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The short manuscript that was sent to me at my Cornwall beach-house in the winter of 2017 (yes, you read that correctly: Cornwall, winter, and beach-house; it may be cold and blowy in England’s most westerly county at that time of year but it has the attraction of few tourists and the solitude that appeals to my natural reclusivity) purported itself to be true and urged me to make certain inquiries into the “fact” rather than the “fiction” of the Vampire phenomenon that came to prominence during the early-nineteenth-century and has remained a staple of folklore, TV, book and film, ever since. 

Given the demands on my time – mostly reading and painting, as I love my leisure and those uninterrupted periods when I can think my own thougths without annoying intrusions – it was only recently that I stumbled across the manuscript and my reply to its sender and realised I had given my word to him to do exactly as he urged.

There may indeed be something of the indolent about me but, as with my writing and general outlook on life, I tend to be old-fashioned when it comes to such things as the making of a promise.

Hence my trawl through the Project Gutenberg files and many visits to the British Library during my stays at the Bloomsbury apartment I owned a short walk from its portals.

And yes, you would be right in thinking money is not a problem for me – though an empathy free swill guzzler as so many in our public-life appear to be these days is not, I fervently pray, how you would describe me if we ever met and got to know each other socially.

But back to the subject at hand...

It was, I soon found out, actually a young English writer and physician who was responsible for the Carpathian horror’s first popular manifestation and not, as many continue to believe, the Dublin-born Bram Stoker and his creation of Count Dracula from 1897. 

Nor was it Stoker’s fellow Irishman, Sheridan Le Fanu; despite Le Fanu having penned his classic Camilla - with the Vampire this time taking female form - some fifteen years before. 

Given that Le Fanu was the first Dubliner to tackle the subject – at least with any critical and popular success – and was born only five years before the first and most influential debut of the bloodsucking Romanian aristocrat, it would have been a feat of literary precocity on a par in musical terms with the genius of the infant Mozart. 

No.

Contrary to popular belief, instilled no doubt by the enduring popularity and the countless adaptations, flights of fancy, and pastiches born of the Stoker version, the first truly popular recounting of this nightmare deep from the bowels of Romanian folklore came with “The Vampyre”. A story written by a young and only recently qualified Doctor, fresh from Edinburgh University. Lord Byron’s personal physician, in fact, and familiar with the other leading Romantic figures of the day such as Mary Woolstonecraft and Shelley himself.

That John Polidori (1795-1821) is only partially credited for popularising the vampire genre of fantasy fiction can probably be attributed to the many, mostly obscure, fictional writings on the subject from a variety of lands made before he ever placed the first description of his “Lord Ruthven” on paper. Just the same, his short-story "The Vampyre" (1819), can certainly be said to be the first published and, at the time, modern vampire story. Even if authorship of the story was at first (and erroneously) accredited to Lord Byron. 

It was while digging deep into the scraps of short story and academic writings on the subject that were available to me – many already translated into English from Kamchatka in the East to Oporto in the West, and some over 800-years-old; as was the recently discovered coffin with a skeleton boasting a wooden stake through its heart – that it struck me not only was there the basis of a story in the short manuscript sent me but also a quite different take on the subject to those undertaken until now.

Albeit with some definite similarities.

For what I discovered was that the origins of the folklore, the superstition, and the story itself, did not stem from dark, dashing and evil, male aristocrats with a desperate need for blood should they wish their existence to continue.

Though blood was indeed one of the crucial factors.

Man, of course, was involved, but as is so often the case when we reach the core of a belief, mystery or a rumor, it is not a man found to be its true driver, but a woman.

And, in the case of vampirism, the blood of a living and sentient organism was not the only nourishment required to keep her alive and...

Contented...

Rafael Menton

Porth Levon

Cornwall

2021 

**I have taken certain liberties with dates & times to keep the story current** 
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From the Journal of Estephe Vannier

And so it has ended at last.

I’m dead.

The proof is right before your eyes and you are right at this moment taking in the words of a man forced to live a nightmare for many decades..

Words contained in the short journal whose pages you turn while attempting to come to terms with exactly what it is you are reading.

Not to mention its veracity.

The last, I freely admit, a feat that will likely be beyond your credulity as it certainly would have been beyong mine at one stage of my unnaturally long lifespan.

From loving son and man about town, I became in my forties – and through no fault of my own save, perhaps, for a congenital spiritual and emotional defect unsuspected by me until that point – the most abject example of a man it is possible to imagine.

Not a man, in point-of-fact, but a flunky and a serf who, while remaining conscious of all he performed and committed, was unable to prevent the fate that befell him and decimated what had been a good life until it did.

How you found my journal?

Why you found it?

Where you found it?

The questions are academic.

At least to this grateful corpse.

You’re reading it.

Ergo: I’m no more.

My name – I have been allowed to call myself by way of a surname, Vannier – is Estephe, and the words you are currently taking in, whoever you are, were composed to be read after my death for good reason.

That reason being my inability to either make my story public, or supply my authentic identity without the permission of my owner these past ninety or so years.

A permission that was not supplied me.

