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[image: A striped wall displays framed cartoon portraits of Timothy Hawthorne, a curly-haired boy; Vlad the Lad, a grinning vampire boy; Aunty Gwen, a tall woman with flowing hair; Nibbles, a smiling person in a wide hat; Morgan, a long-haired woman with glasses; Leech, a tired-looking man with tall hair and a mustache; and Grave, a round-faced boy with messy hair. A tiny figure beside Aunty Gwen holds a sign reading “Biscuit.”]



PROLOGUE

The Night of the Bite

In the teeniest-tiniest attic, at the top of a rickety-rackety manor house, Master Timothy Hawthorne lay snuggled up in bed with a hot cup of tea.

[image: Timothy sits upright in bed, clutching a cup with both hands and looking worried. Patterned pillows, a stuffed rabbit, and an oil lamp surround him beneath the tall metal headboard.]
Timothy didn’t like tea – he preferred hot chocolate with eight marshmallows, but his parents never allowed sweet treats at bedtime. Little did they know how this silly rule would come back to bite them …

As the clock clanged midnight, there was a blinding FLASH OF LIGHTNING. A shadowy figure appeared on the windowsill. Timothy jumped, spilling tea on his stripy pyjamas.

‘Evening, sunshine,’ came a velvety voice as smooth as vanilla custard.

Timothy’s large lamp-like eyes blinked in surprise. ‘W-who are you?’

‘The name’s Solo. Spike Solo,’ the visitor announced, raising his head to show a single sharp tooth glinting in the moonlight. ‘Blimey! Something in here smells … fangtastic!’

Timothy glanced nervously down at his tea. Surely he didn’t mean his boring old brew.

‘Um … y-you can come in and have some if you like?’ he stammered, offering up his cup with a trembling hand.

Spike chuckled. ‘Oh, go on then.’ He licked his lips. ‘Just a sip!’

In less than a heartbeat Spike Solo leaped from the windowsill and the room plunged into darkness.

[image: Spike, a tall, thin figure with swept hair and long pointed fingers, leans through an open round window as lightning flashes behind him.]
There was a BITE.

An ‘Ouch!’

A triumphant ‘Nice one!’

And in another dazzling flash of lightning, Spike Solo vanished without a trace.

Timothy’s teacup clattered to the floor.

He stared down at the single prick on his right wrist. An electric tingling travelled up his arm, all the way to the tips of his teeth, which began jittering uncontrollably. A fuzzy feeling fizzed in his tummy and, to his horror, Timothy began to float into the air.

Higher he rose, floating among the rafters, until he thought he might BURST through the roof, but then …

Paaaaaaaarp!

Timothy farted. And not just any fart. A fart as thunderous as three hundred balloons being let loose at the same time. He whizzed through the air, bouncing off the beams like a rubber ball, before crashing back down to his mattress. He sat for a moment, in a dizzy befuddlement.

The fuzzy feeling had gone and all he had left was a new pair of perfectly pointy fangs …

[image: Timothy walks beneath a crowded wall of framed portraits showing stern, worried, and eccentric relatives. A large central frame reads, “200 Years Later …”]
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It was a foggy Wednesday afternoon and the setting sun bathed the world in a spooky orange glow. Standing tall and wonky amid the swirling mist was Hawthorne Manor. It looked, as always, marvellously creepy.

[image: Hawthorne Manor towers above a dark forest, its crooked roofs, spires, chimneys, balconies, and windows stacked into an enormous gothic structure. Bats circle overhead, and the gated sign reads, “Hawthorne Manor Hotel.”]
The estate had been many things over the years. A pegasus petting zoo, a mummy museum, even a werewolf waterpark at one point (don’t ask me how). Currently it was a fifteen-and-a-half-star country house hotel for humans. But one thing about Hawthorne Manor never changed – the boy who shared its name.

Master Timothy Hawthorne (or Moth as he now preferred to be called) was in a state of total blind panic as he frantically shovelled large handfuls of frogspawn out of a grubby toilet bowl.

This was one of the most disgusting duties he had left on his list, but he had no time to be disgusted. There were only two more hours before sunset. Two more hours to finish his chores.

