
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


 


 


 


 Teen

Vampire

Hunters











A Teen Monster Hunter
Novel

By Alex Ames

 



 1.4 Smashwords-Edition —
2018

Copyright © 2018 Alex Ames

Cover Graphic Mansion by Vadim Sherbakov at
unsplash.com

Cover Graphic Girl by Seth Doyle at unsplash.com

 


Facebook: http://www.facebook.com/alexameswriting

Blog: http://www.alexames.net

Twitter: @alexameswriting






ISBN: 9780463028193






This ebook is licensed for your personal enjoyment only. This
ebook may not be re-sold or given away to other people. If you
would like to share this book with another person, please purchase
an additional copy for each recipient. If you’re reading this book
and did not purchase it, or it was not purchased for your use only,
then please return to your favorite ebook retailer and purchase
your own copy.

Thank you for respecting the hard work of this
author.












Chapter One — Admiral's Swan Song






LOUISE DARLING loved the big house. But to call it a house
was almost an insult. A mansion, that’s what it was. Although it
called itself “lodge.” Erected on the edge of the mountain plateau
in the high altitude of the Sierra, it was built in the early 1950s
as a weekend and vacation residence of Hawthorne’s sprawling
Gardiner family.

How many weekends and winter vacations had she spent here? It
held memories and secrets and always had been part of Louise’s
life. She and her husband had retired here, and her family member
status enabled her to live rent-free with amenities included. She
did not own it, unfortunately, but who needed to own something so
grand and convenient. The Gardiner Foundation took care of
everything.

The mansion was no beauty. Too many rooms, too many
architectural blunders, and many quarters on the first floor were
moldy and cramped affairs made for dwarves. The roof and the attic
were a mess, leaky and outright dangerous. To top this, the cellar
was creepy and useless. Louise’s grandfather Nathaniel Gardiner
must have had a gothic streak since parts of the cellar with its
dark niches and crevices and stone animals fitted an old-style
horror movie. She remembered her terror as a young girl when her
older cousins teased her in the cellar with white bedsheets and
scary noises. And then the nightmares had tormented her long after
her visits. The cellar was unpractical, too. It offered only two
entrances, both so narrow and steep that it was impossible to
transport anything larger than a shoebox into the underground
rooms.

 


After dinner and spending reading time in the library, the
men had gone for a night walk to view the spectacular full moon,
and Yvonne was in her room with a migraine. Again. Well, in
Louise’s opinion the cause of the migraines was Yvonne’s unhappy
marriage with her self-centered husband.

The fire was crackling, the large grandmother clock
tick-tocked away, and occasionally Louise’s dog, Admiral, gave a
content sigh from his place in front of the fire.

Then came the noise. Admiral, who was a small strongheaded
German dachshund in the shape of a wiener sausage, heard it first.
He came around from his dozing, lifted his small intelligent head,
and cocked it to one side. He roamed the room, trying to make sense
of what he had heard. Louise asked him to stop running around. He
complied for a minute but kept his head up high, his hunter
instinct awakened.

Finally, Louise heard it, too. A slow scratching, a deep
noise coming from . . . where? The source was unclear.
Like stone on stone. Not continuously but intermittently as if
someone was pushing a heavy piece of rock across the floor,
succeeding only an inch at a time. She thought to ring for Jenkins
or Inga, but both were somewhere else at this late hour, most
likely in their quarters.

The dog noticed the attention of his owner regarding the
noises and paced the room again, giving Louise annoyed
looks.

“All right, Admiral, you win! Let’s find out.”

The small dog gave an encouraging woof!

“Maybe an animal got trapped or someone needs
help?”

They left the library, and the small dog dashed toward the
hall. Louise trusted his nose and followed. She found him
scratching at the massive dark oak door that led to the cellar. The
door hid an ancient spiral staircase made of gray stone, about
forty inches wide. Not for the claustrophobic. It took several
spins and ended in the main thirty-by-fifty-foot room that everyone
called the crypt.

Louise was sixty-nine years old and had long shed her fear of
the cellar. It was dusty and moldy, nothing more. The scariest
thing was the occasional mouse that had avoided the traps and the
cat.

Owner and dog opened the door and made their way downward.
Louise switched on the light and called out, “Hey, someone need
help?” She felt a little silly as no light meant no one was around,
obviously. Her voice echoed into silence.

