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Nowadays aristocratic vampires hang out far away from Transylvania, whichisonly for tourists.
Aristo-vamps livein posh places such as Antibes and Baden-Baden or Venice, and they bank in
Switzerland.

Incidentaly, they only bank money and gold and jewels, never blood. Plenty of blood-banks exi<t, but
after afew months bottled blood isn't at its best — and supposing interest was paid on ablood deposit,
would this come from the veins of shareholders? Blood must continue circulating, otherwise it loses
vaue.

A few hundred years ago Transylvaniawas the cutting-edge place to be, as my beloved vampire
explained to me.

His name was Silviu Romanescu. He wastdl and dim, with shoulder-length white hair, and he looked
about forty years old, though probably he was at least 200. Silviu's charm was extraordinary. By now |
had been captivated for ayear.

“Wél now, my littledove,” he narrated to me, “the first expedition into outer space was actudly an
expedition of vampiresled by Vlad Tsepesh (speaking phonetically, as one usualy speaks), aka Dracula
Higtory tellsalot of nonsense about Vlad. That business about him impaling his enemies on account of
sadism and to inspire horror, for example! Horror wasn't the reason at dl. Vlad needed a method of

propulsion to lift aheavy body into outer space.”

“Therewere no rocket fuelsat thetime...”

“Exactly. So he needed to use a paranorma method.”

“He needed to find people who could levitate something by the power of mind?’

“What better motiveto levitate a heavy weight than if that weight is yoursdf impaed on a semi-sharpened
stake! So he, shall | say, auditioned, tens of thousands of, shall | say, candidates. Those who
succeeded, he used as strap-on boosters and as on-board propulsion — the Impaement Drive—for the

Transylvanian spaceship.”
“It sounds cruel. Thisis supposed to be my bedtime sory, Silviu!”



Silviuand | werelying on abed of compost in an open twin-size coffin, and Silviu liked to have wormsin
the compogt, which would tickle me, sometimes very intimately like bonelessfingers. The worms keep
the soilfresh, was his reason. | was accustomed to unusua bedtime stories, told at dawn of course since
dawn was bedtimein his heavily curtained paazzo in Venice. However, this story was making me
shivery, and to cling to him was of little help since his body wasn't at blood-heat but many degrees [ower.
That’swhy | usudly had arug over me except in the hot smelly Venetian summer, when the touch of
Siviu'scoal limbswas enchanting.

By the way, vampires never empty avictim’sveins—would you want to drink five litres of soup for
supper?—but often on aFriday or Saturday night vampires are thirdtier than usua and their victim's
blood pressure drops too low to sustain life. Thus not too many vampirestend to live in the same city,
otherwise the number of semi-exsanguinated corpses might arouse suspicions.

Silviu had mesmeric powers, and influential local contacts. Consequently stories appeared in
I|Gazzettino di Venezia, blaming McDonadd' sfor the semi-exsanguinated corpses which the Carabinieri
fished out of the canals or found in aleyways. Anti-Americanism was popular, and it' swell known that
capitalists are blood-suckers, so many people believed that the seatsin McDonad' s contained
anaesthetising needles which sucked blood from customers, to be replaced with cholesterol. Thus
Venetians ate their hamburgers standing up, whereas Americans always need to St down. Where
possible at the weekend, Silviu hunted fat tourigts.

“Vlad' s gpaceship was made of armour in Gothic style held together by interior lesther straps riveted to
the plates—and reinforced with interna braces so it wouldn’t be too flexible, unlike armour which needs
to beflexible”

“How do you know dl this?’

“| was on that expedition.” Quickly | revised my estimate of Siviu'sage.

| didn’t much wish to ask the next question, but the point had been niggling.
“Um, why were those candidates stakes only semi -sharpened?”’

“Because otherwise they might die too suddenly from shock. However, after leaving Earth’ sgravity
behind, the stakes used for the Impaement Drive were fully sharpened because in outer space there sno
weight to impaeyou.”

