
from Vampire Girl 

 

Chapter 1: Eternal Life 

Mayra wanted to live forever, but not as a vampire.  She’d read all of Twilight and was 
unimpressed with its pack of sexy Nosferatus, and even less with the prose.  She was getting on 
into her twenties and didn’t want to wait until her eyelids drooped to look for a solution to 
aging.  In truth, she had tried the vampire thing.  Her ex-boyfriend Tobias had died and come 
back to life, going on a promiscuous binge after they had a big fight and upon his return, he bit 
Mayra on the neck during makeup sex.  Mayra felt an instant surge of erotic desire, and they 
tried many hot positions, all of them satisfactory, and other practices that she was too shy to 
write down, preferring that the reader of the novel do so.   Your favorite sexual positions here.  Do 
not be embarrassed if you have only one or two; you can leave this space blank. Since she was bulimic, 
it was easier to not have to throw up actual food, just to vomit blood instead after she had feasted 
on a random stranger.  Mayra needed at least three ounces of blood per day to stay fresh and 
young.  That was the most she could keep down, yet she did suffer from a tendency to binge.  
After a few weeks, Mayra noticed that she could no longer see her reflection in the dark sheen of 
her cell phone.  She thought about making a selfie of her face for the wallpaper, but this solution 
seemed entirely too narcissistic. 

http://www.cosmopolitan.com/style-beauty/a12378/take-the-best-selfie/ 

No, Mayra would simply have to give up eternal life.  She brought the matter up with Tobias 
during one of their hyper-gymnastic lovemaking situations.  She figured he’d be more receptive 
at that moment.  Tobias claimed there was no going back, but after several minutes of her 
needling, he admitted that there was a simple, though little known trick.  They only had to lock 
pinkies and say “Do over” at the same time.  “That’s all?”  “Yeah, that’s pretty much it.”  They 
locked pinkies.  The superhuman strength ebbed out of her.  Mayra walked to the pantry and ate 
half a bag of stale flaming hot Cheetos, which she promptly threw up in an orange puddle.  She 
went to Pandora and put on Adele’s Rolling in the Deep, even though it didn’t specifically apply 
to her situation.  That song merely prompted a reflex that allowed her to shed tears, not that 
different from puking.  With an empty stomach and mild heartburn, Mayra realized the only 
way to live eternally, without remaining a ghoul of the night, a feverish femme-rodent with an 
exorbitant libido, was to write herself into a story—better put, to create her destiny.  For isn’t 
that what life is?  She picked up the phone to use the Note Pad and immediately noticed her 
reflection in the sheen of the black screen right before it lit up.  That faint yet clear image was 
like the annunciation of a blessed angel.  With her thumb, she wrote the first words of her story: 
“Mayra wanted to live forever, but not as a vampire.” 

 

http://www.cosmopolitan.com/style-beauty/a12378/take-the-best-selfie/


Chapter 2: OK Cupid 

No longer possessing eternal life, and not having Tobias for a boyfriend anymore, due to 
misgivings over his having bitten her while undead, Mayra realized that she couldn’t waste time 
in finding a new boyfriend.  She reactivated her OK Cupid account and saw how plain and 
nondescript her profile was.  Other than the attractive lines of her body in the bikini photo, 
result of her constant binge-purge cycle, she came across as exceedingly bland.  She thought 
about setting herself apart by describing her brief stint as a vampire, and the epic sexual prowess 
it had given her, but she was no longer a vampire, in fact she had zero libido at the moment, so if 
she alluded to it, she’d be no better than the person who posts a ten-year-old picture and 
pretends it’s from now.  Maybe she should have stayed undead—but it was too late for that.  She 
perused men’s profiles, many shirtless, with trophy fish and muscle cars, weapons, and 
backgrounds that were possibly private islands they owned, or just a selfie in Cabo.  

http://www.redrocker.com/redheads/user/zammy1/photo/cabo-selfie 

She read the aggressive, semi-literate, self-inflating prose of the “alphas” that her girlfriends were 
so attracted to, until each fling ended in disaster after a few weeks or months.  All at once it came 
upon Mayra that she had only ever dated white men—at least she thought they were white.  
Sometimes it was hard to tell, and she never brought up the matter, wanting to believe that she 
was post-racial.  Now the thought of interracial dating intrigued her.  In Los Angeles, everyone 
seemed to date people of other races; it was no big deal for them.  She began to separate out men 
of different colors into virtual stacks.  It was not as easy as she thought, especially if she ignored 
the verbal self-descriptions, which she inherently mistrusted, and concentrated on the photos, 
which admittedly could have been photo-shopped.  Who was Hispanic?  Did people even use 
that word to refer to themselves, except on a census form?  Was it okay to say Latino for 
everybody with ancestors from south of San Diego?   
 
http://www.hispaniceconomics.com/overviewofushispanics/hispaniclatinolatin.html  
 
What about Black?  Was there only one kind of black?  Or should she separate them off by place 
of origin, such as the Caribbean or Compton?  
 
 https://www.blackprofessionalpeoplemeet.com/v3/externalsearch/single-black-professional-men 
 
Asian seemed a vast category, encompassing billions.  Some of the so-called Asian guys looked 
cute, with spiked hair and form-fitting suits, shoes expensive and shiny, standing with one foot 
hoisted on a car bumper, as if they came out of a gangster movie.   

http://www.modernkoreancinema.com/2011/11/90s-gangsters-next-week-is-jopok-week.htm 

http://www.redrocker.com/redheads/user/zammy1/photo/cabo-selfie
http://www.hispaniceconomics.com/overviewofushispanics/hispaniclatinolatin.html
https://www.blackprofessionalpeoplemeet.com/v3/externalsearch/single-black-professional-men
http://www.modernkoreancinema.com/2011/11/90s-gangsters-next-week-is-jopok-week.htm