Louise stared. The basement’s main room held one of the
premiere oddities of the mansion, a huge stone coffin, a
sarcophagus that belonged more in an ancient cemetery than in this
cellar. It was big enough to hold a full-grown human and was made
of grayish marble with a polished granite ledge around it and
flowery ornaments on the outside. Four stone animals flanked the
top plate, perched in each of the four corners on small pedestals.
A cat, an eagle, a bat, and a dragon. The house was old, but not
that old, so Louise knew the room had never been a crypt of any
kind but solely one of the many spleens of its builder, her
grandfather. There was no one buried here, just a piece of
ill-conceived interior design.

Tonight, one thing was different: the coffin was open! Its
decorated upper plate lay to the side, as if it had been swung open
on some hidden mechanism, revealing the large marble structure’s
inside. Louise had never seen it open, never in her sixty-odd years
of visiting the mansion’s basement. She was not even aware that
this mechanism existed. That must have been the noise she had
heard, the opening of the plate.

She briefly considered giving in to her fears and walking
back up to the library. But she shook her head. This was the
Gardiner Lodge in heartland USA, not a cursed Scottish castle!
Finally, curiosity got the better of her. She stepped up and peeked
into the interior of the coffin: empty, smooth marble, dusty.
Louise felt the open lid and found it to be solid. Too heavy for
her. She was a petite person and didn’t have much
strength.

“Admiral?” Louise called out. The little dog had vanished.
Louise could no longer hear his little claws’ tick-tick-tick. Last
she had seen of her dog was when he had followed one of the two
hallways that led to the garden door. Louise followed him, trusting
Admiral’s nose. Various ceiling lights were broken. That was not
typical Jenkins, the caretaker usually did a proper job. She moved
faster through the shady areas of the long hallway.

A yelp from the distance. “Admiral! Heel!” she
commanded.

But no Admiral came.

“Where are you?” She reached the end of the hallway, which
opened to another large room that held the rough wooden door to the
garden. There, under the dim and dusty light of an old electrical
bulb, Admiral was lying on his side, not moving.

Louise ran over and touched her beloved dog. No response. He
wasn’t breathing. He was . . . dead? But how? She hadn’t
let him out of her sight for more than maybe two minutes. She
panicked, what could she do? How do you take the pulse of a dog?
She felt no rising chest, the eyes were lifeless, and the open
mouth held a tongue that no longer moved.

A cold fist clutched Louise’s heart, a fear so strong that it
pushed her sadness away and reminded her of the terrors of her
youth. Something evil had happened here!

She touched the small body here and there in the futile hope
for a reaction. But there was nothing. No life. There were no
obvious injuries. Had there been someone with a club? No blood or
open wound was visible. No, not true. She saw blood on the flank of
her dog, two red drops. No, not drops. Puncture marks. Two inches
apart. Like . . . a bite.

Realization set in slowly for Louise. The open coffin in the
crypt, the late hour, the noises, the bite marks . . .
This was impossible. It was too much for Louise. She took the
deepest breath she had ever taken and screamed her lungs out.
Leaving her dead dog where he lay, she ran as fast as she
could.

 



Chapter Two — The Usual Run-In with
the Law






WHENEVER VICE Principal Zach’s mouth threw spittle in all
directions, you could be sure he had found a reason to confront his
favorite misfit, Sally Storm, with either overblown valid or
cockeyed made-up allegations.

I should have brought an umbrella, Sally thought while the pudgy man with the rosy face and thin
red hair went through her various violations of school ethics
code.

“I wonder, will you ever learn? We pull you off other guys
almost weekly.”

Sally said nothing. Zach’s spiel was all about power games,
and the facts never counted. Yes, she beat up other guys, most of
them a head bigger and a hundred pounds heavier than herself.
Regularly. She was a fifteen-year-old girl with an athletic body
from years of competition-level karate and regular high school
soccer practice. But her determination and utter lack of fear made
her unmatched and unbeaten in all sorts of confrontation, as many
of her school peers could confirm. Her skeptical green eyes
glowered from underneath a large heap of fire-red hair that no one
believed to be natural—but was. Everyone around her could count the
number of smiles she spread thinly over the course of a
year.

“Your little convoluted teenage mind might find any reason to
seek trouble, but we have a no-violence policy that also applies to
angry young girls!”

And to junior and senior students, too, who terrorized lower
classes but effectively hid it so Mr. Zach did not
notice.

Usually, Zach was responsible for the write-up and Principal
Osborne had the serious talk with the offender and handed out the
punishment, to Zach’s dismay, with much more leniency. But school
business kept Osborne away today, which left Zach in command,
gleefully occupying Osborne’s desk and office for the day.
Beautiful. Sally almost felt pity for the little man.