“Um, what happened to the strap-on boosters?’

“Once we achieved escape vel ocity, those were unstrapped from within the ship. By then the bodies
were frozen solid. |ce-corpsesrained on what are now Romaniaand Hungary.”

“Wereyou al wearing space-armour insde the ship?’

“No, my little dove. Vlad needed to limit the weight. Asyou know, cold meanslittle to avampire and we
don’t need to breathe, although sometimes we pretend to, aswhen | make love to you. Vampires arethe
best astronauts.”

“But what about those Impaement Drivers? Didn’t they need air?’



“Y ou mean the successful candidates who pushed the ship aong paranormally, strapped to the insde?’
“Yes, them.”

“Little dove, are you by any chance trying to poke holesin your bedtime story?’

“I'm judt fascinated by the details.”

“Well, we had achemical apparatusthat stored solid air created earlier. Y ou’ d be amazed at how much
ar you can solidify into something as small asabrick. The Impalement Drivers, asyou cal them, wore
bladders over their heads joined by tubes to the alchemical apparatus. Also, we used the drivers now
and then asfood-animals, akin to the way the Martians behave in The War of the Worlds by H.G.
Wils. Do you redize that Orson Welles named his radio company the Mercury Thegtre, and that Hg is
the chemica symbol for mercury?’

Seemingly | couldn’t fault Slviu on any detall!

“But what was the reason for this expedition?”
“To discover if our kind dwel on the Moon!”

Onceagain, how | envied and admired Silviu. He was undoubtedly a superior being. Admittedly he was
a0 dead—dl vampires are dead—but Silviu only smelled dightly sweet in anice way, like Parma
Violets. Didn’t Nietzsche say God is dead? Being dead may be why God isasuperior being. The
crucifixion wasacunning plan.

“Will you ever make meinto avampire?’ | asked wigtfully.
“That would spail our relaionship, my pigeon. | likeit asitis”

Y ou could call me avampire-virgin. That's because Silviu' steeth never once pricked me. | waslikea
pussy cat to him, to be stroked, or maybe more like amusica instrument, for when his skillful fingers
played with me | moaned me odioudy; which he enjoyed. Better than Albinoni, he commented. Very
soothing, and melancholy in adelicious way. Mature vampires experience aesthetic and metaphysica
desiresrather than physical ones. In the case of male vampires, | wasled to believe, their penises never
diffen with blood flow.

| first met Slviu while wasreturning to my hotel on the Rivadegli Sciavoni late a night. | had stared in
wonder at his beautiful white hair and the long black velvet cloak he wore over aharlequin costume. |,
Colombe Duvd, had cometo Venice from Pariswith my camerafor carniva time. | wasin advertisng
and was preparing acampaign for an expensive new mascara containing depleted uranium dugt, called
Maskara, to give eydidsthat heavy, sultry, radioactive look.

Silviu waswearing aminima black mask, emphasizing his mesmeric gaze. | gazed, mesmerized. Hedso
gazed in admiration at my long red hair—and then in atrice he had collected me, in hisvery strong arms,
and heran swiftly and effortlesdy aong the waterside promenade while | offered no resistance.

Did amaiden struggle when abducted by a Greek god? | think traditiondly she did, fearing rough sex



followed by adose of homeric herpes Zeustor. | didn’t Struggle.

Soon my adoration for Silviu grew and grew. Forget about depleted uranium mascaral Forget about
Parisl Forget photography, since flash offended Silviu' seyes and in any case nothing of him appeared on
any photos despite the longest exposure in the dim palazzo. After I’ d been awake only nocturndly for a
few months, my flesh grew white as d abaster, which Silviu liked.