But what was the first part of the hyphen before American?  Korean-American?  Chinese-
American?  Filipino-American?  Mayra played a game of guessing the ethnicity of the person 
based on the photo, but she couldn’t distinguish a Korean-hyphen from a Chinese-hyphen.  Did 
that make her post-racial?  Or racist?  Was she like one of those tipsy people who blurt out at a 
dinner party, “They all look the same!”  Or accidentally says “you people” when speaking to a 
new friend of a different skin persuasion?  So much misunderstanding was going on in the news, 
she didn’t want to become part of the problem, or make anyone mad, in or out of bed.  She 
wasn’t even entirely sure what race she was.  Her mother used to talk about Guadalajara or 
Guyana or Guatemala, she couldn’t remember which, and said her grandfather was from there.  
Name your five favorite minorities, in order of preference and draw at least a crude picture of each.  It 
will be taken for granted that some people never learned to draw above a third-grade level and no 
editorial intent will be construed.  Mayra began to consider that it might be better not to date at 
all until she got things better sorted out.  She went to the freezer for mocha ice cream.  As she 
spooned her way through a scoop, its frigid coffee-chocolate slowly melting on her tongue, she 
closed her eyes and began to imagine all those men in her stacks as different flavors of ice cream.  
She began to feel aroused, as she contemplated eating them, one by one.  Returning to OK 
Cupid, she picked the ones who looked sexy and appealing to her, not even bothering to read the 
profiles.  People made up so much bullshit about themselves, it was better to ignore their self-
representation and go straight to the flavor. 

 

  



Chapter 3: Kim the Foodie 

Mayra’s first date after her return to OK Cupid was with a Korean-Filipino-Japanese American 
named Kim, who self-identified as White.  As the server brought their water with lemon, Mayra 
asked him why.  He said that the whiter of the two white presidential candidates had been 
elected, Kim owned a start-up, the Whites were going to make piles of money, and he didn’t 
want to be left behind.  His Korean friends, cardiologists and lawyers and executives at Disney, 
had all voted for the white man, because they thought he would be good for business.  That was 
the American Dream, wasn’t it?  Mayra verbally agreed, although she wasn’t quite sure.  She 
wondered what exactly Kim was starting up.  Everyone in Los Angeles seemed to be either a 
consultant, a producer or the owner of a start-up.  One guy she’d dated kept saying he was 
“attached to a project,” which sounded like a physical disability.  Mayra also wondered whether 
it was legal to call yourself White when you owned a start-up, because it might affect the stock 
price later if it came out that you were multiple-hyphenated.   

https://blogs.wsj.com/experts/2016/10/07/the-real-problem-facing-women-and-minority-
owned-tech-startups/ 

And yet, Mayra’s experience on OK Cupid showed that this reality wasn’t so easy to determine. 
Mayra reflected that perhaps her own ethnicity should now be Vampire-American, since she used 
to be one but was no longer one, yet still identified with Vampires.  In fact, what attracted Mayra 
to Kim were neither his name nor his hyphens, but the fact that he had a widow’s peak that she 
desired to stroke with her fingers.  That alone would almost ensure he could get her into bed 
tonight, if he wished.  One thing for certain:  Kim was a foodie.  He had brought her to 
Chengdu Taste in Alhambra, where they had to stand in line for more than an hour to get in.  
He assured her it would be worth the wait, while together they smoked Virginia Slims Super 
Slims.  The waiter brought Couple’s Sliced Beef in Chili Sauce to the table.  Kim kept going on 
and on about Jonathan Gold, who had recommended the place in his Los Angeles Times column. 
She’d read a couple of Gold’s write-ups.   

http://articles.latimes.com/2013/aug/03/food/la-fo-gold-20130803  

He was relentlessly agreeable and optimistic. Jonathan Gold seemed like a favorite uncle who 
shows up unannounced to take you to an amusement park. Although Mayra was bulimic and 
basically hated food, using it to increase her self-loathing, she could recognize that food was the 
primal substance of humanity, one that went deeper than mere skin or a surname or a country of 
origin.  You were Mexican because you loved tamales better than anything in the world, Japanese 
because you worshipped udon noodles. Perhaps Gold should be the President of the United 
States of America.  Then there might reign harmony and agreement, and more cooperation in 
the international arena with tariffs and imports and all that stuff necessary to keeping the 
happiness-inducing restaurants stocked with supplies and cheap immigrant labor.  She and Kim 
focused on a succession of dishes:  Sautéed Sliced Pig’s Kidney, Diced Rabbie, Mung Bean Jelly 

https://blogs.wsj.com/experts/2016/10/07/the-real-problem-facing-women-and-minority-owned-tech-startups/
https://blogs.wsj.com/experts/2016/10/07/the-real-problem-facing-women-and-minority-owned-tech-startups/
http://articles.latimes.com/2013/aug/03/food/la-fo-gold-20130803


Noodle, and Pork Intestines Sauce.  Mayra enjoyed watching Kim eat with gusto, closing his eyes 
and slightly swooning.  She picked at each plate only to be polite, envying him like a woman 
who can’t have an orgasm while her sexual partner ejaculates with ease.  Later, in the dark of 
Kim’s apartment bedroom, she was relieved not to have to think about any of his hyphens.  She 
closed her eyes and he gave her an unforgettable orgasm, kissing her fervently with Pig’s Kidney 
on his breath—the kind of aftertaste that only a true Chinese, a White-Japanese-Filipino-Korean 
enthusiast, or a lapsed Vampire could find exciting under the sheets.  Please go on Yelp, find a 
Japanese restaurant, and write a positive review, mentioning only dishes from Korea.  Give it five 
stars.  Check back in a few days and read the replies of the owner and of other restaurant patrons. 

