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			A message from the author:

			Welcome to the world of Viktoria Alukard. I was born in October 1989 and raised in Texas, before heading out in 2008 to pursue a career in the United States Navy as an Electrician’s Mate, where so far, ten years later, I have attained the rank of, and am currently an EM1, stationed on the west coast in Southern California. 

			As you delve deep into the universe of The Dhampir Dimension, you will become familiar with the protagonists, the polarizing vampire “dhampir”, Enttu Tepes, and the magnetizing human female, Regina Avelino-Brighton, later assuming the role and personality of her alter-ego, Tesla. What is special about these very two characters in specific, is that I have conjured their existence within my mind since 2007 when I was graduating high school in my junior year. They were part of another series I would have published by now, had I not given up the belief in myself and decided to delete a 300-plus page document. That was unfortunate, and least to say, highly unwise. Well, somewhere in early 2018, we will say, late February, they danced out of my subconscious into my third eye and once again, in the depths of my depression I was dealing with, they ignited the passion in me to write once more, and to reincarnate their existence onto paper. And this this time, they came back, revamped, and this time, here to stay, immortalized in my heart, and I am very positive, also soon in yours, the reader of this book. 

			I can genuinely and unabashedly tell the world, that even in my times of despair, loss of hope, and even tactile happiness, what always kept the drive pulsating in my veins, besides obviously, my close family, has always been my vampires. Enjoy or despise this book, from my mind and heart, to the universe, and blessed be!

			-V. Alukard, 2018. 

			A Special, Heartfelt and Sincere List of Persons to Whom I Owe My Gratitude, and some of you inspired the characters contained herein: 

			My mother, Julia, for always being open minded, open hearted, and my anchor and light to keep pushing me towards all my successes in this astral plane. 

			My son Luke, my pride, and joy, and keeping me in touch with my inner child, and imagination.

			My father, Victor, who always worked very hard to provide for us, and none of this would be possible had you not have been around in our lives. You are our rock. <3

			Yvette Hernandez and Marlene Diaz, my sisters, who painted my childhood with the abundant colors of joy, happiness, fun, cheer, sunlight, laughter, and the gold of our close bond, thicker than blood.

			My sister, Melanie P., for the awesome memories in high school together. You were always the one person who always understood me and never ever judged me, and you are an amazing friend and mother. 

			Liz Garcia, from the Controversial Bookstore in San Diego. Your positivity and belief in me and this book were the catalyst, baby girl! It was written in the stars. And everyone at the Controversial Bookstore in San Diego!

			To Jake and Ashley “Boston” Contois, my 90’s party gang, going on excursions for unicorn Slurpee’s, trips to the beach, Avenged Sevenfold, east coast pizza, Red Sox, basically emulating all things Boston, and being amazing, lifelong friends. I love and miss you both dearly. 

			From the Military-

			USS Kearsarge Family:

			To CDR Denise Davis, for the tough love, and ultimately, an example of strong woman to emulate. To EM1 Carla Berry (RET), for those awesome times in EE01. To EMCM Christopher Feye, the “daddy” to us young mindless heathens in E-Division who never failed to kindly put us in our place, but so nicely, we didn’t even know you were cussing us out. To EM1 Joy Hockenberry for your leadership and guidance. To EM1 Shaun Joseph, for the companionship, the acceptance, the “truth bombs” though you always meant well, for being very relatable, and a listening ear. To EM1 Grant Patterson, for the blessed memories, and your kind heart and selflessness I had the fortune of knowing. To EM1 Melody Measharvey, a very young but very inspiring, tough as nails chick. To EM2 Nuvaro Shavers for all the sound advice from your wise ass. To EM2 Quang-Vu Le, for the help and great food, and the morning Vietnamese coffee that made EE04 a tolerable place to work at. To MMCS E.J. Falcon, my forever sea dad, for the times down in forward pit that are unforgettable, and always looking out for your Sailors and those you cared about. THUNDERSTRUCK! To MM1 John MacDonald, MM1 Dustin Connor, MM1 Matt Richards, MM2 Haley Jane Cassina, and MM2 Kenneth Jeter, and everyone else in the forward and aft pits from 2008-2013. To sparkies’ Daniel Strickland, Luke Jones, and Stefan Mocanu, I will never forget you. 

			COMLCSRON ONE Family: 2014-2017

			GSCM Jay Lusung, for being a strong and benevolent leader who truly cared of the wellbeing of us all. To EMCS (RET) Patrick J. Ernst, for your blessing to me that ultimately paved the way for the future blessings in the Navy, and for kicking my ass when I needed it, thank you so much for your faith and friendship. To GSMC Jim Mazon, my chief, for being a nice guy overall and never running out of patience with me. To EMC Carlo Magno Gallardo-Hugo, for taking me under your wing and was there even at my worst, you are a loyal friend and mentor. To EMC Marie Lou Dalby, such a hardworking and pretty lady, a breakthrough in the world of Naval engineering, and one of my many inspirations, you have accomplished so much at so young! To BMC Allen Soto, EMC Lidia Dorame, and EMC Jessica Henry. You guys are more than just a Chief, you are all amazing human beings! To my partners in crime, GSEC Cody Street, and to ABH1(RET) Ralph Ferrer, my all-time favorite Filipino. All those times we went out for lunch to Jollibee, driving fast in Ralph’s Subaru, going to hang out with Cody and his family, and Wispy always along for the ride, are beautifully engrained in my memory, and it was truly the highlight of my time there. To my sparky sister, EM1 Jessica Buchanan, for your contagious charisma and radiating beauty that lights up the room, no pun intended. To Taylor Harrell, April Duncanson, and Shamar Sims, my girlfriends and lunch buddies from the command. 

			Finally, my friend, mentor, soul sister, and a primary example of what a strong and gorgeous military mother looks like, LSC Raquel Pingeton. In rain or shine, I know I can always count on you, and even today. You are indispensable in this world. 

			USS San Diego, 2017-present:

			To EMC Cody Guidry, for your resourcefulness, your altruism for the sake and well-being of E-DIV. 

			To EM1 Jia Lu, for your friendship and troubleshooting expertise. You are a delight to work with and more than just a leader, you are a great person to be around. Thank you for all the electrical knowledge I learned from you, the spam musubi and rice parties for lunch, and the scary movie nights in EE02. 

			To EM1 Kentrell Wells, for the relaxed, optimistic vibes you brought into our lives and always lightened our moods, and to IC1 Buck Wallace, for your sense of humor that clicked so well with mine, and you taking the time and patience to truly understand and getting to know me. 

			For everyone in EE02 for making it bearable, and for the good, bad, and great times.

			To Leslie Granadeno, you are a very precious and beautiful soul, never forget how much you’re worth, no price tag on you! To “Boats” Brandon Shaw. To April Lynne Murillo, for never fading away <3 

			Finally, to Jessica Roza, Kristel Smith, Jeannie Hackett, Brogan Layne, and the ever-expanding MCN family. Thank you all, and I am proud to know you. 

			-Love, Viktoria, formerly, but in my heart, and in y’all’s, always and forever, an EM for life! 

		

	
		
			Prologue:

			Projection
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			The body cloaked in a black cape was still twitching in agony, in a crimson, viscous pool of blood reflecting the moonlight, with his mouth open slack to the firmament. It was a freezing, blustery night, so cold that the gusts of wind burned the snow trekker’s cheekbones. All he remembered was a thin, slender blue hand pulling him up from the ground, and then vanishing in a swift evanescence, with no memory as to how he had suddenly got there, or the body of the dead man lying next to him. He exhaled a visible breath into the night, not being able to feel his lips anymore. The frozen white diamonds from the moonlight reflecting off the glistening snow lay before his path into the pine forest outside of his city, as he painfully treaded on through, clutching his side where he had been shot right through the liver and in the lower back. He had also been staked through his chest, but the wound had since then coagulated. It took a lot to kill this superhuman, lone survivor.

			He continued his path into the pine trees topped with layers of snow from the fall the day before and kept on his path until he reached a circle on the ground made of laid out pine branches and needles with a form of an upward crescent moon at the bottom of the pine circle, that made the night air smell like freshly axed evergreen. He sat on the tail of his cape that look very much like the dead man’s and began to meditate in the middle of the forest circle. It wasn’t long before his body began to sway on its own from his own heartbeat, and a rush of energy, from his base all the way up to his crown chakras coursed through his body. It created a tingling, euphoric sensation, where he was weightless. When he opened his eyes, he was in shock at his own success.