And hetold such wonderful bed-time stories. Never before did | know that Marie Antoinette was a
vampire. “Qu'ilsmangent dusangfroid,” iswhat she redlly said about the bread riotsin Paris, not de
labrioche. * Sangfroids were afavourite specidity made to arecipe of Grimod de La Reyniére—little
cold blood-puddings that |ooked like buns. So she making an eegant pun. Due to my comparative
inactivity, asde from wonderful orgasms at dawn and dusk, | had to be careful not to put on weight.
Consequently ddlicacies were essentid, being ddicate. Silviu himself only ever ate sparcely, to restore
trace e ements which hisbody lost.

“Where were we, my little dove? Ah yes, in outer space, heading for the Moon in a spaceship of
best-quality armour powered and steered by the paranorma avoidance of impaement.”

“Would the armour befrom Milan? Would it be called * Avant’ armour?”

| knew abit about armour because I’ d taken alot of photos of armour for an ad campaign: Tough Guys
Wear Condoms Too. The erect penis of the male model wearing a condom had stuck out through a
specid holein the miniskirt of chainmail. We had to show him aturkey porn movie before he erected.
Therewasjust no other way to get through to him. And then, the first time, he jammed — but &t least the
condom didn’t tear, which pleased the manufacturers. By turkey | don’t mean it was abad movie. It was
about sex with aturkey, digi-animated. By then it wastoo late to hire a different male modd whose
childhood au pair hadn't played with him during Disney cartoons.

“My pigeon, | told you it was Gothic armour — so that means made in Germany. Well, after three days
we landed near the South Pole on the backside of the Moon during the lunar night that lasts afortnight,
and we discovered the frozen | ake produced by the blood comet.”

“Wait aminute, Silviu. | understand how you took off, but how did you land? Did you threaten the
driverswith being unimpaled or anti-impaed or whatever theword is?’

“No no, we steered the ship by turning the main driver around until we were over the place we wanted,
and upright. Then Vlad buggered the driver. Thiswas such ardlief after the sensation of the stake that the
driver felt more relaxed. So the paranormal levitation became less than the Moon' s gravity. We sank
down gently, controlled by Vlad' sthrusts and withdrawas.”

“Quiteaman, Vlad.”
“Much misunderstood. Thefirst pace commander.”
“How come Vlad's dead penis stiffened for buggery, whereas yours doesn't?’

“That, my dove, isthe measure of what sort of dead man Vlad was! He alone fulfillsthe prophecy, The
Dead Shall Rise. Hewas out of thisworld.”



“Was? Did he die on the Moon? | mean, did he expire?’

“Since | was part of that expedition, obvioudy we returned to Transylvaniaand touched down
successfully. However, Vlad then had an even greater inspiration — no lessthan travel to the starsby an
FTL drive, Faster Than Levitation. Ordinary Impalement Drivers, inspired to levitate by wooden
stakes, wouldn't be adequate to reach the stars— but Impalement Drivers converted into powerful
vampires and then inspired by silver-tipped stakes: those could provide the levitation power for
garflight! So | suppose Vlad istill out there somewhere, unlessthe light of an dien sun has burned him
to dust.”

A dramatic pause. We broke off so | could have some orgasms, first from Slviu' sfingers, then from his
cool tongue. Just then | was having my period, Siviu' sfavourite time for cunnilingus.

Afterwards | asked, “What about the lake of frozen blood? And did you meet lunar vampires?’

“Oh yes, we met the lunar vampires. They colonised the Moon tens of thousands of years ago by using
impalement technology, which Vlad had re-invented. Von Daniken was right about prehistoric
technology, though wrong about details. Initidly, the lunar vampires fed entirely on the blood of the crews
of flying saucers. Flying saucers usualy stop at the Moon on their way to interfere with the Earth. The
Moon's a convenient rest-stop if you forget about the vampires— the UFO crews always forget because
of vampiric mesmerism. So the UFO crews get sucked quite alot. That’swhy they’ re the Greys. When
they first leave home, they’ re the Pinks. This explainswhy the Greys behave so confusingly when their
UFOsreach Earth.”

“So the lunar vampires are like antibodies in the immune system? Protecting the body of the Earth from
invason? Weakening the invaders?’

