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Sprinkle is fed up with working three side hustles just to scrape by. She’s ready to settle down with some sweet, loving, handsome guy who’s also totally loaded.

The problem? Rich dudes tend to be SUPER old.

There must be SOME guys out there who are both FABULOUSLY wealthy and at least don’t LOOK more than, say thirty-five or so. Right? RIGHT?

Oh, wait…

Vampires.

If you love short, laugh-out-loud parodies and goofy, lovable storytellers, you’re in for a delectable treat. Narrator Sparkle Vane will hold you spellbound with…



The Legend of Snufflebutt


A Billionaire Vampire Romance




(Actually, a Parody Short Story)




As told by Sparkle Vane



It is a truth universally acknowledged, that a single woman in need of riches, must be in want of a fabulously wealthy husband, preferably a vampire. Oh wow, that’s good!

Once upon a time, there was a young, hot, hard-working woman who was sick of working three side hustles and being a #girlboss and spending all day on the phone selling truly disgusting protein shakes, and she decided she wanted to have #actualmoney and was going to marry some old rich dude who was maybe a vampire so he’d actually look about thirty-five, if that.

Her lawyer-type girlfriends with one main hustle and health insurance were like, what kind of feminist are you?

And she was like, it’s the twenty-first century, there are plenty of eight-hundred-year-old thirsty cougar women vampires if any broke writer dudes want to get in on this action! It’s not a gender thing, it’s a survival thing. No judgment, whatever works for you. And me.

Also, think of all the good I could do with all that money!

I could set up a Foundation that could pretty much fix everything, like no more hunger, no more climate change, and no more clothes sizes that are all over the place, I mean, seriously, you’re trying to find a cute top, a medium should be a medium should be a medium, can’t we at least come together on that?

And so this young woman, whose name was Sprinkle, roamed far and wide throughout the land, trying to get invited to exclusive parties at mansions and only swiping right on guys who were clearly loaded and possibly vampires.

It’s hard to tell vampires from only profile shots, but sometimes there were little clues, like if their profile said “vampire”, or their age was like, six-hundred and two, or they were super pale with major fangs and had a thin streak of blood running down their chin. Okay, never mind, that’s gross.

Sprinkle didn’t really want to be a vampire, come to think of it. But she was pretty sure that she would totally be able to marry into the vampire world and spend the rest of her life with vampire in-laws and vampire kids and vampire tennis partners, without it really changing the true person she truly was, deep down. Under all the fabulous new outfits! [image: emoji: two-hearts]

And yet, the perfect match proved elusive. Which I think means, “hard to find”.

Sometimes a promising rich date would turn out to be, in person, not an old vampire, just old. Profile pictures can be deceiving, and while, looking back, that one pic where the young-looking guy was shaking hands with Richard Nixon should have been a giveaway, still, the pictures tended to be super misleading. She started to edge toward despair, wondering whether she’d ever find her perfect blood sugar daddy.

Also, wait, isn’t there something about how vampires can’t be photographed? Or is it just that they don’t show up in a mirror? What is that all about, anyway?

And all this time, she never once thought of True Love.

But then!

Then she met Snufflebutt.

They met at the animal rescue where she volunteered, in between her three side hustles, because Sprinkle was awesome and, unlike me, one of those women who only needs about three hours of sleep a night.

One rainy, gloomy afternoon, when even the most adorable puppies were getting depressed because all day long the cloudy sky had been so dark it might as well have been freaking seven o’clock in the evening, the door opened, and it made that little ding-dong sound like at any old dollar store, but this time, it wasn’t a grumpy old lady trying to return a traumatized kitten because it made one little scratch on her stupid “heirloom” antique couch, like had happened earlier that morning, no, it was him.

He was pale and lean and broody, with high cheekbones and a high-priced suit that was both classic and sexy, and also somehow showed off his pecs, and she recognized the brand as the real thing, like whatever Gucci would be for vampire men’s suits.

“Hello,” he said, in a bedroom whisper. “I’m here to give your most tragically wounded puppy a good home.”

“Oh, wow,” she said. Her heart was already melting, but she knew she had to play it cool. “Is this a gift for your girlfriend or wife or something?”