			Before him, there was a staircase made of marble, and everything around him was a tinge of blue that darkened everything around him, which when he took a good look at around his ambient, there were no longer pine trees nor the forest, nor the burning city on the distance. The circle he was in a moment ago was now a glowing circle made of golden light beneath his feet. The grand staircase in front of him invited him to climb up its steps when the edges of the steps lit up with electric blue light, illuminating a path of about one hundred steps, that started off normally, but then winded sideways and upside down the further up the path led forth to. He ascended the first ten steps before the stairway winded in an upside-down spiral, with nothing but an abyss, with all the Universe’s stars, constellations, and galaxies below the stairs where he would fall eternally if he made one wrong step. 

			“There are no laws of gravity on this dimension” a faint voice that was not his mind reminded him. 

			He was curious as to know if this was a telepathic message, as he was very in-tune to know this thought wasn’t his. A gut feeling sinking to his stomach made his gaze look left out of his peripheral very slowly at a blur that on the left corner of a platform before the spiral stairs. When he slowly turned his head, he stared in awe at horror at the two oversized and abysmal black eyes staring back at him, one of those “watchers” as they were known to him, was the conveyor of the telepathic message. The watchers were harmless creatures from all over the Universe that could be seen on this dimension or higher, from what he had learned in textbooks, from but were nevertheless hideous, even to someone who’s diet was mainly blood. 

			“Go on” the watcher silently conveyed, and he went on, hoping to not run into any more of them. As he walked his way through the upside-down spiral staircase, he noticed how neither his cape nor his waist-length silver hair had fallen upside down. Gravity really did not apply to this place he was in, to the destination he was getting to. On other seemingly normal stairways in which the steps were upright, his trench and his hair flew straight up, as if he had been upside down. Nothing made sense here and at the same time it did, not that he minded because the view was spectacular on the way to the golden glass palace ahead about half a mile into the distance. Galaxies and nebulas surrounded him everywhere, with breathtaking supernovas occurring in his present time, and pink and blue tailed comets zipping by very close to him. A Saturn-like planet that was a green color was so close, he could almost reach out and touch the planetary rings, and above him, unidentified aircrafts flew high above, with a glittering array and a rainbow of colors that twinkled from their undercarriages. He had only seen these types of crafts before in dreams or astral projections. The galactic sky was a black and speckled with neon gases that ranged from blue, to violet, to greens and golds. 

			The last stairway before reaching the glass palace, the steps below him were made of transparent glass, and then finally he had arrived at the gold slabs with crescent moons that were the gates, where two white-winged guards with gold skin and golden hair awaited. They looked at each other then looked at him. He bowed down in reverence to them. 

			“You may enter” said one of the guards, and the gold slabs opened, and he proceeded into an outside cosmic court, where the entire floor was made of glass of a living blue color that glowed, strangely, with no source of light beneath it. He saw the Grand Moon Goddess in the gazebo, staring melancholically back at him, she in a simple white sleeveless gown made of silk, chiffon, and strings of light. She had seemed as if she was already awaiting his arrival. He bowed down to her again and set down a stone made of selenite at her feet.

			“My Goddess Selene,” 

			“My dear child,” she said in such a melodic voice that echoed through the vast walls of the courtyard, with a gentle deepness in her tone of a sage, “You very well know that it is not your time yet. Other than that, without being cleared by Alucard or Sekhmet, I can’t allow you to stay. You have a task, from Sekhmet and I.”

			The projecting man bowed his head down to the Goddess, before she gently cupped his face with her delicate hands and thin blue fingers, to comfort him, and keep him from delving too deep into sorrow. He looked straight into the Goddess’s violet eyes with such tragedy, it even pierced her soul, as she was in a very metaphysical way, a mother by design. 

			“I know the pain you carry, and that you will carry. But I never neglect my children, believe in me.”

			Her voice echoed poetically, handing him a crystal dagger made of the same living blue material as the floor tiles. He took the cold dagger, as she cupped her small blue hands around his, hers being ice cold, and his…surprisingly warm.

			“You will succeed my child, and that doubt you have in your mind…you already know the truth, all you have to do is see it for yourself”

			He knew exactly what she meant, but still the words came out of him in agony and vain, the painful question he already knew the answer to,

			“Are Nayeru and Vanya here?”

			Selene looked at him disconcerted, “You will not meet them in here just yet, you haven’t died. You know that by the laws of the Universe you are still immortal unless you are to face the wrath of daylight,” 

			“So then, why are my wife and daughter dead?” the man inquired, with a deep solemnity to his voice, as he painfully swallowed a lump of emotion back to the pit of his stomach. 

			“Your time to go and dwell here is not now. You are going to go back, and you will find your purpose and the answers on everything you must accomplish. By laws of humanity, all of us are a damned species, and even through our efforts and merits of peace with the humans, including your wife whom I know she was everything to you, we are condemned to be the left hand of God, of this Universe. That dagger in your hands…it will be your saving grace. You know I am always with you. You and the rest of the Selenians have always been very loyal for centuries, and I know I will never be betrayed by you, unlike the Dragul, who had a chance and the mercy to become a part of a divine realm. Instead they willingly chose to be sentients of Dracula, who is no more than a puppet of Basilisk, whom they keep provoking and invoking with the currents of negative energy that surround their ever-quarrelling atmosphere. That dagger is made of cosmic material of the stars and moon, a true bane to evil. Use it wisely, Enttu, I am sending you back,”

			“Selene…” he barely let out her name, before clouds of blue light formed out of nothingness and began to gently swirl around him, strands of his platinum mane partially covering his eyes. 

			Selene stood graciously with her arms outstretched to the sky with her eyes shut, speaking in an unrecognizable tongue, that created a wind that ruffled her silk white and gold sleeveless gown and her long, sleek lavender hair. 

			“Lord Alucard!” she commanded into the air, and out of thin air, from somewhere in the cosmos that danced above, the strike of an elusive singing bowl was the last thing heard or remembered, for an unknown amount of time that may have as well amounted to eons.

		

	
		
			CH. 1

			WHAT AN UNPLEASANT SURPRISE
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			“Today, in the year of our lord 1894, we, the citizens of Meytros, and only one Meytros for us all, celebrate the end of every single last Tepes roaming around Romania, they have been killed off, from both clans of whatever they called themselves. A vampire is a vampire and vampires are no more!” shouted a priest robed in a long black tunic that reached his feet, with red piping down the middle. It was the 24th of December to be exact, and the snowfall turned the city of Meytros into a winter wonderland, with white diamonds of the moon reflecting off the blankets of snow on the ground and rooftops, which illuminated the city. 

			The townspeople congregated in a plaza right outside of the Magalesti Cathedral, as the city’s priest of the Magalesti family, gave his speech with his harsh tone, making it seem more like to be a mad man’s rant. The Transylvanian Alps shielded the city from too much of a wind chill, even though plenty of snow storms still came through and covered much of the city, home to about 2000 inhabitants, a metropolis for its time. Homes were made of brick and stone, with wooden doors for windows, and wooden pointed ceilings blanketed in snow. All homes were adorned with kerosene lamps that hung on a post screwed next to the doors of the houses, as well as not a single home daring to be missing hanging cloves of garlic and sage crosses to ward off vampires. As a matter of fact, such was the fear of vampires coming into the city to rape, pillage, and kidnap women and children that any person even suspected of affiliation, or of witchcraft was usually, and unjustly beheaded in front of the congregation, whether evidence could be supported against the accusation or not. 

			As a result of such fear and such superstition, the people of Meytros were blindly confined to a very mundane life of attending the Church on a religiously mandating schedule, every person paid a tithe, permissions were required on who will marry who, how many children each family could have, and women were not permitted to be priestesses nor learn the sciences, medicine, nor mathematics, for fear of the temptation to turn to witch craft. No, not after the disappearance of Jedidiah Magalesti’s oldest daughter after her pursuit into medicine school. At least this is the lie he preached in public to a herd of ignorant sheep that groveled to his feet. 

			Jedediah was the town priest and essentially, had power even over the mayor of Meytros; he was the final authority over the town’s government and could override at any time, over any circumstance he could use Bible passages to justify action or inaction. He was a badly aged man in his mid-50’s, who spoke in a ruthless booming voice, wore a white wig that resembled a Roman jawline-length hairstyle, and had lusterless grey, almost white eyes with only a black hole of a pupil that veered at anyone or anything he laid eyes upon. More than revered, he was feared, many of his actions short of becoming a dictator. He was always too absorbed in his theological work to be too involved with the people of Meytros, until he did ever have to stick his nose into anybody’s business. If he ever did, which in most cases, if anything displeased this man, he loved to order those who had displeased him to be beheaded, or burned alive, the worst offenders being subject to scaphism, or the even worse punishment, one that was kept secret….was to be fed to “it.” 