 

 

 

 

 

  



Chapter 4: Offhand Voltaire 

The next morning, after she showered with paraben-free grapefruit seed soap, Mayra felt vexed.  
It was difficult for her to relate to other women her age, as since childhood, she’d always felt 
centuries old.  The new thing for thirty-something, white educated females in Los Angeles was to 
dress in tight short dresses with exaggerated heels and makeup, reveling in femininity in a 
continuous winking homage to the 40’s or 50’s or some previous decade of deprivation and 
rapacious patriarchy where being female had supposedly been more fun.  They held Sex and the 
City nights, culminating in charity soirees for the homeless held on the rooftops of downtown 
lofts such as Rubix and The Emerson.  These ladies found Norman Mailer and Henry Miller 
deliciously naughty.  When not binge watching Mad Men for the fourth time, they discussed 
Sexus, Plexus, and Nexus while drinking soy lattes or cocktails containing absinthe and Sazerac.   

http://www.talesofthepack.com/2010/08/i-hate-women-who-hate-women-or-henry-miller-is-
just-alright-with-me/ 

A friend had convinced Mayra to go to a literary reading from someone touted by her sisters as “a 
female Nabokov.”  The wan blonde onstage with the risqué hemline had launched into a reading 
of her actual diaries—not even diaries, they were mostly an endless series of sexts.  She’d made a 
connection with a guy online in Denmark and they’d written back and forth for weeks about 
him jizzing on the screen and her licking it off, as well as fantasizing about rampant anal sex and 
other acts Mayra could not keep straight in her mind.  Then they met in a hotel several times 
and did all those things, apparently.   

https://www.apa.org/news/press/releases/2015/08/reframing-sexting.pdf 

The woman didn’t seem the slightest bit embarrassed and the audience laughed as if she were 
reading Dr. Seuss for grown-ups.  Mayra supposed these women, her peers, would continue 
referring to themselves as girls on into their 50s if they could get away with it.  Like all 
comparatively young people, they felt they had life by the balls, in this case literally.  Every night 
was girls’ night out, and they went on the prowl for man-boys.  The best ones were cute and 
foul-mouthed, with hair stacked high, like a breaking ocean wave and talked casually about their 
dicks as if about a wayward friend.  The girls could be spotted at speakeasies such as La Cita and 
Varnish, ducking into back doors as if it were still the 1920s and liquor were actually illegal.   
Being a predator was the new feminism, the new empowerment.  Mayra fantasized about starting 
a blog called “Offhand Voltaire,” a blithe column where she would write down her stream of 
observations about what she saw going on around her.  But she didn’t think anyone would read 
them.  Most of her friends were too busy reading Yelp reviews or cruising for their next dinner 
spot on Open Table.  One of Mayra’s friends, a woman who freelanced for Jezebel  

https://jezebel.com/adriana-lima-says-she-will-no-longer-take-off-her-cloth-1821180558 

and Rookie  

http://www.talesofthepack.com/2010/08/i-hate-women-who-hate-women-or-henry-miller-is-just-alright-with-me/
http://www.talesofthepack.com/2010/08/i-hate-women-who-hate-women-or-henry-miller-is-just-alright-with-me/
https://www.apa.org/news/press/releases/2015/08/reframing-sexting.pdf
https://jezebel.com/adriana-lima-says-she-will-no-longer-take-off-her-cloth-1821180558


http://www.rookiemag.com/2016/03/dont-let-me-be-lonely/ 

simply kept reading over and over Hunter S. Thompson’s Fear and Loathing in Las Vegas and 
Joan Didion’s The White Album.  She claimed all the answers to life lay in those two books and 
no others were needed.  With a white towel wrapped around her body, Mayra fished the phone 
out of her jeans pocket and called Tobias.  He seemed surprised to hear from her.  He asked her 
to wait a minute and put his phone on mute, obviously so he could walk to a safe location out of 
earshot.  She asked if he could come over to her apartment right away.  “Is there a prowler on the 
premises?”  She tried to put on her best little girl voice, like her girlfriends.  “I wish there were a 
certain one.”  “Do you miss me, Mayra?”  “No, it’s a booty call.”  “I can’t.  I’m in an LTR with a 
vampire.”  “So soon?  I’m a vampire too, Tobias.”  “Uh, technically you’re not.  Remember the 
pinky thing?”  “I don’t care.  I’m claiming it.  In fact, I’m going to start calling myself Vampire 
Girl.  All these adult women are running around calling themselves Girls because it makes their 
hard, empty lives feel fresh and outrageous.  There is even a show called Girls.”  “I don’t think 
you want to go down that road.”  “I will run down that road, exuding hilarious promiscuity. 
Then I will blog about my many neuroses and post Instagram pictures of me going down on my 
psychiatrist.  Now come over and bite me on the neck and other places.  And we will have anal 
sex and blithely laugh about it and say all the bad words in the Urban Dictionary.”  “Here’s the 
thing, Mayra.  Once you’ve converted back, it doesn’t necessarily take a second time.  It’s like a 
vasectomy.  It may be reversible, or maybe not.”  “You, Tobias, always so good with analogies.  
I’ll bet your GRE scores were killer.”  “I’m serious.  And even if the bite takes, it may be only for 
a short time.”  “All I need is a few hours.  I just have to get back in touch with my vampire 
ancestry.”  Tobias sighed into the phone.  “Okay, I’ll be over in an hour.  Let me get rid of 
Lestatia.  But I’m coming down with a cold, so let’s keep the sex low-key.”  You are hereby invited 
to add some of your secret, heady, intoxicating, erotic, not to say filthy, experiences to this novel and 
attribute them to Mayra or any other character in Vampire Girl.  Please be specific and do not lapse 
into rapturous euphemisms. 

