

    
        
          Blood Drive: The Fang Files of Ellie Grimsbane

        

        
        
          Dustin Gross

        

        
          Published by Dustin Gross, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      BLOOD DRIVE: THE FANG FILES OF ELLIE GRIMSBANE

    

    
      First edition. August 6, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Dustin Gross.

    

    
    
      Written by Dustin Gross.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

PROLOGUE

CHAPTER 1

CHAPTER 2

CHAPTER 3

CHAPTER 4

CHAPTER 5

CHAPTER 6

CHAPTER 7

CHAPTER 8

CHAPTER 9

CHAPTER 10

CHAPTER 11

CHAPTER 12

CHAPTER 13

CHAPTER 14

CHAPTER 15

CHAPTER 16

CHAPTER 17

CHAPTER 18

CHAPTER 19

CHAPTER 20

EPILOGUE

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

PROLOGUE

[image: ]


Mausoleums and Other Terrible First Dates

There are worse places to wake up than a locked mausoleum, probably, but Ellie Grimsbane wasn’t in the mood to draft a list. Her head throbbed like someone had tried to perform a lobotomy with a soup spoon, her tongue was thick with the taste of pennies and wet pennies and maybe more pennies, and the stone slab beneath her spine was doing its best impression of a chiropractor’s torture bench. She blinked against the flickering dim light overhead—an old security bulb barely clinging to life—and tried not to hyperventilate. Correction: she tried to breathe, and that’s when it hit her. She wasn’t breathing. No inhale. No exhale. No tickle in the lungs, no fog on the air, not even that gross coffin-smell rush you get when you nose too close to a funeral bouquet. Just stillness. A dead, smothered stillness that made her ribs feel like props on a set. Her fingers scrabbled across her chest like she might find the answer taped there—“Congratulations, you’ve died, here’s a mint”—but all she felt was skin colder than marble and the dry, crusty edge of something near her mouth. She touched her lips and felt it: flaking, dark, and thick. Blood. Not hers. Not fresh. And not explained.

The panic hit like a sucker punch to the soul. She sat up too fast and smacked her forehead on a low arch above the slab, swore like her mother wasn’t a Lutheran, and slumped back down, groaning and dripping sarcasm into the empty air like it might summon help. “Cool,” she muttered hoarsely, “so this is how I die. And also how I undie, apparently. Thanks, universe. Five stars, would not recommend.” The last thing she remembered was kissing Tyler Wynn under a busted angel statue at Gristle Creek Cemetery, which was already peak cringe. Truth or Dare had never felt more like an obituary in progress, but she’d wanted to prove she wasn’t scared. She’d climbed into the mausoleum first, flipped off the ghost stories, and kissed the boy with the crooked smile and serial killer jawline like she wasn’t fourteen and catastrophically bored with her own caution. And then—nothing. Blackness. Cold. Maybe a whisper? Maybe something sharp at her throat? And now this: a crypt, blood on her face, and the realization that she might’ve gone to third base with death itself.

The mausoleum wasn’t fancy. Cracked walls, stained stone, and a concrete door that looked like it hadn’t opened since the Eisenhower administration. There was graffiti in sharpie across one side—“KEVIN + RITA 4EVER” followed by a very tasteful vampire fang doodle—and the air tasted like mold and regret. Ellie stumbled to her feet, legs wobbling like uncooked spaghetti, and tried to orient herself, but everything inside her felt... off. The colors of the world were too bright and too dim at the same time, like looking through smeared sunglasses at a rave. Her ears twitched at distant sounds—twigs snapping, bugs buzzing, a heartbeat—but not her own. That was still MIA. She pressed a hand to her chest again, as if she could will it into thumping. No dice. Just more silence, inside and out.

The door creaked suddenly, and she flinched, bare feet sliding across dusty stone. A shaft of moonlight cut into the mausoleum as the door groaned open, revealing a figure backlit like the world’s weirdest superhero. Tall, bald, goateed, and wearing a blazer embroidered with “SUCCESS STARTS WITH SURRENDER” across the front pocket. Principal Graves. Her actual high school principal. Holding what looked very much like a red-tinted Capri Sun in a medical pouch.

