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Joni and Jean's Terrible Adventure


Forbidden love is hard enough—until murder makes it deadly.

In Merryvale, Idaho, vampires and werewolves share the same schools and streets, but old grudges run deep. For seventeen-year-old Joni, a vampire, and her girlfriend Jean, a werewolf, prejudice shadows every step of their relationship. Some can’t stand that they’re same-sex, others hate that they’re interspecies—and plenty despise them for both.

When a vampire drifter is murdered and Jean becomes the prime suspect, the fragile peace of Merryvale begins to crack. Jean flees with Max, a fellow outcast werewolf, leaving Joni reeling and desperate to follow. Her search leads to Boise, where betrayal and unexpected truths unravel—but danger closes in faster than answers.

Captured by a violent white supremacist group, Joni and Jean must fight side by side to survive. But even if they escape, the supremacists aren’t finished. They’re bringing their hate back to Merryvale—and the final showdown could consume the whole town.

The unauthorized reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal. Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up to 5 years in federal prison and a fine of $250,000.

Please purchase only authorized electronic editions, and do not participate in or encourage the electronic piracy of copyrighted materials. Your support of the author’s rights is appreciated.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

Joni and Jean’s Terrible and Wonderful Adventure

Copyright © 2025 J.S. Frankel

ISBN: 978-1-4874-4355-9

Cover art by Martine Jardin

All rights reserved. Except for use in any review, the reproduction or utilization of this work in whole or in part in any form by any electronic, mechanical or other means, now known or hereafter invented, is forbidden without the written permission of the publisher.

Published by eXtasy Books Inc

Look for us online at:

www.eXtasybooks.com

Joni and Jean’s Terrible and Wonderful Adventure 

––––––––
[image: ]


By

––––––––
[image: ]


J.S. Frankel

Dedicat​ion

––––––––
[image: ]


TO MY WIFE, AKIKO, our children, Kai and Ray, and to those other writers and readers who’ve stuck with me all this time. To Eva Pasco, Joanne Van Leerdam, Gigi Sedlmayer, Helen Dunn, Mildred Gail Digby, Toni Kief, and too many more to name, I thank you all. And to my sister, Nancy Dana Frankel, gone but not forgotten, this one’s for you, sis!

​​

––––––––
[image: ]


Chapter One: School Daze
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Merryvale, Idaho, present day. May seventh, Tuesday. A month before summer vacation. My house.
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THE DAY HAD STARTED like any other, with me gradually getting dressed while cramming my textbooks into my backpack. Another school day, another day of learning and being bored out of my skull. 

Whatever, my routine was set. After I had a quick breakfast, I knew that Jean would meet me outside my house. As usual, I’d stand on the porch, surveying the area. The streets would be empty, the time would be eight-fifteen in the morning, and the summer air would smell sweet. Country life was the best, or so people said. 

To that, I’d say, Your mileage may vary, because it all depended on whether people could actually live in the country and enjoy it. Me? I’d been born there, and I’d lived there from toddlerhood until now, just past my seventeenth birthday. I enjoyed the solitude. I didn’t know too much about city people, but I knew that I could never live in a big city. It would take me too long to adapt.

In my book, adapting wasn’t an option. It wasn’t what I was all about. Not really, even though I kept the idea of one day moving away in search of a higher education, maybe to another small town, and...

“Joni, are you ready for today?” My bedroom was small, old, and sort of messy with clothes on the floor and notebooks for school. I had a disaster of a desk that had my computer, some books, and a collection of colored pencils. But it was my refuge, my queendom, and it suited me just fine. 

While I threw on some clothes—jeans and a red t-shirt, as I liked that color—and stuffed my backpack with my texts for the day, my mother’s voice interrupted me for the second time, plus the question. “Joni, are you on this planet?”

“Yes, Mom, just making sure I have all my books and stuff.” I made a final check on the contents of my bag. All there.

