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chapter one

MY SISTER IS A VAMPIRE




AS DESTINY WELLER MADE THE TURN ONTO COLLINS Drive, a light rain started to fall. She squinted through the windshield, through the tiny, shimmering droplets of water, and pressed her cell phone to her ear.

I think its going to get really stormy, she said, glancing up at the lowering, black clouds. I really dont feel like going out tonight, Ana-Li.

Her friend Ana-Li May made disappointed sounds at the other end. I know its hard for you, Dee. But the summer is going fast, you know. You should try to have at least a little fun.

Fun? How could she be talking about fun?

Destiny clicked on the headlights. The wipers left a smear on the windshield glass. She kept forgetting to replace the blades.

Hard to think about things like that.

Youve been really great, she told Ana-Li. I mean, all summer. Youre the only one who knows the truth about Livvy. I mean, except for Dad and Mikey. And Ari, of course. And youve beenOH!

Destiny let out a cry. The cell phone fell from her hand as she hit the brakes hard. Her tiny, silver-gray Civic skidded on the wet pavement.

Startled by the sound, the girl on the sidewalk whipped her head around. Her face came into view.

Destiny gasped. No. Wrong again.

A car honked behind her. Heart pounding, she lowered her foot on the gas pedal and fumbled for the phone.

She could hear Ana-Li on the other end. Whats wrong? Dee? Are you okay?

Sorry. She leaned forward to squint through the smeared windshield. The rain pattered down harder. I keep losing it. Every time I see a girl with long blond hair, I think its Livvy.

Thats why youve got to get out of yourself, Ana-Li said. You know. Go out. Well go to a club or something. Dance our asses off. Maybe meet some hot guys. Itll take your mind off . . . everything.

How can I take my mind off it?

She didnt mean to scream, but the words burst out of her in a shrill, trembling voice. Ana-Li, my twin sister is a vampire! Shes out flying around, prowling at night, hungry for warm blood, killingkilling things. I . . . I dont know what shes doing. I havent seen her in two months. Do you know what thats done to my family? To my dad? My poor little brother?

Yes, of course I know, Dee. You dont have to scream at me. I

Theres no way I can take my mind off it, Destiny continued. She made a sharp right, tires skidding again. Shed almost missed her turn. I think about Livvy all the time. And Ross too. I still cant believe he went with her. Ana-Li, I . . . I want to see Livvy. I just want to hug her. I know its impossible, but I want to tell her to come back to us.

There was silence at Ana-Lis end.

Ana-Li? Are you still there?

Yeah. I just dont know what to say. You know, Ill be leaving for orientation. Yale is a long way from here. I thought maybe in the short time we have . . .

Destiny pulled into a parking spot at the curb in front of the familiar, low redbrick building. The rain had slowed. The wipers left a thick, gray smudge as they scraped over the glass.

Thats the way I see everything these days, Destiny thought bitterly. Through a dark blur.

Listen, Ana-Li. I have to go. Im here, at my dads office. I have to pick him up because his SUV broke down again. He never takes care of it. She sighed. He cant seem to take care of anything these days. Just stays in his lab twenty hours a day. Then he comes home too wrecked to talk or do anything.

Sorry, Ana-Li murmured on the other end.

No, Im sorry, Destiny said. Here I am, laying all this on you again for the hundredth time. Im really sorry. Can I call you later?

Yeah. Sure.

She clicked the phone shut and dropped it into her bag. Then she took a deep breath while checking her short, blond hair in the mirror.

Ana-Li has been terrific, she thought. Shes always been a great friend. After that horrible night Livvy and Ross decided they wanted to live forever as vampires . . . Ana-Li has always been there for me.

She slid out of the car and gazed up at the sign above the glass door: WELLER VETERINARY CLINIC. Yes, her dad still treated sick cats and dogs, spayed and neutered them, gave them their shots, washed away their fleas, and mended their broken bones. But he spent most of his time in his lab at the back of the building, reading, studying old books, mixing chemicals, working out endless equations, searching for a cure for vampirism.