[image: Timothy kneels beside a toilet, scooping frogspawn from the bowl into a bucket as some spill onto the checkered floor.]
Two more hours until the others came out of the basement … Hawthorne Manor was ninety-nine storeys tall, with more rooms than anyone had ever been able to count, each one unique. There were super-tall rooms, little dark rooms, boiling-hot rooms, extra-chilly ice rooms, rooms with slides, overgrown forest rooms, dungeon rooms, rooms with secrets we don’t speak about, and some rooms that nobody had ever been in. It was Moth’s job as Temporary Assistant Deputy Sub-Manager to clean them all.

After dumping the frogspawn out of the nearest window, he hurriedly hoovered the haunted hallway, promptly polished the parquet floor, lit the lanterns at lightning-fast speed and quickly quibbled with the bats to quit weeing in the wardrobes.

A grand spiral staircase twisted up through the middle of the manor like a vortex. Moth had to mop it twice a day. Today he had splattered it in such a sloshy rush it had turned into a large soapy slip-n-slide. As Moth hurried past, the guests from Rooms 22 and 68 slid down the final steps into a heap at the bottom.

But Moth couldn’t stop. Time was ticking …

He zigged up the stairs and zagged down the corridors, bouncing like a pinball from one room to the next, bundling up dirty bedsheets and a few grimy-looking rats in the process.

Downstairs, Edgar, one of the three hotel bellboys, sat picking his gnarly teeth with a twig, his grubby feet put up lazily  on the check-in desk. Beside him sat his brothers, Allan and Poe, who were both scrolling aimlessly on their phones. Edgar, Allan and Poe were the three laziest goblins that had ever lived, and worked incredibly hard at being incredibly useless.

[image: Allan, a weary-looking goblin with pointed ears and protruding teeth, hunches forward in a small cap and jacket. A nameplate below reads, “Allan.” Edgar, a round-bellied goblin with pointed ears, small tusks, and long fingers, stands with one hand raised to his mouth. A nameplate below reads, “Edgar.” Poe, a squat goblin with a long pointed nose, wide ears, small tusks, and heavy eyebrows, crouches with his hands near the ground. A nameplate below reads, “Poe.”]
Edgar had just begun to pick at the gunk between his toes when …

CRASH!

BOOM!

BOING!

‘Sorry, sorry, sorry!’ squeaked Moth from under a pile of dirty bedsheets as he collided with the luggage trolley. The rats scampered away across the entrance hall, making a human woman in the corner scream.

Allan and Poe rolled their eyes.

‘Can you check out Mr and Mrs Bottletop in Room 43?’ Moth asked Allan.

‘Glarb gab,’ replied Allan, which is Goblin for ‘bog off’.

Moth raced down the hallway, trying not to trip over his own gangly legs. He now had a shining silver platter in one hand and a dirty toilet brush in the other. He came to a clumsy halt and rapped on the door of Room 64.

‘Your chocolate soufflé, Mrs Chuggleston,’ he said in a rush, handing her the toilet brush.

Moth hurried down the stairs, unrolling his checklist. It was as long as a boa constrictor. It was always impossible to do everything. But there was one job he couldn’t avoid. His most important job, and the one he hated most of all …

Twenty minutes left. If there were no distractions, he had just enough time …

DING! DING! DING! DING! DING! [image: ]
A group of angry guests were slapping the service bell at the front desk.

‘Snot goblets!’ Moth whispered. That bell was the last thing he needed to hear.

‘BITES! We are completely covered in bites!’ the guests yelled into the faces of the three useless bellboys.

Moth tiptoed into the shadows, trying hard not to be noticed, but Edgar, catching sight of him, pointed his knobbly finger to where Moth was now hiding behind a plant pot.

‘Hey, look, it’s that weedy boy who checked us in,’ yelled one particularly angry member of the mob.

The bell ringers came stampeding over, snapping insults like a group of angry alligators. They were all itching and scratching at bulging red bite marks.

Moth gulped. It was the same every day. New guests meant new complaints.

‘See this?’ squawked the woman leading the charge, pointing to her ballooning neck. ‘It looks like I’ve been wrestling a rattlesnake!’

She wasn’t wrong – she was covered in bites.

Another man with a large bite on his eyebrow shoved his way to the front. He was so red with anger it looked as though his head might explode like a firework.