			It, as there was no other name for this true abomination, had made a home within the pitfalls of Mount Moldoveanu, though there existed a shortcut from a well in the well field north of the city. As minimal and as mythical as “it’s’ existence was in the simple minds of the Meytros citizens, including to the aristocrats, “it” was so far, a myth, told to scare children to go to sleep and to keep Meytrans from wandering too far off the beaten path. All of the Meytrans were still gathered in front of the cathedral, listening almost in a trance, to the priest Jedediah boasting about how he himself had destroyed and dismembered the body of the most powerful vampire warrior, and suddenly from behind his podium of marble and gold, he lifted a skull with pieces of silver hair the consistency of spider webs, with his right hand into the air, causing a mixture of repulse, awe, and unpleasant gasps of shock from the crowd.

			“The Royal Highness, Most Mighty, Immortal Invincible Knight, Prince Enttu Stefan Tepes of the ‘good’ vampires, the Selenians, wasn’t so immortal after all,” Jedediah roared with noticeable emphasis of mockery. 

			“The Selenians were no different from the Dragul. Because they denounced God simply by being who they are, a wretched creature of the night who feeds off the liquid of life itself, there was no room for either one of them in Romania or on this Earth. God would not want such abomination roaming within his creation. Which is why tonight, we celebrate since Meytros took the duty from God and did His will, to clear the land of evil. No more Selenian, no more Dragul, no more heathens, no more Tepes, ever again!” 

			The Meytran crowd cheered on, torches and fists waved in the air, a complete opposite reaction to the adversity of the sight of the skull.

			“Not only was he dismembered, I personally, also made an example out of his own mother who used to be a human before she lay with one of those…beasts, as well as his wife, as well as his daughter. It is a shame that he never saw, as when I found his body in the snow, the bloke already had a dagger through his heart, the beauty in this is that it was easy to hack him into pieces, without any fight! God has blessed Romania!”

			“God Bless Romania!” The mixture of voices of all genders and ages echoed through the plaza, and all the back alleys of town. 

			Before dismissal from the gathering, offerings in the form of golden coins or jewelry from each person were collected in two large marble vases, the same height as a grown man. Families went back to their abodes, with Christmas Eve suppers ready upon arrival, the fire from wooden or brick furnaces keeping the warmth in and the cold outside. The more aristocratic homes had the privilege of primitive electricity, lamps of single, one-filament bulbs adorning chandeliers at dining tables, hallways, and bedrooms. Even the local taverns were beginning to be outfitted with light bulbs replacing the kerosene lamps. 

			At one nameless tavern toward the southern outskirts, that was tucked between frozen pines, a young man who wore a black cloak and stayed hooded, so he could remain inconspicuous was finishing a hearty bowl of beef stew with vegetables, and a mug of hard ale. Though his intentions were to blend in, the shroud of his clothing kept drawing unwanted attention from a group of intoxicated roisters in leather vests.

			“Take that shit off bloke, the winter is only outside,” said a rancid-smelling mouth of one of the men, who got too close to the cloaked one’s face, past the vicinity of comfort. 

			The cloaked one said nothing, except for the response of a blank stare. He grabbed the drunk man by the throat with one hand and lifted him into the air, flailing arms and legs, making him turn blue in the face, and chest tightening from lack of oxygen. The drunken man’s group of comrades stayed frozen, puzzled at what exactly was happening to their friend, before he crashed down loudly upon their table, several ale mugs breaking under his back. The drunken man laid in pain from being strangled and glass shards digging into his back through his leather vest. Cold, wet puddles formed under him. Now he reeked of alcohol and blood, and there was no way to explain this incident to his wife without cause of worry or alarm. The other cloaked man disappeared from the tavern, back into the cold midnight, which did not feel too cold to him because of the two layers of protection he wore, not so much from winter, but from sharp objects, namely, weapons. 

			Inside Magalesti Cathedral, was a vast and empty sanctuary filled with oak and leather pews, an altar made of the same marble and gold as outside, fountains of holy water alongside the passages. The stained-glass windows depicted the beatitudes, and the ten commandments. Jedediah sat upon a chair made of gold and red velvet, gazing intently in the center walkway from the altar to the outside doors. A blonde woman with her curls worn above her head leaned in beside him, and made his lap a seat, putting her lush red lips upon his thin line he had for lips. 

			“Monika, have you finished counting the offerings?” he inquired in a quieter voice, unlike his usual boisterous, mocking and thunderous tone he possessed, as Monika sank into his arms, enrobed in a scarlet satin, form fitting dress, cinched at the waist with a black whalebone corset. 

			“I have done everything you have asked of me my priest,” she cooed melodically into his ear. He snarled, “well, not everything my dear, not yet,” before his lips curled into a wicked, stomach churning grin. 

			The sight of an old priest lustily feasting upon a young girl, even though she was a harlot, was a sickening sight to witness, and could’ve most definitely cost him a reputation if his clergymen weren’t as corrupt as he was. The breathy moans of Monika replaced the vivid silence throughout the church. After their consummation was over, Monika went on her way to the back towards the cleansing chamber and the changing rooms to clean off. She was alone inside the cleansing chamber, about to enter a bathtub filled with warm water and rose essence. Her red robe fell to the floor, revealing her naked, pearl white and slender body, with small breasts, and the filth of the priest and her consummation running down her calf. She felt the water with her fingertips to ensure it was an enjoyable temperature. With her delicate white fingers of her right hand, she undid the ribbon that held her blonde curls up on her head, though she never made it inside the bathtub. She was suddenly grabbed by the throat from behind and her neck was broken in one quick, swift motion. Her body hit the floor at the feet of one of Jedediah’s clergymen, ordered by him to kill her shortly after. The clergyman who wore a brown robe, dragged her body halfway outside, before he coughed out a fountain of blood that splashed onto the wall as a dagger protruded out from the center of his rib cage, and now he was in a pile with the dead prostitute under his bloody body. 

			“Sick fucks…” the cloaked young man thought out loud, throwing the bloody dagger he pulled out of the dead clergyman onto the floor. His wounds created a pool of blood. The male hooded figure made his to the altar where a sleeping Jedediah sat upon his self-made throne. 

			“I wonder what Nayeru would’ve thought about you fucking a girl at least five years her junior.” The velvet, enigmatic baritone of a voice roused the priest right from his sleep, as he looked to all sides of him, panic-stricken. 

			“What in tarnation…” muttered the priest under his breath, fist trembling, holding a shaking cross. 

			“Neither your cross nor your holy water affect me, Jedediah” the elusive voice said, before the voice was suddenly materialized in the form of a tall male hooded in black. Jedediah frantically waved the cross in front of his own face, curled back into his seat, 

			“Stop trying to play tricks on me, I killed every last vampire off, so who in the devil’s name do you pretend to be?” hissed a panicked and angered priest, as the figure before him stood without moving, outlined in a glowing blue aura.

			“Pretend, I most certainly don’t” the cloaked man continued in a calm, deep voice, before removing the full body cloak he wore, “and I’m a dhampir. You most certainly did not accomplish killing us all off” 

			Long, cascading light blonde hair, piercing blue eyes, cheekbones that cut glass, strong jawline, flawless alabaster skin with just a hint of blush in his cheeks gave him an angelic appearance. He wore a vest of black chainmail over his black silk tunic and black leggings tucked into wine-tanned calf-length boots. And the familiar jewel of a crystal crescent moon worn by the Selenians was hanging from his neck. 

			“I killed you, you are an illusion from Satan himself!” a frantic Jedediah kept hissing, as the dhampir before him took a step forward. 

			“You are gravely mistaken, my name is Enttu Tepes, son of King Nicolae, a descendent of the great Lord Alucard,” he proclaimed so proudly with perfect posture, with the face of a seraphim, but the ability to slash a grown man in two. Times before he had cut men perfectly in half, with the insides and spine being able to stay inside the carcass halves. 

			He kept on, “You threw me into Moldoveanu to die, and then still tried to cover up your lie with the skull of some random bastard you found, so utterly depraved you are….you even began to believe your own lie! And don’t even try to preach the word of God to me or tell me tirelessly, of how condemned to hell I am. You created that hell for me, when you massacred my people, my mother, my wife, my daughter. How ironic that someone who calls himself a man of God can reign with pure evil hell over the people he is supposed to protect. You are no man at all!” Enttu was pointing a steel and emerald dagger right in Jedediah’s face, the tip cutting into his cheek.