 

  

http://www.rookiemag.com/2016/03/dont-let-me-be-lonely/


Chapter 5: The Ancestors 

Tobias explained that the skin around his nose was red because he’d been using paper towels to 
blow his nose.  Mayra didn’t even ask why he hadn’t used tissues, as she didn’t want to get 
involved with his mucous.  “No kissing,” she said.  “But my saliva is okay on your neck?” he 
asked with pointed sarcasm.  “Not okay.  Necessary.”   

https://symptoms.webmd.com/cold-flu-map/mucus-and-health 

 “You know, Mayra, a vampire’s semen, when ingested orally, is his most powerful body fluid.”  
“Usually I take your word on all this vampire lore.  But I’m pretty sure you’re making that up.”  
“C’mon, baby, I said low-key sex.  That’s you giving me—you know.”  “That would be low-key 
for you, not for me.”  “Okay, forget I said anything.  Let’s get on with it.  I’m in the middle of 
binge-watching The Walking Dead.”  Her ex-boyfriend began awkward groping.  Mayra had 
unfortunately succeeded in making Tobias self-conscious.  He shuffled around as if he didn’t 
know what to touch with what, not even confident to kiss her.  “I told you I had a cold.  I should 
be in bed right now with a bottle of Nyquil.  I am definitely running a low-grade temp.”  It was 
time for a switch in tactics.  Mayra assumed the little girl voice she’d tried on the phone.  “Baby, 
you’re a creature of the night.  Come down on me with your infinite power.  Let the ancestors 
crowd behind you with midnight howls, awakening the lonely undead fitfully turning in graves 
from their endless slumber, where they will do many hot things to the ladies with impunity, 
without even having to buy them drinks or take them out to dinner.”  Mayra was disappointed 
with her fake come-on.  This was exactly the kind of shit her girlfriends said, almost verbatim, to 
their boy-men.  The temptation to do so was strong because it worked every single time.  There 
was some genetic defect in guys that made them step in the same pile of crap over and over rather 
than cross the street and walk on the opposite sidewalk.  Any other sub-species who had not 
learned from its mistakes would be extinct.  Now Tobias was ripping her blouse open, buttons 
popping and pinging off the walls.  Her skirt was rent and he shredded her panties as if they were 
made of wrapping paper.  He kissed her with deep tongue and slobbered all over her neck and 
face, overpowering her with his feral dog breath, an enticing combination of the aroma of violets, 
pepper spray, and rotting flesh.  She found his zipper and began giving him a handy.  He jerked, 
his head and body spasmodic, as if he were going to turn into a werewolf instead.  Mayra had to 
fight the urge to instruct him to start biting her.  She knew that would be a definite buzz-kill and 
that he might get mad and go home if she started telling him what to do.  Instead she lay still like 
prey, trying to project helplessness and mild fear combined with a transport of rapture and a 
melancholy yearning for the dark side of the moon.  In short, it was a tough gig.  It didn’t help 
that Tobias kept sniffing and snorting instead of just stopping and blowing his nose.  She had a 
box of tissues right on the coffee table a foot away and it took all her strength not to reach for 
one.  Then his fangs sank into her neck.  Mayra felt the surge of his sweet poison in her veins.  
She had three climaxes in a row, even though she had never believed before in the myth of the 
multiple female orgasm.   

https://symptoms.webmd.com/cold-flu-map/mucus-and-health


https://www.healthcentral.com/article/multiple-orgasms 

Tobias’s eyes glowed red in the sudden dark and his slobber became a numinous living shroud, 
exalting her soul.  Her shoes felt half a size tighter.  On a high plain, her ancestors gathered in a 
line, like in those slow motion sequences in movies where several actors spread out over a street 
and walk forward together, determined but casual, their arms out of synch, to show their 
prowess.  In their hands they held antique lamps casting long, quivering shadows over the living 
room wall.  She was led up a winding stair into a well-lit room laid for supper.  Unfortunately, it 
was sushi and Mayra was allergic to raw seafood.  She went into a swoon and slept for she knew 
not how long.  When Mayra awoke, Tobias was gone and so was the box of tissues.  Pretend you 
are a character in The Walking Dead.  Where are you walking and why are you dead?  What will you 
do when you get there? 

 

  

https://www.healthcentral.com/article/multiple-orgasms


Chapter 6: Coyote 

Mayra surprised herself by going on a successful killing spree.  Never had she felt particularly 
talented at anything.  Through school, she played violin, and her mother had always 
complimented her, suggesting that someday she would be headlining at rock-sized stadiums.  
Whenever Mayra tried to explain that she was only third chair in the high school orchestra, her 
mother brushed it off as false modesty.  Mayra’s job at Human Resources, after she studied 
sociology in college, mostly involved explaining benefits and mediating between squabbling 
employees.  It took no great talent.  Whenever people came to her office, she would joke 
“Welcome to Inhuman Resources,”, until her boss took her aside to explain that not everyone 
has a sense of humor.  So her job was entirely boring.  Now she was literally inhuman.  She’d 
imagined herself like Catherine Deneuve in The Hunger, softly seducing, luring men with a 
permanent come-hither.  But really she preyed more like a wild dog destroying an unfortunate 
rabbit that had run across its path, shaking it from side to side with powerful jaws as blood 
splashed the bushes.  

http://cleojournal.com/2015/11/24/the-bourgeois-out-for-blood-catherine-deneuve-in-the-
hunger/ 

In the police news, the men she killed were assumed to have been attacked by one of the many 
coyotes that had begun to prowl neighborhoods of Los Angeles on account of the drought.  They 
were as bold as Mayra, trotting down the street in broad daylight, looking dwellers directly in the 
eye, unafraid.  So no one in law enforcement was searching for an undead woman of inhuman 
resources as a potential murderer.  Only a few of the men Mayra finished off seem to have gone 
entirely to the other side and also become vampires.  There was so much about vampire lore that 
she didn’t know, or that turned out to be false.  Not everybody got infected with afterlife.  Fang-
sinking was more like a Chinese battery factory that turned out 80% duds.  Dating apps made it 
easy to find potential victims.  You didn’t even have to go into a bar with cleavage showing, or 
with your legs spread apart like Sharon Stone in Basic Instinct.  