“Joni Anna Matthews!”

Oh, wonderful, my mother only used my full name when she was pissed about something. In this case, it was my not paying attention. I ran downstairs, jumping off the last three stairs to the floor and landing gracefully in an I’m-here kind of gesture. “Ready for school, Mom.”

My mother, tall and slender and blonde, with a narrow face and kind green eyes, nodded and gave me a hug before sending me out the door. “I guess Jean’s waiting.”

“I guess she is.”

Jean and I lived next door to each other, with our mothers often talking about how messed up our lives were and what would people say and on and on, yada infinitum.

Oh, sure, they talked about other things. The weather. The rotten state of politics. The ignorance of people in general. Music, art, and movies. That was no big deal.

What was a big deal was me—that is, me and Jean. My mom and Jean’s mom were friends, but deep down, they wondered what kind of trouble we’d get into and what kind of life we’d have together. Small talk was one thing, but after that, I knew what subject my mom was going to bring up, and if she didn’t mention it first, then Jean’s mom would.

The L word. Lesbian. Women into women. Sex...were we having any? Answer, no, but try telling her that. My mom was convinced that Jean and I were doing the sheet dance, AKA the lesbian lambada. There were a lot of other names for it. But truth be told, Jean and I had discussed the matter, and she’d said that she wasn’t ready. And, again, being totally honest, neither was I.

So, we decided to wait. After all, we were in our junior year at high school, and time was on our side. Besides, what with the anti-LGBTQIA thing going on by government groups, as well as those lousy citizens’ groups that pretended to care but really hated anything not white, straight, and Christian, advertising our orientation wasn’t the greatest idea around.

And it wasn’t like the other students at our school didn’t already know. They did. Most of them were cool with it. I was pretty sure that some of the other girls and guys were into same-sex relationships, but they didn’t want to come out and talk about it, mainly because of the social stigma of being gay that came with being honest about one’s orientation.

So, while I waited for Jean on my front porch, I checked my makeup. Going out in the sun wasn’t high on my list of priorities, but with enough skillfully applied sunscreen, I wouldn’t burn. School was school, and while I’d lobbied my mom to go the home-schooling, online studying route in the past, she’d said no, Joni, you have to do it the old-fashioned way. “If it was good enough for me, it’s good enough for you.”

Right, thanks, Mom. Her ways didn’t necessarily mean that they were the right ways for me. Anyway, my makeup seemed good enough for the moment, so I waited, and sure enough, Jean’s voice came from my right. “Hey, girlfriend, it’s time. Let’s book.”

Let’s book. That was her catchphrase. I turned around to see Jean waiting for me. As usual, she wore a short yellow skirt, a yellow blouse, and while it provided a sharp contrast with her well-tanned skin, it still fit. Her hair, long and black, hung well past her shoulders, and she gave it a slight toss which sent it cascading into lovely waves and got me going. 

Hair was it for me, really. Mine was short, blonde, and curly, and Jean, well, brunettes did it for me. Period. She had the curvy figure, while mine was more angular. She was pretty, with even features and flashing dark eyes, while I resembled a stick with boobs. My mouth was overly wide in my opinion, my green eyes were on the small side, and I had a tiny nose. In short, I lacked in the looks department. 

What she saw in me, I had no idea. “Opposites attract,” she’d said once, and that was it. We were total opposites, literally from different sides of the tracks.

My mind came back to the present when Jean took my hand and led me from our modest two-story houses as my mother waved goodbye. Our journey took us from a high hill where all the houses and cottages were situated. 

Everything in our town was made of wood. It had been that way since forever. They were buildings made with love and respect for the traditional ways. Our house was at least a hundred years old, and many of the other houses were older. Yet, through constant care and attention, they stayed in good condition.

Every morning, we passed those who worked in the fields on the other side of the highway that ran from our town south to cities like Ashland and Linden, and north to Boise, journeyed down the first hill. 