“But uninentionally. Ever snce that blood comet crashed into the Moon and formed afrozen lake, the
lunar vampires have had an aternative source of blood. However, they ill like to suck Pinksinto Greys
for old times sake. Nowadays UFO crews are like dessert. Or maybe like blood sorbet, a paate
cleanser.”

“Y ou mentioned a blood comet. How can something like that come into existence?’

“Theuniverseis never singy of mysteries, my dear. How do ordinary comets, made from dirty weter,
comeinto existence? Nobody really knows. The same with blood comets. Of course the blood isfrozen,
but origindly it must have been liquid, just asthe water of the comets must have been. The mystery of the
origin of blood comets will one day be solved, but not by human scientigts. It will be one of us, a
vampire, who finds out the truth. Maybe our forever beloved Vlad Dracul will, if heistill out there”

“But if blood comets actually exist, wouldn't vampiresliketo take aride on them?’

“You'reredly garting to think like avampire, Colombe,” Silviu told me with an gppreciative smile.
“Maybe | should give you abite one day, you' d deserveit.”

“But youwon't. Or will you?’

“Not in the near future.”



“So tdl me: would vampiresride blood comets?’

“That' sentirdly possible. It' s beautiful to think of the vastness of the Siderea spaces ploughed by
thousands of blood cometslike spatia vessdls. Outer spaceisthe naturd environment for avampire, us
being dead and not needing air or tourist comfort, and cosmic darkness protects us from the deadly rays
of suns. Imagine an ancient primitive vampire form of lifel Maybe proto-vampires origindly cameto Earth
on ablood comet millions or even hillions of years ago, and the panspermiatheory of the propagation of
lifethough the universeistrue—for vampire beings, which have moved through the universeinside blood
comets since forever. Life on every populated planet could derive from this proto-vampire form of life,
and success ve mutations would cregte the first and little known bifurcation of evolution: superior vampire
lifein onedirection and inferior non-vampire lifein the other. The creation of the band morta form of life
of non-vampiresis needed by naturefor itstrivia tragedies, and even more for producing dl the
necessary blood which vampires need. Vampires cannot drink the blood of other dead and immortal
beings. A vampire sfood source must be alive and morta.”

“Why isthat?’ | asked.
“Nature loves complications, my dear. Look at thetail of a peacock.”

It was time for more orgasms, since my menstruation was at its peak and Silviu wouldn't missadrop,
which typicaly resultsin more and more pleasure for me—and who was | to refuse that?1f only | could
have permanent menstruation — I’ d often thought — I’ d be the happiest of the women, since | would be
licked dmost incessantly by acompetent maelike Silviu, with hundreds of years of haematocunnilingud
experience!

Because Silviu had waited awhole year (which was nothing to avampire) before revealing something as
momentous as hisjourney to the Moon, reluctantly | decided that his account must be no more than a
wonderful invention to enchant me. But then, three months later —

In the vast bedroom of the palazzo we had a plasmarscreen TV because Silviu liked to watch operas,
particularly ones by Mozart. Early one night, anewsflash interrupted The Marriage of Figaro
performed a Venice sown LaFenice. On the other side of the Atlantic, where it was afternoon, an
unidentified spacecraft was heading for Florida—just as American astronauts were preparing to board
the re-repaired space shuttle, watched by President Bush himself. Space experts and Homeland Security
thought the intruder was an dien spacecraft. The launch was put on hold. George Bush decided not to
leave hadtily in Air Force One because this might be *amoment of detiny.’

Wewatched the *dien’ spaceship descend dowly, asif by antigravity, while American fighter jets circled.
Cameras zoomed — and we saw a ship made of medieva armour, pitted by micrometeorites.

“It' sthe return of Dracula,” said Silviu, dmost in awe.

| spoke without thinking: “No, my love, The Return of Dracula’son Channd Three” Blushing, | asked
more sengbly, “How could he be away for solong?’

“For him, my pigeon, much lesstimewill have passed because of time dilation due to Faster Than
Levitaion trave.”



