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Chapter 1

Vladimir was just like any other young man. He was a normal and healthy red blooded Transylvanian vampire extraordinaire. So what if his daddy was the most famous vampire ever? At least until that sparkling imposter took over the hearts of chicks everywhere. It didn’t make a difference to Vlad, though.  He hadn’t been on the best of terms with his old man anyway, even before the infamous vampire’s death…his real death. 

Vlad wasn’t like his old man at all. He was just a regular guy. He dug blood, but who didn’t? He lived for it, really. For him, there was nothing else in the whole world quite like it. Life was but a red blur of raw hunger gnawing his insides, forcing him to hunt, to take a victim, to feed, and to kill, which, fortunately these were all things he enjoyed doing anyway. 

All was well in Vlad land, and he enjoyed his boring old routine…hunt, eat, kill…immensely. It seriously never got old. He could do it forever. At least he thought that, but there’s always a catch, isn’t there. A good thing can never last forever. 

When Vlad went out of his castle and looked around, he sensed an eerie quiet. He tuned his supernatural hearing senses and listened with all his might. Nothing. Nothing no where. 

He sniffed, and that confirmed it. Not a human soul anywhere. He’d smell the blood, in even the littlest babe, which he had no qualms about drinking from, whatsoever. He’d done it before, and he would do it again, if he could. He was a growing boy, after all. And blood didn’t just grow on trees! 

Damn it! 

Vlad realized he’d killed everyone in Transylvania. Everyone. This is really going to suck, he thought, no pun intended. He was a jokester, by nature, but, naturally this was no joking matter. Starving to death slowly was never a joking matter, at least when you were the one doing the starving. 

Dejected, he went back inside and flopped down on the couch and flipped on the big screen TV that took up most of the north wall of the Castle living room. He flipped quickly through a few channels looking for something worth watching, preferably something that would cheer him up and maybe even take his mind off starving for a little while at least. 

Sit com. Stupider sit com. Game show. Rerun. 

Damn! There wasn’t crap to watch, well, actually, there was, only crap! 

Vlad was starting to get a sore thumb from all the flipping and so he resigned to just watch whatever bullshit came on next…maybe he’d luck out and get something good, like a Miss Transylvania Pageant or something. 

But, of course they’d quit having those pageants right after Vlad had finished off the last drop of the competition…all of it. He’d have enjoyed the body, too, but he wasn’t into dead chicks, and, he’d just been too hungry, and too impatient to toy with her first. Maybe next time… 

And then, the answer to his prayers came onto the screen, at least it would be if a vampire prayed, that was… 

Oh, yeah, this would definitely be it…


Chapter 2

“For a limited time only, you can get the Juice Mistress for only $499. It’s a steal! But, at this price, this steal deal won’t  last long.” 

The announcer on the screen was a sexy hot mamma that could have easily rivaled any one of those dead Transylvanian chicks, even back when they’d been alive.

Wow! Vlad was impressed. 

He didn’t have $499, though, but it wouldn’t be a problem or anything. Vampires didn’t generally need money, not when you could just kill whoever had what you wanted, drink their lovely warm blood as it coursed out their veins and down your throat…and take whatever you wanted. It was fun. 

And so, Vlad decided he would get this Juice Mistress, although he wasn’t sure where she was. The magical contraption she had, seemed to be a work of sheer genius, too, and Vlad decided he wanted that, too. Bad. 

He had dreams of all the lovely blood smoothies he could make with them …the Mistress and the announcer… maybe a banana blueberry blood smoothie… or mango pineapple blood…but, there was no way he was putting spinach in his smoothie as the crazy bitch suggested. He wasn’t loco. 

He wasn’t crazy for good health if it called for such drastic, and extremely yucky measures. He got all the nutrition he needed from blood. But, just to make sure, he decided he ought to look for a few bodybuilders. 

They probably drank that green smoothie shit, he couldn’t imagine who else possibly would be desperate enough to. Certainly not Vlad. 

Hell no! 

This vampire wasn’t about to even smell spinach, raw and he sure as hell wasn’t eating that slimy green sludge it became when you cooked it. He’d get a boost enough from the blood of the health fanatics. He didn’t need the smoothie shit. 

But, where would he find the Juice Mistress? She didn’t look…Transylvanian. Transylvanian women had a darker look, and this chick, she was a buxom blond with bouncy ringlet curls and shirt that was way too small for her voluptuous boobies. 

She really should have thought of that before she went on the air, on a television commercial and all. What the hell was she thinking? What the hell were the Juice Mistress people thinking? They really needed a better marketing department! Someone obviously needed fired, now! But, at least the chick was good looking, otherwise.

Besides, that little shirt problem of hers could easily be remedied by ripping that silly little shirt off her jubblies and releasing her lusciousness. Vlad would even volunteer to do the job if need be. Obviously no one else in the place would be able to handle it. They were all very obviously idiots!

After the hottie showed him a few more recipes that sounded fantastic or that would be, made his way, Vlad was desperate enough to order the darn thing right now, but, he didn’t have a credit card! And, it wasn’t like Vlad could just run down to Wal-Mart for it!