“What do I do with you?”

Sally did not answer. No answer was expected.

“I’ll put my report in front of Principal Osborne, and he’ll
understand that we have a ticking time bomb with you among our
midst. A-ti-cking-ti-me-bo-mb!.” He conjured syllables where none
were to be found.

And then he ran out of steam. This morning’s confrontation
had been about a senior loser guy who had dropped out of the
Hawthorne High football team and had been dealing grass to his
fellow students. When one sophomore couldn’t pay up and was
cornered by the senior dealer, Sally had stepped in to level the
playing field. In her own style.

“Can I go now? Lunch is almost half-over.” Sally asked and
added “sir” without meaning it.

Zach stood up, too. Lunch break, yes, his time to make the
rounds and find misbehaving students. Sally was by far not his only
favorite misfit, though she was the steadiest. “Out of my sight,”
he squeaked.

Zach noticed his wet mouth and wiped it with his shirt cuff,
turning pinkish in the face.

Sally’s mouth turned into a tight slit to avoid one of her
famous last words or a condescending smile. Keeping cool seemed the
best option. Let him have his victory. She opened the door, and
Zach whooshed out from behind her and vanished into the corridor
traffic of lunch hour.

“So much to do, so many misdemeanors to uncover,” Sally said
to no one in particular in the presence of Ms. Bowden, a kind old
lady who had been at this school forever and had seen everything.
She was the school’s administrator and sat behind her desk in front
of the principal’s office.

“Another entry in your New York phone-book-size file, which an
old person like me is no longer able to carry? No, don’t answer.
Your generation does not know a phone book from the bible anyway,”
she muttered looking over the rims of her glasses. “No worries,
I’ll ask Principal Osborne for a new filing cabinet.”

Sally rummaged in her hoodie’s front pocket and put the
ziplock bag holding the marijuana stash she had taken from the
dealer on Ms. Bowden’s desk. “Any idea how to get rid of this? The
reason for the commotion that brought me here.”

Ms. Bowden gave her a small smile. She had seen so many
students come and go over her almost fifty years of school district
service, and Sally’s insubordination was nothing special to her
compared to the 1990s Grunge-heads or the anti-Vietnam kids of the
1970s. “Heard it’s good for arthritis. Maybe I should use it
instead of turning it over? I am joking, of course. But then, maybe
not. I’ll see to it. You are a good girl, Sally.”

“Can you print that statement, frame it, and distribute it
among my peers, please,” Sally said. She let her hair fall over her
face again and left.

Just another morning at Hawthorne High.

 



Chapter Three — Misfit's
Lunch






THE TABLE was the worst one in the school cafeteria, but the
Teen Monster Hunters owned it. Being close to the trash bins and
the conveyor belt that took the dirty food trays toward the
dishwasher, sometimes a whiff of that combination drifted over.
Couldn’t be helped. The in-crowd and the various B groups reserved
the better tables. Sally, never walking away from a fight, could
annex one of the better locations for good, maybe the table right
beside the big windows with the best view of the Hawthorne High
sports field and the interior. But Sally was not the socially
ambitious one. So, why bother?

The misfit’s table inhabitants—Sally Storm, Ryan Montgomery,
and Moe—finally sat down for lunch. Sally’s food choice couldn’t
make her happy either: a veggie sandwich with a lot of
greenery.

“Despite your good deed of the day and the resulting run-in
with the Zach, you do not look happy, Storm,” Ryan remarked. He was
a reed-thin African American kid with a dominating Afro, thirteen
years old, and due to being a certified genius, he was in the same
ninth grade as Sally. He was the most intelligent person in every
room he ever stepped into, and he told everyone so. “Vitamins and
antioxidants are good for you, believe me.” He pushed his large
black glasses back up his nose.

“I’d rather have something else, but I wasn’t able to tell
meatloaf and mashed potatoes apart from each other. This is the
least evil.” She tested the spongelike quality of the bread and
stared at the sandwich. “Still evil, though.”

“Or maybe simply awful.” Ryan laughed and dug into his small
lunch box, which held various homemade goodies.

“’Wich,” said Moe, the third in their group. He was already
eighteen, slow, and could only say one word at a time. He wore a
round bowl haircut and towered one full head over Sally and Ryan
respectively—if you did not count Ryan’s heap of hair. Everything
appeared bigger on Moe as if he were a half giant from the
wizarding world. He had been placed into their class through an
inclusion program to give “special” kids exposure to “normal” kids.
Or was it the other way around? Sally was not sure whom that
helped, but it had looked good on some school district score card
or PowerPoint statistic.