The ship of Gothic armour touched the ground quite close to the shuttle launch pad, near where the seven
brave spacesuited astronauts ill sat holding their helmets, each in his or her own stretch-golf-buggy.
Gantry and shuttle with booster rockets towered high overhead, dwarfing the armour-ship which Sumped
dightly asif relaxing. Towards the bottom of the Gothic spaceship, abig plate hinged open.

Already the presidentia limo was speeding towards the landing Site, secret service agents clinging to the
sdes, police motorbikes accompanying. TV crews raced after the limo.

Down from that doorway in the armour jumped a person dressed in a bear skin with afew big buttons.
He had long ringlets of brown hair and along nose curving over big moustaches. The person staggered
because of gravity then drew himsalf upright.

Zoom-mikes picked up Vlad Tsepesh' svoice—which Siviu trandated for me, him being fluent in
medieval Romanian and many other languages— as he bellowed triumphantly at the seated NASA
adronauts:

“I bring news that the Milky Way isnot amilky way... but the Bloody Way... | bring news of many
blood comets... Hmm, he says many planets are made of flesh... The more you approach the center of
the galaxy, the more often the planets are made of flesh... Old-fashioned non-flesh planetsare fill a
mgority only in the periphery of the gaaxy, where things happen more dowly and evolution isretarded. ..
Planets are converted to living flesh because of nano-viruses... inacosmic war between Flesh and
Machines... The pressure of shit accumulating insgde aliving planet often explodesit... Aseroidsare
haemorrhoids... Vampirelifeis generdly far more common in the universe than the human sort of life. ..
My dove, these are remarkable discoveries. Thisfully explainsthe frozen blood |ake on the Moon!”

Thelimo arrived before Vlad could declare more remarkable facts about the cosmos. The car doors
opened. The eyes of the world were upon George Bush. He couldn’t go on holiday thistime. No more
New Orleans. Followed by severa advisers, he had little choice but to advance, holding out his hand to
Vlad Tsepesh, though he could have little ideawho Vlad was, even if Vlad bore a certain resemblance to
Johnny Depp in Pirates of the Caribbean. Vlad dso looked abit like Osama bin Laden (though not so
soulful and dewy-eyed), but George Bush had seen too many fake videos of Osamabin Laden produced
by the CIA to recognize the leader of Al Qaida, if Al Qaidaactualy existed.

Vlad glanced up at the towering space shuttle pointing at the sky.
“Youimpde big,” Silviu trandated for me. “But | impale more.”

There was a swaggering braggadocio about the vampire commander.

Bravely, or stupidly, George Bush decided to embrace Vlad in the French fashion since evidently he was
aforeigner.

Vlad promptly sank his vampire teeth into the President’ s neck, sucked for awhile, then exclamed in
medieva Romanian (astrandated by Silviu), “God, | wasthirsty.”

Whereupon he spun George Bush around and pulled down his trousers and polka-dot underpants.
Obvioudy Vlad wished to assert himsdlf. Thethrust of his penis poking through the bear skin lifted
George Bush alittleinto the air, and not by levitation.



Microphones picked up the President’ s shaky words:
“Oh my God! ARE YOU GOD, COME TO GUIDE ME?”

For many yearsto come, the most devout Americans would chant in their churches these ingpired and
anguished words of their president, and would undergo a sacrament of impaement in the form of aquick
colonoscopy performed by zealous preachers...