The local Wal-Mart had closed back after Vlad finished off the last scrumptious little employee they had. And, of course, since there were no more Transylvanians that had posed a bit of a problem in the hiring department.

 If only they could outsource to India or somewhere, but, Alas, Wal-Mart Transylvania had not yet discovered the magic of how to do that, and actually make it work yet. Thank goodness, for Wal-Mart employees everywhere…at least the ones that didn’t work in India…

And then, the answer to Vlad’s little problem flashed across the screen in big red, white, and blue letters…


Chapter 3

“Made in America! All parts made in the United States by red blooded Americans!” 

America! 

Why didn’t Vlad think of it before? America was just filled with Americans, right? And every last single one of them was filled with tasty sweet red hot red blood that was already making Vlad’s mouth water and his stomach threw its two cents in by starting to rumble loudly. 

That decided it all. His mind was made up. Vlad was going to America. Now. He was gonna get him some of that American Pie. 

Vlad was old, but he looked young, and hot. How hard could it be to pass for a mortal among the multitudes of careless Americans? It would be easy peasy! 

He gathered his few irreplaceable possessions and flew across a lot of water to his new home. Sure, he could have went bat, and flew with his own two wings, but, why would you do that when you could fly first class, and especially not when first class included these hot little beauties and bloody Mary’s. 

He settled into his seat, kicked back with the drink the little babe had brought him along with a bag of nuts and an extra pillow. She’d looked strangely familiar, although Vlad knew he’d never seen her before in his life. He’d never flown this airline before! But, for some reason thinking about her aroused him in certain places…and all he wanted to do now was relax! Damn. The little honey had certainly managed to make that hard for him.

Worst of all, he knew it could never work between them, and so he tried his best to put her out of his mind completely. She probably had a thing for him, too, the poor dear. But, he wasn’t interested in gals who would be jetting off and leaving him. He was interested in the ones who’d stay with him for the rest of their life.

Of course that life was generally short…hours, minutes…seconds, even sometimes, it just all depended on how hungry he was… 

He took a drink and about spit the stuff right back out. 

“Hey,” he hollered, “this is tomato juice!” 

The waitress tossed him an annoyed glance that said well duh, but then she caught herself, and beamed him a brilliant white smile. 

“Of course, sir!  Shall I fetch you something else? “ 

Vlad waved her away. What he wanted was in her veins, and he didn’t think that saucy little broad was about to put that in a glass for him. 

Maybe she’d be interested in joining the mile high club…with him… he could make an exception to his own rules from time to time, for a good cause, and she looked like the best one visible right now.

Certainly he’d be the only one walking out of that bathroom, and, he supposed that would be quite a fright for the next in line, or even worse, a lot of people were going to pee their pants on this flight. Ugh. He didn’t want to ride in a smelly plane, so Vlad chose wisely to simply settle back into his seat close his eyes and nap the time away. 

The turbulence woke him, before the announcements came on over the loudspeaker. 

“Please fasten your seatbelts, we are preparing to land.” 

Vlad ignored it, of course, he’d fasten his seatbelt when he wanted, if he wanted, and how he wanted, or so he thought, but when his sexy little flight attendant came along and gave him the evil eye he fastened it right up out of self preservation. Her look could have killed the dead, all right. 

Vlad made his way out of the plane and into the rush of New Yorkers waiting to pick up loved ones, waiting to leave to somewhere else, anywhere else. Vlad sidestepped them, left and right, so close he could practically feel the pulse pounding in their veins, smell the salty scent…and he imagined tasting it on his lips, and flowing down his throat.  It would be sheer heaven.

But first, he had to find the Juice Mistress and her heavenly veins….and the machine that would blend her juice up into the most perfect smoothie ever! 

He stopped, blocked by a flood of the slower moving elderly, perhaps out on a sightseeing trip sponsored by AARP or something like that. He didn’t want their blood. He never wanted to get old, and since he was doing a pretty good job of it even though he’d already celebrated his 500th birthday and still had the body of a young Adonis. And so, he took no chances. He didn’t want to catch what they had, being old! You could never be too certain, and it was always better to be safe than sorry.

When Vlad was able to move forward again he blasted full speed ahead ready to make up for lost time and all the while fiddling with his I-phone and walking which he knew was a no-no but continued to do quite often, anyway. Vlad was a naughty boy! 

And, without paying attention to the road, he soon ran right into a very familiar… backside! 


Chapter 4

Oh, it was the most perfect backside, ever. Vlad wanted to reach out, stroke it, maybe squeeze it in his hands like cantaloupes, or Charmin. He wanted to nip it with his long fangs, though he didn’t drink ass blood generally. But, it looked so tasty…damn! You can’t blame a vamp for trying…or wanting…

Then, the owner of said perfect ass turned around blasting him with a gaze that would set the devil’s pants on fire. She was pissed. Not everyone liked having strangers run into their ass, and ogle it…which, although he was only looking, he was pretty sure she could tell he was looking pretty damn hard, because even Vlad could sense the tension in the air… he’d assumed it was sexual tension, and maybe she was as turned on as he was right now…

But, seeing those eyes…he figured it was just tension… and sighed. 

