
	Something strange is happening to the vampires. They are getting sick. Vampires are pretty much never ill. Even Dracula’s author friend Piers Anthony has collapsed. Is it a spell? And if so, will they find the perpetrator in time, or is it already too late?

A magical romance for Jenny or a nightmare brewing? 

And how does one handle a four-year-old wizard? That’s what Dracula and Allison would like to know.

The origin of Dracula.
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"It's easier to come up with new stories than it is to finish the ones you already have. I think every author would feel that way." Stephenie Meyer
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Dracula’s daughter Jenny sat up in her bed at 2:37 in the morning, waking from a strange dream that she already could not remember. Her eyes darted from side to side, wondering what had taken her out of sleep. It almost felt as if someone had sat her up. Her eyebrows tightened as she looked both inwardly and outward.

Jenny quickly jerked her head slightly to the left as a head floated near the foot of her bed, which seemed like a well-formed hologram, having luminescence to it and translucence as well. She did not recognize the handsome gentleman, thinking that he looked Native American. His brown eyes were disturbing. She considered that she was likely dreaming. Her mind occasionally produced some peculiar dreams, believing that it was probably the magic that flowed within her.

The head dipped below her bed’s ornamental footboard adorned with dragons and warriors, leaving her to wonder if she had imagined it. However, it rose once again and went over to her dresser, studying her magical things as if trying to figure out something. Now it smelled some of the ingredients, appeared to sneeze twice, and then left the room.

I don’t think this is a dream. Jenny followed it as it went around looking at this and that. Was it attempting to familiarize itself with the layout?  Or was it searching for something in particular? Ming Meow came down the hall and also pursued it. A mighty leap accomplished nothing as the cat passed through the figure. The cat was not impressed at it growled.

The head approached Jenny and gazed at her. It blew wind and sparkles of dust into her face that she felt, and she immediately turned and returned to bed. She would not remember the incident.   
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The tick-tock of the cuckoo seemed loud and abrasive within the quietness of the library walls. Dracula snored lightly in the black leather recliner in deep REM sleep with his right foot twitching, the sound of the clock absorbed and dismissed by the king of all vampires. The black and white checkered floor was shiny clean, quite a large room with massive bookcases every six feet or so. Against the end wall stood a marble bookshelf with a six-foot Siamese cat sitting on top, which impressed those who were lucky enough to see the statue. 

Dracula’s mind wandered as he slept, surrounded by the sweet musky smell of his old and ancient books, a scent that he appreciated. His most cherished works were high on the shelves, including the Gutenberg Bible, First Folio by William Shakespeare, Leonardo da Vinci’s the Codex Leicester.  He received the book from Shakespeare himself, who then had a copy made.

Tick tock, tick-tock.

Ming Meow lay on a bookshelf to his right on a red folded silk blanket in a space designated for the feline. The Siamese cat’s beautiful blue eyes slowly opened, and when she saw the spider making its way across the floor, instinct took over. Ming Meow lept, killed, ate the spider, and then washed, eventually returning to the blanket after a walk around. 

If even a dime had dropped on the floor in Dracula's library, it would have roused him from his slumber in his reclining leather chair, but all was quiet, and he was resting peacefully. The Master's snore was light, his demeanor as calm as a sleeping infant; a  handsome and robust looking fellow who turned the heads of both sexes. Whatever floats your boat was okay with him; a person needed to be what they were and not what others wanted them to be.

The elaborate August Schwer cuckoo clock on the wall to his left had on its front a miniature couple, a man and woman resting against a cord of wood, talking and laughing, with a gold bucket and a silver bench nearby. An inquisitive horse looked on, completing the scene. A small bird, a whip-poor-will, waited in its interior, prepared to announce the time. The timekeeper, made in a small village in Baden-Württemberg in the Black Forest in southwest Germany close to the France–Germany border and the  Germany–Switzerland border, cost just under ten thousand dollars. 

Dracula's pupils danced under his eyelids, indicating REM sleep. Deep in a dream in the Monteverde Cloud Forest in Costa Rica, he got wet as he observed the low cloud cover and the canopy. Suddenly, the timekeeper flew off the wall and smashed against Dracula's head, waking him and making him race around the room with his fangs out, so fast that he was a blur, ready to fight. The jump back into reality was harsh and unexpected. 

"Bloody hell!" He heard tiny feet running, his son Drake's footfalls, then his cute laughter. The room became silent once again. The child had the heaviest footsteps of any kid that he ever heard; Dracula assumed it was a magical thing or not. Most likely floated in to not arouse his suspicious nature. 

