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How many books have I already written? And to whom do I dedicate it? I dedicate this book once again to my wife Mary, who puts up with childish things like this every day. And I hope she never stops doing it. This time I have embarked on another adventure that I began in my childhood and that, with determination and support, I have finished. Another dream come true. She says that sometimes I shine... Sometimes... It even scares me... I also dedicate it to my family and especially to my father; Angel... Help me in this swampy terrain... But in this second edition, there is a very important person for me, and she is Sheila, who has read all my works, and on this occasion-as in many-she has been in charge of proofreading the entire manuscript.
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The Picture.

The sun poured like tongues of fire on the painting, that face that looked as beautiful as it was disturbing. It was her. The woman with black eyes and, at the same time, blue. A strange combination of visual effects that seemed to shimmer in the petty candlelight. And when her fingertips caressed the rough canvas, he felt himself inside her. He felt her heart beating like a great toad inside his head. He listened to her agitated breathing and remembered her even though two centuries had already passed.

And then the man with the disfigured face began to cry.

Because he knew that she - like him - stood the test of time and he would find her.

He would find her.
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Holmes (which was not his real name) held in his fingers a feather from a raven that flapped away one cold winter morning and disappeared among the white treetops. His eyes were so sunken you could only see their dark sockets, but his retinas chased the bird's trail like measly arrows. Afterward, there was nothing and his heart was not agitated; not at least not yet.

The flickering light from the chandelier drew beautiful shapes on the wrinkled, yellowed paper and sometimes showed real monsters on it. He stuck the quill into the ink pot and sighed at the same time. He knew that it was going to be history that he had planned to write.

The year was 1896, and the Irishman got to work. He pressed the pen hard against the paper until he heard a click and began to rave on the dusty pages.

And, as he did, he remembered.

—It is not a myth, nor a crude legend, — said the Hungarian scholar and scribe named Arminius Vámbéry, who told him about Vlad Drăculea—. That I can swear to God.

The Irishman hid his head between his shoulders and his heart continued to beat subtly. His eyes, by then, were on the edge of their lids and seemed to want to roll away.

—He's a fucking monster, — dictated the tall, beefy man, who was raising his elbow at the other end of the rotten wooden table. The heat was so thick that it even seemed to form a kind of sticky cloud.

—The key is whether he is really alive, — the young man prompted, almost excited. He seemed to be too nervous.

The Irishman pointed his ears at the table where they were. The chatter of the others, who were squeezing together like rats in the pub, seemed to build an intentional wall to drown out the voices of these two strangers talking about something interesting.

—A guy like the one you described... — There was a moment of silence, only on the lips of the man sitting across from the young man, and he continued. — He will be more than dead. No one escapes death.

—He does, — the scholar said quickly. He put his hand on the splintery surface of the round table, showing long, thin fingers that barely received light from the torches he had planted like nails on the stinking walls of the dump. His hand was limp and his heart was racing.

The man, whose beer just traced its way from the table to his lips, burped, then said nothing, at least not immediately.

Holmes, who had forgotten his beer on the table, while basking in the rushing heat that seemed like steam, leaned forward not caring if he was discovered.

Are you going to be listening like a gossiping woman? A good girl's voice asked him, and he just blinked, because he knew that was only in his head.

Arminius continued speaking with particular enthusiasm marked in his breathy voice.

—Vlad, after impaling all the dead soldiers, in his last battle against the Turks, repented and began to live a life full of surprises. Among them, being surrounded by beautiful women whose beauty the people of Transylvania could not contemplate.

The burp man opened his eyes, like two balls of corroded metal.

—Is he a player?

—Nope.

—How can a cruel murderer be surrounded, as you just said, by beautiful women? There is something that does not add up to me, and everything indicates that it is a story that has been woven by word of mouth. Most things are created that way. — The man tightened his plumped fingers on the wooden mug, which seemed to yield to his strength. It almost screamed.

—I don't know that, but I can tell you that it's all true. He was left alone in his castle with at least three women, whose names have never been revealed; but it is said that Vlad loved another woman. Sexuality, for him, was something more pleasing...

A jocular laugh cut him off immediately.

—When you talk about sex there are no limits, — assured that man, who saw how the rim of the jar was already right in front of his nose.

The murmur rose above the dense, sticky cloud of heat, and at that very moment, on the ground, a rat dragged its long gray tail as it dodged the feet of such a winding path, until it disappeared behind a hole the size of the head of a cat

—He was also intolerant against immigrants, — added the young man. He now had gotten his ass off the stool. A flat, bony ass.