‘I’ve paid good money to stay at this blasted hotel, and I’ve been eaten alive!’

[image: A crowded group of irritated guests covered in swollen bites and bumps confronts Timothy, who stands at the right looking uneasy.]
‘Where is your manager? I demand to speak with the manager!’ screeched a woman from the back of the pack.

Moth sighed. Why did the angriest ones always want to speak with the manager? If they’d known that the manager was currently having a nap in a coffin down in the dark, creepy basement, Moth wasn’t sure they would be so keen.

‘I want to speak to the manager first!’ snapped a woman, squeezing her way to the front. ‘My bites are way worse than yours!’

Eyebrow-man reared up like a cobra. ‘Don’t be ridiculous. I am far more covered than you are!’

‘Gaaah, I’ve gat more bites than the both of ya put together,’ croaked an old man.

‘I’ve got more than all of you put together times two!’ yelled a lady in yellow glasses.

Soon each person was yelling about how their bites were worse than everyone else’s.

‘They’re all over my legs!’ said one guest, pulling up her dress to show her spotty bitten knees.

‘I’ve got bites on my back!’ cried another, popping open his shirt.

‘LOOK AT MY BUTTOCKS!’ screeched a man, bending over.

Moth saw his chance. In a slow-motion tiptoe, he slipped out of sight of the angry mob, scurried behind the grand staircase and creaked open a rickety wooden door.

A cold, damp breeze and a dodgy smell wafted up into his face.

Ten minutes left …

With a last check he wasn’t being followed, Moth took a deep, brave breath, and slunk down into the

dark,

creepy

basement.




[image: Chapter Header, Chapter 2, The Squeezing Room]

The damp stone staircase led down and down, deep underground, until it opened out into a large circular room.

For a dark, creepy basement it was actually quite nice. The floor was covered with soft shaggy carpet. There was a squishy sofa facing a flat-screen TV and a large lava lamp that tinted the room a groovy shade of red.

The only off-putting thing was the circle of coffins that stood round the walls.

Each was unique in style and size to the silently sleeping vampire inside.

[image: An ornate coffin door is decorated with roses, swirling patterns, and a skull at the top. Large script across the center reads, “Aunty Gwen.”]
The largest and most extravagant was a magnificent white marble sarcophagus with the name ‘Aunty Gwen’ engraved on the outside in swirly gold letters.

Aunty Gwen wasn’t really anyone’s aunty. She was a legendary vampire businesswoman with a fondness for adopting lonely young vampires as if they were her own children, as she had done with Moth after finding him all alone in his attic bedroom more than a century ago. Now she was the boss of Hawthorne Manor and the one responsible for setting Moth his long list of chores each day.

The other coffins belonged to the motley crew of vampires who worked the night shift at the hotel. Creeping past them on his tippy-toes, Moth slithered silently into a small side room labelled Bug Chamber.

Now, I hope you hadn’t assumed that all those grumpy grown-ups with nasty neck nibbles had been bitten by the vampires? How barbaric! That might have been what happened hundreds of years

[image: Several coffin-shaped doors cluster together, each personalized with names and decorations: “Vlad,” “Nibbles,” “Morgan,” “Grave,” and “Leech.” Vlad’s door bears a large “V,” while Grave’s is covered with skulls, bones, an eyeball, and monster stickers.]



[image: A small bug with six legs stands beside a wooden sign reading, “BEDBUGS.”]

[image: Three large bedbugs sit inside separate hanging wire cages suspended by chains, their round bodies and wide eyes pressed close to the bars.]



[image: Squeezing Room. Timothy cautiously opens a tall, reinforced door labeled “Squeezing Room,” while a caged bedbug hangs from a chain above.]
[image: Timothy stands on a ladder beside a bedbug as a large machine processes liquid through connected pipes and tanks labeled “Squeezer,” “Filter,” and “Pasteurizer.” Text below reads, “Drac. U. Matic 3000.”]







[image: Four cartoon bedbugs of different sizes and shapes are labeled “Slurpy,” “Belcher,” “Honeysuckle,” and “Guzzle.”]

























[image: Six children stand in silhouette beneath a tall arched window, with one child jumping in the center as a crescent moon hangs outside.]
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