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Chapter 1

Nobody believed Kenny Dawkins when he told them that a vampire moved in next door.

He started by sharing the news with his mother.

"Is that what your father and I pay all that college tuition for?  So you can spend your time dreaming up nonsense like this?  Vampires on Willow Lane?  Where do you think we are, New York City?  Really, Kenny," his mother said as she put the groceries away.

Kenny knew better.  He had been watching the new neighbor every night from the corner of his window.  Kenny would shut all the lights off in his room and sit on the carpet.  He'd move the blinds just a bit so he could see around the bottom one.  That provided him a generous view at different angles into various rooms of the neighbor's house.

The elderly lady who had lived there before hadn't updated her furniture or décor in years.  She loved antiques and they filled every corner of the old house.  Apparently the new thirty year old male neighbor had exactly the same taste since the house was sold furnished and he didn't bother to change anything in there or even add anything of his own – at least in the areas that Kenny could see from his bedroom window.

Kenny would catch glimpses of the tall, dark stranger as he moved from room to room.  Kenny often had to guess which window to look to next.  The neighbor definitely preferred what people usually referred to as "mood lighting" since it seemed like he used nothing brighter than candles and an occasional heavily shaded sixty-watt bulb.

Kenny thought his older sister might be more receptive to his discovery so he told her about the new neighbor being a creature of the night.

"I've always suspected you were dropped on your head as a baby.  Now we have proof!" his sister Cara dismissed as she pushed him out of her way and headed out the door to the waiting car of her football player boyfriend named Butch.

Kenny kept watching out his bedroom window.  Eventually, he'd find something incriminating.  In the meantime, it didn't hurt that the man next door happened to be extremely easy on the eyes.

From what Kenny could tell, the neighbor seemed very handsome, but it was hard to make out the fine details of his features.  Kenny wished the man would walk over to his window and look outside directly so Kenny could get a full frontal view.

One particularly warm evening, Kenny gulped as he witnessed the stud start to remove his shirt.  The hunk unbuttoned it as if performing a striptease in slow motion.  He arched his back and stretched his neck from side to side as one button after another came undone beneath his fingertips.

When he finished, the two sides of the shirt hung loosely, partially covering his nips while revealing the light coating of hair that covered the amazingly well-defined pecs and abs of a man in perfect shape.  Kenny subconsciously brushed his hand against his own shirt, marking the contrast between the smooth skin beneath it and that of his masculine neighbor.

Kenny almost popped out of his jeans with anticipation as the guy walked towards the window.  The young man couldn't wait to see his new neighbor's face and body straight on.

In a classic case of "be careful what you wish for because you just might get it," Kenny wanted to yell out in frustration when it turned out that he couldn't make out a darn thing with the neighbor in that position.  When the guy's frame filled most of the window, there was no light source by which to see his chest or face.

Kenny could only see a backlit glow around the man's head.  That's it!  The whole incident turned out to be nothing but a great big tease!

The neighbor left the window and moved about his house again.

This wouldn't do at all, Kenny thought.  The young man dropped down on the floor and crawled across the room below window level.  He went down into the garage and retrieved his father's bird-watching binoculars.  That's when things heated up!

Back at his secret spot at the window, Kenny trained the binoculars on the neighbor.  His eyes filled with desire as the man's bare, muscular torso came into full view.  A few turns of the focusing knob brought the hot face and body into perfect focus.

The chiseled cheeks showed several days worth of stubble.  Kenny moved the binoculars around, following the strong jawline to the chin and up to the mouth.

Kenny sighed when he imagined those full lips pressing against his own.  He wondered if a vampire's kiss would be light and seductive or harsh and savage.

Kenny curled his fingers tightly around the cylindrical body of the binoculars as he surveyed the protruding nips and their surrounding hair.  He practically drooled as he followed the valley between those hot pecs to the treasure trail that rippled over the abs and disappeared beneath the hunk's waistline.

After a week, Kenny shared his theory with someone outside the family.  In fact, Kenny chastised himself for not starting with Sam in the first place.

"A vampire here in our neighborhood?  Dude, get a grip.  Have you been doing acid?" asked Sam Maxwell, Kenny's best friend who lived down the street.  

"Very funny, Sam.  You know I don't even like to take aspirin when I have a headache!"

"I know, but something's got to explain this whacky idea of yours."  Sam threw a pillow which bounced off Kenny's head.  He leaned back on the couch in the room above Kenny's garage which had been converted to Kenny's bedroom a couple years earlier as a high school graduation present.

"There's a simple explanation," Kenny said while peering out the window at the old Victorian house across the lawn.

"Yeah, you've become a stalker/voyeur.  You came up with this lame vampire thing as an excuse to continue creeping on the guy next door!"

"Knock it off, Sam."  

"OK.  I can't wait for your explanation.  Let's hear it."

"I'm right."