			“How dare you, you blood-sucking scumbag! Nayeru spelled out her own fate, the minute she decided…to lay with a vampire. As if that did not suffice, you emptied your seed into her and she conceived that filth that brought public shame upon me and the Church, an unallowable abomination,”

			“In lay man’s terms, impregnation is a natural occurrence of life after a man makes love to his wife. And decapitating your own people, decapitating your wife, causing people to writhe in their own shit before vermin eat them alive, burning your own daughter alive, and feeding countless innocent maidens and children to that ‘thing’ you tried to feed me to, and yes I knew it was you….and Lord only knows if you are responsible for my daughter as well. She is the grand-daughter you would’ve never had the blessing from me to meet anyhow…your definition of’ ‘abomination’ is about as backwards as the lies you have everybody in Meytros mind-fucked with!” Enttu condemned a trembling Jedediah. 

			His hot breath and visible pearly fangs were in the priest’s face as the other frantically emptied a vial of Holy Water in the dhampir’s face, evoking nothing more than a sarcasm-filled laugh from the prince. 

			“You fucking fool, I told you that didn’t work,” he continued, almost in a cynical hiss. He levitated in front of the priest, a blue aura glowing around his entire frame, before lowering himself to his feet, the dhampir kissing the priest’s boots.

			“Where are my manners of course,” the dhampir sneered, revealing his top two fangs, before he sunk his fangs into the calf of the priest, letting the crimson, coppery and delicious red brine flow into his mouth, sliding down his throat, into his veins. 

			The priest cried out, weakened and slumped into his chair, frozen into place by an unseen force that he could feel causing a paralysis throughout his entire body, as the prince continued to drink from the two tiny holes he had pierced into his calf. As the dhampir drank more, his blue eyes glowed red and through this vision, he saw a dark red aura around the priest and some of the priest’s memories transferred over as terrifying visions of what Jedediah had done. Enttu saw visions of blood spraying from wounded victims, he saw visions of the priest killing his wife, he saw visions of the priest committing acts of rape, but when the victims in his vision begin to have faces of children, he withdrew with a rage in his voice and let a growling yell into the air. He thought immediately about impaling the priest with his silver dagger, but the dhampir had a pettier plan in mind. He stopped before the last ounce or so of blood was left in the otherwise dried up veins of the old man, leaving him sitting in paralysis, being able to see what occurred around him, but catatonic and unable to move, not even able to lift a finger. The throne was situated in the pathway of light coming directly from the top dome of a stained-glass window high above the altar. 

			“Please have no fear, for I am not going to kill you…” the dhampir said lowly, wiping his lips with the back of his hand, as he floated up and away from the priest, towards the front doors of the cathedral. His long black cape he wore embroidered with the Selenian crest waved gracefully behind him

			Still in his catatonic, paralyzed state, the priest was able to think, and that was a torture. Initially seeming like a relief that the vampire creature didn’t kill him, the realization suddenly hit him as to why he wasn’t murdered, and against his state, he tried to move but was permanently fixed in place. The vampirism was starting to take effect an hour after the attack, but he would remain too weak from no one to feed from. An hour had passed since midnight, with sunrise to come and deliver its light of death within several hours. 

			Those several, grueling hours did indeed pass by and things ended less than well for the priest. One of his altar servers who opened the cathedral before Sunday Mass dropped a full decanter of wine to the ground, which shattered and decorated the floor with crystal shards and spilt drink. His expression had equally dropped to the tile floor upon the grim sight of the barbecued corpse of the priest sitting on the throne, still freshy burnt with dying embers on charred flesh. 

			December 25th, 1894 was a melancholic, dark day that blanketed over the steeples, and on slanted roofs of Meytros. Even cats and dogs curled up in each other’s company, and birds lined for rows and rows, upon rooftops. Many tall tales and accusations flew.

			“A strigae did this! That thing that attacked me last night at the Cescu tavern was one of them!” 

			“God has finally forsaken our town after the atrocities that Magalesti has committed against his own people. The strigae are coming in retaliation!”

			“Don’t be superstitious, it was probably done in revenge by somebody who’s family of one of his many victims……surely we will find the murderer,”

			“But why was there a dagger found staked through Alfonsus?” 

			“Preposterous, daggers have just always been common in this area for evident reasoning,” 

			Newly fed and healed from his abrupt awakening, Enttu could feel and hear everything at a heightened frequency and it was difficult to block out every other person’s thoughts, emotion, intention, even from animals and inanimate objects. It drove him temporarily mad for a few hours, so he hid himself underneath the steeple of the bell, which seemed to be the most unwise of all places, but here, he could oversee the city without getting burnt from daylight and was able to sleep suspended in the air with protection from the dome of the bell. He drifted in and out of sleep, crossing over to the “other side” where he would be in front of the Moon Goddess, within her glory and silence, then memories of his wife and passionately making love to her, such an intense and vivid feeling of warmth and adrenaline coursed through his veins. Again, he was in another transition, this time of his dead body in the snow where he was murdered my Jedediah Magalesti. The priest had attempted to get rid of his body after Enttu’s soul separated from the vessel. Selene however, sent him back to the Earth Dimension. 

			It was not any of these visions that roused him from his rest, but the cry of a child, that could have been the dhampir’s downfall, as the grace of his human side, his parental instincts took over. He was still underneath the bell and when he peered out from beneath the giant golden structure, it was already evening fall, safe enough to where the rays of the sun wouldn’t burn him to a crisp. He heard the child’s cry from so far away yet so close, coming from within the cathedral itself, so he broke in the same way he had broken in the night before, with the only problem now was all the armed guards surrounding all perimeters of the cathedral. 

			“If only I could make myself invisible…”he thought to himself, when his crystal crescent moon pendant glowed, and the idea quickly came to him like a guide in the form of intuition in his thoughts. He sat, cross-legged, closing his eyes and levitating in the air, succumbing to a deep meditation that made him feel weightless. Enttu was suddenly floating in the air again, this time without feeling of heaviness though he carried all his weaponry and was still wearing his warrior clothing. It was when he looked behind him, that he saw his own body sitting cross legged, at the ledge of an out-of-the -way steeple of the cathedral. Successful astral projection! His abilities were slowly all coming back to him as he remembered his metaphysical gifts and talents he was birth-righted with. He descended into the raging crowd and remained calm, until one woman kept looking into his eyes. He looked back at her puzzled.

			“Oh miss, you can see me?” 

			The woman, a black-haired, honey-eyed maiden in a pink gown with a black sash, stared and tried to decipher the transparent figure of a tall silver-haired man in front of her. No one else apparently seemed to notice this apparition but her, and Enttu just kept on his way to the child’s cries. Past the rows of pews, past the roasted body of Magalesti, past the left passage where there was still a bloody pile of church helper and prostitute, towards the left flank of the church, and behind a red wooden door, there was a long spiral flight of stairs that was dark without any lamps in sight. The dhampir-projection had to rely on his own blue aura to guide him down the flight of stairs. It reeked of rat carcass, humidity, stale urine, and crawling vermin. When he reached the bottom of the stairs, a glimpse of light from the city’s lamp posts did illuminate the outline of prison bars and he could count about two cells, the one imprisoning a crying child to his left. He made his way to it, and noticed a young boy, wearing a cream-colored tunic, black pants, and no shoes inside the cell, the little crying boy curled up with his knees to his chest.

			“Hey little boy, little boy! Can you hear me?” Enttu whispered in a soft, deep voice. 

			The young lad behind bars did manage to hear the voice of the astral projection of the dhampir and listened as he made every effort to get him out, before realizing that he could not physically touch anything with effect in this state.

			“Little boy, I need you to wait for me. I will not take more than a minute, I promise,”

			The boy started sobbing,

			“Please don’t leave me here, they will feed me to the Centaurian!” 

			The dhampir compassionately convinced the little boy that he wouldn’t take long at all and to count down from 30, and by the time he was done counting, he would be back. Skeptical, but still grateful to be rescued, the boy began,

			“30, 29, 28, 27, 26”

			Enttu rushed back up the spiral staircase before he heard the ground shake beneath him and he heard a deep, guttural growl that even startled the soul out of his already-wandering soul, and the noise came from the back of the cell to the right, behind a stone slab. He rushed back to his body very quickly and was back within his physical body in ten seconds. He then used his vampiric speed to dash his way through the mob in front of the church, and back down to the staircase, back down to the cells, where the trembling occurred in rhythms now with the sound of approaching footsteps, and the boy said “one”, before he announced his return. He slashed the lock in one clean swipe of a double-edged sword he possessed, with red dragons and rubies adorning the blade, and the rusty lock clanked when it hit the ground of rock and loose dirt. 