“Grimsbane,” he said coolly, like this was homeroom and not the beginning of a horror movie. “I figured you’d come out hangry.”

Ellie squinted. “What the hell—?”

“Don’t talk. You’ll faint again. Just drink.” He tossed the pouch underhand like a baseball coach hurling practice Gatorade, and Ellie, still running on terror and instinct, caught it midair. The label said Type O Negative – Hospital Grade and the warning below read DO NOT INGEST UNLESS SPECIFICALLY AUTHORIZED.

“You’ve gotta be kidding me,” she croaked, but the smell hit her like a drug. Thick. Coppery. Alive. The pouch twitched in her hand, or maybe that was her shaking. Her mouth flooded with a hunger she didn’t recognize, primal and feral and unhinged, and without consciously deciding to, she sank her teeth into the pouch like a raccoon at a summer picnic.

Warmth. Sweetness. A terrifying burst of energy, like electricity had just French-kissed her spinal cord. Her limbs steadied, the nausea ebbed, her vision cleared to something scarily HD, and for a few seconds, the world made a horrible kind of sense. Until the shame followed. Until she realized she was lapping up bagged blood like a smoothie at a morgue juice bar in front of her principal, who was nodding like a proud parent at a science fair.

“There it is,” Graves said, stepping inside and letting the door clang shut behind him. “First sip’s the worst. But also the best. Bit of a paradox, that. Welcome to the fang files, Grimsbane. You’re officially one of us.”

Ellie blinked. “What do you mean, one of us?”

“Vampire. Nosferatu. Night kid. Blood sucker. Undead. Whatever the slang is this week.” He gave her a dry smile. “Don’t worry. There’s a program. I run it. You’ll get a syllabus.”

“I—I can’t—this is a joke.” Her voice cracked in protest. “This is some kind of hazing thing, right? Like a weird principal-pedophile prank mixed with a failed escape room?”

“Do I look like a man who has time for hazing?” he asked, brushing imaginary lint off his neon-accented lapel. “No. This is real. You were bitten. You turned. Congratulations. Your pulse is permanently on vacation, your dietary needs are no longer FDA approved, and you’re probably going to hate garlic now. But the good news is, you still have choices. There’s a curriculum. Support groups. Coping strategies. It's called VAMP-ED—Vampire Adjustment Mentorship Program, Educational Division. You’re enrolled. Attendance is mandatory.”

Ellie just stared. Her mouth was sticky with blood and disbelief. Her brain did its best to file the whole thing under nightmare, but even her most vivid anxiety dreams didn’t come with blood smoothies and vampire HR. “Tyler,” she rasped suddenly. “What happened to Tyler?”

Graves frowned. “The boy you were with?”

“Yes. Where is he? Is he—?”

“Not in here, so I assume he escaped. That, or someone relocated him. We’ll find out. He hasn’t shown up at the hospital. Yet.”

“Yet?”

Graves didn’t answer. Instead, he reached into his pocket and handed her a tiny laminated card. It read VAMP-ED – Orientation Meeting: Monday, 3:15 PM, Room 219 – Bring a Pen, Leave the Hunger at Home.

“This isn’t real,” she whispered again, though she tasted iron and truth on her lips.

Graves gave her a look that was almost kind. “Neither is high school. But we all have to survive it.”

And with that, he turned on his heel and disappeared into the shadows, leaving the mausoleum door cracked and the night far too wide. Ellie stood there, bag half-drained in her trembling hand, stomach warm, brain screaming, and some part of her whispering, You’re not dead. Not yet. But you’re not exactly living either. The taste of blood lingered on her tongue like a curse she’d asked for without reading the fine print. Somewhere in the distance, a dog howled, or maybe it was Tyler, or maybe the world had just tilted permanently sideways. Ellie didn’t know. All she knew was that she was alone, hungry, confused—and class started in six hours.