It continued through the downtown area, which was roughly half a mile squared. It consisted of a few restaurants, clothing stores, handicraft shops, a bakery, Underwood’s drugstore, one barbershop, one beauty salon, one large supermarket, and some home hardware stores, plus one liquor store.

All the shops were as old as the houses on the hill above, but they were in good condition. They imparted a sense of friendliness and tradition, a picture postcard of small-town life, peaceful and serene, something that tourists would appreciate.

“We’re making good time,” Jean said and looked up. “Sun’s getting hot.”

“No problem.”

I could deal with a little heat and sunlight, at least, for now. After we walked the length of the town, we turned left and went down another steep hill that had a gravel road. That road led to the highway, and from there, we began our trek to school, which lay on the other side of the fields that bracketed the highway. 

We could’ve gone by bicycle, but we wanted to spend as much time with each other as possible, hence our walk. “So, what’s the good word for today?” Jean wanted to know as our feet ate up the pavement.

“School, study, suckiness, I guess.” That was my standard answer. School had never held that much interest for me. 

“Well, there’s you and me.”

Yes, there was. As Jean and I walked along the silent highway hand in hand, I reflected on my time with her. We’d known each other since kindergarten. All our schools at every level were located close together. Our parents had a solid friendship. 

My father had worked at a wheat processing mill alongside Jean’s father. I didn’t remember either of them well. Maybe it was the trauma of their passing, maybe I’d suppressed it...it didn’t matter. I had a hard time remembering what he looked like. I only went by the wedding photo on top of our fireplace mantelpiece, a man roughly six feet tall, slender, with brown hair and eyes. He and Mr. Anderson had died in a fire when I was five, and our mothers carried on without them.

Concerning my relationship with my girlfriend, we discovered our feelings for each other in junior high. We were thirteen, we’d walked to and from school every day, played together on the weekends, watched the same action movies together, listened to the same K-pop and J-pop bands, and our friendship ripened into something that I’d never really thought of before.

However, as time went by, I realized that being near her was the ultimate. I thought of her during the day, I dreamed of her at night, and apparently, Jean felt the same way, as during our classes together, we often passed suggestive notes to each other.

The other kids didn’t figure things out at first. Unlike others in the same-sex crowd, I wasn’t all angsty over my orientation. At first, I wasn’t sure, but then I happened upon a gender switch novel by some Canadian author, and it featured a girl-girl relationship. Something inside me said yes, that’s the lifestyle for me.

After that, I got into reading books on sapphic love—read them online—and Jean and I sometimes read them together, without saying a word, knowing that what we had was good and right for us, even if the rest of the world didn’t agree or understand.

Finally, one day, she said that being close to me was the best thing that had ever happened to her. “Close to you,” I echoed, not quite sure what she meant, although in my heart and soul, I was pretty sure what she was going to say next. Sure enough, she did.
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“YEAH, CLOSE TO ME,” she whispered. “You know...close.”

We lay on my bed. It was Saturday, no school, and Jean had come over in the early afternoon to do her homework with me. We’d finished, and my mother had gone to her office job in Linden, a nearby community. She and Jean’s mother worked at the same office.

Jean and I were alone, and she reached over to take my hand in hers. “I’ve been trying to figure out how to say this, so I thought I’d show you instead,” she murmured.

And with that, she kissed me on the cheek. Just a dry kiss, nothing romantic, but my heart fluttered with her touch. Right then and there, I knew that she was for me, so I kissed her back, this time on the lips. It was my first time kissing a girl, and, yeah, I liked it. “So soft,” she murmured as she wound her arms around my waist and pulled me close to her.

“Yes, soft.”

So, from that point on, we were an item, and not much else mattered. Naturally, understanding each other was one thing, and while we differed in likes and dislikes in terms of clothing and other mundane things, we came to a meeting of minds and hearts. Relationships were all about give and take. They took time, effort, and listened to the other party, and we did just that.