“Oh, shit! “ The owner of the perfect ass said, then, and her gaze dropped to a chilly four degrees instead of the previous four hundred! 

“It’s you!” 

And then, he recognized her…his lovely flight attendant. It should have been a clue that she still had her uniform skirt on that hugged her ass just right…but, now she’d removed her blazer and carried it over her arm, exposing her white shirt and her mammoth breasts underneath it. Vlad could see them shaking like big little bowls of jelly, tempting bowls of jelly,  as she huffed in a breath and blew it back out in exasperation at seeing him. 

Well, it wasn’t like he was happy to see her, either. Well, yes, actually, he was! 

He was just about to say hello, introduce himself, invite her out to be a bite to eat… when she spun on her heel, and took off again. 

“Get lost, Bozo!” She called. 

Vlad wasn’t sure who she was talking to. He was sure his passenger registration had clearly said Vlad… so she must have been talking to some other clown, maybe behind him. He hurried along, too, not wanting to be stalked by some strange clown. Clowns were scary enough  at the circus or the carnival or at a shoe store grand opening. He sure didn’t want to run up against one at the airport! 

Vlad made it outside in good time and ran, waving, up to the only cab in sight, opened the door and saw a flash of blond fury gazing back at him. 

“Fuck, it’s you again?” 

“I’m sorry, ma’am. I don’t know what I did to you, but I would like to share your cab. It’s the only one left. I’ll pay. “ 

The girl threw her head back and laughed, exposing her lovely neck and jugular. That temptress! 

“I guess,” she said finally. 

“But, not because I need your money. I make plenty at the airline. I just kind of feel sorry for you because you’re so cute… but you’re such a dork.” 

A dork? Vlad was outraged as any dork ought to be at being called a dork to his face, but, he let it slide. He’d get her into her comfort zone, get her to come back to his place, wherever he decided his place might be in this strange new city in this strange new country…and then he’d have his way with her. And he’d be drinking that lovely blood…yum! 

Thinking of that, made him remember his mission. How could he have forgotten his mission so easily? He’d just have to forget about this wanton little thing till later. He’d just make sure he got her number or something, for another day when he needed a quick take out meal. 

“Don’t try anything,  either,” the girl said with a scowl. 

Vlad nodded like a good little boy.

“I promise,” he said, but everyone knows vampires don’t have to keep their promises. It’s in the rule book somewhere. Besides, he had his fingers crossed behind his back, too. Vampires might not be keen on crosses, but something like that was ok. 

“Where to?” the cabbie yelled. “I ain’t got all day, here, unless you’re paying me to!” 

Vlad scowled. He didn’t like being talked to that way. Why, if it weren’t for his lovely guest he’d have lunched on the cabbie right now. But, that would be rude. It wasn’t like he had anything to offer her. She probably didn’t drink blood, but, looking at her menacing stares as often as he had, he suddenly wondered if maybe she did. 

Damn, that was all he needed, competition. And, he’d been so sure he’d be the only Vampire in New York! 

“You can go first,” blondie said, seeming much more polite than her usual temperament. 

Vlad looked at her suspiciously. “Ladies should always go first…” 

She shook her head. “Hell, no. I’m not having you see where I get out and stalk me or something. You’re way too creepy.” 

So much for being friendly, Vlad thought. Now I’m a creepy dork. He was really making an impression so far, wasn’t he? Maybe he’d have to rethink his tactics. 

But, for now, he needed lunch. 

“Sunshine Studios, please, home of the Juice Mistress. “ Vlad had looked up the information on his phone and even had the address ready, but the cabbie seemed to know the location. 

Meanwhile, the perky pissy blond was staring at him so hard Vlad began to feel a bit uncomfortable, which made him feel even more uncomfortable since he was usually the one making other people uncomfortable. 

“What the hell are you going there for?” she asked, finally, and the tone of her voice was acid. For a second Vlad couldn’t think of an answer. 

“The Juice Mistress…” he said finally, remembering, and finally making his mouth and brain both work at the same time. 

“I must have…” he began to say her, but quickly thought better of it. 

“…it!” 

Chapter 5

They arrived quickly at the studio and Vlad was glad to be let out. He threw money at the cabbie, a lot, enough to cover the blonde’s fare, too, and stopped, seeing a pretty long lean leg exiting the cab as well. 

“Where are you…going?” 

“This is my stop, too,” the blond said, eying him even more warily than before. 

“Oh, well, cool. “ Vlad smiled, trying to be polite. 

He wasn’t much at making small talk. 

“I’ll see you around I guess,” he said and gave her a wave, turning and walking up to the main studio entrance like he owned the place. 

He wondered if the cute chick was checking out his butt, and thought about sneaking a glance back to see if she was, but he decided not to embarrass her, because surely she was. How could she not? 