 https://www.empireonline.com/movies/features/basic-instinct-story-shot/ 

You just swiped and filtered, exchanged a few texts, maybe held a short phone call, then had a 
drink, sex if you were in the mood, and that was it.  Most of these guys were so busy on the apps 
that it would be virtually impossible to narrow their killer down to one woman.  As in a medieval 
morality play, they were done in by their promiscuity.  Her private joke about meeting at happy 
hour was calling it Wine and Die.  Surprisingly, the look on the faces of a number of her dates as 
life ebbed away was resignation, as if they knew all along something like this was going to 
happen.  At bottom, they saw women as savage carnivorous bitches waiting to feast on them as 
soon as they had used sex to seduce and control.  And Mayra was exactly that.  Well, so were a 
few of her girlfriends, but only metaphorically.  Mayra needed a mere three ounces of blood per 
day, so in order to slow down the pace of killing and have time for other fun activities such as her 

http://cleojournal.com/2015/11/24/the-bourgeois-out-for-blood-catherine-deneuve-in-the-hunger/
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bowling league, she had taken to filling an IV bag with blood at the scene of each crime, and 
saving it at home for later use by dispensing it into cute little perfume-sized bottles and playfully 
putting labels on it: shiraz, cabernet, garnacha.  Each man’s blood did indeed have a different 
perfume, a different savor, and she enjoyed it more than she ever had food.  It was worth 
becoming Vampire Girl if only for that reason.  Suppose you were screaming at your Human 
Resources manager and you knew she was a Creature of the Night who sometimes left downtown 
streets littered with carcasses.  What epithets would you use to humiliate her, without crossing the line 
into harassing behavior that might get you fired? 

 

  



Chapter 7: Mexit 

Jackie and Sheila invited Mayra to accompany them to TJ over the weekend.  She was lying in 
bed getting Triscuit shreds all over the sheets while she watched Dowton Abbey, jealous of 
Lestatia and her LTR with Tobias.  Mayra had considered showing up at his door like Adele in 
“Never Mind, I’ll Find Someone Like You,” except that due to the prolonged drought, there was 
no rain to stand in while she made her pathetic plea.  Also, even though she might boast to him 
about her success at slaying men, he would only argue that the second time around, though the 
bite took, the spell was going to wear off eventually, and they would be an existential mismatch.  
She was quite sure that Lestatia had large breasts, a pouty mouth and probably lithe legs from 
tennis and hot yoga.  Unlike Mayra, she didn’t carry a permanent extra three pounds around her 
waist.  So she said yes to Jackie and Sheila and TJ.  They’d already gotten a hotel room on 
Priceline.  Their plan was to eat steak ordered from room service, drink to excess, possibly flash 
some men on the street from the balcony of their room, but otherwise stay in and watch porn.  It 
occurred to Mayra that they could easily do all that at any Marriott in Los Angeles, with an $89 
Groupon, and save themselves the driving.  But she knew her friends wanted a road trip, and to 
believe in the folklore that the margaritas were better in TJ so you had to drive three hours to get 
one.  When they got to the border, they were asked to fill out a new government form, called a 
“Mexit.”  You fill it out too, reader.  Here is the info requested:  Name.  DOB.  Passport #.  
Destination.  Length of Stay.  Ethnicity or Race.  Sex.  (If transgender, please just put Sexless.)  
Where will you be staying? With whom?  Why? When did you conceive this plan?  Who else 
knows about it?  Were they involved in the actual plotting, or did they only give passive consent?  
Do you ever have negative feelings about the United States Government?  How often?  What is 
their exact nature?  Are you merely disgruntled or do you have specific thoughts, methods and 
tactical equipment for acting on your plan?  Name of psychiatrist or other mental health 
professional.  How frequently have you seen him or her and how long have you been a patient?  
(If you possess written transcripts of your sessions, please attach them or provide URL of website 
on which they are posted.  If they are on Reddit, never mind, we will see you at the mass 
shooting at your former workplace.)  How do you feel when you hear the word Reich?  Do you 
think of Wilhelm Reich and The Mass Psychology of Fascism,  with its thesis about suppressed 
orgiastic longing, or do you think of the Third Reich?  Names of fifteen close friends, with their 
phone numbers and Twitter accounts.  Why are you really going to Mexico?  Would you ever 
consider marrying a Mexican or are you just going to flash them from the balcony of your hotel 
room before you watch porn?  When you speak to Mexicans, do you call them “you people” or 
“my people”?  (Please select only one answer.)  If we build a wall, will you help as a volunteer?  
Please list the names of fifteen Mexicans you have employed at any time in the past twenty years 
as a housekeeper, mechanic, dishwasher, gardener, roofer, or from whom you have bought a 
paleta or elote or a cup of fresh fruit from a stall in the street.  Be sure to give both surnames in 
the proper order.  If you are married to a Mexican, please provide the names and addresses of all 
his or her relatives who are currently residing illegally within the borders of our great nation.  If 



you do not know the exact addresses, please name a general geographic area, as we have 
sophisticated tracking devices, which are surveying both them and you at this very moment.   

http://www.controp.com/category/border-protection/ 

Have you ever smoked weed with Chapo Guzmán, not counting marijuana legally obtained from 
an approved medical dispensary with a real doctor’s prescription, not those bullshit ones off the 
internet, for an actual condition and not because you’re the kind of neurotic hipster who also 
gets a large emotional support dog like a German Shepherd that takes up space in the 
overbooked plane and bothers your fellow passengers and eventually mauls an infant in the next 
seat over?  Everybody knows German Shepherds are better suited as drug-sniffing police service 
animals, they are not lap dogs for bearded, emotionally retarded millennials.   

https://www.usserviceanimals.org/product/emotional-support-animal-registration/ 

If you make any mistakes in filling out this form with the stubby pencils without erasers we have 
provided, please start over.  Be safe and have a nice trip.   