Sally eyed him from underneath her hair. “Moe, please help me
out of this desperate situation.” She pushed her tray across the
table. Moe stared into the distance and slowly started munching on
the first half of the obtained sandwich with giant bites. Sally
could almost hear him thinking life is good.

Ryan, not a good eater, as his genius ideas always made his
jaws forget to do their work, broke the oat muffin with raisins in
half and handed it over. “I can’t let you suffer,
Storm.”

“Thank your mom for me.”

“Isn’t it ironic that my mom finds time to bake and prepare
lunch and then goes off to the hospital to work, and your mother,
owner of a renowned Hawthorne institution that serves cakes and
pastries of all kind, does not?”

“She has enough to do at the café, so I forgive her.” Sally’s
mother owned the Desert Creek Café,
a diner in the middle of Hawthorne where the
highways meet. Although her mother owned the café, keeping it alive was a constant
struggle.

“By the way, there is a very attractive person trying to catch
your eye,” Ryan said and nodded toward the cafeteria
entrance.

Sally turned around and saw Tiffany Benson, the head of the
cheerleading team, making hand signs. She was everything Sally was
not. Rich parents, best in class, a great cheerleader, honey
blonde, killer body. Additionally, the quarterback of the football
team was her steady boyfriend. The male half of the cafeteria
population turned their heads.

“You call her attractive?”

“Am I allowed to call you attractive?” Ryan asked
back.

“Red color crawled up underneath his brown skin,” Sally
reported dryly. “Your embarrassment is enough punishment, so I
won’t need to slug you.”

“She is attractive,” Ryan gave back.

“You are thirteen and a mad, evil scientist. You guys don’t
fall for blonde bimbos.”

“Actually, nowadays it is pretty much expected that us
uber-geeks get all the hot babes. We are the next Google zillionaires,
and the girls know it.”

Sally threw up her hands. “Someone forgot to tell me! Man, I
am actually looking forward to having a chat with Tiffany instead
of you.” She wolfed down the rest of her muffin and walked over to
Tiffany. She doubted that a girl of Tiffany’s status would ever
seat her sexy behind at the misfit table.

 


“Sally.” Moe said to Sally’s back while she went over to the
cafeteria entrance.

“Don’t worry. You were not in any way part of the
confrontational conversation, big man. You are good. Rock-solid.
Entertaining even,” Ryan said.

“Ryan.”

“That’s what I want to hear.” Ryan laughed. “I’ll tell you
more about rocket fuel efficiency models. You never know when these
tidbits might come handy. I read a very interesting article last
night about preparing the Mars mission . . .”

 



Chapter Four — The
Request






TIFFANY DID a turnaround when she saw Sally approaching and
walked out of the school building to a quiet spot behind the gym.
There was a single bench tucked between the bushes, out of view
from curious teacher’s eyes, the unofficial smoker section, as
witnessed by the millions of stubs on the ground.

“Don’t start to tell me that you picked up a bad habit,” Sally
said as she sat down beside Tiffany.

“No, of course not. One puff of a cigarette and I cough for
the rest of the day. No, this is… different.”

“All right, I am listening.” Sally and Tiffany had had various
differences in the past, but, all in all, they were on mutual
nonaggressive terms.

“I need to ask you something.” Tiffany wrung her hands. “I
heard rumors that Ryan, Moe, and you investigate
. . .”

Sally just looked at her, having learned in the past that
saying nothing is confirming nothing. She wanted Tiffany to show
her hand first.

“You are not helping here, Sally!” Tiffany said.

“Been nice seeing you,” Sally replied and was about to get up
when Tiffany gently pulled her back down.

“Rumor says that the three of you investigate strange things.
Like the detectives on the X-Files. Unexplained events.
Phenomena. Sightings.”

Sally grew tired. “What is it, Tiffany?”

Tiffany seemed to have made up her mind. “It’s my Aunt
Louise. She has been attacked. And . . .”

“Not a mugger or a burglar?”

“No, something different.”

“Tell me more.”

“Wow, it’s true, you are monster hunters!” Tiffany’s big blue
eyes had the annoying habit of lighting up when she was excited,
like now.

“Tiffany, I won’t comment. Tell me your story, and I’ll see
what my friends and I can do.”

Tiffany took a deep breath. “This stays
confidential?”

“No! Of course not. I’ll discuss everything with Ryan and
Moe.”