Holmes, who was about to fall from leaning over the edge of the table, arched an eyebrow.

—Well that is good. There are also a few left over here. —And the man swept every face with his cold gaze.

—Besides, he had the gift of reading the minds of others.

The bearded man was petrified, just for a moment, after which he let out a laugh that rode on the back of the murmur of others. For a moment it seemed that everyone was looking just at him. He felt a sharp pain in his bulging belly and stopped laughing. Now his eyes were bloodshot.

—Young man. You're crazy.

And drank what was left of his beer.

—He was a vampire. He was immortal.

Suddenly Holmes felt the cold ground on his face and all was silent. Or, at least, it seemed to be.

After remembering all this, his pen began to carve words on those rusty papers, which remained on the table for years, without seeing a single word other than the accumulated dust and the footprints of the huge rats that lived with it.

He continued to rave all night until the candles became a lifeless, languid, misshapen mass. Until the next morning's sunbeams lapped at that room, dazzling it and showing the dust hovering over the perfect cuts of each golden ray.
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The mirror did not reflect him.

The great cobweb that covered it was not occupied by a spider with long and infinite legs. It was the cracked glass that formed a kind of network with thousands of perfectly aligned corrugations, but he knew that it looked too gaunt.

Aged.

His hair, almost alopecic, tangled with the fingers of the wind that blew behind his neck. It was as if some threads were floating in the atmosphere because someone was pulling on them. A jet of cold air, whispering to the bats hanging from the beams and feasting on his ears—those of the aged man—seemed to remind him that time had not really passed for him. Although with his fingers you could see all the skin full of wrinkles and almost scabby. Sometimes it seemed to him that shreds of skin were caught on his broken, blackened fingernails. Pulling at it, he stretched like a rubber band and eventually snapped into two halves with a stealthy noise that the air couldn't muffle.

He knew he had dark eyes because, before that, he had seen himself in glass on some occasion. But that was a long time ago; and his dry, scarred lips whispered something he kept repeating:

—I'm immortal, but I'm getting old. I need a new life.

And his words were dragged by that cold jet of air that rocked his few yellowish hairs. His nose was long and sharp as a knife. He knew because he couldn't breathe with dignity. It was as if his nostrils had been clogged with dried blood. Blood that he wanted, and that he no longer remembered its taste.

However, you could see his hands; and these were not pale, like his face, but purple: as if he was dead. «Well, maybe he was», he thought. After all, several centuries had passed in which he had remained locked in his castle with long and useless corridors that turned into a labyrinth with no exit. So dark and narrow that sunlight would never touch any of those moldy stone walls. 

He was tall but extremely thin; hunched over, like a vulture, and bony. The knuckles on his fingers said it all. His cheekbones were two virtues in his face because they were the only thing that seemed to stand out. His body, emaciated and weak, was covered in clothing based on a suit similar to that of an undertaker and a dark cape that caressed him from neck to ankles.

Sometimes, as he walked, he tripped over his skirt and gave a bitter growl that ended up on the ground.

Without a doubt, he was not happy: neither with himself nor with life, that something had rewarded him. An eternity in search of frustrations and of his love: that, although it disappeared, it did not do it for him.

Of course not.

His eyes were deep in their sockets, not turning anywhere, and his tongue was black; but the most curious thing of all is that he had his fangs sharpened with the same tool that made his sword useful on the battlefield.

That was what made him special.

His fangs: were as radiant as those of a rabid dog.

—It will all be over soon, — he said to the wall.

The mirror was now behind him.

Where he could never see it.
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—Wilhemina Murray, also nicknamed Mina. And why not, Lifey, — Holmes whispered with an unusual gleam in his eyes. The candle flame danced to the rhythm of the air, casting ghastly shadows on the table. A pine wood, like that of the coffins, supported the weight of his elbows, kneeling like a child. The paper yielded effortlessly under the weight of the pen, and the name was written with a smear that looked like blood, sliding to one side of the vowel "e." Holmes hastened to erase all traces of the stain with the edge of his left hand and only managed to blur that name so special to him.

Lifey was actually a love invented in his hours of nostalgia and loneliness along with piles of books written by scholars of the story of Vlad the Impaler, Prince of Valachia; and he thought he could get something good out of it. However, his heart was more romantically inclined, and he heard something about vampire courtship. Something gothic that seemed to have become fashionable, without anyone having written a single word.