It was Vlad’s lucky day, because when he walked into the studio the lights were on and the camera was rolling. And, the Juice Mistress was there, making a new infomercial. How lucky could he get? 

Why, he could be in the next infomercial with her maybe, but, he wasn’t sure if he would show up on camera or not. He didn’t usually, not with normal cameras. Damn! Well, it would have been nice. And, even if he didn’t show up, he’d know he was there… just invisible! 

He took out the camera man first, and the director came flying towards him with cap in hand. 

“Cut! Cut!” he screamed, and so Vlad had to take him out, too.

That screaming was really getting nerve wracking. Even the Juice Mistress seemed somewhat relieved that the screaming had stopped… but maybe she was just relieved that it hadn’t been her Vlad came for…not first, anyway….

Then, she smiled, and Vlad knew she must be in love with him, too! He knew it! He ran to her, threw his arms out, preparing to take her in his deadly embrace, and maybe, just maybe, give her a hug instead, just a hug. 

After all, he really wasn’t very hungry anymore, not for blood, anyway. His needs for that had been well filled by the well filled camera man and director. 

His needs now, were for other hungers. Ones this Juice Mistress was more than qualified to fill. 

Suddenly, Vlad was conked over the head with something hard. 

“Shit!” he howled, rubbing his head and turning to see his arch nemesis, the blond flight attendant, who, now that he could see them side by side…looked exactly like the Juice Mistress, only her shirt actually seemed to fit her! 

“Don’t you touch my sister!” She screamed, and reared back with the carryon she’d been carrying preparing to swing it again. 

Vlad backed off, too. He was already getting a lump on his head. He didn’t need this shit. He didn’t need to be lumpy. Besides, these two hot chicks were making him lumpy in other much more uncomfortable places, and these pants were way too tight for all that. 

He hadn’t planned on getting a massive erection… that had been the least of his plans for this journey, yet, there it was! 

Crap! Well, he didn’t think these two were about to suggest a hot little ménage and so he turned and did the only sensible thing he could think of at the moment. He ran, hightailing it out of there just like the creepy little dork they thought he was… he didn’t care. He didn’t need this shit! 

And, fear crept through his veins as he saw both blonds running after him. What the hell? Shit! He really didn’t need this shit! He ran out the door and looked around crazily for somewhere, anywhere to hide. The cabbie was gone, already, of course. Why hadn’t Vlad paid him to wait? 

There was a small strip mall across the street that looked mostly closed down, but there was one light on in the smallest of the store fronts. It said “Pricilla’s Palm Reading Hut,” in big neon glitz on the front of the building and seemed to beckon to him, plus since there wasn’t a damn other thing in sight Vlad rushed into Pricilla’s for a place to hide, and maybe a quick palm reading. 

Who knew? Maybe there was something to that stuff, after all. They did have a store here devoted to it and all. 

Vlad entered the darkened little place, glad for his night vision, and was accosted with the sight of a tiny little hunched over woman whose hair was almost white and whose loose flowing gown covered her ample chest well, which, Vlad was thankful because she wasn’t the hottest looking little woman on the planet. In fact, she was old, and rather ugly looking, with her wrinkled face and her dark grey eyes.

“Sit down, sit down, young man,” the old crow cackled to Vlad as he entered. 

He was too shocked to do anything else but sit down and so he grabbed the only chair in sight, the one directly in front of the woman, thankful that a round table covered with a purple cloth that had lightning bolts and moons and other magical shapes decorating it in silver and gold was separating them. 

The woman stretched out a thin arm and opened her palm…reaching for his. 

He dreaded her touch, would it be leathery and cold like he imagined? 

He almost got back up, hightailed it right back out of there, but, that would be rude, and, besides, he was probably still being stalked by ruthless blond killers… 


Chapter 6

Vlad decided he maybe had time for a reading, after all. And, loathe as he was, he gave the old gypsy his hand. Ugh. 

She, laughing, took it, and Vlad wondered what all that was about, until, her low voice, cackled. 

“So, you think I’m ugly, do you?” 

Vlad shook his head, vehemently, no! He didn’t want to be rude to the teller of his fortune. He wasn’t sure if the woman had any sway with what it would be, but he sure as hell didn’t want to piss her off and take any chances. He hadn’t realized she could read his thoughts and not just his palm! Shit, he was in trouble now! 

“Don’t you lie to Mistress Laisha,” the woman snarled, “it’s not a wise thing to do!”

Then, then her former company smile returned. It was kind of creepy, actually, these sudden mood changes. Vlad wondered if he’d accidentally wandered into Pricilla the Psycho’s Palm Reading Hut, and wished now that he’d ran or just let the blonds get him. Maybe they’d just been after his body, after all. 

“And now, let’s have a look, shall we?” 

She grabbed the hand that Vlad tentatively slid across the table like she was going to take a bite out of it, or maybe devour the whole thing whole…and raw! But, she just turned it over, squinted, studying very carefully what secrets it held. 