			The dhampir went in the cell and the little boy jumped arms. He was clutching him like a father that was desperate to find a missing son would, and he cherished the moment of comforting a teary child, as the boy rested his face in the crook of his neck, a blanket of silvery blonde hair shielding him. He felt small and undernourished as the dhampir held the boy close to his chest. 

			“Little boy, what is your name?”

			“Raphael,” the boy replied in a tiny, shaky voice. 

			“Raphael, my name is Enttu, I’m going to get you home, and I’m going to get you out if here……..

			“Wait sir, aren’t you the vampire Enttu?”

			“I would be he,” the prince calmly stated, as he picked up the little boy, and cradled his tiny legs on his forearms.

			“Wait, you are not going to eat me, are you? You are a vampire, sir!” panicked Raphael.

			Enttu chuckled gently, expression soft, “I’m not going to eat you, young lad, don’t worry. I’m one of the nice vampires, well one of the nicer ones, and I have a daughter about your age, she is……”

			RWAAAAAAAAAAAAAWWWWWWRRRRRGHHHGGH­GHRRR! 

			The dhampir and the boy were scared right out of their wits by the deafening roar of the creature that had just joined them in the cell catacombs. It was in the visible shape of an arachnid body, but the face of a goat with many eyes, and two sharp, pointed horns, with threatening glowing green eyes. Its black body was covered in many spines and bristles, and a deathly stench of vinegar and decay rose from its underbelly. 

			Enttu was as equally afraid of this monster as little Raphael was, but he knew that if he did not put up a fight, they would both be dead. He placed Raphael in the safe corner of the left cell wall and the stairs. He then lunged towards the highly enraged, growling creature that was foaming at the mouth and revealed rows of black-stained pointy teeth. It growled and spat venom toward the dhampir. He began to hack at the creatures legs and successfully severed off two front legs before sliding underneath its belly, to slash it open, but its underbelly was lined with steel that leaked an acidic substance, melting anything it touched. Enttu was able to dodge a belly crush, and was prepared to go for its fangs, before he noticed baby spiders, still as monstrous and hideous, spawning from its back. He rushed to Raphael’s side and put the child on his back, handing the child a glowing blue dagger made of crystal. 

			“When I tell you, you stab that thing right between the eyes!” he shouted at the top of his lungs, almost being overpowered by the shrills and shrieks of the spiderlings and their mother. The spiderlings jumped at both, but just in time, he crossed his arms, and into the air, he shouted an incantation.
“Incendium Statu Omega!” 

			Waves of fire shot from the dhampir’s white hands at the jumping spiderlings, and with the remaining fire spell, he drew a circle around the spider-goat, entrapping the beast, the heat evoking deafening shrieks. Enttu and Raphael both leaped in the air, and when they were over the beast’s eyes. He motioned Raphael to look right in the center on top of the eyes, where there was a hole outlined in blue light. 

			“Now kid, in for the kill!” he shouted as he leaned in and drove his double-edged sword down the snout of the beast, driving the sword through the roof of its mouth and jaw. Raphael, who was leaning back of Enttu’s shoulder, while the other one grabbed him by his calves, drove the crystal dagger through the hole between the monster’s eyes, causing the thing to emit the cry of death. Raphael pulled the dagger away in time, before they both ran away from the dying creature. Shortly after it was writhing on the ground from the fatal blow, it suddenly exploded its guts and gore all over the cell walls, repainting them with slick green slime that reeked of vinegar and rotting flesh. 

			Enttu vomited a stream of blood, from repulsion, wiping the rest away with the back of his hand. He placed Raphael on his back and they abandoned the catacombs. They inconspicuously made their way back up to fresh air, where most of the citizens had finally left back to their abodes.

			After cleaning up and getting to know each other under a moonlit conversation, where the dhampir kept the boy warm under his cape, he knew that he had to get the boy to his house and couldn’t keep him out forever. He came to learn that Raphael was missing for almost two weeks, because he was kidnapped by Jedidiah’s clergymen. He was ransom for Raphael’s parents to revert their divorce caused by Raphael’s father’s alcohol problem. His father was a soldier, and the unkindness of war turned the man into a raging drunk. 

			The little boy had stated that his father was amazing at being a father when he didn’t drink but was always too sleepy or too mad and would say mean things to him and his mother when he did drink. Reluctantly, Enttu did return the boy to his parents….and much to his surprise, the man who opened the door, was the same man he fought in the tavern. 

			“Raphael….,” said the man, this time not reeking of stale vodka and urine, but of the hearth of burning pine in the home. He noticed the silver haired vampire from the bar as well. Those eyes, those piercing cobalt eyes, were gentler in this second confrontation. 

			“You,” he bellowed threateningly, his eyes squinting at Enttu, “You…you saved my son and brought him back. I would’ve never thought I’d live to see the day where I’m thanking a vampire for saving my child. The war between humans and your kind seems utterly senseless.”

			Enttu nodded in silent acknowledgement. 

			“We’re not all killers like your priest has made us out to be. But there is no peace without war. Just know I am not your enemy.” 

			He extended a firm handshake out to the father, a stocky tall Romanian with scruffy dark hair and a beard, dressed in a tunic, and suede trousers.

			“Thank you for saving his life and bringing me my life back. The next time I see you at a bar…. allow me to pay your drink, food, anything. It is the least I can do,” the grateful father said. Enttu smiled gently, cape flowing in the direction of the wind.

			“Next time I come back to Meytros, I will take you to the vineyards of the aristocrats, you, your wife, and your son. Farewell for now, I only ask that you keep the peace for the sake of this town, for your children, teach them compassion. We have seen the ruthless aftermath of war, you and me. I will return, you have my word. Keep this as a token,” Enttu bowed, as he handed the man his silver dagger encrusted with emeralds and embossed with the Selenian crest. 

			“Thank you Prince Enttu, be safe on your travels,” the man said as he felt the cold metal of the gifted weapon in the palms of his hands. 

			The dhampir began his ascent into the frigid air of winter, the gift of flight granting him the ability to float away. His silk cape graciously followed the movement of the wind.

			“Mister Tepes, where are you going?” Raphael shouted in the distance.

			“Far. But I will return,” he affirmed floating toward the moonlight. 

			And really, lord only knew when he would return. As the blonde undead prince flew above his city, after returning the boy to safety, he felt a deeper purpose, almost a calling awaken within him. For that one child, could there be countless others? Moonlight was burning away if he put himself to ponder too much. Enttu flew away, to accomplish many things he had never thought of before. The possibilities were endless now, and such was the duality. Immortality was a gift and a curse. One had endless times to start over, or a millennium of melancholy, but for now, they were a symbiosis within him. Peace did not exist without war, and he ebbed into his role of playing the dark side of divinity.

		

	
		
			CH. 2

			“ALL ENDS AND BEGINS
 WITH A DD-214”
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			A spell of jet lag was still enchanted upon Regina, as she lay in the comfortable hotel bed by herself, in a gray nightshirt with a pink bow in the center of the neckline. She wiggled her bare toes underneath the fluffy white comforter, which enveloped her entire body under it. The channels on TV were all in Romanian which she did not speak a lick of. 

			“I am going to need Rosetta Stone here soon” she thought out loud, “but I’d rather be here than there. Ahh, I made it out alive…”

			Next to her nightstand she reached over for a barely-touched glass filled one-third of the way with a local Romanian wine she purchased at a duty-free shop at the airport in Bucharest. It was slightly sweet, and the best thing she had ever tasted after an exhausting 20-hour flight. 

			She took a sip and leaned back into a squishy memory foam pillow that contoured to her back. It was so hard to believe that this would be the first day of the rest of her life, all by herself, after so many people, including her own self, doubted her. Within a week or two of arrival, she would start a new job working as an electrical plant technician for a private engineering and power company in Bucharest, that hired foreign nationals, as well as military veterans from all over the world. She had qualified for the position as she had been a former Electrician’s Mate in the Navy, she had skills in motor and generator maintenance, she was a U.S. citizen, and spoke English. The job highly preferred English-speaking workers, as her place of employment was associated with and had an accredited membership with the IBEW. 