Outside, the rain hit the window panes like clenched fists and they seemed to cry out in their own voice: «Open for me.» But the sordid noise didn't bother him at all, and then that same rain would yell, «Open the fucking dooooooor», in a voice that shrieked under the thunder that cracked a sky that was too dark for that time of year, summer.

On the mahogany coffin (sorry, on the dark table) some writings spoke of the atrocities of Vlad of Valachia and his aversion to hatred and cruelty. This man - who was Prince of Valachia, between 1456 and 1462 - was considered a national hero in Romania, but nothing was said about any love for any woman. With this little information, Holmes began to write a good thesis full of sexuality, blindness, and mystery. Thus, Vlad Tape, as part of the Transylvanian superstitions, ended up being, thanks to Holmes, the object of the myth of vampirism, elevating him as Prince Count Dracula.

More about this source textSource text required for additional translation information

—Count Dracula, — Holmes murmured, smiling this time as he let the full weight of his head rest on his knuckles dug under his chin.

A sudden blow made the opaque glass swing, almost cracking. He glanced sideways, then glanced at a piece by Emily Gerard, who wrote about Transylvanian superstitions. This article, which was presented as an inscription on a tombstone, had been published in 1885. By then, blood was already running down the delicate necks of anyone who got in the way.

But who?

The rest of the trifle came from another piece of writing by a certain William Wilkinson, published in 1820. That meant that Holmes wanted to know more, although he could hardly discover a few things, he was fascinated by the idea of  ​​Dracula: the popular being who was going to create.

Now a new gust of air, like a white-knuckled fist, managed to punch through the windowpane. The rattling of the crystals was almost deafening and, at the same time, almost eternal. The air, which was not icy, rushed into the room like a rush of water, causing the candles, or rather their flames, to topple like spindly trees in a storm.

But they didn't turn off.

A story by Polidori focused on the creation of his particular man created after death, written in the poet’s Lord Byron mansion (where they remained locked up together with Mary Shelley), rested on a corner of the table, sprouting, from those pages, the romanticism that the doctor breathed into his story.

Holmes was certainly not alone.

5

In some part of the world, the sun must shine, but in the proximity of Count Dracula's castle, there was no more brightness than that of the snow reflecting on his retinas. The horses neighed in the night and clambered up a ladder made of icy air. Their front legs wanted to grab something, and then, after landing featherweight—something unperturbed—they began to grab onto the snow to pull the darkest carriage in the universe.

The young English lawyer directed his crystallized gaze towards the lamps, which were dancing in the middle of the blizzard; almost detaching from the ends to which they were attached. That scene represented a cube that moved with some branches soaked with fireflies that turned in the air.

Jonathan Harker (that was his name) met a pair of horses hastily pulling a carriage that vanished in the distance, leaving no silhouette but crossed yellow eyes. The snow, on his shoulders; and a sizable suitcase, trapped in a smooth white dune.

As soon as the carriage and the sound of the coachman yelling at the horses had disappeared, the storm raged with an awful clap of thunder that lit up everything. And, in a few thousandths of seconds, the lawyer could see a winding road that led to a castle, some trees that sagged under the weight of the snow, and something like a cemetery.

He was left in doubt about the latter after the fiery light that licked him from head to toe dissipated. His black hat was now a heavy snowflake.

—Good God, — he murmured, but he didn't have a crucifix around his neck and he didn't believe in the Almighty. His mission was to explain to the count the conditions of the sale of the so endearing castle.

The wind tore the words from his lips and pushed them against a solid, stony wall that was covered with a whitish plate: it was ice. For some weird reason, eyes get used to the dark after a while and this allows you to see between the lines. He held on to his hat, or rather flattened it on his wavy hair, and he snorted.

In any other circumstance, he would be cold, but now he felt an exhausting heat inside him that rushed through all his organs and blood; as if he had been doused with some boiling oil.

The second clap of thunder aroused all the interest in the world in his glassy eyes: now he saw some dark spots like outstretched wings, fluttering over the dome of the castle, which did not seem to him—far from it—like birds, due to the way they fly so erratically. . Those supposed birds did not sing, but laughed in the middle of the storm. A malicious laugh.

A blast of solid ice nearly ripped the hat off his head; or perhaps his own head, for it was so tightly numb that he couldn't feel it. His lips were purple and sealed. His eyes stopped blinking and his cheekbones were two pieces of ice.

