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	He shook his head.  “A typographical error.”  He said.  “I am not an Umpire.  I am a Vampire.”  


Anyone with any common sense would have left.  I didn’t.  I was too busy salivating.  


	A man walked into the Black Orchid wearing skintight jeans.  I didn’t notice the rest of him—the reason quite obvious.  I was too busy staring.  Then I was too busy wishing he’d turn around so I could get a look at his butt.  And he had done just that, turned his tight buns in my direction.


	When he turned again, our eyes met, and I forgot to breathe.  I swear he must have popped off the cover of a romance novel.  Then he walked over to my booth and stopped directly in front of me.  


	My mouth dropped open and my drink toppled over thanks to my jittery nerves.  But you would have done the same.  This man was my date.  I wasn’t expecting it.  I don’t usually get dates of his caliber.  Actually, I never have.  And I certainly didn’t expect to find such a catch through a dating service.  I should have guessed there was something wrong with him.  But I hadn’t.  As I said earlier, I was too busy.  


	He smiled, took my hand, turned it over, and kissed my palm.  He sat down seeming to glide around the horseshoe shaped booth until he was practically on top of me.  Then the waiter came over and asked if I’d like a refill.  Like an idiot I said, “yes”.  The waiter turned to my date, and all he got for his trouble was a nod, which I assumed meant no.


	I was nervous.  I couldn’t think of a thing to say.  Neither could he.  The silence was unbearable.  Finally, I relented and spoke, the icebreaker—a question.  Yes, I certainly broke the ice with my question.  What’s the one thing everyone talks about?  A person’s occupation.  Safe subject, wouldn’t you say?  Well, I was wrong.


	I had read the dating service’s report on this man at least ten times.  That’s what I called it—a report—a background check, every word scrutinized, every line checked and double checked for accuracy.  All crazies eliminated.


	So when he shook his head, and told me it was a typographical error, that he was a Vampire, I was momentarily left speechless.  Then I laughed.  A joke.  It had to be.  I recalled having read something about his sense of humor.  The word morbid came to mind.  I figured, why not play along?


	I scooted over putting distance between us.  Basically, I wanted to look at his face.  And I was glad I did.  He smiled.  His teeth were even, no fangs in sight.


	“Rad,” I said, ready to get into a conversation about his vampirism when he shook his head.  “A typographical error.”  He said.  “The name is Vlad.”  


I laughed.  


He frowned.


	“What is so amusing?”  He asked.  


What could I say?  I cleared my throat several times.  Finally, I had my laughter under control.  “It’s just . . . well, Vlad.  I mean, that’s carrying things a bit too far, don’t you think?”  He didn’t.


	“Vlad is an old, honorable name.”  His eyes narrowed in my direction.  A shiver ran up my spine.  He wasn’t finished either.  “I am a Vampire.  I drink blood to live.  That is what I do.  And for my name, it should be respected . . . not laughed at.”


	He sounded like he wanted to bite my head off.  Then he had the gall to throw my name into the discussion.


	“But of course,” he sneered, “someone who is named Jiffy would not know any better.”


	What could I say?  Jiffy’s my name.  Instead of being born in a hospital I ended up getting delivered during a lube job.  My Mom’s like that.  My brother, on the other hand, was named after a tire company.  She was buying radials the moment he entered this world.	  


	I wasn’t amused anymore.  He wasn’t joking around.  He was serious.  I figured now was the best time to find a way of getting myself out of this mess without upsetting Vlad, the Vampire.  The last thing I needed was a nut case trying to rip my throat open to quench his thirst.  Not that I believed him to be the real thing.  But he didn’t have to be to slice my throat open, now did he?


	Vlad stared while I squirmed in my seat.  His lips curved ever so slightly upward.  I reciprocated, my bottom lip tucked beneath my teeth.  A nervous gesture I didn’t appreciate at the time.  I glanced about checking out possible exits when I spotted the waiter coming in my direction.  


	“Sorry it took so long, Ms.”


	The waiter fumbled with the drinks.  I didn’t want to say a word, but he was getting on my nerves, hovering over me, not knowing which drink was mine.


	“The red one.”  I whispered, embarrassed to say the least.  I had ordered a Bloody Mary.  The waiter placed my drink down on the table and turned his attention to Vlad.


	“Anything for you, sir?”


	Vlad’s slightly curved lips turned to a wide toothy grin.  “Yes, a Bloody Mary,” he said, a bit too enthusiastically if you ask me.


	We sat in silence.  I sipped my drink.  He stared at my neck.  I noticed.  


His drink finally arrived.  He took a gulp.  Tomato Juice went flying and my black dress would never be the same again.


	“This is not . . ..”


	He didn’t get any further.  “No!”  I interrupted.  “There is no Mary in the back room.  They don’t drain Marys of their blood to make this drink.”  I wasn’t thinking when I blurted that piece of wisdom.  I tend to get bitchy when I’m scared witless.


	His eyes lit up.  “Such a pity.”  He said.  “But the night is still young and we have only just begun to get acquainted.  There will be time later to quench my thirst.”  The man’s sense of humor was draining mine.


	I cleared my throat; I had an idea.  “Vlad, this isn’t going to work.”  He folded his arms over his chest.  I cleared my throat again.  “You see I’m old fashion.”  His eyebrows took flight.  I drummed my nails against the table.  “I don’t date men younger than I am.  You can’t be thirty-five years old.  You don’t look a day over twenty-four.”