However, telling our mothers was another story. They’d been friends from day one, and the loss of their husbands gave them something in common. My father and Jean’s had been popular among the townsfolk, and everyone grieved when their deaths were announced.

Death was one thing. Being gay and dating was another, and our mothers were...concerned. I had the feeling that my mother would use that term. “Joni, are you sure about this?” my mother had asked when Jean and her mother had come over for snacks and a discussion—the discussion. It happened during the last year of junior high school. “I have to tell you that I’m concerned.” 

The C word—I knew she’d bring it up. Well, better now than later. “Yeah, Mom, sure...I mean, I’m sure,” I replied, nervously twisting my hair with one hand while holding Jean’s hand with the other.

Jean’s mother, short, dark-skinned like her daughter, and plump with large brown eyes, bit her lip. She looked indecisive over what to say, and then she gazed directly at her daughter. “Jean, I want you to be happy. You know that, but...is this what you want?”

Jean nodded. “I do, and so does Joni. I know you’re worried, but we’re, you know, good together.”

Our mothers glanced at each other, and after more talk, drinks, and food, our parents agreed to let things go. “Just be careful,” my mother had counseled.

Of course, they had reservations. Of course, they were old-fashioned. But things were as they were, and I knew my mother loved me and wanted the best for me. Same deal with my girlfriend’s mother, so they tried to see things our way...
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“WE’RE HERE,” JEAN ANNOUNCED.

My head snapped up. I’d been lost in thought, reflecting on my past, and I hadn’t paid attention to where I’d been walking. Trust Jean to guide me along. “Oh, right.”

As we walked into Merryvale High, the only high school in our town, we passed Melody, one of my classmates I was on good terms with. She turned around and said, “Joni, your sunscreen is running.”

I gently touched my face. Yes, she was right. “Thanks for telling me. I’ll hit the little girl’s room before class.”

She started to move off but then turned around, and when she did, her mouth twisted itself into the shape of an angry pretzel. “You really didn’t get the message, did you?”

“About what?” From the tone in her voice, one of anger combined with confusion, I knew what she was referring to, but I wanted to hear her say it first. I’d never hidden anything from my friends, and I expected her and everyone else to do the same. Maybe that was asking for too much. “If you have something to say, let me know.” 

“You already know. Do I have to spell it out?”

No, she didn’t. Still, I was curious. This was the first time Melody had ever confronted me and Jean about our relationship. In the past, she’d never said anything about it one way or the other. “Are you talking about me and Jean being a couple? If you are, you’re too late. Everyone knows that we’ve been dating, so if you don’t like it, you don’t have to.” 

Melody shook her head. “Don’t be dense. You’re a vamp. She’s a wolf. We don’t mix.”

She would have to bring up our family origins.

Chapter Two: Things As They Are
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VAMPIRES AND LYCANTHROPES, more commonly known among our people as vamps and wolves, made Merryvale what it was—a place where our two races could live and hopefully, get along with each other.

Despite what the experts said about our races being myths, they couldn’t have been more wrong. We existed, and we had for a long time. But that didn’t mean that everyone was all kumbaya about it. Many weren’t. In the outside world among normals, it was one thing for people of the same sex to date each other. Most people had gotten used to that. 

Most people had also gotten used to people of the same sex but two different races dating each other. It had taken time and effort, but eventually, many normals got the message, and they’d taken a whatever kind of attitude toward same sex relationships and marriages.

On the other hand, in our community, me dating a wolf, well, call that the crime of the century in some people’s eyes. Melody didn’t exactly hate me for doing what I did, but she didn’t like the idea that I was dating another species, either. Many of the other students felt the same way.

At any rate, Melody turned on her heel and walked off, while Jean said she had to go to class. “I’ve got Geography. You?”

“Calculus, plus a test,” I groaned. I actually thought of it as Calcu-useless, but it was a necessary course, and I’d been studying for weeks.