			Regina had traveled to Europe before, for free, when she used to be a Sailor, and she used to tour countries. On occasion, she’d get lushly intoxicated with her comrades from her ship. The glass she drank out of had her former ship’s emblem stamped on the side of the glass, in gold foil. USS San Diego, LPD 22. Good people on the ship, but I will never look back. I’m glad to be out and free. Thoughts of the past ran as a short movie in her mind, of the good memories, the very bad memories and events that transpired to her eventually having to leave the Navy for good. Over and over she reassured herself that she did the right thing for herself by leaving everything behind in San Diego, and the future was going to work out just fine. One more glass of wine combined with jet lag, and she went back to sleep, the TV still on, but on mute. 

			The elegant hotel room she stayed in was so empty, comfortable, only filled with her own company that she longed for again to keep her through the night. She briefly got up to turn the TV off with a remote and buried her face back into the pillow. The distant sounds of zipping traffic blended beautifully with the falling rain that kissed the glass window on the right side of the room, a lullaby that carried her right to sleep. The floors were red carpet, which wouldn’t be a bad thing to step into when she woke up, vice a cold tile floor. She was alone indeed, but she didn’t mind her loneliness. 

			At least you think you’re alone, I’ve been watching and waiting for you since before your arrival. You will never be alone again. She’d been noticed immediately by the locals and they easily picked up that she wasn’t from there. Unknowingly, at least right now, she’d also attract the specific attention of certain individuals who would come to linger around her and make slivers of their presence known. It would initially come as dreams. Regina did feel like she was being watched but put it off to her exhaustion and emotional baggage that accompanied her from California. 

			Her friends in San Diego would have probably urged her to go out to the night clubs in town, where plenty of Romanian youth partied until the wee hours of the night. With the dreams that she could recall, she dreamt herself among stars, a vivid theater of twinkling bodies all around her, she saw planets very up and close, gravitating to her, the moon, pink and purple gas clouds of supernovas, she even saw aliens in her dream. And that is when she woke up, gasping for breath, heart pounding out of her chest, breathing heavily trying to regain her composure. She grabbed her iPhone from the charger. Time was 3:15 AM. Frantically, she scanned the room and turned on all the lights after she thought she’d seen a tall slim shadow by the threshold. When the lights came on there was no one there, and again, she deduced it to passing traffic. She sighed and went back to sleep, hopefully not to another nightmare about aliens.

			The next dream seemed interconnected, and she saw a blue-skinned lady in front of red pyramids. As she tried to make the meaning of this dream, her phone alarm sounded off and pulled her out of the dream, into a groggy awakening. It was 10:00 AM, and the soft light of overcast weather filled the room. Regina had slept in slightly later than she intended to, but she started her day when her feet touched the plush red carpet, that felt like walking on a cloud. 

			Even though she didn’t wake as early as she expected, she did shower, fix herself up decently with light makeup of eyeliner and lip-gloss, and threw on the first pair of black leggings she managed to pull out of her suitcase. Still with a slight jet lag, a nice cup of coffee sounded splendid just about now. She was curious as to what kinds of different coffees Romania had to offer. She threw on a long, maroon cardigan, grabbed her black Louis Vuitton, ensuring she had her wallet, cellular, lip-gloss, and AirPods, and lastly slipped her feet into black leather boots that reached midcalf. She made her way from the elevator, to the lobby, and out into a calm yet overcast day. The hotel she stayed in was situated in an alley full of antique shops, bistros, and cafes. All the buildings in this alley were all made of stone and brick, and the street was cobblestone, for pedestrians only, with overhanging arches of bougainvillea flowers and wispy willow trees. It was a historic, scenic area, now bustling with small, and local modern businesses. 

			Shortly before reaching the end of the alley, she found a café bistro with an awning of vines and decided to have breakfast in there. She ordered an extravagant latte with intricate designs swirled into the foam, served in a rustic clay cup, and took the first sip, the rush and instant relief of caffeine soothing her slight headache and enlivening her senses. A male waiter in white shirt and black slacks brought her a plate with a mini frittata and two small, flaky, freshly baked croissants with a small cup of sweet butter. She ate salaciously, as if she hadn’t eaten in ages, until she pulled out her iPhone to browse things to do in Bucharest. An art museum which was the first item on the drop-down list from her Google Safari search caught her attention. 

			After breakfast, she paid and walked onwards to her destination, which was a good three blocks, still walking distance and not too bad. She’d been distracted by staring at her Google Maps to make sure she was walking in the right direction. Her distraction was broken when she bumped head on into a stranger that was dressed head to toe in black, and his outfit covered by a long wool cloak. A few strands of silky blonde hair hung down alongside his angular face, the rest of it tucked into his cover. He wore black aviator frames and a fedora, and said nothing to the young girl, nor even offer an apology. Taken aback by the stranger’s rudeness, she gave him a piece of her mind.

			“Hey, you need to watch where you’re going!” she yelled at him angrily. 

			The stranger said nothing, but sneer at her, and give her a sideways glance which made her uneasy. He kept walking, leaving her behind, rolling her eyes. Who the fuck wore that much clothes in the springtime, she thought to herself. The weirdos were already coming out of the wood work. 

			Continuing, she encountered many townspeople who looked at her strangely because they could easily tell that she was a foreigner. A group of three young men in urban street wear near a dog park said something to her that she could only assume was vulgar, after one of the three men whistled twice at her as she kept walking. She paid them no further mind. Other than this minor occurrence, she noticed how beautiful and unmarred Bucharest was, even though it was a modernized city. Many of the older, historic architectures were still standing in good condition, the spires of cathedrals and missions decorating the low skyline, and pine trees adorned the city in verdure, plenty of streets were only for pedestrians and were cobblestone, even though on the main highways, visible in the distance, she still spotted a Fiat, Volkswagen, or a BMW, mostly small cars, driving about. What made the view so majestic were the Transylvanian Alps in the background of the city, not very far away, to which she fancied the idea of a hike soon. 

			Before becoming too distracted, Regina regained focus and kept walking in the dog park on a concrete sidewalk built upon grassy slopes to an art museum across the street from the park and was met by a small flight of stairs going down into the street, where several small European cars were parallel parked on both sides. The museum was directly in front of her, a new age architectural monument built to encase a historic art gallery. The words “Magalesti Gallery of the Arts” in English displayed on a banner, with a sign of black metal letters right above the banner in original Romanian. 

			She walked across after looking both ways, with her Air Pods in her ears, listening to some grunge playlist she kept on repeat. There was not a lengthy line at the admissions counter, that had a sign posted written in black permanent marker, 20 euros. When it was her turn, she handed an awry-faced receptionist her American Express, and after he rang her up, he quietly placed a pink paper band around her wrist that granted her admission to the museum. 

			Inside the museum, it was dimly lit, with fake electric candelabras illuminating the side passageways, transformed into different sections of artistry. 

			There were metal artifacts on display in glass boxes, of swords, shields, armor plates, chainmail, loot, ancient currency, and the creepiest one of all she had seen was top half of a skull of a long-haired man with the patchy hair distribution, but the hair itself still intact, unaffected by time. She kept moving on to the paintings, most of these life-sized, oil-based, with liquid gold and gemstones flawlessly blended into some of these paintings. 

			The one painting that caught her attention immediately was an extravagant oil base, with liquid gold melted into the painting, which was part of a throne, with the shape of a crescent moon above the throne. It was taller than she, and every detail was very exquisite, one could tell that the original painter had a very steady and delicate pressure on the brushes. It was a painting of a tall young man, between the ages of 18 and 30, who had some feminine factions to his features, but was still masculine enough for her to notice he was obviously a male. Perhaps it was his protruding stance he was painted in, or the solemn expression written on his face, or his broad shoulders and impressive, fit build that could be seen through his gothic-Victorian style clothing of that time. It was merely a painting but Regina still regarded him as possibly one of the most beautiful men she had ever seen. 

			The artist’s depiction of him was as tall, well built with long platinum, almost silver hair, and piercing cobalt eyes that stared dead ahead into an observer’s soul. He was well-dressed for that time, in an all-black outfit of a silk vest, cummerbund, and dark wine boots, with a long cloak draping behind him. The liquid gold throne made this artwork really pop. Regina could have sworn for a moment that this was a living painting when she stared into the painted man’s eyes. For being a painting, it surely emanated a sort of energy she picked up, which she couldn’t make out if it was magnetic or ominous. The inscription beside the painting simply read one word: Tepes. The price tag however, was 5,000 euros! 

			Regina simply did what all smart people of her age did, and took a picture with her smartphone, careful that no security guards saw her taking the picture. She eventually would want to go back to purchase this painting of the mysterious blonde man, as it would’ve just been another luxurious purchase to her, given her collection of Louis Vuitton purses and shoes, Tiffany sunglasses, Versace jeans, Banana Republic coats, and Chanel perfumes. These luxurious things Regina loved, helped her blend right in with the European population. At the worst, she could have passed for an Italian tourist. 