 

  

http://www.controp.com/category/border-protection/
https://www.usserviceanimals.org/product/emotional-support-animal-registration/


Chapter 8: Margaritaville 

While Jackie and Sheila lay together on one queen size bed, well into their third pitcher of 
margaritas, watching their favorite Red Tube videos and rating new ones on Jackie’s cell phone, 
Mayra lay alone on the other queen, too melancholy even to go out on the balcony and flash the 
locals and other tourists.  Beyond the wooden shutters, a continuous low-grade clamor 
happened, as if peasants had gathered to bang pots and pans for New Year’s Eve.  It made her 
head hurt.  Mayra used to suffer from PMS, but now it was PVS, Post-Vampire Syndrome.   
 
https://www.webmd.com/women/pms/premenstrual-syndrome-pms-symptoms 
 
The symptoms were similar: irritability, free-floating sadness, unreasonable sudden nostalgia for 
things that hadn’t been that good in the first place, such as her relationship with Tobias, and a 
craving for cigarettes, though in her case it was a craving for human flesh.  You had to talk 
yourself down, saying that you had quit several times and it was a matter of will power.  Then of 
course you found herself at the corner store, with a pack in your hand.  She began to hope that 
the vampire thing would wear off again.  Eternal life wasn’t worth the mood swings.  Restive, she 
told her girlfriends she was going out to find a local, non-tourist bar.  They looked at her with 
incredulity and said that could be dangerous, mixing with the locals.  “Really?  Not as dangerous 
as the two of you on Grindr pretending to be what you are not.  I am the least likely of us three 
to be found beaten to death with a plank tomorrow morning.”  They gave her a wounded glance 
and went back to their shared fake profile on Grindr.  Mayra showered, changed into a black bra, 
see-through blouse, short skirt, black stiletto heels and put dabs of La Vie et Belle perfume 
beneath her ears and in her peek of cleavage.  Tonight she was going to shine like Catherine 
Deneuve in The Hunger, full of subtlety and knowing glances.  In the street, Mexican flags were 
posted on every street lamp and hung form iron balconies and cornices.  White lights had been 
strung across wooden trellises.  Café tables littered everywhere held singles, couples, and groups 
eating tacos and slaw and drinking premium mescal.  Some of the clubs were so packed that 
people spilled out dancing on the sidewalks to reggaetón.  One had a poster up for a group called 
Heart Blister.  The main singer sported a retro Mohawk haircut.  He snarl-sang, “I am anxious 
for a death from sharp obsidian!  Our hearts want nothing but a war death!”  Sinuously working 
her way into a crowd, she found a guy alone, with dreadlocks, nice slacks and an unbuttoned 
dress shirt, showing his shapely, hairless, probably Mayan chest. He gave her a playful glance and 
went back to his dancing.  Staring at him with her sultry Catherine Deneuve gaze, she waited 
until he looked up again and motioned for her to join him.  Together they danced reggaetón 
without speaking.  You are here invited to make up a fake Grindr profile, which you may find 
convenient if later you want to go catfishing, get up someone’s hopes of hot, nasty sex, and then see the 
look on his or her face when your true nature is revealed.  Please be advised that this activity could 
result in physical harm for you and be sure to take along pepper spray or a small caliber handgun.  

 https://www.askmen.com/dating/online-dating-sites/hook-up/grindr-review.html  

https://www.webmd.com/women/pms/premenstrual-syndrome-pms-symptoms
https://www.askmen.com/dating/online-dating-sites/hook-up/grindr-review.html


Chapter 9: Cuac 

Either this man was a total player or a naïve creature of guileless warmth, as he casually signaled a 
street vendor for a pack of cigarettes, paid, opened the pack, extracted a cig with his lips, lit it 
with the matches he’d also bought, and inserted it into her mouth, the tip still dry, and never 
stopped dancing the whole time.  They found a quiet spot on the stoop of a condemned 
storefront a few blocks away and talked, him in highly lilted but grammatical English.  His name 
was Cuauhtémoc.  Cuauhtémoc took a drag off his cigarette and looked up at stars that had 
suddenly pushed through the smog and heavy ambient light, as if at his bidding.  Part of the 
reason she wanted to be near him, besides his effortless charm and his deep probably Mayan 
chest and biceps, was that she had felt embarrassed when filling out the Mexit form, because she 
had not been able to name even five Mexicans whom she had used for menial labor, and couldn’t 
name a single one with a network of illegal relatives in the U.S.  She had been peering at the 
forms of other people for clues.  She wanted to ask Cuac, as he instructed her to call him, 
whether he had relatives squirrelled away in California or Arizona, but she was too shy, so instead 
she told him he had beautiful brown eyes.  “You know my mother would be unhappy to see me 
here talking to you.  She says the güeras only have one thing on their minds.” “And what’s that?”  
His brown eyes smiled.  “To take me home and use me as an air conditioner repairman.”  They 
laughed together. “You’re different from the rest, Mayra.”  “What’s different about me?”  “I can’t 
explain it exactly.  But even on short acquaintance, you have an otherworldly quality.  That’s 
how I’d put it.  You’re like that sultry, quirky actress with the cool languor—.” “Catherine 
Deneuve?” “No, the other one.”  “Susan Sarandon.”  “Yes, exactly.  From that movie, I think it 
was called Famished.  I feel like you’re hypnotizing me.”  “Cuac, you’re the one who’s 
otherworldly.  With all your Aztec gods and human sacrifices.”  He let out a plume of smoke.  
“Ah, those were long ages ago.  Before my time.  I missed out on all the fun.  There’s no mystery 
left.”  A vein in his smooth neck pulsated.  She wanted him badly.  She wanted to rip that 
gorgeous throat, to initiate him into the cosmic mystery so that like Tobias and Lestatia, they 
could be in a vampire LTR.  Mayra brought her lips closer and Cuac unconsciously rolled his 
head back, exposing his throat to her mouth.  She grazed the skin and felt his breathing quicken.  
So easy to plunge in, her fangs already bared.  But—she just couldn’t.  To her surprise, she found 
it wasn’t in her to despoil this pure creature.  She didn’t want to be like those hard bitter women 
reading Henry Miller to try to get their souls back, while they purged each bad boyfriend by 
securing another bad boyfriend.  Like Jackie and Sheila back in the hotel on Red Tube and 
Grindr forming an image of men as sheer creatures of perverse, unfiltered lust and then bitterly 
pranking on them by, of all things, catfishing, pretending to be another man.  It came upon 
Mayra that, ironically, in spite of her job title, she didn’t know the first thing about human 
relations.  Her inner resources truly were inhuman resources.  Then she sank her fangs into 
Cuac’s neck.  That is, she tried.  But his arms were too quick and muscular, perhaps from 
wielding a machete in the cane fields, although admittedly, she hadn’t seen any cane fields in 
Tijuana.  “Whoa, lady.  Are you trying to give me a hickey?”  “No, your cologne is simply 
irresistible.  What’s it called?”  “Axe.”  “Well you’d better douse it less liberally next time.  You’re 



