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The new vampire trilogy of Szabolcs Benedek invites the reader to a riveting trip to Budapest and 

the environs of the Austro-Hungarian Monarchy at the turn of the century. Spanning from 1910 

to 1918, the three parts can also be read individually, but it is together that they draw up the 

complete story. The main protagonist of the novel is the Count of Saint-Germain, a historical 

figure who claimed to have lived through the whole of European history and also claimed to be 

the descendant of a Transylvanian Prince. It is with him that the other protagonist, the mortal 

Titus Szállási becomes friends in Budapest, revealing together a series of brutal murders and even 

trying to track down the father of all vampires, Drakula in Transylvania… 

 

Although Hungary and Transylvania is often associated with vampires and other mythical 

creatures, this is the first time that a Hungarian author endeavours the great task of telling a 

vampire saga. While introducing the reader to the flourishing social and artistic life of fin-de-

siècle Budapest and it’s region, these novels also show the downside of it’s society through the 

detailed picture they draw of prostitution and the povery of the working class at the time. And 

although the author fully respects the rules of this very special genre, that doesn’t keep him from 

making a few jokes about the immense literary tradition that these blood-sucking monsters 

inspired throughout the centuries… 

 

Complete Hungarian manuscript of The Blood Count available (upon request) 

Sample translation in English from The Blood Count available (see below) 

Detailed synopsis of the complete trilogy available (see below) 

RIGHTS ARE ONLY AVAILABLE FOR THE THREE BOOKS TOGETHER  
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR 

 

Szabolcs Benedek was born in 1973 in Budapest, and studied to be a politologist. He 

began publishing reviews and short stories in 1994. He is the first Hungarian translator of the 

novel The Vampyre by John Polidori, which was published in 2003. Later in 2005 he published 

the Hungarian translation of the Dream Journals by Emmanuel Swedenborg. He lives in 

Budapest with his two daughters. 

 

SYNOPSIS OF THE TRILOGY 

 

Part one: THE BLOOD COUNT (A vérgróf) 

Novel (Libri), 2012.03.09., 480 pages 

 

We are in 1910, Budapest, at the height of the 

splendor of this „Paris of the East”, the second 

most important city after Vienna in the Austro-

Hungarian Monarchy: the Champs-Élysées-like 

Andrássy Boulevard has new electric lighting, 

carriages share the crowded roads with 

automobiles, while art and literature flourish in the 

cafés and salons. But a series of unimagiably brutal 

murders disturb the calmness of the city: someone 

is killing prostitutes in all parts of Budapest, from 

the luxury downtown bordels to the working-class 

districts of the suburbs. The body of the murdered 

girls is always ripped open, and most of the blood 

seems to have vanished from the corpses. 

Ervin Mihucz, a young detective starts to 

investigate one of the first murders, and soon becomes obsessed with the case, even after it is 

taken away from him to higher levels of the Budapest Police Department – maybe because he’s 

visiting prostitutes more often than a decent young man should… Soon he becomes involved 
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with one of the collegues of a murdered girl, Sára, who will be his accomplice in trying to solve 

this mystery. 

Meanwhile, Ervin’s friend and coffee-house companion Titus Szállási, a young journalist 

meets a peculiar figure on a boat coming from Vienna to Budapest: a tall, ageless man and his 

giant-like servant, Mihály. The man claims to be none other than the Count of Saint-Germain 

and descendant of Sigismund Rákóczi, Prince of Transylvania in the 17th century. He is renting a 

ghost-castle-like mansion on the Andrássy Boulevard, and wishes to learn more about 

Budapest, a place where he hasn’t been to in the last few centuries. They become friends with 

Titus, who will move in with the odd pair in the mansion and will serve the Count as his guide to 

Budapest nightlife, showing him the splendid cafés and cabarets in the city, and introducing 

him at the parties of high society, while struggling with his on-and-off relationship with Etelka, 

an actress-turned-luxury prostitute. 

Slowly he gets used to the unusual habits of the Count, and just when he starts suspecting 

that he has something to do with the murders, Saint-Germain reveals him his secret: although 

being immortal, and having have lived through European history, he was bitten by a vampire 

during the French Revolution, and has been looking for a cure for vampirism ever since. He did 

not commit the murders, but visited all the corpses afterwards, and sucked out the blood of the 

dead girls – but then, who is the serial killer? 