Then she looked up. “It looks like you’re in a lot of trouble young man.” 

He nodded. “Yes, ma’am,” 

“Something with women, perhaps?” 

“Definitely!” 

Vlad was astonished at the woman’s keen insight. Maybe she could help him after all. 

“Do you think you can help me?” 

He pleaded with his eyes, giving her his best puppy dog look.

“Is it…perhaps…an issue…with a couple of beautiful blonds?” 

“Exactly! What should I do?” 

Mistress Laisha laughed again, her voice sounding gravelly. 

“You should have ran.”

“You can’t help me?” 

Mistress Laisha grinned at him then, and shrugged her thin shoulders. 

“I guess it depends on what you consider help.”

Just then the door to the hut banged open and in ran his two stalkers, blond one and blond two. Vlad had nowhere to run, nowhere to hide, although he thought briefly about ducking under the table, but he was worried Mistress Laisha would narc him out. 

He wasn’t sure about her, not sure at all. He also had a brief vision of what she might or might not be wearing underneath the table, why she could be wearing a mini skirt for all he knew, or, gasp, nothing! 

That thought had him cowering in his chair, helpless as the two blonds descended on him. He was resigned to his fate now, he’d lived a good long life, he’d drunk a lot of blood, and he’d been a good vampire. But, still, it was embarrassing to be taken out like this. Who would have ever thought the great Vladimir would be taken out by an airline stewardess and the Juice Mistress. And, all he’d wanted was a smoothie. It just wasn’t fair! 


Chapter 7

“Grandma!” the blonds called in unison, then flocked to her, instead of Vlad, which made him very happy, at least at the moment, to have been spared. 

The blonds hugged the old woman like she wasn’t contagious and Vlad found himself growing jealous, wishing it was him they were hugging like that.

“Is this boy giving you trouble?” the old woman asked with a smile on her face. 

Both girls nodded. 

“Want grandma to take care of him for you?” She asked, and they both nodded again while Vlad wondered just what she meant by “take care of” and found himself hoping vehemently that it was not a sexual thing. Oh, he didn’t think he could stand that! 

Mistress Laisha twisted his hand, standing and coming around behind Vlad’s chair, and wrenching his whole arm behind his back.

“You could only be so lucky!” She said, and fixed him with an icy stare. 

“But, no, sorry, you are not my type!”

Blond number one, the stewardess, winked at the old woman. 

“You could make him your type…” 

The other blond nodded. “That would serve him right.” 

The old woman laughed. “We should teach him a lesson, though, and being a hot hunk wouldn’t teach him a lesson, now would it? 

Both girls shook their heads. “Bummer,” the Juice Mistress said, slyly. 

“I think he had potential, too…” 

She shrugged. 

“Nah, he’s just a big dumb dork,” the other blond said. “Even looking like Ashton Kutcher couldn’t help him!” 

Wait! Who was this Ashton person? It sounded like a girl’s name to Vlad, and he sure as hell didn’t want to be a girl. 

The old woman laughed again, and let loose of his arm a bit which was a bit of bliss as Vlad felt some of the feeling begin to return to it. 

“That’s a good idea!” the old woman cackled, then, looking at the two blonds, she nodded. 

“Let’s do this thing! Let’s teach this loser a lesson.” 

“Who wants to go?” 

The stewardess shook her head. “Not me, I couldn’t stand to be him. Not even for a minute!” 

The other blond, the Juice Mistress smiled shyly, looking from Vlad to her grandmother. 

“I…I always thought it would be cool to be a vampire…” 

The old woman nodded and gave her granddaughter a winning smile. 

“I know you did…that’s why I asked.” 

The girl laughed, and her sister joined her. Then they all joined hands in a circle around Vlad, one he couldn’t get out of even if he’d wanted to, but he was just enjoying having the two blonds so close to him, practically touching him…

He  grew sleepy, and then, when he could hardly hold his eyes open anymore, the women helped him lie down, lie back onto the table, and his Mistress climbed on top of him, molding her body to his… 

Shit, and he couldn’t keep his eyes open… 

He was a loser! And… then all went dark for Vlad.


Chapter 8

When Vlad woke up he reached out to feel those lovely boobies that had just recently laid against his chest…at least in his dreams they had. Had it all been a dream? 

He shifted, his back hurting from laying on something hard and flat…and from weight! 

What was this? He reached up, and realized the weight wasn’t the perky little blond with her big breasts on top of him…

What was it, then? His eyes flashed open and he saw…breasts…huge ones…on his chest. 

He grabbed them, squeezing hard, and yelped in shock. 

“Ow!” That hurt! His head spun around as he heard a trio of giggles behind him. 

Vlad’s eyes almost popped out of his head to see the blond, the old woman, and himself, standing there, staring at him, laughing at him! 

He looked down, saw his hands were no longer his. They had been replaced somehow by small, slender ones that were tanned and were totally unlike his usual ghostly white. Sun and vampires didn’t mix. You had to stick with the heavy duty sunscreen all the time. 