liable to get attacked.”  He reached over and took her hand in his.  “You know, my forefathers 
the Aztecs had a verse for when the warriors felt estranged from their women and they’d go off to 
the sacred hunting grounds to be by themselves and clear their minds, man against beast, the 
thrill of the hunt, raw skill against animal muscle and speed.”  “What was the verse?” “None but 
the rain should cling to my bosom.  None but the moon should hear my lonesome sigh.”  
“That’s deep.  They sang it together?”  “Nah, I’m just kidding about the Aztec thing.  It’s a lyric 
of Townes Van Zandt.  

 http://townesvanzandt.com 

The Aztecs probably told each other dirty jokes.  But it would have been cool, right?”  Mayra 
snuggled closer to Cuac’s body, feeling safe in his arms.  They slept until dew covered their 
bodies.  The sun rose to plastic cups blowing down the deserted streets and the smell of fresh 
bread coming from the doorway of a single store with the light already on.  Name five Aztec gods.  
You may not go on Wikipiedia for this or any other exercise.  However, you may go on:  

http://www.crystalinks.com/aztecgods.html   

 

  

http://townesvanzandt.com/
http://www.crystalinks.com/aztecgods.html


Chapter 10: What’s App 

Jackie and Sheila were asleep when she slipped in the key card.  Jackie sat up, bleary eyed and 
tried to look like a concerned big sister, but with her hair ratted she looked more like the witch 
who comes crawling out of the TV screen in The Ring.   

http://www.dementedstuff.com/thering/sadako.htm 

“Where were you all night?  We got worried.”  “Is that so?  Why didn’t you message me on 
What’s App then?”  “Yeah good point.  We hooked up with two drag queens on Grindr and the 
four of us spent all night playing canasta in the hotel lobby.  I guess I forgot.”  “No worries.  I 
met an adorable Mexican guy who studies urban planning.”  Sheila immediately shot up in bed 
and clapped her hands.  As always, she feigned sleep to see what others might say about her when 
she wasn’t present.  Mayra sometimes considered mauling her anxious friend just so Sheila could 
be present at her own funeral to overhear the uplifting and complimentary eulogies.  “Oh my 
God, Mayra.  Tell us all about him.  I wish I’d gone with you.”  “He helped design the Centro 
Cultural de Tijuana.”  “Goodie!” shouted Sheila.  “That’s so awesome they have culture now.”  
Mayra was about to launch into a long explanation about Mesoamerica, the Olmecs, Toltecs, 
Zapotecs, Cortés, Porfirio Díaz, Zapata, Diego Rivera and Frida Kahlo, and Octavio Paz, all of 
which she’d learned about in the past three hours from Cuac.  Instead, she said, “Yeah, they 
finally got some.”  “Hey, we gotta get back,” said Jackie.  “I have to show a house in Los Feliz 
this afternoon.  “I wonder why they gave Spanish names to everything in California?” wondered 
Sheila.  “So we could pronounce them wrong,” answered Jackie, who occasionally showed 
sarcastic flashes that suggested she was in the know.   

http://www.ocweekly.com/news/why-cant-americans-pronounce-spanish-named-cities-in-the-
united-states-like-los-angeles-correctly-6420781 

Mayra was too tired to share with Sheila her newfound geopolitical knowledge.  She briefly 
considered announcing that she would stay here with Cuac and take a bus on her own later.  But 
her job at Human Resources awaited and she had no personal days left.  She’d once suggested to 
her boss they should have an allotment of impersonal days as well, days when you just didn’t give 
a shit about your job so you wouldn’t go in.  He laughed, as he considered her a jokester, but she 
had been serious.  So she sent a text to Cuac on What’s App thanking him for a lovely night and 
promising she’d be down again soon.  Mayra did not invite him up to L.A. because she knew she 
wouldn’t be able to resist luring him to her apartment and killing him in a bout of rapturous 
intercourse, her face buried in his deep definitely Mayan chest.  Part of her was curious whether 
he’d become super-undead, an avenging Aztec more powerful than any of the guys she knew.  Or 
would her bite make him hyphenated, thinning out his blood, diminishing his natural power?  
For now, she would go on a blood fast, to see whether she could survive without it.  Maybe she 
would age or become weak or even die, but it was worth trying if it meant she could be around 
Cuac without exposing him to peril.  It was time to test another tenet of vampire lore, which 

http://www.dementedstuff.com/thering/sadako.htm
http://www.ocweekly.com/news/why-cant-americans-pronounce-spanish-named-cities-in-the-united-states-like-los-angeles-correctly-6420781
http://www.ocweekly.com/news/why-cant-americans-pronounce-spanish-named-cities-in-the-united-states-like-los-angeles-correctly-6420781


might turn out to be false as well.  Maybe blood was like quinoa or kale, where you constantly 
got told you needed it, so you began to actually mistake a lie for the truth. A person who dresses up 
as an Aztec god during ceremonies is called an ixiptlatli.  Please draw your own paper doll/ixiptlati, as 
a cross between a vampire and one of the Aztec gods you looked up in the previous chapter.  Have fun 
and don’t be constrained by reality.  This is myth.  You make them any color or colors you want, 
because gods strictly speaking don’t belong to any specific ethnic group.  They are metaphysical beings 
who exist out of space and time.  They don’t give a shit what color you are, because you are nothing to 
them and you all look more or less the same to their profound god eyes that could see to the end of the 
universe even if they had cataracts.  They only assume human guises in order to give succor and hope to 
physical people, or to rape, trick, and punish them.  Cut out your paper doll and find someone for 
him/her/it to play with. 

