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Despite having danced with death in the darkness. 
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I have had an intimate relationship with death. I’ve watched him come for others and I have forced others into his endless embrace. I’ve held his hand a few times, and quite honestly, managed to cheat him a few times. Which is fair because he has stolen the ones I’ve loved for eternity.

My newly recovered memory continually reminds me of these dark interludes. I am grateful for this solitude in the far Great White North of Canada so I can map out the cobwebs of remembrances. Sometimes they are simple, other moments are intrusive, like when I made a pit stop in NYC on the way to this very safe house.

A nip into a homeless man turned into a hurried flight after hearing classical music from the subway entrance around the corner. It carried me back to a passionate night with a long-lost lover in the late 1800’s. I wept for an hour over a hundred and twenty years of loss. His name was Casmir.

Now that I am getting a grip on my past, I will never forget the night I became a vampire, when Casmir made me immortal.


__________


Mid-1700’s, Poland

A flash of lightning and roll of thunder awakened me. A chilly mist filled the room from the open windows to the balcony. I intuitively reached for Alexsandr, but his side of the bed wasn’t even warm. I stumbled from the bed, barely able to walk to shut the curtains. My eyes furtively adjusted to the dark as I walked away from the night.

A man I’d never seen before came from in front of the stilled fireplace, its last embers long cold. He was statuesque, impeccably dressed, a black velvet coat and trousers, his head free of a wig or hat, and his sandy blond locks were ribbon tied. His skin was pale, but his eyes sparked a brilliant hazel with bright green flecks despite the lack of light in the room.

I was mesmerized, frozen in time near the windows. He spoke to me, but the words were muffled. I was in his arms as he briskly carried me to the bed, his breath caressing the skin of my neck. 

He gently set me down and stood over me as if to watch my reaction to his seduction. His eyes curiously traced over my naked body, his face betraying his pleasure with a wicked slash of a smile.

After another flash of lightning, I reached for him, he grasped my hand and began to nibble at my wrist. I felt little if no pain, but his eyes darkened. His lips brushed up my arm, his hands seemingly embracing each inch of my body. A searing heat flared from below my jawline and filled me entirely. I closed my eyes, expecting to drift into a deep slumber when I felt the coolness of his palm to my cheek. I could see in the dark and he mouthed the word “drink.” My lips parted to the taste of something rich and warm. My body burned with a desire I’d not experienced before. He penetrated between my legs, my soul rushing to a precipice of climax it would never experience again as a human. The only words I remember hearing that night from Casmir, “I’m saving you.” From that evening on, I would be eternally forty-five.

I woke abruptly from that mysterious erotic dream, still naked, splayed on the bed, my lady’s maid knocking. I rolled off, whisked on a robe and mumbled, “Come in.”

“My Countess, you have slept in late today?” She meekly entered.

“Yes, um, I did.” I blinked and rubbed my eyes as sunlight filled the room, seeming exceedingly bright. I absently glanced at the bed to see that Alexsandr had left early, which was quite unlike him. If he did, on rare occasions, he would jot a passionate note for me. The bedside table was empty. I absently scratched at my wrist to find a couple of red spots. I must’ve been bitten by something.

“May I bring you breakfast, my lady?” My maid tidied around the room and pulled out several garments for me.

“Yes.” I drew my hair in a messy bun, wondering where Alexsandr had run off too. I didn’t have to wait long.

Moments after my chambermaid left a brisk rap at the door startled me, causing me to nearly drop my brush.

“Countess.” A manservant peered in. “One of the guards must talk to you immediately.”

“Come in, yes.” I wrapped a thicker robe over my gown.

The soldier glanced at the page, and I bid him to leave us alone. Once the manservant had stepped out, I motioned for the guard to come forward. He knew of Alexsandr and kept our secrets. I could trust him. 

“I assume something terrible has happened that you would come to your lady’s bedchamber.”

“Yes Countess, I am so sorry to disturb you, but I must prepare you for news a lady shouldn’t hear...”

“Permission to speak.” A headache pulsed through my ears. The sunlight was beginning to bother me. I wanted to get this rotten start to a day over with.

“Countess, I am afraid to inform you that the body of your companion Alexsandr was found deceased deep in the woods.”

“What?!” I gasped so horribly that I choked.

“Countess, I apologize, I know that this is a most delicate matter. I need to know how to proceed.”

“Of course. I, um, who knows of this incident?” I stuttered.

“Only one of the night guards. He informed me coming off rounds this morning. He led me to the spot and I asked him to cover the remains and stay until I had your advice.”

“Are you certain?” I whispered as I moved out of the sunlight to sit absently on the bed. Shock was overtaking me. I was holding onto every ounce of sanity that I feared I had left. 

The guard nodded. 

“Wisely done. Take me to him, on foot if possible. I will have a bit of breakfast, my maid to assist as usual, so no one is the wiser. Where shall I meet you in an hour?”

“It is a short walk into the forest. We can meet outside the carriage house and barn Countess.”

“Very well then. Bring means to bury the body and tell no one.”

The soldier exited without a word as my maid returned. As she set the tray, I realized I didn’t desire a single bite of food.

An hour later the intermittent call of birds and leaves crunching under our boots were the only sounds amongst the foliage. I wore a dark cloak that completely hid my body. I followed the guards lead. As promised, after a hundred yards into a deeper section of trees, I saw the glimmer of the helmet of the protecting soldier.

We paused and my lead scanned around us before speaking, “My Countess, although this was not a horrific death, don’t get close.”

“I must know, carry on.” I trembled full of fear but tumbled forward.

He took my hand and we walked around an immense moss-covered tree that had dropped long ago. On the other side stood the guard, his cape covering the shape of an obvious human. Pale toes peeked out beneath the woolen garment.

I waved my hand and he lifted the cloak away. I intensely
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