He had delicate fingers now with long claw like fingernails which were painted hot pink which matched the strappy heels that were on his feet. 

He jumped up, or tried to, and fell flat on his ass, grateful it wasn’t his face…

And the giggles became gales of laughter. His face burned. He didn’t know what had happened, he was in shock, and now he was hurt, his ego, anyway, and now they were all laughing at him. 

“Suck it up, buttercup,” the blond said, still tittering.

“Don’t worry, we’re laughing with you…” the old woman chimed in…”you just haven’t started yet!” 

He, or the he that he used to be, who was now…what, the other blond? Laughed at that, and the sound was so strange hearing his laughter. He wasn’t the funny gay type and it sounded weird as all hell hearing that funny sound coming out of his mouth. His deep and rumbly voice wasn’t made for such things! 

He got up, staring at the blond, knowing he was now her twin… he wanted to run into the nearest bathroom, rip all the silly clothes off, stare, marvel at his wonderful body. 

His hands went to his chest, wanting to squeeze his lovely jubblies again, maybe not so hard this time… he wanted to cup his ass, squeeze that  for all it was worth… he wanted to explore his womanhood in more detail…for…like…ever maybe…

But, of course the girls had no intention of giving him a few private moments with his new body. 

Those bitches! 

“Let’s go shopping,” Vlad said, but, of course it wasn’t him, it was, that imposter who was now inside his body! 

“I…only wanted to get a smoothie…a Juice Mistress… seriously,” Vlad pleaded. 

“If I had that, I could make my own. “ 

“Please just let me have my body back…and I swear I won’t bother any of you ever again.”

The old woman traced a long red fingernail along his now delicate jawline. 

“Sorry, honey, you already messed with us, and now you have to learn. “

Vlad scowled, only  his pretty little face just couldn’t do it right, not anymore, not this face…as was clearly evidenced by the smirks of the others. He still looked playfully cute… not angry…not like a formidable opponent. Dammit. He didn’t like looking cute!

The imposter Vlad grinned. “Well, if that’s all you want, you don’t need the Juice Mistress for that. Those things are so overpriced.” 

Vlad thought a moment, then his normally dark and brooding eyes lit up with childlike glee that was a bit unnerving, at least to Vlad…

“We could stop at the Jumba Juice place! They have great smoothies!” 

Vlad couldn’t believe what he was hearing, the Juice Mistress herself badmouthing her very own product? Wonders would never cease! Vlad hung on her every word, though, because she had that air of authority that actually belonged to him…and was playing it up well enough. Plus, she seemed like the one who seemed to like him the most, and right now, more than anything else, Vlad realized he needed a friend. 

He was lost in a new city, in a new country, and surrounded by strangers, and now he’d lost his body. Now he was nothing but a scrawny helpless girl who no one in their right mind would take seriously. They couldn’t. He was too freaking cute!  He slid off the table…took Vlad’s hand as she/he offered it to him… grateful for the contact, and for the friendship. 

“I…wouldn’t mind a…Jumba Juice…” He didn’t know what that was, but he was not afraid to try something new, he supposed, not with his new friend holding his hand and leading the way. 

Chapter 9

Vlad skipped across the room, grabbing his sister’s hand. “You’re coming with, right?”

She shook her head. “Nah, I think I’ll leave you two love birds to go alone.” 

“We are not lovebirds!” she said, adamantly, but she threw the real Vlad a sultry look that said maybe she wished that were true. Could it be? And just when had his body become capable of a look like that? He’d never seen it before.

Must be when she took it over. He’d have to learn just how she did it. He could be a real lady killer with a look like that, though, a sudden thought crept up on him now, making him shiver all over. 

He…didn’t want to kill any ladies… he…didn’t want to kill anyone, actually. It was a real eye opener, feeling this way. It was like the whole world was his friend, not his lunch. 

It was like kittens and babies and cotton candy all rolled up into one, every bright and shiny and happy thing in the world all at once. It was almost too much for him, and he found his mouth respond with a big grin, that would have felt totally cheesy, if it hadn’t been one hundred percent sincere! 

Damn, he was starting to think and act like a woman, now, too. And, it wasn’t bad. Not bad, at all. Even better, Vlad liked him, he could tell, only he really hoped they were going to be able somehow to switch bodies back before all that went too far.

He wasn’t sure he wanted to think about what she might have on her pretty little mind for him if things went to far down that road.

She reached out, grasped his now tiny hand in her larger one, and held it tightly. 

Vlad felt his heart flutter. 

Wow , he had a heart! 

They both waved to the old lady, who no longer seemed so troll-like and Vlad wrapped an arm protectively around him, which felt so good, and nice, and somehow sexy, too, feeling her heat, her warmth, her caring, all around him. It made him shiver, in delight, as she led him to her bright fuchsia Ford Fiesta! 

“Oh, no… I am not riding in…that!” Vlad began. 