“Later, girlfriend,” she said and pecked me on the cheek. 

A few students stared as she moved out of sight, then they went back to their lives, and I went to the ladies’ room to check my sunscreen. I was alone with my thoughts, and they went back to the students’ reactions when they first found out about Jean and me, mainly surprise, verging on total shock.

Picture that—a vampire and a werewolf hanging out. History always painted our two species at perpetual war, but history wasn’t always correct. In some cases, yes, that held true, but in our case, mortal enemies...us? We were supposed to be, but I didn’t feel that way around Jean at all, primarily because I was in love with her.

Jean caught heat for dating a vamp, and on my end, I caught even more heat. In the eyes of the vamp crowd, dating a wolf was tantamount to committing the greatest sin around, treasonous, in fact. 

“We don’t mix.”

That edict came from Paige Underwood, our school’s queen vamp. Every institution of semi-higher learning just had to have a queen bitch who led her followers on and made fun of the other kids because they weren’t perfect or rich or beautiful...or something. I never knew why, but I figured it had something to do with how we were wired.

In our case, we had Paige, and her wiring was shot to hell. Her boyfriend, Charles Baxter, Junior—he insisted everyone call him Chaz because he thought it was a cool moniker—was another jerk.

Jean and I called him Charles just to piss him off. He wasn’t much better than his girlfriend, although he never came out and said much about us. He let Paige act the part of the bitchy mean girl. 

And, truth be known, Paige was a bitch. She knew it, she liked being one, and for good reason. Tall and ash-blonde with a patrician bearing and designer clothes, she couldn’t resist showing off how rich she was, how smart she was, and how popular she was. She wore a different brand-name set of clothes every day, she bragged about vacationing in Europe—her parents footed the bill—and she never turned down the chance to brag about how pretty she was.

Sure thing, Paige, sure thing. Actually, she wasn’t rich. Her coin came solely from her parents. Her father owned half the land in Merryvale, including the drugstore where I bought Syntha-Blood, what vamps lived on. 

Mr. Underwood came from old money, as his ancestors were among the originals who’d settled in Merryvale long ago. As a way of giving back to our community, he supplied that product to our community at a steep discount.

His friend and business partner, James Baxter, who happened to be Charles’ father, owned three pig, cow, and sheep farms in neighboring counties. That meat went to the wolf population in Merryvale, as well as to the restaurants, which fed any visitor who came by. 

Both men were well-liked among the populace, unlike their children, who were universally despised by everyone outside of the members of their entourages. Paige, especially, wasn’t well-liked at all. She was popular—or thought she was—but she had zero friends among the wolf crowd. 

As for her IQ, call it stunted, to say the least. She was on the verge of failing every subject except chemistry. For some unknown reason, she excelled in that area and knew just as much as our teacher, Mr. Green, did. That gave her something to brag about, and she enjoyed her status as the queen B of our establishment of higher learning. 

Getting back to my relationship with Jean, those who simply couldn’t get it through their heads that I was dating someone from another race, well, there was nothing I could do to help them. “Just too weird,” one of my vamp friends said.

Most everyone else echoed that sentiment. Maybe it was weird, but no weirder than a town where only vamps and werewolves lived. The history of the town was interesting, and I remembered Jean asking me about it in grade school... 
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“IS THIS SOME KIND OF safe place? I mean, that’s what my mom told me.” 

A safe place? Sort of...yes. “I guess so. My mom’s friends with Mrs. Goodman, the school librarian, and Mrs. Goodman knows everything. Like, long ago, a witch named Mercy Magorna lived here. She knew all the werewolves and the vampires, and she was on our side against normals, so she cast a spell that basically went that only our kind could live here. Our kind, meaning wolves like you, and vamps like me.”

Family histories were interesting. According to my mother, our ancestry originally came from Lithuania, migrated to England, and then somehow ended up in Merryvale. 