And, yes, you read correctly:

I wrote the word “owner” and it is exactly the word I intended to choose.

Now, before you turn your eyes away at what you mistake for the ramblings of either a fantasist or man of the feeble-minded variety, be assured, I used the number ninety and that is the timespan I intended to convey to you. 

Given I was in my mid-forties when I first met the “Owner” I speak of  – or “Amantă”, as she describes her position over me - I’ll allow you to do the figure work. 

You will also find yourself a long way from credulous when I assure you that, even though my body finally ails and sickens, that I look no different from the day in 1927 when my path and that of my future owner first crossed.

Whatever, even if you remain unconvinced at the end of this short journal it is my hope you will at least have been entertained.

Albeit after a most macabre and perverse fashion.

I was unmarried at the time of our first meeting but engaged to a perfectly delightful woman in her thirties. A woman I had known for a number of years and one to whom I had persuaded myself I was at the right age, finally, to commit. Paris was fast losing its novelty value for a man whose inheritance from wealthy and sadly missed parents had allowed him to indulge in all it had to offer and this... jaded ...condition perhaps made me ripe for what was soon to follow. 

Stay with me now and, hopefully, should my writing be sufficient to convey the truth of what you are about to read, the above timespan will come to make sense.

Whatever your take on what I lay before you, one thing I can say with certainty:

I AM DEAD.

Of this you may be in no doubt whatsoever.

This full-stop supplied to a life that, as mentioned above, has already been prolonged far beyond its natural span – despite the fact I look no different to the mid-forties man who first met Rodica Cel Tradat those nine-decades ago – meaning my owner for those years will soon require someone to replace me as Her servant. 

Yes. 

You read correctly. 

I have spent ninety-years as the servant of a woman.

Though it would be more accurate to describe myself as a slave.

How else should I describe what has been an inescapable sentence of the most complete servitude one human-being can surely supply to another?

And not just to her alone.

A servitude that has ranged from all the most menial and trivial domestic services one man can provide a woman on a full-time basis, as well as others of a more... personal ...nature it still sears my soul to recall even after the passing of so many years.

Years that have done nothing to lessen the deep bitterness I feel for the way my manhood has been debased and cheapened – even if She tells me I must be proud that she has kept me at her side over three times longer than any “Om de companie” prior to her claiming of me as her own.

The above, to satisfy the curiosity of those reading without knowledge of my female owner’s language, is the Romanian for “Man Pet”.

And yes, I suppose She is what most people would describe as a vampire. 

But this would describe her only in one small initial respect. 

She is, I can vouch through experience, so much more.

Even if I remain, despite Her centuries of life, Her intellectual superior. 

And by some distance.

Much good it had done me!

Were I ever to dare flaunt my greater knowledge and capacity for rational thought in a way likely to diminish Her sense of superiority, that is.

Something I did on one occasion only and never again.

Even now the memory of the punishment handed out to me for my lack of respect chills the slowing blood in my failing body to the ice it is soon to become. 

So why, you are no doubt asking with a sense of moral superiority, did I allow myself to become Her creature in the first place?

“Allow?” you say.

You are not here to listen to my laughter but, if you were, I’m sure you’d forgive my amusement at your expense once you were more in command of the facts surrounding my... 

Journey.

You see, to ask such a smug and superior question is to assume there was a degree of choice involved. 

That my opinion was sought.

That a request was made of me to spend the rest of my existence serving a woman for whom I have the deepest loathing whose existence I would snuff out in a milli-second were I in possession of the power to do so.

That I assented to my subjugation and her dominance of me of my own free will.

Knowing as I did so that it would be my death-knell

For both my life as a man and every personal value I held dear.

Is this what you are telling yourself?

Of course, I have no means by which to tell exactly what your thoughts are, but I at least have this journal and, through it, I assure you that you suspect could not be more in error.

For as well as an all-encompassing need running in tandem with my hatred for her; need that not only makes my less warm personal feelings in her regard meaningless, but renders me helpless to be anything other than her totally obedient and compliant chattel; there is that most unholy and shaming pleasure I take in being regarded as her...

Creature.

A pleasure that has grown in power down the decades and even now, as death creeps ever closer to the bed on which I lay and will not leave, continues to cast its insidious spell over my senses.

Exercising its insidious and inescapable power whose origins even she who benefits from it has no idea.

Only by having such power at her command in respect of me has she been able to keep me at her side – or, more accurately, her feet – when my most fervent wish was to end her existence by any means at my disposal.

A power over my formerly free and humane will that has kept me her abject thrall until now and even as I feel my end approach continues to do so.

And maybe, the horrific thought occurs to me, even after that facility has been lost to me.

And so my journey ends.

By turns, I have been her:

Errand boy...

Dresser...

Domestic...

All the above without having yet mentioned the role of sex slave and that other position of usefulness to her she sometimes insisted upon when expediency demanded...

Murderer!

I shall now describe for you how I, Estephe Vannier, became Rodica Cel Tradat's “Om de companie” ... 

d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image001.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image000.jpg





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image007.jpg