"Allison! That child is incorrigible! Where the hell are you? Allison!"

Allison blurred into the living room faster than any human could move with a book in hand and a smile on her face. "He's just a baby. I'm reading a book on what it's like in the early stages after being transformed into a vampire. A lot of people have problems. It's very enlightening." Drac had turned Allison to save her life; until that point, she had been against such an idea and continued to question if she'd had done the right thing. However, she was getting accustomed to it and beginning to appreciate some aspects, especially the strength.

"He broke my ten thousand dollar cuckoo on my skull! Look at it. It's in pieces." Dracula shook his head, a piece of its roof fell from his hair, wondering what he was going to do with the boy. He had hired tutors and even a psychiatrist to educate him in the ways of right from wrong, but at just four years of age, he didn't seem to understand a lot about proper and improper. They weren't able to get enough time with him to teach him much of anything. It was understandable to a degree because, as a powerful sorcerer, Drake could pretty much do whatever the hell he wanted to do. "What are we gonna do with him?"

"Drac, I don't know what to tell you. As strong as Jenny is, she can not bind his magic. He'll be a lot better when he's six or seven. You'll see. At least, I hope so. "

Dracula eased himself back into the recliner, repeatedly nodding, slight nods, not at all convinced. "You do not understand the gravity of the situation, my dear. Children learn from their parents, but our little brat isn't around long enough for us to teach him much of anything. There is a real danger here that he will end up evil. Do you want me to have to kill him when he's eighteen?"

Allison's face tightened. "You are talking nonsense. Drivel that makes me want to put my foot in your arse. " However, he was making her think. The child was bringing himself up for the most part. That was definitely not appropriate. They even had certain words they couldn't say around him. What if they mentioned the moon, and he popped up there? No oxygen. 

Dracula nodded. "Where do you think he is now? I bet he's not in the house." 

Allison sighed. "You’re scaring me.”

“Scaring you? I’m the one with the broken head.”

Allison held back a laugh. She would have another talk with Jenny because she might accomplish something if she put her mind to it. “Stop it; he can’t hurt you. You shouldn’t have made such a big deal when the chandelier fell on you. You had us all laughing with your antics, including Drake. He is only four. Maybe now he thinks pain is funny?”

Dracula nodded. “Yes, my pain. In hindsight, that chandelier episode was an error in judgment. So now, what do we have? One of the three stooges for a child? When I nod my head, you hit it?”

Alison would love to jump ahead and see Drake at twenty-one. Unfortunately, it wasn’t possible. The years would need to roll up and down life’s hills, just like everyone else. What would they do if he hurt someone? What could they do? “What about the shrink you hired to work with him?” 

“Doctor Burg? He quit yesterday morning. I told you that, but you had your face stuck in that book. You never listen to me.” It was what she usually said to him, and so he threw it back at her. Dracula looked around warily, wondering if another attack was imminent.” Last week Drake sent his chair flying across the room with him in it.

Allison sat on the sofa, adjusting the bookmark. “What? You paid him a million dollars two weeks ago. Why would he quit?”

Dracula’s face tightened. “Hmm, let me think. The little imp took Burg to an uncharted island in the middle of the pacific and left him there for two days. No water or food. Luckily, he did retrieve him and returned him after a stop at a circus in Hungary.”  

That puzzled Allison. “I don’t understand. How does Drake even know about these places?” She got up and stared out the window at the traffic below; a man disembarked from a yellow taxi right in the middle of the street. Eight million stories and seven million weirdoes, Allison thought. No sign of Drake down there. Wait. What the hell is that? Oh, he didn’t! He put Jenny’s bed in the middle of the street? She is not going to be happy. 

Dracula’s eyebrows tightened. “Probably from watching television. We should stop the little monkey from watching certain channels. Oh, wait, we can’t. And did you know at one point last week, Drake was filthy? Dirty clothes, dirty face.”

Allison let herself fall on the sofa. Shaking her head, she sighed. “I couldn’t get my hands on the little brat to bathe him. We don’t have to worry about child services.” 

“No, because I would eat them.” 

Allison sighed. “Okay, I admit this is a big problem.”

“Ah-ha,” said Dracula, “so you admit he’s a brat. A troubled child. A danger to the world. A monster in development. A duckling with an automatic weapon?”

Allison strummed her fingers on the arm. Should I tell him about the bed? “Stop it. Why don’t you go inside his mind and make him listen? You’re my big powerful man, aren’t you? Wouldn’t that work?”