Ervin Mihucz is haunted by the same question. One night, he tries to set up a trap for him, 

using Sára as bait, without success. But that very same night, the killer turns out to be… himself, 

turning into an agressive, whore-hating murderer every time he falls asleep. Thanks to Sára and 

the secret help of Saint-Germain, he is put to jail in the end, while the Count decides to leave 

Budapest for Transylvania. He hopes to extract the secret of the cure of vampirism from the 

one person who might know more about this than himself: Count Drakula… 
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Part two: THE BLOOD COUNTESS (A vérgrófnő) 

Novel (Libri), 2012 fall, cca. 500 pages 

 

Five years after the story of The Blood Count, we are in 1916, when Romanian troops 

invade Transylvania, then the part of the Austro-Hungarian Monarchy. Titus Szállási arrives to 

the front lines as the correspondent of a Hungarian newspaper, but also hopes to meet again 

with his long-time friend the Count of Saint-Germain. 

Meanwhile in Budapest, Titus’s ex-lover Etelka shows up by the side of a new football 

prodigy called Kristóf Bieber, who after a spectacular start falls out of grace in his Budapest 

team. He signs a new contract for a football team in Cluj, and Etelka moves with him to 

Transylvania. It is there where they become acquainted with the Count Drakula, who agrees to 

make a successful footballer from Bieber once again, provided that he gives Drakula the one he 

cherishes the most: Etelka, who herself is too thrilled to become a vampire then to think about 

Bieber – so in the cadre of a „black wedding”, she gives her soul to Drakula and becomes the 

new Blood Countess. (Drakula’s first love and first wife was none other than Elizabeth Báthory, 

also known as „the Blood Countess” in history.) 

On the other hand Titus, who is trying to 

track down Saint-Germain and Drakula in 

Transylvania, gets acquainted with Ágnes, the last 

remnant of a prominent Hungarian family of 

vampire hunters. Together they visit the famous 

castle of Törcsvár, where Drakula is supposed to 

be lurking, but the building is closed down by 

local authorities because of renovations. It is with 

her that he returns to Budapest, when he finds 

out that Etelka, Drakula and Saint-Germain are 

also heading there. Drakula and his new wife are 

exploring the nightlife of Budapest, and as the 

number of mysterious murders increases in the 

city, it will take to joint forces of Saint-Germain, 

Titusz and Ágnes to stop them. 
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Part three: THE BLOOD MARTYR (A vértanú) 

Novel (Libri), 2013 spring, cca. 500 pages 

 

Two years pass. It is 1918: the First World 

War is over. Etelka and Drakula are roaming the 

towns and cities of Hungary, visiting the places 

where Drakula used to live in the times of the 

Hungarian king Matthias Corvinus in the 15th 

century. Wherever they go, they leave more and 

more corpses, but also newborn vampires whom 

they infected. Ágnes the vampire hunter has a lot 

of work. 

Meanwhile the immortal servant of Saint-

Germain, Mihály finally finds the solution for 

curing Saint-Germain from vampirism: the only 

way to do this is to find an immortal who willingly 

sacrifices himself in order to cure someone from 

the disease. Of course, Saint-Germain knew this 

all along: he just didn’t want Mihály to know, 

fearing that his friend would immediately sacrifice himself for the cause. 

But first, they have to deal with Etelka and Drakula who are at large in Hungary. In their 

final battle, Ágnes suceeds to kill Etelka the Blood Countess, but Drakula survives and returns to 

Transylvania. After this, Mihály manages to convince Saint-Germain, and they perform the 

special ritual which kills Mihály but cures the Count of his dreadful disease. It is only the 

morning after that Saint-Germain finds out about a curious side effect of the ritual: although he 

is no longer a vampire, and is able walk in the sun after so many centuries, he has also lost his 

immortality, and quickly begins to age. Accepting his fate, he prepares himself for his new life 

as a mortal – only to be dead in a few weeks because of the Spanish Flu that is sweeping 

through Europe at the time, closing the era when immortals still walked the face of the earth. 
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THE BLOOD COUNT 
(excerpt) 
 

 

As the count arrived in Budapest, he disembarked the boat at the foot of the Chain Bridge, 

cast his eyes around and softly shook his head. A limp smile spread across his pallid face as he 

turned to the young man by his side, who was remarkably elegantly dressed despite the 

unlikely hour, and simply announced, 

“It appears to me that things have changed here a great deal.”  