Jean’s family tree went back to medieval France. Probably earlier, although no one really knew. Eventually, her relatives moved to the US—Chicago—and finally, here.

It made sense in its own way. After all, it was only natural to seek out your own. Safety in numbers and all that. Merryvale was that kind of place that offered safety to both races. 

It also made sense that no normals—meaning humans who weren’t vamps or wolves—had settled in Merryvale since its inception in the mid-sixteen-hundreds. Perhaps there’d been normals before that time, but since then, no. Only our people, and that was the way it would stay. 

Any machines used for daily activities—cars, washing machines, lights, and so on—came from vamp or wolf-owned dealers in other major cities. That way, it was our people taking care of us, and no one was the wiser.

As for visitors—AKA normals, outsiders, or the old standby, humans—sometimes they came around by car and did some shopping at the local antique and bread-and-pastry making centers. Vamps didn’t eat food, and wolves subsisted on meat and vegetables. The cafés and other food-making and craft-making industries were just for show.

At any rate, we left the normals alone. They’d drive in, have breakfast or lunch in one of our town’s cafés, then do some shopping and leave. It wasn’t like anyone in town was unfriendly to them, more like the visitors sensed that staying in Merryvale wasn’t safe after sundown. There were no hotels, anyway.

Bottom line—Merryvale was safe...safe for us. Crime was unheard of, no muggings, no molestations...nothing. We had a small police force consisting of one Chief of Police, Morgan Edwards, and two deputies, Harold and Arthur Boardman, brothers and bland individuals whose duties consisted of driving around at night just to make sure things went well. 

They didn’t need to do much. If there were disagreements between vamps and wolves, or even intraspecies beefs, then a few of the older people in town took the disagreeing parties aside to talk them out of a fight.

If they couldn’t settle it peacefully, then the warring parties had it out at night when their powers came around fully. When the fights turned savage as they invariably did, the police stepped in before anyone was killed, declared the fight over, the combatants calmed down and shook hands, and that was that.

Bottom line—everyone knew where the lines were drawn, although some of the rules were stupid, mainly the dating thing. Rule one—dating between species wasn’t done. Talking was fine, going to school together and working together was fine, but dating wasn’t in the cards. It simply wasn’t, which led to my current sitch with Jean.

Jean and I managed to keep our relationship secret until our first year of high school, when Paige had caught me and Jean necking in the ladies’ room. “You’re...you’re together?” she’d asked incredulously.

“Yes,” Jean answered, taking the lead. She usually did. “We are.”

Paige’s face wrinkled with disgust and stated, “Joni, like, I can’t figure out what’s worse, you dating a wolf, or both of you being queer. This is just so wrong.”

Jean confronted her. “You’re lucky I can’t shift to full wolf state, otherwise I’d carve you up,” she growled.

Paige sniffed the air as if something had just died. “You wouldn’t dare. You know who my father is. As for yours...oh, wait, you don’t have one.”

That was rude. Paige knew that my father and Jean’s father had died, and out of politeness, no one ever mentioned it...until Paige decided to go there. 

Jean’s mouth twisted into a snarl, but before she could say or do anything, I popped Paige one right in her perfect mouth that put her on her ass. Blood dribbled from a cut lip, and she got up, her eyes watering. “Go ahead, do something about it,” I challenged. “Say something about my father. I dare you.”

Paige held her hand to her mouth and then darted out of the room, ostensibly to tell everyone in earshot about what she’d witnessed and how she’d been abused. Jean looked at me. “You got some right hook. Still want to go through with this?”

“Yes,” I replied, feeling surprised that I’d finally found my backbone. It was the first time I’d ever stood up to Paige. Usually, I’d let her insults pass—insults mainly about me being poor and living in a shack, while she lived in a mansion—but not that time. And I wouldn’t let her negative comments or anyone else’s negative comments pass from that point on. “Not leaving you now.”