But even so, he held the hat with the palm of his hand, covered with a perforated glove through which entered the pleasure of the snow.

And he let out an insult with pain on his lips.
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Polidori (the poet’s Lord Byron doctor) exposed his romantic belief about Count Dracula. That facet had to be put —no matter what— in his vampire story. He fervently believed that it must be so.

—Why are romantic vampires scarier? — Byron asked him, with an empty glass in hand. He was almost lying on the edge of the fireplace as if his whole body was heavy.

It is tradition to believe that this is the case, —answered Polidori, shaking his head senselessly.

Lord Byron raised his eyebrows. For him, romance was something truly important in life. Courting a lady was like painting a good picture or pouring out poetry on clean sheets of paper.

However, the total darkness of the story that Mary Shelley wrote, in the captivity of the northern storm, made her think very differently about the work of the doctor and her friend until she proposed something undesirable to him.

These issues were what inspired Holmes, later, to take this path for his count: isolated, in a Transylvania full of snow and loneliness.

7

Yes.

Terrifying stairs: that moved when you stepped on them, like the keys of a sinister piano that pushes you to hell itself; because each step flashes like a reddish ember that does not go out. Steps that took on a life of their own and created authentic labyrinths: that took you everywhere and nowhere, but Count Dracula knew them. And besides, he didn't need to step on them.

Because his body floated.

Somehow, it floated. With his arm raised; and the chandelier, fiery lighting his baldness. And the hair, disjointed, that seemed to writhe like worms. Or better yet: they floated under a meter of water.

Paintings.

There were paintings everywhere: in every corner, on every sinuous wall that seemed to elicit a mocking smile or, perhaps, a severed tongue. Paintings. They were beautiful, and they showed everything that was outside the castle, the headquarters where he lived; and, soon, the lawyer, because he knew that his shiny boots were stuck in the snow, very close to the Borgo defile.

He knew because he saw it even with his eyes closed.

Besides, he smelled his blood: silky and sweet, almost like honey. A fresh Blood that he needed to take a closer look at. Lick it and, perhaps, swallow it like someone who drinks holy water. Blood that would make him younger and... Maybe was thinking of him, like Lifey, but they were two different wishes.

One was fiery, and the other was pure libidinous desire.

And he continued drilling the tunnels and jumping down those steps, which came to life with every second that shattered like stones within the sand that runs out. Like water flowing from a hand to the ground. Like the soul when a dying man exhales his last breath.

And outside, the storm grew more powerful and disturbing.

There were whimpers on the walls, and it wasn't exactly the rats or the bats, but the wind: crying for what fate had prepared for them.

The fucking wind seemed like a creature abandoned in the middle of nowhere.

8

—He'll find you, — the carriage driver had told him, with only small eyes like a cat's looking at its prey. He was an obese man, and the clothing - which ended in a fur coat completely white with snow - began to shine like the moon, which would be hidden behind the clouds.

Harker had been almost lost in thought as the voluptuous snowflakes climbed all over his body, turning him into a shimmering, amorphous mass advancing toward a wall whose snow seemed to support it.

He put the briefcase down on the hard layer of snow, but it sank slightly into it, drawing a silhouette that seemed to take on a life of its own. It was as if a big mouth wanted to devour him. His feet sank here and there, and with great effort, he advanced towards what looked like a building... No... A graveyard. The gate was dark, and edged with a thick layer of ice; but it was doubtless wrought iron, for—in the wind—the hinges creaked like slave chains of yore.

The deafening wind caressed his ears and rumbled on his eardrums like his own gasp; Like his heart, which seemed almost out of control. He stretched out his arms in a series of movements to regain his balance and continued to listen to the cries of that open door: almost as big as the passage of a path abandoned to fate.

Behind him, he left the briefcase that, little by little, darkened with the snow on top; and he could feel the chill of that constant weight. A thunder tore the sky into three or four pieces, and the cracked light drew the wounds in the sky and among the clouds as if it wanted to break them into pieces.

—God, what a penury, — he assures the wind, which fills his mouth with little cups strangled in their own abstract shapes. This time, the gust of wind manages to rip off his hat and sends it flying an exhaustingly long distance. He notices that the hat does not maintain its composure and that it flutters like an evergreen, and in the process, it seems to shake off the snow that is stuck to it. At the end of everything, a vague silhouette hides in the night.
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