He spoke with an accent foreign to local ears but not with the heavy, broken Hungarian of 

a Viennese aristocrat whose speech contained such a large helping of German with only a little 

Magyar spice. The phrases slithered from his thin, bloodless lips with an ethereal ease that 

made plain his familiarity with the complexity of the Hungarian tongue and yet his tone and the 

weight he gave his words resonated with a colour, which was still very foreign. But it was more 

than his words; the gentleman’s whole being exuded a certain otherness.  

The very fact that he had chosen to travel by riverboat was curious as he could have made 

the journey from Vienna to Budapest so much more quickly by rail. The count, however, was 

not in the habit of hurrying anywhere. The count was — or so surmised the smartly attired 

although rather weary young man — very much like a gentleman from a past century who 

traversed the globe with no particular aim other than to enjoy the pure pleasure of travel. His 

manner was one of elegance, restraint and grace. His old-fashioned air was still further 

reinforced by a batch of cumbersome trunks, which he and his valet carried with them.  
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The young man had embarked at Bratislava and the advantage afforded to him by his 

elegant dress (ruffled shirt and dun suit) was slightly marred by his wiry stature, sickly 

complexion, tousled head of hair and twitching glance. He was unable to remain seated for a 

single minute and paced from one end of the boat to the other, first going this way and then 

going that as he scoured the vessel in what appeared to be an endless search for something or 

someone quite particular.  

He very quickly noticed the count. It would have been strangely difficult not to notice him 

as he remained seated on deck where he gazed with a fixed expression in the still sultry heat of 

a summer night. He had the appearance of a great British explorer on his outward cruise before 

disappearing into the thickest jungle to search for as yet undiscovered creatures and peoples 

untouched by so-called civilisation. It also occurred to the young man that this unusually attired 

individual was perhaps a newspaper correspondent, like himself, sent by a leading London 

broadsheet to report firsthand on the state of affairs in the Hungarian capital. He might also 

have been an eccentric gent travelling the world like an adventurer of old soon to return to his 

warm study where, at his leisure, he would recount his escapades in a series of illustrated 

journals eagerly awaited by his loyal reading public. For a moment, it occurred to him that his 

subject might be a returning émigré but he quickly dismissed this idea after completing some 

swift mental arithmetic. It was true that a few figures still survived from 1848 — it was enough 

to think of the emperor himself or Artúr Görgey who lived the life of a recluse in the distant 

town of Komárom — but their grey hair and bent bodies would not resemble that of this 

individual. This made the young man consider quite how old the gentleman could possibly be.  

The darkness did a lot to disguise the gentleman’s pale features and although his face was 

clearly sunken and gaunt, he still did not appear so very old. Before he emerged from his cabin 

and sat himself down in the wicker chair — this occurred not long after their onward departure 

from Bratislava —, the young man noted the ease of his gate and sharpness of his eye. The 

gentleman also demonstrated his considerable strength when he made space to place his chair 

by pushing aside a hefty storage cupboard with a laughable lightness of touch as if it were 

nothing more than an empty tea chest.  

A man of considerable size and sporting significant moustache stood behind the count’s 

chair. This robust giant of a man provided an unusually strong contrast to the spindly figure of 

his employer. The count was a tall gentleman but had a very sinewy frame although he 

appeared to posses the same physical strength as his manservant. When the boat eventually 
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docked at the Chain Bridge, the young man stood rooted to the spot as he witnessed these two 

unlikely travelling companions manhandle each of their four bulky coffers down the gangway, 

accepting no offers of help from his good self or any of the deckhands. They would allow no 

one to as much as touch their luggage, the weight of which only became truly apparent when 

they loaded it into a waiting handsome carriage that promptly sank heavy on its wooden 

wheels. The horses slipped on the cobbles as they pulled away from the dock and the driver 

audibly swore until the muscular manservant sat by his side and planted a meaty hand on his 

shoulder. The valet did not utter a single word and his expression appeared calm but the 

steeliness of his stare was sufficient to silence the verbose coachman who clamped his mouth 

closed and cracked his whip.  