 
 

  



Chapter 11: Maricones 

 

 Upon trying to re-enter the United States, Mayra was detained.  She was asked to verify the 
contents of her Mexit form.  Scanning, she thought everything she’d written looked 
normal.  “Yes, I wrote all that.”  “I’m afraid we can’t allow you back into the U.S.  “Why 
not?”  “Vampire-Americans have now been placed on the travel ban list, along with citizens 
from Chad, Iran, Libya, North Korea, Somalia, Syria, Venezuela and Yemen.”  “What?” Jackie, 
going right over the discovery that her friend was a vampire, looked outraged.  “I know,” 
answered the agent listlessly.  “What’s Yemen doing on there, right?”  “No, I mean her hyphen.  
It makes no sense.  The second are countries.  The first is an ethnic group.  They don’t 
reconcile.”  “I don’t know what to tell you,” said the agent.  “It went through Congress, the 
President signed it, and the Supreme Court has said nothing about it.  Probably senators are not 
going to get much grief in their home districts for going against vampires.  Even the Democrats 
have been pretty quiet on the issue.”  “That’s outrageous!”  Mayra watched Jackie thinking on 
her feet, brimming.  “Where the fuck is the ACLU when you need them?  Shouldn’t they just set 
up a kiosk at the border, to deal with the permanent outrage going on down here?  Vampirism is 
a religion, so this is discriminatory.”  The agent looked skeptical.  “Is it?” “Of course.  Chalices, 
drinking blood, mirrors, silver crosses, coffins.  Exactly like Catholicism.”  “There’s nothing I can 
do ma’am, except turn her over to Mexican authorities.  It’s really not our problem,  I can’t let 
her into the US of A.”  Jackie gave Mayra a tight hug.  “Babe, I have to go show this house.  It’s a 
potentially big commission.  But I will find you the best lawyer in the business.  Hang in there 
for now.”  Sheila, silent all this time, turned and gave Mayra a black power salute with her 
upraised fist, as if she were on the podium at the 1968 Olympics.  

http://en.espn.co.uk/olympic-sports/sport/story/162053.html 

“Jackie,” Mayra weakly called to her receding figure, “please let Tobias know what’s going 
on.”  Now Mayra found herself in custody of Mexican authorities.  They sequestered her, at least 
that’s what they called it, but effectively it was a quarantine, as if she were a rabid dog.  Which in 
a way, she was.  The two police in the room with her weren’t quite sure how to handle the 
situation, and so entered into a metaphysical colloquy.  “Puta madre, I have no idea what to do 
with this güera.  She doesn’t seem threatening."  “Yeah, but she’s a Vampire-American.  If we let 
her loose here, she could go on a blood-sucking rampage.”  “Alright.  Think about the 
advantages of that.  We have this problem of people getting killed off in droves by drugs, gangs 
and other street putos.  Everybody up north thinks we’re a nation of murderous 
assassins.”  “Aren’t we?”  “I’m going to ignore that remark.  I may be a cog in the machine of the 
PRI, but I’m aiming for higher ground.”  “Okay, I’m listening.”  “So we turn this bitch loose, 
she starts biting everybody, they become undead, they bite other people, etc.”  “How is that 
good?”  "Are you kidding?  It’s a benign pandemic.  In a few years, everybody has eternal life and 
you can’t kill them.  Public relations bonanza.  Mexico is no longer treated as Narcoville.  No 

http://en.espn.co.uk/olympic-sports/sport/story/162053.html


corpses to display.  Netflix can’t make any shows about us.”  “Híjole, that’s brilliant.  Let’s take it 
to the jefe.”  “Agreed.  There could be a promotion in it for both of us.  In the meantime, we 
keep it on the down low and try not to get bit.”  “I thought you said it was good if everybody 
became undead.”  “Yeah, pretty much, but not me.  My wife is a super-observant Catholic and 
she will definitely get stuck on this being a sin.  If I become undead, she’ll drive a stake in my 
heart to make Father Hidalgo happy.”  “In that case, let’s put this gringa in a holding cell for 
safety’s sake.  She can stay with that maricón we have in custody.”  “Really?  If she bites him that 
could make more maricones.”  “Except she and he wouldn’t be attracted to each other.  Also, 
maricones can’t procreate.  I mean they could, but unlikely, since it’s same-sex.”  “Well they 
might switch teams temporarily as a political program.”  “I don’t think they could get it up.  I 
mean you couldn’t get it up for a man, because it’s not your thing, right?”  “Why are you asking 
that?  Are you calling me a maricón?”  “I didn’t say those words.  But it’s weird that you didn’t 
agree with me right away.  You haven’t actually said no, you couldn’t get it up for a 
man.”  “What do you think?”  “Better you tell me.  I don’t even want to think about you with 
another guy.”  “I’m going to punch you in the face.”  “Calm down.  I was only kidding.  Let’s 
put this woman in the cell with an actual maricón.  Señorita, right this way.”  Think of your 
favorite celebrity maricón and write down ten pet names that are “quotation insults,” kind of like 
when people call each other “bitch” but they really mean it as a compliment.  After a few drinks, call 
up an actual maricón who is your friend, if you have any such, and try to work all of these new pet 
names into the conversation.  Note whether this person laughs and plays along with you, or whether 
he/she/it gets pissed off and begins to call you names also. 
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