since February 14, 1895. I’m amazed at the snowy footage. Tears well up as I scroll thru the winter wonderland images of Jackson Square and Bourbon Street. A black chef in his cooking whites having a snowball fight with a bunch of children off from school. Tourists and natives alike capturing the abundance of a frozen fluffy blanket of winter. 

My memories are coming easily being away from the job. Assassinating requires a lot of focus. In the cold stillness I have plenty of moments to reflect on my past. 

I’m feeling things I didn’t know I held the capacity for. I’ve been fairly frozen emotions-wise since 1945. I have compassion, except that when it comes to taking people out, I’m a cold-hearted bitch. But apparently before 1916, my emotions were all over the map.

They say that vampires don’t have hearts, but they’re wrong because mine has been broken. It was in New Orleans on Valentine’s Day, 1895 when the snow fell at midnight.

__________

New Orleans, 1895

“Fucking Finch.” I mutter. Finch, I am remembering, is the head of a branch of a secret Society that has sent me to America indefinitely. I will report to a man named Roth, a tall swarthy Irishman that settled in St. Louis long ago. I departed the White Star Line steamer in New York, then took a train to St. Louis, Missouri to meet and be escorted by Roth into New Orleans. Serious shit is going down to send me all the way across the ocean and then be escorted into a city by the Director of an altogether different city. I patiently wait on the steamboat landing in St. Louis near the massive Eads Bridge.

My carriage arrives. I can tell by the feathers in the cap of the driver and how he tips his hat to me. I fix my hat in response. He scurries off and assists me. I gracefully slide onto the empty side as the driver briskly retains his perch and begins our journey. I wait for the gentleman across from me to speak. 

“I am delighted that you’ve joined me.” Roth’s booming brogue fills the cabin. His bulk covers most of his seat, his bowler scraping the ceiling. A cunning smirk erupts from his square jaw line. Steady beady eyes examine me closely. 

“I as well.” I respond in a practiced code. I can sense that he is impressed with my professionalism.

“Welcome to St. Louis, Countess.”

“Pleased to meet you, Director Roth.”

“Straight to business then.” He clears his throat. “I appreciate you traveling this far. I was informed that you are the best person for this job.”

I nod and listen.

“You know this man?” He hands me an unsealed envelope.

I open it, pull out a faded photo, and hide my shock. The picture is of Jeremy, the man who recruited me to be an assassin after Casmir deserted me. He healed my wounded soul and then broke my heart. 

I answer in low tones, staring Roth directly in the eyes. “Yes, extremely volatile.”

“Can you say why?” Roth asks in the correct fashion.

“Yes, he recruited and trained me. I’m certain you know he’s part of the M organization.” My voice is dry as dust. I’m gathering that Roth doesn’t know that I’m immortal, but if the Society sends in someone from outside their normal boundaries, in this case a whole other continent, this is serious business indeed. My past is about to haunt me in an unexpected myriad of ways. New Orleans is full of vampires. 

“I do. And I am here to assist in any way possible to eliminate him.”

I lean forward with a salacious smile. “I assure you Roth, I am the best person for the job.”

The moment to avenge a part of my past has arrived.

_________

France 1840’s

I am in the most romantic city on the planet, yet I have been grieving for a love lost for nearly a year now. Casmir deserted me. I wrapped my undead life around his for the better part of forty years, skipping behind him like a sweet but naughty puppy. He taught me the basics of being a vampire, how to hunt, how to hide, how to deceive, how to appear human. By the time he left, I spoke the romance languages and a smattering of others. We wove in and out of multiple countries. He would occasionally make business trips alone but was never gone for more than three to four weeks. When we became too familiar in our current locale we traveled. We shared an idyllic romantic life, until he made a decision that would change both our lives. I had no clue the depths of his deception.

I couldn’t return home to Poland, at least to stay anyway. He sold my family’s castle from under me. I wouldn’t have known except he’d foolishly left a contract copy behind in a desk on one of our numerous extended adventures outside Poland. I made a mad dash to recover what was left. I was lucky to keep my jewels, a stash of coins, and a collection of heirlooms. 

He disappeared. No note, no goodbyes. Gone. I was broken. I wandered aimlessly through Europe, trying to reinvent myself for a new era. Paris seemed the best choice for me to disappear in the open. Bohemians and political unrest filled the streets. I fit well inside the beautiful chaos. I was over ninety in terms of human years when I met Jeremy. If Casmir was evil, then Jeremy was Lucifer himself.

“Why are you sad madame?” A man has appeared seemingly out of nowhere, speaking a fluent French, but by his looks, it’s not his native tongue. I flick through a newspaper outside of a cafe as they are closing for the day. The sky radiates a pleasant plethora of colors
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