As it came about, the count was the one who addressed the young man, who stood idling 

in the vicinity, although it had been his intention to speak first. They were, by now, well into the 

night and approaching Budapest but the young man had no idea how he was to commence 

their dialogue. He was not normally backward in coming forward and already had a brace of 

successful interviews to his name; he had coaxed words from a mute murderer put behind bars 

for butchering his victims and he had even sat in intimate conversation with a grandmaster of 

the feverishly secretive Freemasons. But today his witty questions were slow to find a voice. For 

what felt like hours, he circled the mysterious stranger whose aristocratic aloofness increased 

his curiosity at the same time as paralysing his power of speech. And, of course, he naturally 

feared that the count’s menacing, moustached manservant would knock him to the ground 

before he could finish his first sentence.  

The count could see that this cowering young man sought something from him but he 

decided to wait. The boat was getting dangerously close to its destination and he was afraid 

that their pregnant silence would go unbroken and so that was why, with the factory chimneys 

of the northern suburbs now clearly in view, he spoke to the young man who stood only a few 

paces away at the railing. He asked him whether he thought it would be possible to hire a 

handsome cab at the dock. 

“But of course,” — he stuttered and then, summoning all his energy, went on to explain 

that were always a couple of coaches parked awaiting the boat’s arrival ready to offer their 

services to tired travellers.  

“Splendid” the count enthused, and it was then that the young man established that he 

spoke with what sounded like a French accent.  
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Then he was not English after all, he thought, but this didn’t dampen his spirits in any way. 

In fact, if anything, the opposite were true. He had read enough from the pens of Jules Verne 

and Victor Hugo to have an enthusiastic respect for the French. 

“You see, I don’t have a great deal of baggage with me as I was forced to leave most of my 

belongings behind in Vienna, but I have little urge to carry it all on my back to my lodgings. It is 

not as though we would not manage somehow but just imagine the hilarious spectacle we 

would present if we were to struggle under the lead weight of such heavy bags halfway across 

the city…”  

The gentleman laughed at this and his laughter held a sense of sarcasm. And what he 

considered to be not a great deal of luggage soon turned out to be four colossal trunks and the 

young man realised that the stranger spoke the truth: they really could manage them and, from 

what he saw, they would have even perhaps succeeded in carrying them across the whole of 

the city of Budapest.  

“Where will you be lodging?”  

At this the gentleman frowned slightly and nudged the giant who stood behind him. 

“It’s very fortunate that you should mention this because I had completely forgotten to 

ask my man... Mihály, where shall we be staying?” 

This doubly surprised the young journalist. For one thing, he never suspected that the 

fearsome figure dressed in a loose white shirt and baggy, black britches, who looked like the 

standard theatrical representation of a peasant farmer, was actually his manservant. The 

second surprise came when, the man addressed simply as Mihály responded to his master in 

cool Hungarian with a similar French fragrance. 

“In Bulyovszky Street, Lord Count.” 

And that was the third surprise. He was a count! So could he be an 1848 émigré after all? 

The dim city lights had begun to break the blanket of darkness and so the young man again 

tried to make out the stranger’s facial features as he did his best to determine the count’s 

chronological age.  

“It seems we shall be staying in Bulyovszky Street,” the count reaffirmed. “Do you by 

chance know where that might be?” 

“It leads off Andrássy Avenue,” the young man replied before Mihály might part his thick 

lips to speak. 
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“Thank you! Thank you, kind sir... Oh, how remiss of me, I still haven’t formally introduced 

myself. Forgive me for such poor manners…” and the count began to rummage in his pocket. 

The journalist blushed to the roots of his hair. 

“It is I who should apologise, sir, for forgetting the correct etiquette. I should have 

introduced myself first…”  

And as the young man said this, he stepped forward but he was unable to continue 

because the stranger produced a calling card and offered it to his new acquaintance. The young 

man strained in the frail and flickering light of early dawn to read the tiny print, which was 

beautifully inscribed in French, German and Hungarian: Leopold Rákóczi, Count of Saint-

Germain and Sárospatak. 

“Rákóczi!” whispered the young man the magical name. Only a couple of years before the 

young journalist had wanted to author an account of the burial of the ashes of the count’s 

stepfather and mother but his editor had told him that he was far too inexperienced to even 

attempt such a task and had sent another correspondent to Kosice. He did, however, agree for 

the cub reporter to inform the public of the transient time spent in Budapest by Ferenc Rákóczi, 

Imre Thököly and Ilona Zrínyi. The editor, it transpired, had been poorly informed and the 

coffins spent a whole day in the city giving the young journalist a wealth of to write about as he 

witnessed their arrival at Keleti Railway Station and time spent in state at Saint Stephen’s 

Basilica before leaving the city once more for their onward journey.  