In the days following the historic meeting between Draculaand President Bush, al TV channds
broadcast again and again the dready immorta images of the event, just as happened previoudy with the
Twin Towers attack. Publicity spots sold very well. To the surprise of TV viewers, the secret service had
done nothing to stop Dracula from taking advantage of Bush. Those men can’t be stupid because they
work for the Bureau of the Treasury, not the CIA, so they knew perfectly well that vampiresare
immorta and can't bekilled, and that frustrating them makes them really mad. Thefairy tae of those
wooden stakes which are supposed to destroy vampiresis only a cinematographic invention. The only
thingsthat can terminate avampire are an eterndly unsatisfied thirst or falling into ablack hole (which
some vampire-philosopher consider to be equivaent). Oh, and of course blazing sunshine too, but
Horidawas cloudy that day and none of the secret service agents had a portable sun with them. Plus, the
security guys probably didn’t themsalves much want to be bitten by Vlad Tsepesh, and be vampirized.
Thismay have been ill-advised, since later it would become astatus symbol to be avampire. Another
explanation isthat they didn’t react because VIad mesmerised them, with the typica psychic emenation
which makes vampires such erotic creatures. But these are dl hypotheses.

George Bush became avampire, and presently he was impeached, not for being avampire—this actualy
would be apoint in hisfavour — but on Homeand Security grounds for letting himsdlf be buggered in
publicon TV by anillegal Romanian immigrant without avisa The American peopleloveimpding
presidents, but not impaled ones. Imagineif MonicaLewinski had used adildo instead of her mouth.
Many millions of Americanswho viewed the Bush-Tsepesh encounter (a Bottom, rather than a Summit)
got psychosomatic irritations of their anuses, and mae homosexudity in the United Statesrose
sgnificantly, though thiswas outstripped by vampirosexudity.

A new President of the United States was needed. The American Congtitution had already been modified
so that Schwarzenegger, not born in America, could be dected—but because of this Vlad Tsepesh could
become a candidate too, and findly Vlad the Genuine Impaer of History beat Arnie the Fake Terminator
of Fiction. Thefact that when Vlad was speaking medieval Romanian nobody in America could
understand him turned out to be an advantage for his campaign. It wouldn't be so easy as beforeto
disagree with the statements of the President of the United States. What's more, the vampire who came
back from the stars had reveded to the world by his pioneering voyage mysteries of the universe that
were previoudy unknown. Mankind could dream about new horizons. The American dream became a
Romanian dream. As aresult, the White House was completely remodelled in the style of the
monumental Peopl€e s Paace of Ceausescu.

Henceforth American foreign policy found it much easier to prevail. The impaement of terrorist suspects,
which became the specidity of the Federa Emergency Management Agency, FEMA, established anew

standard of potent folklore worldwide. | thought this was quite bizarre, snce Silviu had told methat Viad
mainly impaled people for propulsive purposes. Vlad thus became avictim of his popular persona. At the



next G8 mesting, he bit the leaders of the world’ s eight most industrialised countries, transforming them
into immortal vampires. Werethey lucky! Pollsreved that the mgority of mankind would happily be
vampirized — however, the world vampire élite reserve their magic bites for an increasingly restricted
circle of privileged people. I'mredlly afraid that Silviu will never bite me,

However —and thisisthe scary bit—I ill don’t really know if Silviu hastold me the whole truth. Could
the bizarre encounter between Bush and Dracula have been acomplete coincidence? Isthereredly a
vampiric shield on the Moon that protects us from the full effects of UFOs? Are most planetsin our
gaaxy made of flesh? And do my mengtruations redlly have a subtle flavour of ginger?

The most ominous doubt emerges occasondly in the dreamy mists of early dawn, as my eyes open from
the deep that each night makes them innocent again. It' sthen, while I’ m neither fully awake nor adeep,
that | sometimeswonder this:

Now that the world is ruled by vampires, and people believe in them and pioudly pray during ceremonia
colonoscopies, do vampires actually exist, or arethey state-of-the-art from the éite’ s myth factory? s
Silviu Romanescu, now atop figure of the Vlad Tsepesh adminigtration, redlly the vampirethat he
purportsto be?

Aninvasion by diensmightn’t be noticed if the diensimitated, not the widescreen technicolor specid
effectsof Independence Day or The War of the Worlds, which would shout invasion—»but instead the
black-and-white eratic-noir of B movies of beloved memory set in Transylvania, with whichwedl fed a
home. Imagery is everything nowadays.
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