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Dedication
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For every young adult who has ever been called lost, late, lazy, dramatic, or a family problem — and for every grandparent who keeps a secret toolbox near the laundry basket.

Characters in Book One

Milo Reyes - A twenty-year-old college student with scattered jobs, weak life plans, and a talent for making sarcastic comments at exactly the wrong time. Sent to live with his grandparents, Milo begins as the family house boy and becomes the accidental hero of Lavender Street.

Grandma Lourdes Reyes - Milo's sharp, fearless grandmother. She cooks, prays, cleans, throws slippers with terrifying accuracy, and hunts vampires with holy water, garlic powder, and a level of discipline that frightens everyone, living or undead.

Grandpa Ernesto Reyes - Milo's cheerful, chaotic grandfather. He builds strange weapons, misreads maps, names gadgets before testing them, and still carries the courage of a hunter who has survived more nights than he admits.

Rafael Reyes - Milo's father, who keeps his son away from the family secret until danger makes silence impossible. His strictness hides fear, guilt, and a desperate wish for Milo to have an ordinary life.

Elena Reyes - Milo's mother, practical and protective. She loves her son, but she knows Lavender Street may teach him responsibility in a way lectures never could.

Tessa Navarro - Milo's best friend from school. Smart, bold, and impossible to scare away once she realizes Milo is hiding something supernatural.

Father Benicio Cruz - The tired priest of Saint Brigid's Church. He keeps old records, protects secret tunnels beneath the church, and knows more about vampires than any priest should have to know.

Countess Vespera - A stylish and cruel vampire noble who believes old hunters are weak and young people are easy to break. She underestimates Grandma Lourdes and pays for it.

Malvorn - The ancient vampire lord waking beneath the city. He feeds on family fear, old debts, and the mistakes hunters thought were buried.

Mrs. Alvarez - The suspicious neighbor who sees more than she says and accidentally becomes one of Lavender Street's best warning systems.

Nico - A delivery driver who keeps appearing during disasters, slowly learning that Lavender Street tips badly but fights well.
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The Disappointment Son
Milo is sent to his grandparents after his parents decide distance and chores may save him from himself.

My parents did not throw me out. They delivered me with love, disappointment, and two black trash bags full of clothes that had not been folded by anyone with hope. Dad drove in silence. Mom kept looking at me through the mirror as if I were a puzzle she had bought on sale and now regretted opening. I was twenty years old, technically an undergraduate, technically employed sometimes, and technically not a bomb son, though my parents had recently started using words like responsibility, structure, and your grandparents have agreed.

Grandma Lourdes was waiting on the porch of the small yellow house on Lavender Street. She wore a flowered apron, house slippers, and the face of a woman who could smell laziness from the road. Grandpa Ernesto stood beside her holding a mug that said World's Best Grandpa and a flashlight for no reason I understood. Behind them, the porch plants had been trimmed with military precision.

Dad opened the trunk. "Milo will help around the house," he said, as if I were not standing there. "Yard work, driving, errands. Whatever you need."

Grandma looked me over once. It felt like being scanned at the airport by someone who knew all my sins. "He can start with the porch. Dust is older than his ambition."

"I just got here," I said.

"Dust got here first," she answered.

Mom hugged me too tightly. Dad squeezed my shoulder and told me this would be good for me. Then they drove away so gently it hurt more than if they had peeled out. I stood on the porch with my bags and a wounded ego while Grandpa patted my back.

"Cheer up," he said. "The house only eats the weak on Tuesdays."

I laughed because I thought he was joking. Grandma did not laugh. She handed me a broom and pointed to the porch. That was how my summer punishment began: with dust, family shame, and the first squeak from the locked shed behind the garage.

That night, after dinner, Grandpa mentioned the laundry shop before anyone asked about laundry. Grandma shot him a look. He smiled into his soup. I noticed a bruise under Grandma's sleeve and a black bag near the back door that looked too heavy for blankets. I almost asked about it. Then Grandma looked at me the way she looked at burnt rice.

I swept the porch twice.
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Grandma's House Boy Agreement
Free food comes with yard work, driving duty, garage cleaning, and rules no normal family needs.

The agreement was taped to the refrigerator by breakfast. Grandma had written it in block letters with the seriousness of a court sentence. MILO'S HOUSE DUTIES: sweep porch, water plants, take out trash, wash dishes, drive grandparents when asked, do not open locked shed, do not ask foolish questions before coffee.

"What counts as a foolish question?" I asked.

Grandma pointed at the list. "That one."

The house looked ordinary in daylight. Yellow curtains. Family pictures. A couch covered in plastic no one admitted was plastic. A ceramic rooster that watched me like it had authority. But ordinary things kept acting wrong. The hall closet clicked by itself. The garage smelled like oil, garlic, and rain even though the morning was dry. Grandpa carried a bundle wrapped in towels and told me it was for church. It clinked like knives.

My first duty was yard work. I pulled weeds while Mrs. Alvarez, the neighbor, watered her roses and watched me over the fence.

"Back with your grandparents now?" she asked.

"Temporary character development," I said.

She nodded as if that explained everything. "Keep your window locked after dark."

"Why?"

She turned the hose toward a rosebush. "Because mosquitoes are rude."

That answer had too many teeth around it.

By noon, Grandpa asked me to clean mud from the trunk of the blue sedan but not look under the tarp. I looked under the tarp because I was twenty and apparently committed to bad decisions. Inside were silver chains, jars labeled vinegar that smelled like church, stakes wrapped in newspaper, and a battered crossbow with a sticker that said PROPERTY OF ERNESTO - DO NOT TOUCH UNLESS SCREAMING.

"Milo," Grandpa said from behind me.

I jumped so hard I hit my head on the trunk.

He sighed. "If you are going to snoop, breathe quieter."

"Why do you have medieval weapons in the car?"

"For termites."

"Big termites?"

"Family-sized."

Grandma appeared in the doorway with a tray of cut fruit. "Ernesto, stop explaining badly. Milo, eat mango. Then clean the porch again."

"I already cleaned it."

"Good. Now you know how to do it correctly."

That evening, I saw Grandma wince while lifting a pot. She hid it quickly. Grandpa touched her elbow. Their eyes met, and for one second they were not funny old people arguing over salt. They were soldiers checking each other for damage.

I did not know it yet, but the house-boy agreement was not punishment. It was training with chores.
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