“I’m afraid not,” he said, and his ice blue eyes clouded over with sadness. “My last wife died twelve years ago, cut down in her prime at a mere eighty-six.”

“Your last wife was eighty-six years old?” said Sprinkle, because of course he looked about thirty-five. Maybe thirty-eight.

“Not when we met, of course,” he said, and his eyes flashed with a mischievous twinkle. “But she aged like a fine wine. We did everything together. I loved her like my own soul, and I have only now recovered enough from my grief to emerge from my ancestral mansion. I hope to find some wounded creature here with whom I can share my sorrow, one whose own heart has been broken open by tragedy, that together we may mingle our tears and walk together the long road back to healing and joy.”

“That’s so sad and beautiful,” said Sprinkle. “I’ve had tragedy too, actually.”

“Oh really?” said the vampire. His mesmerizing eyes sparked with new interest… and perhaps something more.

“Absolutely!” she said. “Junior high, for starters. Junior high was the worst.”

“So I’ve heard,” he said, with true compassion.

“Also, I’ve lost someone too,” said Sprinkle. “My great-grandma died. I only met her once, when I was five years old, but the funeral was really sad.”

“Death is hard,” said the vampire, with a wisdom beyond his years.

“So if you’re looking for someone to commiserate,” she said, “maybe we could go out for coffee sometime? I’m Sprinkle, by the way.”

“Please,” he breathed, and he leaned in close over the cluttered front counter. “Call me Snufflebutt.”

“Okay,” she said, softly. “Just so I know, is that your first name?”

“Does it matter?” he said.

“Not really,” she said, and it didn’t. Sexual tension sparked between them, like the sparks that fly when you’re trying to jumpstart a dead battery and your idiot ex-boyfriend insists that it’s faster to hook up the cables while the engine’s still totally running.

He leaned in for a kiss, but she placed one hand on his bulging chest.

“How old are you, really?” she said, playfully.

“I could ask you the same thing,” he murmured, and his pecs pulsed.

“You seem really rich,” she said.

“All vampires are rich,” he said. “Think how long we have for our investments to mature.”

“I never thought of that,” she said, even though she had, and she leaned in and kissed him.

When they had to breathe again, although I guess it was just her who had to breathe, they pulled apart and she said, “So I guess this means we’re really going out for that coffee?”

“I’d love to,” he said. “I just need to check the forecast.” He pulled out his phone and started scrolling.

“What do you mean?” she said. “I thought modern vampires could go outside whenever they want.”

“Not so much,” he said, still scrolling. “You don’t get to be my age without being fairly risk-averse. We’re lucky this animal rescue shelter happened to have an underground parking garage.”

“But don’t you go outside ever?” Sprinkle said.

“I mean, why?” he said. “One false move and I’m toast. My limo has full-tinted windows, and on days like today I might venture out like this for a quick shopping run, but like I said, I haven’t left my mansion for twelve years. It’s big; it makes Mr. Darcy’s”Pemberley" look like an AirBnB."

“Wow,” Sprinkle said. “But still. Not to jump the gun here, but what if we fall in love and get married and have kids?”

“There’s plenty of room to do all that in my mansion,” he said. “And you can take them out places if you






















[image: [COVER: Rich, Skinny, and Super Spiritual!]]






























EPUB/nav.xhtml

Contents

		The Legend of Snufflebutt: A Billionaire Vampire Romance hide

		Get More from Bill Alive!

		Books by Bill Alive

		About the Author

		Copyright Information





  
    		
      Title Page
    


    		
      Cover
    


  





EPUB/media/file0.png
€





EPUB/media/cover_epub.jpg
BILL ALIVE

\€ only she could £ind a sweet, lovin
Jro’rallﬂ loaded rich dude who
DIDVT look SUPER oL D,
oh, wait..

‘The
€

q),

<

of Spufflebutt

A Billionaire Yampire Romance

(Actually, A Parody Short Story)





EPUB/media/file1.jpg
pIcH

SKINNY >
SUPER <
SPIRIT! UJ\_N

ENTIRE LIFE