Destiny made her way through the brightly lit waiting room, empty now, quiet except for the gurgling sounds from the fish tank in the wall. Hey, Dadare you ready? Her voice echoed down the hall as she passed the empty examining rooms.

Dad?

She found him hunched over the worktable in the lab, surrounded by darkness, standing under a cone of light from the single ceiling lamp. His eyeglasses reflected the light. He didnt seem to hear her at first.

Dad? Im here.

To her surprise, he had tears running down his cheeks. He crumpled the papers in his hand, then furiously ripped them in half and sent them flying to the floor.

Dad?

Dr. Weller turned to Destiny, his face flushed, his eyes hidden behind the shiny glasses. Im afraid I have very bad news, he said.








chapter two

CAN YOU KILL YOUR OWN DAUGHTER?




DESTINYS BREATH CAUGHT IN HER THROAT. DADwhat is it? she finally choked out. She hurried across the room and stood across the table from him, under the bright, white light.

He shook his head. Its my work. Its going nowhere. Im no closer to finding a cure than I was two months ago.

Destiny grabbed the edge of the metal table with both hands. But youll keep trying, right, Dad? I mean, youre not giving up, are you?

His pale blue eyes stared at her from behind his glasses, thick gray eyebrows arching high on his balding head. I dont know how much time I have. His voice came out in a whisper. His eyes didnt move from Destinys. Im under a lot of pressure.

Pressure? I dont understand, Dad.

He stepped around the table and put an arm around her shoulders. A lot of pressure. He hugged her briefly, then guided her to his small office at the side of the lab.

He dropped heavily into his desk chair, brushing back the tuft of gray hair on top of his head. Destiny stood, tense, in front of the desk, arms crossed over the front of her blue T-shirt.

You know I have chosen two roles, Dr. Weller said, gazing up at her. Im the Restorer, the one who can restore neophyte vampires to their normal lives, if theyre not already complete vampires.

I know very well, Destiny thought with a shiver. You dont have to explain, Dad. You restored me, remember? I was bitten too, just like Livvy. But you restored me, and now Im fine, perfectly normal. But Livvy . . . 

And Im also the Hunter, her dad continued, breaking into her thoughts. Ever since your mother died . . . killed herself because of a vampire . . . I . . . I . . . Ive vowed to kill as many vampires as I can. To rid Dark Springs of this . . . this filthy plague.

He rubbed his chin. Destiny saw that he hadnt shaved for at least a day or two. My two roles . . . curing and hunting . . . they dont always go together.

What do you mean, Dad? Destiny lowered herself into the wooden armchair across from the desk. Whats going on?

Ive been working so hard to find a cure, he said. You know. A cure for Livvy. And for Ross too. And any other vampire who wants it. And Ive been neglecting my duties as a hunter.

Destiny leaned forward, her hands tightly clasped. All her muscles tensed as her father went on.

The vampires in this town . . . theyve become an even bigger danger. There are too many of them. People are starting to become aware . . .

Destiny swallowed. You mean, that couple that was murdered in Millerton Woods last weekend?

Dr. Weller nodded. The police have been able to keep everything quiet. People in Dark Springs dont know about the vampires. Like your friends, Dee. Your friends all think that Livvy and Ross ran away together. They . . . they dont know the truth.

Destiny nodded. Just Ana-Li knows. And Ari, because he was there that night. No one else.

Dr. Weller frowned, deep lines creasing his forehead. Well, people are starting to guess. The police have been getting calls. Mayor Hambrick has been getting frightened calls. He wants to get the governor to call in the National Guard. I cant let that happen. Too many innocent people will be killed.

What are you going to do? Destiny asked.

I have no choice. I have to get my hunters together. I have to hunt them downand kill as many vampires as I can.

Destiny let out a sharp cry. Kill them?

She suddenly pictured Livvy . . . Livvy before this all happened . . . when their mother was still alive. Livvy in that sexy red halter dress she wore to the spring dance their junior year. Her hair all shimmering, cascading down her bare back. The bright red lipstick . . . her sparkly earrings . . . her smile . . . 