“I tried that two months ago. I did get inside, but Drake tossed me out, and now I am unable to return. He created a barrier that looks like Oreo cookies.” Frustrated, Dracula thought about his two kids, both apparent sorcerers, and according to his daughter, he was also one. But the King of vampires had no intention of ever using magic, at least not in the sense of creating spells and such. His life had changed so much since getting back into Allison’s life. Never considered I was a wizard until Jenny put it out there. Not fully convinced. Maybe. I don’t know.

Her eyebrows raised. “You never mentioned that.”

Dracula spoke in a loud, exaggerated voice. “I don’t like to talk about failure. It makes me less of a man, vampire, monster?”

“Especially when you’ve been beaten by a four-year-old.”

“That too. Makes naps more interesting.”

The doorbell sounded, playing a section of Frédéric Chopin’s ballade No 4. They looked at one another and then toward the door because they weren’t expecting anyone. Of course, it might be Piers Anthony, but he didn’t ring anymore. 

“Is today Monday? The fifth?” Dracula picked a splinter out of his forehead and tossed it.

“Yes, I believe it is.”

“I’m guessing it’s Professor Elick Brown. He’s a hypnotism expert. He’s also a vampire. I know what you are thinking, that most vampires are experts at it, but he’s several steps above most. If we can get the little monster to talk to him, perhaps we can make progress.”

Allison liked the idea. “It couldn’t hurt to try. You mean hypnotize Drake to make him stick around?” Allison turned and saw Jenny, and she didn’t look happy. Un oh. She must have seen the bed.

“Something like that.” Dracula zipped to the door and returned in less than ten seconds. “Some woman had the wrong door. Or perhaps she just wanted to have a look at me.”

Jenny entered, and they saw immediately that something was wrong.

“Jenny, what’s wrong? You look pissed. Come and tell Daddy all about it, and we can all have a good laugh.” 

“He’s in one of his weird moods,” Allison warned her daughter.

Jenny looked like she was ready to explode. “Is that your idea of fatherly advice to your only daughter? I’m not in the mood for your humor. They are at it again; fucking vampires killed a family of four in the park. Someone knows how to get around my talismans. I checked, and they are still working.”

“Jenny, language.” Her mother scolded, surprised at the curse word. It showed how upset she was with the situation. So much death these days. Getting accustomed to all the violence was a necessary evil to avoid getting so depressed that one wouldn’t even consider getting out of bed in the morning.

“Where’s Moon Diamond, or Zacharia, or whatever the hell you call him?” Jenny glared at her father.

Drac was surprised that she didn’t mention the clock being in pieces on the floor. “I imagine he’s in his office. He is still playing detective, the poor bastard. Imagine a vampire’s soul trapped inside a cat. Moon Diamond caught and ate a mouse last week, and Zacharia was all embarrassed about it. But a cat is a hunter and never completely tame, wild by nature.” 

Jenny shook her head. “Do you realize how utterly weird this family is? Never mind that Dracula is my father. When does the news come out that my real grandfather is Frankenstein?”

The Master snickered. “Let me inform you of a situation that would be even weirder. I could have a sex change, and then I’d be your mother. Not that there’s anything wrong with that, because you know a man that feels like a woman will never be happy unless he becomes a woman.”

Jenny held her hand up for him to stop talking. “I need to find Moon Diamond.” She marched out. Smoke would have been coming out of her ears if it were possible. 

The author, Piers Anthony, appeared in the doorway, wheeling two suitcases behind him. “I need to stay here for a few weeks if you don’t mind? Things are in motion, nefarious things.” He didn’t quite look himself, rundown or something. What the hell was he talking about?

Dracula’s eyebrows tightened, a bit perplexed by the request. “Nefarious things? I don’t mind in the least. We have several empty bedrooms, don’t pick the one at the end of the hall because the cats like to congregate in there, and they wouldn’t appreciate a non-feline intruder.”

Piers turned and, without uttering another syllable, went in search of a bedroom. He looked about as happy as Jenny. He passed Ming Meow, a Siamese that had taken a large piece of salmon out of the fridge, dragging it somewhere. “Your majesty,” Piers said to the cat and then bowed.

“Something is wrong with Piers,” said Allison. “Didn’t you notice his demeanor? Aren’t you going to talk to him?”

Drac shook his head and sat up straight. “No. He’ll bring it up if he wants to and not if he doesn’t. Since there’s nothing we can do, what do you say we rock the boat? Shake the bedposts?” 