And she didn’t even have a pulse.
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Monday Bites

Monday morning arrived with all the grace of a sledgehammer to the sternum, which, under normal teenage conditions, might’ve just been a metaphor. But for Ellie Grimsbane—recently bitten, weirdly undead, and operating on a blood smoothie hangover—it felt a little too literal. Her alarm clock blared at 6:30 AM, shrieking its usual nihilistic tune like it hadn’t just completely lost relevance now that she was technically post-mortal. She slapped it silent with a reflex too fast to be normal, leaving a tiny spiderweb of cracks across the screen, and stared at her ceiling as the realization seeped in again, thick as blood in her teeth: she’d died, sort of, in a cemetery. She’d woken up in a mausoleum. She’d drunk blood from a Capri Sun packet handed to her by a school administrator in a motivational blazer. And now she had to get dressed and go to class like none of that happened, like she wasn’t nursing an existential crisis the size of Texas while trying not to think about the delicious way her tongue still tingled every time she remembered that blood bag.

She rolled out of bed with the grace of a drunk deer and shuffled to the mirror, half-hoping her reflection had vanished completely so she’d have an excuse to go full goth recluse and never leave the house again. No such luck. Her reflection was still there, just... off. Fuzzy, like a low-res livestream buffering on bad Wi-Fi. Her face floated in and out of focus, edges warping, eyes just a little too sharp in contrast to the soft blur of everything else. Her skin looked paler than a 2009 vampire boy band audition tape, and her pupils were dilated like she’d just finished a rave or been abducted by aliens. “Cool,” she muttered, squinting. “I’m a haunted Instagram filter.” She slapped on a hoodie, black jeans, and her favorite worn-out Vans—because if you’re going to descend into vampiric chaos, might as well be comfy—and tried not to scream as she passed her bedroom window and hissed instinctively at the morning sun stabbing through the blinds like a thousand judgmental fingers. Her skin prickled instantly, a slow burn creeping across her arms like bad sunburn from inside the flesh.

In the kitchen, the smell of sizzling bacon and burnt toast nearly sent her into a moral tailspin. The meat hit her nose like a drug—coppery, salty, tantalizing—and she gripped the counter like it might stop her from launching at the skillet like a feral hyena. Her mom, wearing her usual floral bathrobe and unbothered by Ellie’s ongoing identity crisis, gave her a cheery smile and held out a plate. “Eggs and bacon, hon. You’ve got that big chem test today, right?” Ellie stared at the meat like it was a war crime. “Uh, no thanks. I’m... not hungry.” Her mom tilted her head. “You sick? You never turn down bacon. You inhaled an entire pack after the flu shot last fall.” Ellie forced a dry swallow. “Trying a new diet. Very restrictive. Very trendy.”

“Since when?”

“Since... I woke up spiritually awakened. Enlightenment via ketosis.”

Her dad shuffled in, already in his faded “Best Grilldad in the Galaxy” T-shirt, kissed her mom on the cheek, and took a swig of orange juice straight from the carton like he hadn’t been warned twelve times about it. He glanced at Ellie, then did a double take. “Kiddo, you okay? You look like you’ve been up all night gaming in a freezer.”

“Thanks, Dad. That’s exactly the look I was going for.”

He nodded, like this was acceptable, and wandered toward the living room muttering something about Fantasy Football and acid reflux. Ellie made a quick, shaky exit, grabbing her bag and sunglasses and bolting out the door before anyone asked more questions. Outside, the sun was already rising with all the subtlety of a flamethrower. She slathered herself in the homemade sunscreen Rafi had cooked up in the garage—technically meant to be a base for homemade tanning lotion, accidentally turned into something closer to an SPF forcefield. It smelled like burnt rubber and cinnamon, but it worked. Her skin stopped smoldering after a few seconds, though she still felt like a roasted marshmallow in emo cosplay.

The walk to school was only seven blocks, but each one felt like a mile. The air was thick and her
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