	“You are right.”  He said.  I was halfway off the seat when he took my hand and stopped me.  “I died at the age of twenty.”  OOPS.  I did it again.  I could tell.  He was speaking through clenched teeth.  “But, I have been as I am for one hundred and thirty-five years.  Old enough, would you not agree?”


	I shook my head yes, plopped back down, and pulled my hand back.  I was at a loss, but not for long.  “I have to go to the bathroom.”  I said.  He shrugged.  That’s all the encouragement I needed.


	I scooted over and off the seat, walking as fast as I could toward the nearest exit.  Vlad was waiting for me, casually leaning against the wall, the one right next to the exit.


	He pushed himself off the wall, took my arm, and guided me back from whence I came, his entire body shaking all the way.  Enjoying himself for sure, I thought.


	We were back at the booth.  I drummed my nails, and Vlad just sat there, smiling.  Then I got another idea.  I looked about, spotted the waiter, and waved at him.  He ignored me.  I tried again, this time he noticed me, and darn if he didn’t take his sweet time coming over.  


Finally, when he stood before me, I crooked my finger.  He leaned down.  I whispered.  “My date’s a Vampire.”


	“Aren’t we all,” the waiter responded, rolling his eyes.  I had the urge for a Bloody Waiter.


	The waiter turned to Vlad but he didn’t notice.  His head and arms were folded over the table, his body shuddering out of control.  I swear it’s as if he was reading my mind and having one heck of a time doing so.


	The waiter walked away and I was at my wits end.  I didn’t know what to do.  My eagerness to leave increased when I noticed the time.  Another half an hour and the Black Orchid would close for the night.  Then what would I do?


	My eyes darted around in frenzy while Vlad sat watching me.  My eyes stopped and grew twice their size.  Mom was passing through.  How could I have forgotten?  Mom’s like that.  She’s passed through every date I’ve ever had.  And she never neglects to make a pit stop either.  I’ve always wondered if her pit stops had anything to do with my rarely getting a second date.  Oh, well . . .. 


	Mom walked over.  Vlad noticed.  He slid around the booth, stood up, took Mom’s hand, and kissed her knuckles.  Ha!  I wanted to rub my hands together and shout with joy.  She’d swat Vlad down like an annoying little tick.  


Mom planted her rump next to mine and stared at Vlad.  She was drooling, I could tell.  We have a lot in common.


	Patiently, I waited.  I knew what was to come—the infamous interrogation.  She didn’t disappoint me.  “So, young man.  What do you do for a living?”  Ha!  Vlad was in for it now.


	“I am a Vampire.”


	“A Vampire.”  Mom said.  “How nice.”  I was in shock.  But nothing surprised me more than when the hanky came out.  “Oh, I loved the movie,” she sobbed, wiping at her eyes with that darn hanky, “so, sad.”  She continued.  “I cried my eyes out.  The poor man . . . losing his lady love in such a way.”


	Vlad brightened up.  He took Mom’s hand, his eyes as watery as Mom’s.  The tears ready to fall, I was sure.


	“My dear lady.”  He said.  I was squeezed between the two of them, a position I didn’t appreciate being in.  “Few mortals understand our plight.  But you do, I can see it in your eyes.”  Sure.  Right.  He was staring at her neck, for pity’s sake.  And I didn’t like it.


	“Don’t stare,” I shouted, not getting any further.  Mom interrupted me.


	“Now, now, dear.  You take after your father.  I had to stare at him long and hard before cupid’s arrow struck me down.”  She was actually patting my hand during her little pep talk.


	Mom turned to Vlad.  “What’s your name?”  She asked.  I was ready for the fire works.  Freedom!  I could smell it.  Taste it.  I didn’t get it.


	“Vlad.”


	Mom smiled.  “Oh, such a romantic name.”  She started sniveling again.  “If only I had gone to the movie instead of ordering tires your brother could have been named . . ..”  I didn’t listen to the rest.  She’d have named him after the theater.  I was sure.


	My ears perked up when I heard Vlad.  “I have always thought so.”  He was talking about his name being romantic.  I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.  Vlad had talked about his difficulties with finding a woman who would love him for what he was.  How he had been honest when he completed the dating service’s questionnaire because he wanted a relationship based on truths and not lies.


	God, by the time he finished, I was salivating again.  Mom was patting my hand, her voice whisper soft.  “Don’t mess this up.  He’s perfect for you.”


	Well, Mom didn’t stay long.  She had another stop to make.  My brother was on a date.  But by then, I didn’t care anymore.  I was feeling at ease with Vlad.  I figured, get him on medication, a little therapy, and we’d probably make it as a couple.  Unfortunately, Vlad didn’t seem interested anymore.  Don’t that beat all.  I was raring to go and he wasn’t.


	He accompanied me home, followed me with his car, walked me to my front steps, gave me a quickie on the cheek, and left.  I was disappointed.  I wouldn’t have minded a nip in the neck by then—but what the heck.


	I dreamed of him that night.  He came into my room, misty like at first then solid, got into bed with me, and then, my dream faded.  Just my luck, I thought.  Only the juicy parts fade away.


	Well, it’s time to go now.  Mom’s fluttering against my window.  It’s my anniversary tonight.  I’m meeting Vlad at the Black Orchid and Mom’s anxious for me to get there.  She’s found the perfect match for one of Vlad’s cousins and wants me to check her out.  Mom’s got her own business now, the Vampire Connection.  What can I say?  Vlad’s into large families.