Allison shrugged, not a bad idea. They both hurried into the master bedroom. In less than a second, the King of the vampires was naked, and so was Allison. He had a muscular body but not overly so, nicely proportioned everywhere. Allison was beautiful, and they made a fantastic-looking couple. She let herself fall on the bed, and Dracula covered her body with his. 

Drake appeared on top of his father’s back. “Giddy up, Daddy. Go, go!”

Allison began to laugh hysterically. The mood was now utterly destroyed.
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Night had fallen on the Big Apple, and the crescent moon occasionally peeked through the cloud cover. People went about their business as evil slipped through the night under the concealment of darkness, wicked thoughts, and even evil plans rolled around in some heads like marbles in the playground. 

The Red Sheriff and his German Shepherd were on patrol, watching for anything that looked out of the ordinary. Many vampires were frightened of the vampire dog, so Alexander had to decide whether it was him or the dog they were fearful of and whether they were up to no good when approaching a biter. Sometimes faces told the story. The word guilt may as well have been burned into some foreheads. Alexander could get into some minds and see if they were up to something nasty, but others were blocked magically. Enchantments used by evil vampires seemed to be on the rise, and blocking sheriffs from entering one’s mind was a popular one.

The Red Sheriff and his female Shepherd Tessy followed a Chinese male that the dog had taken an interest in, but they had difficulty catching up to him, meaning he must have augmented his speed. The sheriff’s shoulder-length hair, physique, and handsome face made women walk into poles. Alexander, dressed in a black trenchcoat that went below his knees, couldn’t mind him either. It figured.

The guy seemed guilty of something. He avoided them like a deer shunned people during hunting season, and the dog was desperate to catch up to him. He might be a biter who killed innocent people and drained their blood without a second thought. Some vampires somehow found ways to neutralize Jenny’s spells, which forced biters with evil in mind to leave an area where her talismans were located. 

“I hate it when they augment,” he said to Tessy. “It makes our job that much harder. Seems to be a lot more of that going on lately.”

A slight red glow emanated from his badge, which let people know who and what he was. His dog was a vampire hybrid, transformed by Dracula, and most vampires were frightened of her. When her fangs came out, their bravado usually departed, knowing that she could chew their heads off and was faster than most. Tessy liked that she had a similar red badge on her red collar. 

Chul-Moo stopped briefly, looked around, and then continued. His face was full of potholes from an overabundance of pimples he had in his youth, and for whatever reason, they didn’t disappear when he turned from human to vampire. He hated how he looked for that reason. That damn dog had to take an interest in me. I’m faster, but if he calls for backup, I might be screwed. It had to be tonight of all nights that I get noticed. I wonder what got that damn dog’s attention.

Tessy had smelled the scent of C-4 off him, scenting dynamite, TOVEX, and TNT. Chul-Moo thought that he might have a nitroglycerin headache and wasn’t feeling well; he needed to make proper decisions if he wanted to avoid the sheriff and his dog. As he went around the Flatiron building, Alexander decided to go in the opposite direction to see if they could catch him on the other side. 

“Tessy, try not to lose his scent.” The dog woofed as they both stopped for a brief second to scan.

Chul-Moo ducked out of sight, but it was too late as he’d already been noticed. He was, however, unaware that he’d been seen.

The sheriff saw him and ducked out of sight as Chul-Moo looked around, feeling relief that there was no sign of the sheriff or his dog. They followed Chul-Moo to Union Square and then Greenwich Village to the South. Stopping, they watched from a distance as the target looked around nervously, searching for his pursuers. Chul-Moo considered that he had given them the slip but couldn’t be sure. He stiffened and briefly lost consciousness, falling like a domino to the ground, feeling fortunate that he hadn’t blown himself up when he came around. The second time this month that he felt ill.

Chul-Moo blurred to the arch at Washington Square Park, placed the explosive device, and quickly moved away. Even though night had fallen, there were still a lot of people hanging around. Taking photos of one another near the arch at night made great images. Laughter cut through the night air as one twin baby had sneezed, scaring the other, amusing the parents. 

The bomber liked the thought that someone would get a great photo of the explosion, stopping at what he believed to be a safe distance he waited. The three minutes would not take long to pass, though it would seem longer as he watched the seconds on his watch—nothing quite like a ball of fire to light up the night.

Alexander and Tess rushed to the arch; the dog quickly discovered the cuboid explosive device. The sheriff took a picture of it with his enhanced badge and noticed the time ticking down, less than thirty seconds. Three bricks of C-4 would do a hell of a lot of damage, likely kill many people. There were extra wires attached, fake ones that did nothing, which might make it impossible to deactivate. Several of the wires were red. When the detonation time was less than ten seconds, the sheriff threw the explosive device more than three thousand feet into the air. The blast lit up the night sky. 