“That is fine. But with no one else, please.”

Sally briefly thought about her contacts at SIA, the
Supernatural Investigation Agency, but decided that she didn’t need
to disclose the supersecret organization, even after she took a vow
of silence. “All right,” she lied.

“I have an aunt . . . called Louise
. . . . Oh yes, I mentioned her.”

“Extreme powers of deduction at work.” smiled
Sally.

“She lives up in the Sierra, in Elkridge.”

“Uh, that’s the ski town, posh and all.”

“Yes. She lives there during parts of the year with her
husband and various regular house guests.”

“Her kids?”

“No, other family members. The house she lives in is on an
estate that belongs to the whole family. My great-grandfather had
made it part of his will, everything belongs to a
foundation.”

“You mean something like the Red Cross?”

“Red Cross is a nongovernmental nonprofit organization.” Now
Tiffany sounded like Ryan. “No, a private foundation is like a
nonprofit company that serves a specific purpose. In our
. . . in Aunt Louise’s case, the purpose is to manage the
inherited money, companies, and real estate.”

“That sounds mysterious.”

Tiffany seemed to struggle for a moment with an inner debate.
“Her grandfather was Nathaniel Gardiner.”

“Even ignorant Sally Storm knows Nathaniel Gardiner.” The
Gardiner clan was the forming family of Hawthorne going back to the
times of the first settlers, always owning the core businesses,
saloons, hotels, banks, the big mill near Jefferson Heights, and
the train station. And after the Second World War, Nathaniel
Gardiner had the idea to build a dam to seal off the Indian Valley
to produce water-powered electricity.

“Yeah, Lake Gardiner printed money for the family until
today,” Tiffany said.

“You’ll always need energy to run your TV or charge your
phone,” Sally said and then frowned. “Hang on, Louise being your
aunt, I guess, you are a Gardiner, too?”

Tiffany looked embarrassed. “Don’t tell anyone, please. Yes,
he’s my great-grandfather. The family is a blessing and a
curse.”

“Dan knows?” Daniel Peterson was the quarterback boyfriend,
Sally had had earlier run-ins with him, too. It was
complicated.

“Yes, of course. My inner circle of friends knows. And now
you.”

“Thanks for separating me from your inner circle,” Sally said
dryly and then burst out laughing when Tiffany tried to backpedal.
“Don’t worry, Tiffany. Our inner circles will never overlap, I
promise. Just messing with you. Back to your aunt.”

“Yes. Her dog was killed last weekend. Mom had a phone call
with her the day after, and the story sounded totally
crazy.”

“What kind of dog?”

“Oh, a small wiry long-bodied dog. Adorable!” She held her
hands two feet apart to show its former size. “A European breed. Is
wiener a dog breed?”

“I thought it to be a sausage, but maybe in certain countries
it’s one and the same? Go on!”

“Its name was Admiral, which described look and character. He
held his head up high and was the boss in every room he ever
stepped in. Reminds me of you, by the way.”

“I wonder if this remark qualifies as a compliment or an
insult?”

“Aunt Louise and Admiral had heard strange sounds from the
basement and had gone down to investigate. Admiral smelled
something, ran off, and when my aunt had caught up with him, he was
dead.”

“And I guess the pooch did not die from old age?”

“This is where you guys come in. The dog had bite marks. Two
marks.”

“Your aunt got a rat infestation?” Sally hated
rats.

“I doubt it. When the vet looked at Admiral the day after, he
found out that the dog had been drained of blood.
Completely.”

“What do you mean?”

“Admiral had been sucked dry by a vampire.” Tiffany blurted
out and looked glad to have gotten that piece of information off
her chest. In Ryan-terms, her “attractive” chest. After she said
it, Tiffany shuddered at the thought.

“Get out of here!” Sally said.

“No other explanation is possible. And you will begin to
understand if you see the house and especially the basement where
it happened. It is spooky, despite what my aunt says.”

“Get out of here!” Sally repeated.

“Judging from your reaction, you are interested?”

“Right now I am more confused than curious. Why did the
vampire have a dog snack but spared your scrumptious
aunt?”

“The case, Sally.”

“Just up our alley.”

“You hunt vampires?”

“We take special cases. That’s all the rumor confirmation you
need.”

Tiffany let that sink in. “Thank you! Can you help my
aunt?”

“Of course,” Sally lied again. Actually, she was intrigued by
the prospect of hunting a real vampire. And she wanted to learn
more about the fabled and mysterious Gardiner clan, which had ruled
and formed yesterday’s and today’s Hawthorne. And it couldn’t hurt
to see, how the other half lived.
“When can we meet her?”