It was…pink! But, the man he used to be just rolled his eyes and gave a little laugh, which made Vlad laugh, too. Then he opened the passenger door for his pretty little girl, letting her slide in before closing it carefully behind her, exemplifying the behavior of a perfect gentleman. She was in awe. And she realized the color was kind of cute and it went with her nails, too! Sweet! 

But, then, when the hot hunky vampire that used to be him got in beside him, he slid close, feeling an affinity to the new owner that he’d never felt for anyone before. 

“I’m sorry,” he said, shyly, and he’d never felt shy before, not in his entire life. 

It was new thing for him, all right, but it was also, in a weird way, kind of nice, too, and somehow, he felt completely safe with this vampire beside him. Like this big strong man’s body, his body, which now housed the spirit of a female…angel…who would never hurt him. And, he found he trusted her, with his body, and now, shockingly, with his heart! 

“Sorry for what?” The booming vampire voice he usually spoke with sounded so different, so casual and sweet when she worked those vocal cords. 

Then she stroked his shoulder, and Vlad felt a wave of comfort through him, but he felt a heated need within him rising…only, he no longer had anything down there to rise!  But, still, it was an incredible feeling, one he would like to explore more...

“Sorry for being such a jerk, before,” he smiled up into his old eyes and saw a glimmer of what there, humor? Forgiveness? Love? 

He didn’t know, but he knew he was having all those feelings inside him, inside this new female body, and it was totally incredible. If this was what it was like to be a woman, Vlad wasn’t sure he ever wanted his old body back. 

“And…I never even asked your name…” 

She giggled, then, only her vocal chords were Vlad’s so the giggle was more of a warm lighthearted chuckle, which was still perfect. 

“My name is Alicia,” she said. “And my sister is Tonya.” 

Vlad smiled. “And my name is, Vladimir,” he said, embarrassed at not having even introduced himself before. 

What a cad he was, or had been, anyway. Vlad felt his cad days were pretty strongly behind him now, especially with Alicia beside him. 

Alicia turned to him, studying his face a moment and she scrunched up her face a moment, thinking. Then she smiled broadly.

 “I think I’ll call you Vladi-Mary…you have to have a girl’s name now, you know! “

Vlad nodded. He supposed she was right. 

“Of course, we can shorten it to just Mary, if you like it.” 

Vlad nodded. He didn’t care what she called him. She could call him anything she wanted. Anything at all.

She didn’t seem to put up with any shit whatsoever, and that made Vlad happy. He didn’t want to bullshit her, not anymore. He didn’t want to bullshit any women anymore, not now that he knew what it was like to be one! They had it tough, weak, vulnerable little things, and he knew he could never make it harder for them than they already had it! Not again! 

“Of course it is,” Alicia giggled. “That’s so funny!” 

Really? Vlad was shocked. How could she possibly think his name was…funny?

But, before he could speak up , Alicia was poking his ribs. “Because you’re a vampire, silly!” 

And then she laughed, and he joined her with his musical little feminine laugh. It was kind of funny, after all. 


Chapter 10

Vlad happily sipped a Jumba Juice with his love’s arm laid casually around his arms It was heaven. He didn’t even have the slightest desire to order one with blood, or add blood to his. It was perfect just like it was. 

He turned to the vampire. “Don’t you…want blood?” 

She shook her head.

“I’m a vegan , silly! So, of course not!” 

“Don’t you need blood…now that you’re a vampire…to survive?”

She shook her head. “They have a supplement…it was intended for bodybuilders, originally, but it has all the proteins, the hemoglobin’s, everything in it that blood has, and it’s all synthetic. I’ll just pick some of that up at the nutrition store before we go. “

“What do you want to do now?” His big, strong vampire asked, with a smile that made him melt and made him want to whisk her/him/whatever…back…somewhere…right now! 

But, he figured it was a little quick for all that. After all, he could see him spending a lot more time with this chick…than he’d ever spent with any other one…even if she was…him! He was still pretty smoking hot. 

Vlad wondered how he’d not realized just how hot he was, in all these years. Well, he supposed it was because he was always looking at the ladies and not at himself, but now, he was getting a good look and liking what he saw…a lot! 

In a rare moment of generosity, or at least what would have been rare or more likely unheard of in the not so distant past… Vlad deferred to his love…

He shrugged his pretty little shoulders and looked up batting his long lashes trying to reel his old self in with his new womanly wiles which seemed to be working…as his vampire grinned down at him then leaned down and touched her lips to his, then, painfully tender… a sweet gesture and a sweet kiss that left him wanting more, left him wanting…everything with her.

“Whatever you want to do,” he said, sweetly. 

“We could try on dresses. The new summer things should be out.” 

“Sure,” Vlad said, and he suddenly liked the idea of trying on pretty little frilly things. Damn, he really was turning into a chick or something.  And, surprisingly, it wasn’t too horrible, after all. 

Vlad slid into the dressing room with an armful of sexy little dresses, as apparently his vampire liked making him look like a streetwalker or something. Hell, he didn’t care. He liked looking at his hot body and especially liked looking at it in pretty new things. 