Sam rolled his eyes.  Then an idea popped into his head.  "OK, why don't we go ask him?"

"Ask him what?"

"If he's a Dracula in disguise, a blood sucker, a creature of the night..."

"Yeah, like he's gonna admit that!  Besides, it's broad daylight outside!"

"So?"

"Vampires don't answer the door in the middle of the afternoon.  He must be asleep at this time of day."

"In his coffin, I assume?" Sam questioned.

"Where else?"

Sam sat up and leaned forward.  He squinted at Kenny who sat in the big chair by the window.  "At first I kind of thought you were joking.  Now, I think you're serious.  Tell me you're not serious about this, Kenny."

"As serious as a stake through the heart!" Kenny responded.

Sam didn't know what to make of this whole situation.  He'd known Kenny since they were children.  They'd been best friends for as long as he could remember.  Kenny had never lied to him about anything.

When they were juniors in high school, Sam had come right out and asked Kenny one day while they were playing basketball, "Dude, are you gay?"

Kenny had answered without hesitation.  "Yep, I'm totally into guys, but don't worry, you're not my type."

"Oh, OK," Sam replied.  After a pause, he continued, "Wait!  Now I think I'm insulted!  What's your type?"

"Tall, dark, and mysterious."

"Then what am I?"

"Sam, you're more short, blond, and predictable!"  Then, with a sly grin on his face, Kenny slapped his best friend on the ass!

That's the kind of open and honest friendship they had.  Sam knew he could count on Kenny, the "straight A, never skipped a class in his life" kind of guy, for anything.  So this bizarre vampire thing really threw Sam for a loop.

"What makes you think your new neighbor is a vampire?" Sam asked.

"I don't just think he's-"

"Just answer the question!" Sam yelled as he sent another couch pillow flying across the room.

"OK, OK.  First, just look at that house.  I mean, it's like horror movie central, right?"

"It is kind of creepy," Sam admitted as he glanced out the window at the old house with the damaged wooden shingles and the gables sticking up all over the place.

"It's been empty for like four years since Mrs. Krakow died.  Suddenly, the faded for sale sign disappears and this guy shows up – at like midnight!  Who moves into a house in the middle of the night?"

Sam ticked off the possibilities on his fingers.  "It's cooler so more comfortable for doing physical labor.  Maybe he works nights so moving at that time just fits his usual schedule.  He could have moved from far away and just happened to finally arrive here at whatever time you saw him..."

"I only see him come and go at night too."

"Which just goes along with him working at night like I already said."

"He's only lived here a week and suddenly there are bats flying around the house every night.  I never noticed bats out there before."

"Maybe the mosquito population suddenly increased."

"Then there was the coffin..."

"Coffin?  In journalism class, my professor calls that burying the lead!"

"Well I think this guy probably buries victims after he drains their blood."

"Let me get this straight-"

"Go ahead, you're the one who likes women."

"If there were any pillows left over here, you'd get another one upside the head," Sam teased.  "Are you saying you actually saw your new neighbor moving a coffin?"

"Well, I saw him take a large coffin-size rectangular box out of his van.  He used a dolly to move it around to the side of the house.  Then he brought it into the basement via the bulkhead doors."

"Maybe he was moving a refrigerator to the basement to set up an awesome man cave down there."

"Maybe.  If.  Could be.  We're not going to get anywhere discussing this back and forth," Kenny said.  "We're not going to ask him either.  I have a better idea."

Sam waited for Kenny to continue.  After a long bout of silence, he said, "I like how you build suspense by making me ask... what's your idea?"

Kenny glanced out the window and then back at his friend.  "We're going to break into the vampire's house!  Tonight!"

Chapter 2

The setting sun over Willow Lane drenched the entire neighborhood in shadows.  The gables on the old Victorian house caused the sharpest shadows to fall on the lawn and street directly in front of the property.

"I've been thinking," Sam said as he tied new black shoelaces into his dark sneakers.  (Kenny insisted that they wear all black for their fact-finding mission.)  "If he really is a vampire, wouldn't it be safer to do this whole thing during the day?"

"Ah, so now you believe me-"

"I said 'if he is,'" Sam pointed out.

"If we went during the day, then we know he'd be home.  He might hear us, wake up, rise from his coffin and attack us.  This way, at night, we'll stake out the place from my window and wait until he goes out, probably looking for a victim!"

"That's comforting."

When the early autumn sun had completely disappeared over the horizon, shadows turned to pockets of darkness.  The two young men crouched down behind the blinds in Kenny's window watching and waiting.

"He's leaving," Kenny said excitedly when he saw his neighbor's garage door open.  The dark sedan pulled out of the garage and rolled down the driveway.  The boys lost sight of it when the car drove down Willow Lane and rounded the corner onto Elmhurst Drive.

Nothing stirred on Willow Lane except the two young men silently creeping across Kenny's soft lawn towards the bushes that separated his property from the neighbor's.  They
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