And so, Paige outed us, and things got uncomfortable in our freshman year for a few weeks. At first, the students were divided, some not understanding an interspecies relationship, some not liking two gay girls having fun, and some—a very small minority—disliking both concepts.

But we got through it, and now, here we were, dating and enjoying one another’s company...
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THE BELL RANG, WHICH meant my first class—Calcu-useless plus the test—was going to start soon. I gave my sunscreen a final touch-up and then went to my locker. While putting away the books I wouldn’t need until later, Linda Evers from the vamp crew walked over and handed me a flyer. “What’s this?” I asked.

“Read it,” she replied with a smile. Linda was tall and skinny like me, but unlike me, she was pretty with a head of flaming red hair, and a face full of freckles, something she was very proud of. She was also one of the few students who’d never dumped on me for being me. Perpetually sunny in her attitude, she always projected positivity that made other people feel positive as well. 

I skimmed over the flyer. “School dance?”

“Not just any dance,” Linda replied with a toothy smile. “It’s the dance, the last dance before summer vacation. Dance Fever—that’s the name. You coming?”

Like I really wanted to? I’d talk it over with Jean. I didn’t like saying yes without consulting her first. That was what relationships were all about. “Not sure,” I answered while checking out the flyer. 

“It’s got perks,” Linda said on a hopeful note.

Perks meant that paying fifteen dollars would get me a couple of cups of blood. For the wolf crew, they’d get steak tartar, and then we’d rock it until midnight, the witching hour. The teachers would be there to keep order, just in case, but summer school dances were always peaceful affairs. 

“Well, if you want to, just pay me or Paige, okay?”

“Paige?”

Linda chuckled. “Yeah, she volunteered to collect the money. Don’t worry about it. If you want to pay me, it’s all good.”

After she walked off to hand out flyers to the other students, I leaned against my locker and thought about what to do. Pay Paige? Not likely. She was more apt to take my money and then fail to deliver the ticket out of sheer spite. If Jean and I went, then my money would go to Linda. She was reliable.

Then the bell rang. Time to go. Dance fever, I mused as I mentally geared up for class and for my make-or-break test. I’d see what Jean had to say later on.

Chapter Three: School Outing

Wednesday, May eighth, Ashland County Museum. Eleven AM.
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SCHOOL TRIPS WERE NEVER fun for me. They were also rare, due to us being what we were, but sometimes, we had to mix, and our teachers were firm in their opinions. “You’ll graduate one day,” they’d said. “Some of you will stay in Merryvale, but others will strike out to nearby cities or move to other states. You have to learn what the world is like.”

Ms. Garroway, our Social Studies teacher, impressed that fact upon us quite frequently. She used the word insular a lot, and it made sense. Although our town was largely shielded from the outside world due to magic, we couldn’t stay within our town’s confines all the time.

In this case, our version of vamp-wolf-meets-world meant that we had to go to Ashland and check out the museum. It all had to do with a display of Japanese art and clothing, and Ms. Garroway had assigned everyone a paper that had to be finished over the weekend.

Ms. Garroway, a vamp, was a no-nonsense sort in her fifties...maybe. No one actually knew just how old she was, but she’d been my teacher when I went to elementary school, and she’d looked old even then. 

Gradually, she’d moved through our school system to her current position. Our town only had three schools—elementary, which also included a kindergarten class, junior high, and senior high. Our two species had known each other from birth, and we’d gotten used to each other from an early age.

The key phrase was got used to which meant precisely what it implied. From an early age, we learned who and what we were as vamps, and who and what the wolves were. Our parents were worried, naturally, about the history between our two races, but our town was special.

*
[image: ]


“SPECIAL,” I’D REPEATED when Jean first asked me about the town’s history, and I did my best to explain it. We were in fourth grade at the time.

“Special,” she echoed. 