			After exploring the rest of the museum, she wandered outside into downtown, overcast Bucharest, and the foreshadowing smell of dirt was followed by gentle rain. The city became dark as the hovering clouds blackened with rainfall. There was a cathedral that stood sovereignly, right behind the museum that was zoned off from the public with yellow strips of police tape and the outer walls. Despite the many warning signs that read to keep out, Regina did feel drawn to it, and her feet pitter-pattered on the wet sidewalk as she made her way there. She felt apprehensive, but the curiosity beat her, and soon, she found herself standing in front of the expansive wooden cathedral doors. The clouds lit up as they rolled with thunder, and the trees swayed in the motion of the rain. The cathedral doors were blocked off by chains and with wooden slabs that kept the doors shut. They were chained and locked with large, rusty padlocks. Since there was obviously no way to enter through the front, Regina gingerly stepped to the left of the building, where there was nothing except a few parallel-parked cars, spaced out. 

			No cars were actively passing through here, so she felt that the coast was clear to further explore. Looking to her upper right, she noticed the aged, stained glass windows, and all of them were in mint condition other than the dirt collected on the weather strips. The further she walked toward the back, she thought she heard the faint rhythm of music. She slowed her pace, and it did increase in loudness as she walked towards the rear of the cathedral and stopped dead in her track upon realization that it was coming toward the building. Just as she was about to turn the corner, she stopped herself from making another footstep. The mystery man in black she’d ran into before was standing outside, seeming to have her right in his gaze behind his aviators. She took a deep breath to stifle her nervousness, and slowly began to turn on her ankle to about-face. He didn’t seem to move, and was suavely leaning against a black Subaru sedan, smoking a cigarette with a glove-covered hand. She looked back to see if he’d move, but he remained in place, without a care in the world. She quickened her pace and broke out into a full run when she crossed the street. 

			The driver of a black Fiat honked at her as he narrowly avoided hitting her. Regina’s heart pounded in her chest, and after she caught her breath, she hurried back to the hotel, far away from here. The run later made her hungry, and she went out to fetch dinner. Afterwards, when she’d finish, she made her way back to the room for a quiet evening and an early bedtime. 

			The next day that followed was a Sunday, and she was out into town by 9 AM this time, catching coffee and a spinach, mushroom and cheese frittata at the same breakfast spot from the day before all over again. Today, she was going for a self-guided hike on the lower trails of the Transylvanian Alps. After breakfast, she caught a ride from an Uber driver who dropped her off in front of a village in the outskirts of the city, in his yellow Fiat. They had passed a cemetery a few miles back, and had entered a beautiful, heavily wooded small town with hiking trails behind it. There was a wooden building with an outside patio deck and some small tables and chairs, with a bar. There were a few locals here who were having a beer or coffee. Across tavern, there was a white-painted shop that sold drugstore goods and flowers. It was a tourist attraction, as there was a gift shop right before the trails began. They seemed empty and like everyone was mostly around the tavern that morning. She went onwards into the dense, rainy woods by herself, and followed the signs written in Romanian.

			Once she was in here, they were not as scary as she thought they were, but quite oppositely, very enchanting. The trees closed the path behind her, and before her there was a dirt trail lined with pink and red blooms whose petals lined the trail sides. Up ahead, she noticed falling lavender petals that cascaded from somewhere up above. The further she wandered into the forest, the less she heard the voices and noises of the outside civilization, and it became denser and colder. It began to smell sweetly of fresh lavender, and that is when she found herself in the raining of lavender petals. She danced and spun herself round and round, arms outstretched to the branches above, carefree and with a spell of incredible elation befallen upon her. She grew weary almost immediately and had soon come to a peaceful rest on a bed of petals. 

			Regina did find herself dreaming. Overall, there were mostly dreams of her past life, with her ex-husband Jedd, and their finalization of their divorce, which was supposedly sent to her mother’s house in San Diego by June of 2018. Thank god they had no children, or Regina wouldn’t have even been able to make it out of the States. As much pride as she took in being an American, she was happy now, to be gone.

			She awakened on something soft beneath her which she thought was the lavender, as it still smelt sweetly of its essence. To her sudden realization, she wasn’t asleep in her makeshift bed that she took an unexpected snooze on, and instead found herself awakening in a very silky bed of crimson satin, still groggy from sleep. As Regina gains full consciousness, she kept trying to convince herself to wake up for real this time.

			“Hey, you’re astral projecting, wake up girl, come on, wake up,” she told herself.

			As she tried to get up from the fancy bed, she realized a pair of arms wrapped around her small waist, holding her immobile until she gave her capturer a soft nudge in the ribs out of panic. The arms gripped her more tightly against her captor’s chest, and a warm breath was felt running down her ear, as supple lips brushed against her lobe. Her heart was pounding wildly, and she was hyperventilating, as she feared for her life. She’d been kidnapped. 

			“Don’t move if you value your life,” her captor said, a male voice distinguishable, as his cold, pale bony fingers more closely entwined a grip around her frame.

			She was frozen in fear, hearing her heart almost pounding out of her chest. She realized she was still fully clothed and this brought her some degree of relief, but she was very sure she was abducted during the lavender incident, though neither her arms nor hands were bound. Only she was, to her kidnapper in his arms. She tried to turn to see his face, but he put a hand over her shoulder to hold her in place.

			“You’re going to either kill or rape me aren’t you,” she inquired, through a shaky apprehensive voice. The kidnapper brushed his lips against her ear, and in his low tone of voice, in an almost old English accent, he whispered to her,

			“I would never dream of killing or harming you, I just want you to remember me,”

			Regina went from afraid to furious,

			“Well who the fuck are you then I can’t even look at you,” 

			He relaxed his grip on her and let her turn over to face him. What Regina saw next made her blood run cold, and a mixture of disbelief and raw amazement quivered in her stomach. She couldn’t believe what she was seeing. The man from the painting she had seen in the museum, was the one who turned out to be her very handsome kidnapper, and he was charming. But why would he bring her to his bed? His eyes pierced into hers, sending chills down her back, as if he knew exactly what she was thinking. She couldn’t decide if he was intimidating or comforting, as he lay beside her. He was dressed all in black, and that platinum hair draped over his shoulders, reflecting light in his strands. His skin looked youthful and dewy, even though he seemed like he was some enigmatic, all-knowing entity. She resisted the urge to grab a lock of his hair to see if he was just a bizarre apparition as she did suffer from very strange dreams in the most recent times.

			“You, you’re just a dream,” Regina stated so calmly, still glaring back into his eyes, sending him some of his energy right back at him. He reached and softly cupped the side of her face with his hand. Holy hell, his touch was freezing cold, was he sick, she thought to herself. She didn’t flinch despite how cold he felt,

			“I’m very real, and very soon you will have no doubt,”

			The mysterious blonde man leaned closer over her and took her in his arms, his cold hands on her back, and she found herself not resisting the urge to fight him off at all, almost as if her mind and body were both betraying her. His body was perched over hers, and even though she normally never slept in a stranger’s bed, or the thought of having sex with someone she didn’t know ever cross her mind, she felt undeniably attracted to him. A feeling of a rising fever rushed through her entire body, as he moved against her. She felt his apparent response of attraction and arousal pressed into the side of her inner thigh though they were both clothed. and he leaned in to passionately kiss her, with such a deep passion that she had pretty much missed out on in her previous love life. She ran her hands softly through his blonde locks, enjoying how the cool silk wrapped around her fingers. He was incredibly strong, lifting her off the bed with one cold hand under her shoulder blades. And more passionately he pressed his body onto her, lips traveling from her mouth to her neck. 

			It didn’t take too long before they were both completely in the nude, and he was lost in passion inside of her. It was the strangest sexual encounter she had ever had, with a stranger that she still couldn’t figure out if he was going to murder her later, but she was relentlessly attracted, almost as if she was under a spell. As she was enjoying the moment, her unnamed lover kissed her neck, the fleshy veiny skin exposed for him. During her body reaching another wave of the climax of pleasure, a very sharp, stabbing pain made her snap right out of her spell, as her lover bit into her neck, so deeply that he drew blood from her. She cried out and tried to fight him off when she realized he wasn’t stopping himself from drinking pouring blood from the wound, but he was too immensely strong, and she got weaker by the second, until she drifted off into blackness. 