“Coming weekend? It’s a three-day one with Monday as a public
holiday. We could travel up there, and you guys can
investigate.”

“At the winter resort?” Sally sounded more afraid of the snow
than of the vampire confrontation.

“Yup. Genius location, big estate, giant mansion, right beside
the ski slope. You just step out of the garden gate and can make a
downhill run. You ski?”

“I chill.”

 



Chapter Five — Sick
Puppies


LUNCHTIME WAS over by the time Sally and Tiffany returned to
the school building and split up to go to their classes. When Sally
sat down beside Ryan, he gave her a curious look, but she
concentrated on Ms. Fox’s math, her least favorite
topic.

“Sally Storm, our fierce leader! What did your conversation
with the high, mighty, and beautiful transpire?” Ryan asked her
during the next break. Moe had come over, too, from his last-row
seat, standing like a statue beside their table.

Sally glanced around to see if their classmates could
overhear, but they were scattered on the other side of the
classroom. “She has a case for us.”

“Let me guess? Her hairdresser has moved out of town, and she
tracked him down? The little pocket-size dog of her sister went
missing? Did someone wrinkle her cheerleader uniform? Maybe she
didn’t find anything to buy during her latest mall visit
. . .”

“Are you able to continue indefinitely with this?”

“I haven’t even started,” Ryan said. “All qualified guesses.
Am I close to the mark? I am not worried about the case, I am more
worried about why she is asking us. We are neither fashionistas nor
can we use a steam iron. We are the ones for dodgy spooky
supernatural stuff.”

“Her aunt has been attacked by a vampire.”

“Like I said, something along those lines!” Ryan caught
himself quickly. “To involve us earns Tiffany my ultimate respect.
I bet her aunt wants to meet us.” He waited for a beat. “After
sundown!” He burst out laughing while Sally kept quiet and used the
entertainment break to exchange a shrug with Moe’s stare into
nothingness.

“Are you done? Well, the vampire did not attack the aunt in
person, but her dog is missing a pint of blood. That leaves him
high—”

“And dry,” Ryan completed.

All three stared at each other, deadpanned, before Ryan and
Sally fell over their seats giggling. Moe had won, as usual, no
facial muscle moving.

“Storm, your jokes are not better than mine,” Ryan said and
dried his eyes with a tissue.

“But you got teary on me, Montgomery.”

“That’s just because I pity you, delivering such bad lines at
our attractive client’s cost. Where is the beef?”

“The dog is dead and shows vampire teeth marks, blood gone
from its body. The aunt heard strange noises within the house. She
searched but didn’t find the source. The sheriff investigated but
discovered no clues or leads.” Sally shrugged. “That’s all Tiffany
told me. Do we take on her case?”

“And this happened in sleepy Hawthorne? I doubt that the Lord
of Darkness can find us on the map.” Ryan waved his hands. “Angry
ghosts of dead Indians or aliens randomly crash-landing from the
sky? Yeah, sure! But old-world vampires? New Orleans, New York,
Chicago, that’s where I’d go if I had pointy teeth, a sense of
gothic fashion, and a mandatory nightlife.”

“I hear big words but no answer. Are we in or are we in?”
Sally opened the palms of her hands.

“We are in, aren’t we, Moe?”

“Vampire. Blood.” Two words in a row were the longest verbal
expression their big friend was able or willing to make, Moe was
both excited and motivated.

“You don’t seem too excited yourself, Storm?”

“I guess I would be more enthusiastic if it did not involve
red-colored bodily fluids. Or Tiffany.”

“Well, she is nice to look at—” Ryan interrupted himself as he
saw Sally’s hand creeping toward the pointy pencil on the table
beside her. “But she has this very common blonde hair, incredibly
bad taste in sports, and is not a straight-A student.”

“She’s not?”

“We both know she is. It was the only third thing I could come
up with to appease you.”

Sally sighed. “So, we go vampire hunting?”

“Bring out the garlic!” Ryan said.

“Is that what brings down a vampire?” Sally asked. “I am a bit
rusty when it comes to this myth.”

“I’ll do research before we leave. And brainstorm about
catching that sucker. Saw a movie once where they shot at vampires
with balloons filled with holy water.”

“Aren’t you a Catholic?” Sally asked. “Then you might want to
borrow a super soaker full of water from your local
congregation.”

“I don’t recall whether it had to be Catholic holy water. The
main church in
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