“Yes, that is I,” the count nodded as he regarded the young man with considerable 

curiosity who awkwardly returned the gesture by offering his own card. 

“Really, please do forgive me, sir… My name is… My name is Titus Szállási.”  

And at this he blushed a second time as he always did when he introduced himself. The 

reason for this was that his real name was actually Béla Szabó but his friends and colleagues 

had advised him to adopt a title more suited to his journalistic efforts and perhaps the 

occasional published poem. The nom de plume of Titus Szállási had been born in the early-

morning haze of a coffeehouse after a long night of absinthe consumption groggily concluded 

with turgid, black coffee so that the imbibers might walk out into the morning light with a 

degree of mental clarity. But as the young man considered himself to be a democrat with a 

modern mind, he insisted that, as his friends had christened him after a Roman emperor, he 

would spell his new name with a contemporary “i” at the end rather than a dusty and 

predictable “y”. 



 

 

 12 

“Titus,” reflected the count. “It has been a good while since I heard that noble name.” 

The young man could not determine whether the count was poking fun at him with such a 

remark. But before he could lose his nerve, he quickly changed the topic of conversation and 

pushed forward with a further question. 

“Forgive my curiosity, sir, but your family name rings well around here… However, the fact 

you include Sárospatak on your calling card leads to slight suspicion…” 

On hearing this, the count gave a wry laugh.  

“The Hungarian people have an unhealthy fascination with the past. Whenever I should 

chance to meet with this nation’s countrymen, they all ask the self same thing. Is that not the 

case, Mihály?” 

“It is, My Lord,” Mihály responded with a fixed expression of calm. 

“Then please inform this upright young man whether or not I am a descendent of Prince 

Rákóczi.” 

“You are the son of Prince Rákóczi, My Lord. “ 

Titus Szállási was taken aback once more and not because the manservant spoke to the 

count rather than him but on hearing the name of the infamous prince who had been dead for 

nigh on two hundred years, so it was impossible that Leopold should be Prince Ferenc Rákóczi’s 

surviving son. Of course, he could not rule out that these two unfamiliar figures were having a 

joke at his expense although he was averse to challenging them. The other possibility was that, 

by some strange twist of fate, the count’s father bore the same name as the Transylvanian 

prince.   

He determined to look into this further at a more opportune moment. 

“Is it the first time you have visited the city of Budapest, sir?” 

“No, it is not my first visit but the last time I was here, the city bore a different name and 

was considerably smaller than it now appears. But I have heard a great deal of good about 

Budapest of late.” 

Titus Szállási furrowed his forehead again as he tried to calculate how old the count must 

be if he had known the city when it was still divided into Pest and Buda. That had been at least 

forty years ago.  

“Sir, as you can see, I am a newspaper correspondent…” 

“Yes, I can see,” nodded Leopold Rákóczi as he studied the lettering on the card he’d been 

handed. 
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“Tell me, is The Budapest Journal where you work?” 

“Yes, sir, and forgive me for the intrusion but I am sure that our readers would be very 

interested to learn any details of your life that you might care to share and especially any that 

included the history of your great family...” 

The count motioned with his hand. 

“That’s what interests Hungarians more than anything else: history. They are fixated with 

a past that through some misunderstanding they consider to have been glorious.” 

“With your kind permission, you could augment this opinion with your impressions of the 

city as you see it today... So, if you do not consider it an intrusion, I will call on you in a day or so 

to discuss your views.” 

Then Titus Szállási planted his feet firmly down a short distance apart on the deck as he 

had seen the sailors do on the voyage. He did not sway for a second. He was in his element 

once more. He was working again. 

“Of course, my friend, of course,” the count said with a gracious nod. 

“My man will write my exact address on my calling card. Later on I will make a new one on 

which this Bulyovszky Street also appears. Call on me a few days from now. But be sure to visit 

at night.” 

“Thank you, sir! Should I perhaps call you on the telephone beforehand?” 

“No, do not use the telephone. There is no telephone in the villa. I abhor modern 

contraptions. If I am at home, you will find me there. If not, then call at another time. Whatever 

time you should choose to call, I shall be expecting you.” 

 The Vienna ferry greeted a waking Budapest with a long blow on its foghorn as the 

silhouette of Budapest Castle and the Chain Bridge came into view. 

 

Translated by Ralph Berkin. 

 