Chul-Moo took off like a racehorse out of the gate. Because of the number of people, they weren’t able to follow him, but at least they had halted the tragedy that would have happened, and Alexander and Tessy both had his scent, and neither would soon forget. This guy needed to take a dirt nap as it was unlikely that he would stop.
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Dracula walked down Broadway in Manhattan on an afternoon where the sky was full of puffy white clouds, wearing a dark full bespoke suit made by William Westmancott, 170 parts that were hand-cut and sewn together for a precise fit. An African American wearing a smart-looking navy blue suit and his nine-year-old son stopped in their tracks at the sight of him. 

The boy pulled on his father’s sleeve. “Dad, Dad, it’s Dracula!”

“I see that, William, calm down.”

The child slowly looked up at Dracula’s brown eyes. “You don’t eat kids, do you?”

“I do not. Besides, I’ve had lunch.”

“William, where are your manners!”

The father wasn’t sure of the protocol when meeting Dracula, King of all vampires. Should he bow? Now he felt silly for thinking it. What must it be like to be so powerful that even the police can’t stop you?

William’s mouth hung open as his gears turned. “You’re not gonna eat my father, are you?”

Dracula paused for effect. “Does he deserve to be eaten?”

“No.”

“Dracula, I must apologize for my son’s behavior as he appears to have left his manners and his brain at home.”

The Master gave a slight nod. “I enjoy the whimsies of youth, satisfying on many levels. Inexperience leads to many errors in life, but we’ve all been there.”

“If another vampire attacked us right now would you stop him?” asked William.

“I would indeed. 

“Cool! What would you do to him? Would you suck his blood?”

“William! For God's sake.”

And what do you want to be when you grow up?” Drac asked.

“I want to be a vampire like you.”

His father, Zane, rolled his eyes. “Do I need to gag you?”

Dracula smiled. He was enjoying this. “I would do whatever it took to stop the bad vampire.”

“Dad, did you hear that! He would save us.”

“Yes,” said Zane. “I wish someone would save me right about now.”

“Would you cut his head off?”

“All right, that is enough. Come on. It was nice meeting, you sir. William, come on.” He took his son’s hand and pulled him along. 

“But Dad, we were talking to Dracula!”

Dracula paused at the Woolworth building, remembering it was the tallest on the planet from 1913 to 1930 and how the world had changed since then. He had watched them build some of it. Some of today’s technology would seem like magic back then, just as future tech would appear to be magic to the here and now. The Master had watched as they put in the beautiful glass mosaics in the lobby.  Drac had talked to Frank Woolworth several times, learning that he paid for the construction in cash, more than thirteen million dollars at the time. 

In his mind, Dracula could still see the vampire he killed here in front of the building in 1918; his head knocked off as easy as a daisy, and poof Broham turned to dust. He had to shake some of him out of his shoes when he got home. Why some vampires turned to dust and others did not remain a puzzle. Broham had been a killer of innocents and deserved his fate, so Drac had no qualms about it, just one more memory from many. What was really painful was when he dreamt of old friends and lovers long gone. Humans did not have long lives compared to a vampire, and especially to him.

He could remember close friends from hundreds of years ago as if it were yesterday, and he continued to try and not dwell on the past, but it was not easy. He wondered how a regular person's memory compared with his ancient mind? Though his recall was far from perfection, the faces of friends and lovers seemed to be chiseled in there.

The Master caught a large fellow staring at him from across the street, wearing black pants, a checkered shirt with red suspenders, carrying a Crazy Horse leather backpack over his shoulders. At just over seven feet tall, he was formidable-looking, and not only that, but the monster was a vampire. He reminded Drac of André the Giant, although he never met him. With a vampire, strength was not about size; it was the amount of oomph within. The most potent biters were the ones the Master had transformed himself. Some vampires were augmented with enchantment spells, so he needed to be aware of















d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
CHILD WIZARD

»





d2d_images/image012.png
Dracula Heaxds Book 6





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image005.png





d2d_images/image016.png





d2d_images/image006.jpg





d2d_images/image003.png





d2d_images/image014.png
DRACULA: HEART OF a4 CHILD WIZAaRD





d2d_images/scene_break.png





d2d_images/image007.png
COPYRIGHT AL d. Gallant 2021
Al T RIGHTS RESEFRVED





d2d_images/image008.png
A.J. Gallant