He pranced back out wearing a black and white checkered skirt and a white spaghetti strap top that barely concealed his monstrous chest! 

Alicia whistled. “We’ll take it!” she smiled. 

Then she grabbed Vlad, holding him close against her now flat chest. 

“That makes you look so hot, baby,” she whispered into his hair. 

He pulled back, made another turn in front of the big full length mirror and frowned. 

“Does this skirt make me look…slutty?” 

Alicia laughed loudly and the girl working the counter cast a furtive glance their way. 

“Baby, you make that skirt look slutty…and I love it! She winked and grabbed Vlad by the arm and grabbed the rest of the outfits and made a beeline to the counter where she flopped them all down and tossed her credit card down. 

“You’ll love wearing these…for me…won’t you? “ she winked. 

And, Vlad realized he would, he really would. 

They stopped at the nutrition store, because he didn’t want to forget, and they got the biggest canister of the blood replacement supplement stuff they had in the place. Vlad wasn’t taking any chances at his love going hungry! 

Then they stopped at a couple more stores, found the perfect earrings to go with Vlad’s new clothes, and a lovely pair of silver strappy heels that he’d fallen instantly in love with. How easy it was to fall in love now, and how quickly! He loved the dresses, the jewelry, the smoothies, the shoes… but most of all, he loved her! 

His vampire!

He tucked his arm through the crook of hers when she offered it and beamed brightly at everyone everywhere. Then he snuck a glance up at his big, tall man. 

“So, I guess this means I’m not getting my body back?” 

“Not on your life,” Alicia grinned. 

“Unless you…want it back…” 

Vlad shook his head. “Nah, I like being you…as long as you like it!” 

“I love it,” Alicia admitted. 

She kissed his cheek then. “And I love being you!” 

Then she moved her mouth over his covering it with her heat, her tongue probing, poking inside, taking him as she’d take him fully soon enough, Vlad knew. He didn’t care. He wanted it, too. She could be Vlad from now on. He didn’t care! He was fine with being Vladi-Mary! 

For her. With her. 

With her, being a woman wasn’t a bad thing at all. Vlad wondered how he’d missed out on all this before. It was so much fun. 


Chapter 11

“Let’s go home, Mary…” Vlad grinned, and caught her chin in his big strong hand. 

He kissed her and she let him, reveled in it, in his touch, his taste, his sensuous exploration of her mouth, and shivered in anticipation of her equally thorough exploration of the rest of her body… and of her own exploration of his long lean totally toned body. He was ripped, and now he knew, for the first in his life just why girls fell over him like they always had, even though he’d been a total jerk to them. 

Mary was so glad Alicia had taken that scrumptious body over, taught it some manners, and he was well aware that while she might not quite know how to operate it yet, sexually, she would learn quickly and she would do a better job than he’d ever done, because she cared! 

And, now, he did, too, and he slipped his arms around her, trying to give her the same safe, loved feeling she’d given him…and smiled as he felt her body shudder under his touch. It was working, oh, yeah, it was working just fine. 

“Hands off, baby,” I gotta drive, Vlad teased, and when Mary made a pretty pouty face he relented, taking her little left hand, and laid it gently on her thigh, way up, but not nearly as up as Mary would have wanted.

Then again, they did have to drive. She was a good girl, then, and tried to behave. It was always a good thing when you got where you were going in one piece. A sudden thought came over her. She wasn’t a vampire, anymore, was she? 

No, she laid her hand on her chest, felt the clear heart beat and knew that if something happened, she would die. She’d lost all her immortality, for…this… she ruffled her frilly skirt and laid it smooth across the top of her thighs. 

Was it all worth it? 

Then Vlad laid his  big strong hand on hers, covering the one on his thigh with his, rubbing it, warming it, sending thrills through her body. 

Yes, it was worth it. It was all worth it. For her, for this. 

Who would have thought being a woman would be so damn awesome? 

And, when they got home, and Vlad laid his little Mary down on the bed and spread her legs wide, licking her warm wet slit first with his tongue, stroking gently with his fingers, then finding her nipples with her other hand, massaging and pinching… it just felt so good Mary wanted to scream… 

And she did… 

“OOOooooah, Daaaammmn!” And as she did, Vlad slammed his now rock hard cock all the way into Mary’s pussy and she found herself coming for the first time…ever…as a woman! 

It was…fantastic…and he’d never known it could be this good…

Embarrassed, he wondered if it had ever been this good for any woman, who’d been with him before, when he’d been in charge of working that hard pleasure rod. 

He didn’t even have to think about that answer, not really, and just clung to the one he was so grateful to now for giving him this thrill… he rode the waves and felt the incredible pressure begin to build up again as Vlad didn’t pause in his ruthless assault of her pussy…and, from what he knew from personal experience, he could expect a good, long fucking! 

Thank god for being a woman, he thought, as he felt his release wash over him the second time…and knew there was no end in sight to this pleasure. 

Right now, he wouldn’t go back to being a man if you paid him all the money in the world. All the money in the world couldn’t buy…this! 
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