“Yeah,” I replied, searching my memory. “Like, Mercy Magorna wanted our races to hang out together. She figured that we were stronger together against normals than if we were, um, on our own, so that’s why she put a spell on this town and why we’ve been here since the late sixteen-hundreds.”

Mercy certainly had a sense of humor, putting two mortal enemies together in a small, out-of-the-way country setting and hoping for the best. In my case, Jean and I had hooked up during our first day of kindergarten. 

My mother had shepherded me to the local elementary school where a kindergarten had been set up. There, my mother, tall and skinny—I took after her—bumped into a shorter and somewhat overweight dark-skinned woman. “Sorry,” my mother said.

“No problem.” 

My mother straightened up, eyeing the other woman. “I’m Ida Matthews,” she said. “You are...”

“Maggie Anderson. We just moved here from Chicago. My husband wanted to get out of the city. It wasn’t safe for, uh, our kind, if you know what I mean.”

“Uh-huh.”

Both women spoke somewhat warily, although I was too young to understand why. My attention was focused on the short chubby girl who wore a yellow jumper and who was in the process of playing with some toys. I wandered over and sat beside her. “I’m Joni,” I said.

The other girl looked up from the doll she’d been holding. “I’m Jean. Wanna play together?”

“Okay.”

And that was it. The other kids mixed, mainly because we were too young to know the difference between the races, although our parents did. But I felt comfortable around Jean, and after twenty minutes, I got up, pulling Jean up with me, and went to find my mother, who was still talking to the woman she’d banged into earlier on. “Mommy, can Jean come over to our house and play?”

My question was an innocent one, and Jean let go of my hand to go to the other woman and tug on her skirt. “Mama, is it okay?”

Our mothers looked at each other and said, “Sure.”

From that point on, Jean and I were inseparable. Our mothers and fathers often had little get-togethers, and they were always good. Whatever initial reservations they had against each other’s race soon went away, and when Jean and I were just about to enter grade school—we started at the age of five—tragedy entered the picture. A fire had broken out at the factory where our fathers worked, and they couldn’t get out in time. 

Jean and I had gone to school with each other, played with each other, and now, we went to the same cemetery where our fathers were buried near each other. It was a solemn, somber moment, and I remembered crying on Jean’s shoulder.

Our cemetery was a non-denominational one. Vamps didn’t attend churches or synagogues or mosques, and neither did wolves, even though our ancestral lines had established religions. My family was Protestant, as was Jean’s. 

Even so, the cemetery was divided, vamps on the left and werewolves on the right. That was how it was, but the funeral director said kind words about our fathers, and he had them interred right at the border. It was the best he could do, something my mother and Jean’s mother approved of. 
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JUMPING FORWARD IN time, elementary school gave way to junior high, which was when my feelings for Jean emerged, and after that, we took our relationship to another level. 
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ONE MORE JUMP, AND we were in the present, where Ms. Garroway was busy laying down the law. She’d always been like that. She played no favorites and was a strict disciplinarian. “Mess with me, you mess with the best,” she’d often say.

Kids our age would laugh at her attempt to sound cool...until it came time for tests and essays. Those
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Chapter Four: Aftermath
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Chapter Five: School Daze, Part Two
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Chapter Six: Nightfall
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Chapter Seven: Suspects
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Chapter Eight: The Search Begins
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Chapter Nine: Decision Time
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Chapter Ten: Captured
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Chapter Eleven: Hostage Situation
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Chapter Twelve: Escape
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Chapter Thirteen: Doctor

[image: ]





















































[image: ]














[image: ]













[image: ]



























[image: ]














Chapter Fourteen: The Return
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Chapter Fifteen: Second Wave
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Chapter Sixteen: Final Wave, Part One

[image: ]




















[image: ]




























































Chapter Seventeen: Final Wave, Part Two
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Chapter Eighteen: Aftermath
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Chapter Nineteen: Judgment Day
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Chapter Twenty: Aftermath, Part Two
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Last Chapter—For Now: Dance Fever
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