			Regina gasped for air, adrenaline rushing to her heart, waking her straight out of her nap. To her relief she awoke for real this time, in the same bed of flowers, her back aching from sleeping on it, her mouth dry, head pounding, and bladder getting full, she would have to find a place to pee soon. She sat up and took in her surroundings. The path of flowers and arching branches full of fresh blooms were perched high above her head, but she heard civilization nearby. She hadn’t strayed too far from the tourist village, much to her relief. The time on her cellular was 12:05 P.M, same day, and she felt a huge wave of relief wash over her as she sat up and pondered that bizarre dream she awoke from. She checked her neck, out of slight paranoia to make sure no wounds were present. Her clothes were still intact, no sign of anyone else around, just herself. Who was that man, and was he possibly the same one from the painting labeled “Tepes?” As in Vlad Tepes, the vampire legend that Bram Stoker made famous through his novel? That dream was too real, and it became blurrier every time she tried to reimagine every detail of the dream, from the bed, to the lover, to the sex, to the biting.

			“Why would I dream that? Vampires don’t exist. I really need to sleep or get a massage or start eating better, or drink myself to death, or get laid, ugh, fuck this, I’m going back.”

			She went back to the tavern of the village and grabbed some food, and kept to herself about the experience, and yet wondered if any of the other tourists had similar experiences. The name “Tepes” really seemed to resonate in her mind, so much that she decided to take to her phone to look anything up on the name. She didn’t find what she was looking for even after specifically typing “Tepes Blonde Male Painting” in the search bar. The only results that came up were pop culture video games, anime shows, and references to Bram Stoker and Vlad the Impaler. Anything else was in Romanian. With great disappointment, she hopped onto a taxi to take her back to town later, and it had become cooler, and once again came the rain. 

			By almost 3 that afternoon, she was back in town and went straight into the nearest spa from her hotel, for an indulgent, hot oil massage. The building was of rustic stone, painted red, with wooden door frames, and a coffee deck next to it. It was a mere ten-minute wait before her masseuse, a beautiful, petite brunette female with green eyes took her in to a relaxation room. It was dimly lit except for a pink rock salt lamp, and reiki music playing from a portable Bluetooth speaker that changed into the rainbow spectrum of colors. She was surprisingly sore even though she didn’t go too far, and the lavender oil poured down her back was deliciously relaxing, as her masseuse worked on her back. Regina was in a state of sleep and awake, the events of earlier coming to her mind, fleeing as quickly as they came, melting into nothingness. She got carried away into the peaceful atmosphere of the reiki music and all her muscle tension dissipated. An hour and a half passed, before her session was done. She redressed before coming out of the room, since before she was stripped down into just lace panties. She met her masseuse outside, thanked her graciously, and paid before going out into the evening, hunger pangs creeping up on her. 

			There was room service, a five-star restaurant and bar inside of her hotel she stayed in, and she was only ten blocks away from her hotel. She walked straight back over there, without having to make any stops along the way, even though the shopping district did catch her eye as she passed by some designer brand boutiques, European shoe stores, and exquisite lingerie shops. 

			Once she was in the hotel she decided to go to her room and order in a platter of a smoked salmon appetizer and some chicken souvlaki off the menu, with a bottle of cabernet franc. The wait time was an hour, so she called her mother back home in Texas, an eight-hour difference from Romania. It was 7 PM here, meaning it was 11 AM back home, to what she really considered home, her beloved Texas and not god-forsaken San Diego. She had important ties to the city, as it was her last duty station here before she received her DD-214 after ten years of honorable service. Her mom on the other line was happy to hear from her daughter, whom she hadn’t seen in almost a month. 

			“Hey mija, how was your flight over there?” her mom lovingly answered the phone. 

			Hearing her mom’s voice quickly dissolved all her worries and her stresses, and always left her feeling so much better every time they spoke.

			“It was alright mom, though I think I’m still a little jet-lagged from the trip, but this place isn’t as scary as I thought. Everyone at least understands English or I can understand them because we speak Spanish too. Food is amazing here, there is lots of sightseeing to do,”

			“Any of those hot vampire guys around?” her mom inquired mischievously.

			“Ha, no mom, not all Romanians are vampires, that’s racist,” she laughed, over the phone. Regina laid flat on her bed as she carried on with her mother.

			They spoke about how getting out of the military was, how her ex-husband was, how is Texas, when are you visiting, how about I fly you to Romania, when do you start your job, have you found a place to live yet? Her doorbell to her room rung, which meant her food was here. She walked over to open the door with her phone squeezed between her ear and shoulder, thanking the hotel staffer who delivered her meal on a rolling cart. It was covered in a white cloth with two silver dome platters on top. She told her mother that she would call back later, so she could proceed to eat. 

			Under the silver lid awaited thinly sliced salmon, seared on the sides and seasoned with lemon pepper with a side of caper cream cheese, and a plate of grilled chicken, pita bread, fries and tzatziki sauce. It was beautifully presented with that unnecessary decorative kale, and tasted as heavenly as it smelled as well, after a long day out in town and the mountains. Regina finished her food and poured a glass of wine, browsing for places to rent out with an immediate move-in date, which was fortunately common in Bucharest. There was an Air Force base about 50 miles from the city, so for all she knew, Americans probably resided heavily here as well. She put in a couple of quick applications to rent out a room at several townhouses and mansions near the outskirts toward the Transylvanian Alps, near her future job location. After half an hour of internet browsing, she poured another glass of wine and ran the bathtub with three handfuls of lavender Epsom salts. The next day was going to be a house hunting day, and with some luck, she would hopefully be moved in somewhere by the next week. 

			She left her phone on the bed and took the bottle of wine with her to the tub, where she undressed and then soaked her body in hot, lavender-scented water, that relaxed her muscles in conjunction with the effects of the wine. The strange, lucid dream from earlier crept into her thoughts again as she closed her eyes and relaxed in the bathtub. Just what was the explanation for a type of dream like that and why was she able to feel everything just too tangibly? She silently debated finding a psychic or metaphysical workshop out in town within the next few days as she often did in California, the land of all holistic healing measures. It would be a shock to not find it in old Eastern Europe, where many of it originated.

			The next day, she received an email to her phone in response to a rental application, for a spare bedroom in a mansion near the mountains. The sender asked her for a picture of herself and a good call back number, which she regarded with a bit of uneasiness. What if this person wasn’t who they said they were and were some serial killer on the prowl for foreign women? Nah, my imagination is too wild lately, time to go get some coffee and check out the property later

			It was blustery outside, even for it being almost summer, it was overcast again, with a slight drizzle today. Such a difference from being back home in Texas! Regina brushed her medium length hair, so black it was almost blue, threw on a red peacoat on top of her sweater and dark jeans, and black boots, and went out into town for coffee and breakfast at her usual café, which she figured out the name of, Roxana’s Bistro. 

			A few sips into her coffee, and her phone rings, much to her surprise, a number from Texas that she assumed was a bill collector or one of her friends trying to get in touch with her. She reluctantly answers.

			“Hello, Regina Brighton speaking,”

			“Misses Brighton, good morning,” a voice of an old man replied through the line, “you submitted a rental application for a spare room on Bulevardul Nicolae 435, yes?” 

			A Texas number calling for a rental application in Bucharest made no absolute sense.

			“Uh, yes sir this is she, I mean, yes I did submit an application last night, is that room still available?”

			“Yes, ma’am it is, you are welcome to stop by later to look at it and see if it is to your liking. I’m toward the Alps, just ask your driver to take you to the Meytros Estates district just to give you a general idea. My name is Magnus Marlboro,”

			Regina took a quick sip of coffee, “Like the cigarettes?”

			“Yep, like the cigarettes. I will see you at one?”

			“Yes, one sounds perfect,” 

			She couldn’t help to think that the man sounded very southern accented, and why on earth did he have a Texas number in a foreign country? The only reason she could come up with was that he was a very rich man that retired here, or he was a veteran that decided to stay here, or a savvy combination of both. 

			Around 12:30, she requested an Uber taxi from her phone, and she was taken down the main highway that ran in the middle of the city for about a minute or so before the car exited onto a cobblestone street, then turned left onto a gated residential area. Houses of old architecture with beautiful dome roofs painted in blue and gold made up the neighborhood, each property fenced off from one another, trimmed hedges lining the doorways, and an island of grass and pine trees dividing the cul-de-sac. She read the sign, as the car turned into the right side of the cul-de-sac, Blvd. Nicolae. 

			The silver Jetta dropped her off in front of a house that was three stories tall, decorated in vines, and a three car garage off to the side, separate from the house, with a black Jaguar parked on the driveway out in the open.
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