Destiny shook herself to chase the picture away.

You cant just go out and kill vampires, she told her father. How will you find them?

Dr. Weller leaned forward over the desk. He grabbed Destinys hands and held them between his. Theres an abandoned apartment building across the river from the campus. It was supposed to be student housing, a dorm for the community college. But the construction company went bankrupt and the building was never finished.

Destiny narrowed her eyes at him. And?

We think several vampires are using that building. Sleeping there during the day. Living in the apartments. I have my hunters organized. Were going there. Going into those apartments and killing as many of them as we can.

Destiny pulled her hands free. She jumped to her feet. When? When are you doing this?

In two weeksthe next full moon.

Destiny swallowed, her throat suddenly dry. Two weeks!

He nodded. Yes. Well go in at sunrise when theyre all asleep. I wanted to warn you. I mean, if something happens to me . . . His voice trailed off.

But, Dad Destiny realized she was shaking. What about Livvy? What if Livvy is in one of those apartments? You . . . you cant kill your own daughter. You cant!

A sob escaped Dr. Wellers throat. My daughter is already dead.

Destiny moved around the desk and grabbed her fathers sleeve. But shes not! Shes still alive. You know shes not dead. You cant do it. You cant kill hercan you?

I dont know! Dr. Weller hugged Destiny again and held her tight. I dont know. I dont know! If I find Livvy in there . . . I dont know what Ill do.








chapter three

THE VAMPIRE HUNT




DR. WELLER PULLED THE DARK BASEBALL CAP DOWN over his head and gazed up at the moon, full and low in the sky, pale white as the sun began to rise. Dressed in black, hats down over their foreheads, the hunterstwenty volunteersgathered in a silent circle around him at the open entrance to the tall apartment building.

Dr. Weller heard the flap of wings high in the sky. He glanced up the side of the redbrick building, at the window openings, glassless and dark. A tall pile of concrete blocks stood near the front of the entrance. Boards of Sheetrock in varying sizes, wire, and rolls of cable were strewn across the ground. Signs that the construction had stopped abruptly, long before the building had been completed.

A thin arc of red sunlight rose in the distance. The hunters leaned on their wooden stakes, waiting for their orders.

Dr. Weller took a deep breath. The vampires should be sleeping by now, he said, eyes raised to the window holes. But this may not be easy. If they somehow got word that we were coming . . .

We can handle them, a young man said, raising his stake in front of him like a knights lance.

They might have set a trap for us, Dr. Weller said. We need to take all precautions. As we spread out in there, we need to be in constant communication. Did you check your walkie-talkies?

Some of them muttered yes. Some nodded. Some reached for the phones clipped to their belts.

Make sure theyre all set on the same frequency, he continued. If youre in any trouble, just press the button and shout your location. Well all hear you.

They nodded again. One man at the edge of the circle made a striking motion with his pointed stake, as if he were killing a vampire.

Lets go, Dr. Weller said. He hoped they didnt see the shudder that ran down his body. He spun to the building and began jogging toward the entrance, raising his stake as he ran.

Livvy? Ross? Are you in here?

The thought of his daughter lying white and pale, asleep in this vacant building, made his stomach churn. He could feel the muscles tightening in his throat. A wave of nausea swept over him, and for a moment, he thought he was going to vomit.

Livvy?

Oh, Livvy.

Then he was inside the dark lobby, cooler in here, the smell of plywood and pine and plaster dust, and his stomach settled. Through his glasses, his vision grew sharp as he focused his mind. In the dim light, he could see the half-tiled walls, the opening of the elevator shaft.

He suddenly could hear every footstep of his hunters, hear their shallow breaths, even hear their thoughts! At least, he imagined he could.

Every sense alive now.

Alive. Yes, I want to stay alive. I dont want to die tonight in a nest of vampires.

A nest of the undead.

Undead. My own daughter . . . 

A shaft of red sunlight poured through the open lobby windows. The day was pushing out the night. He felt as if he were moving through a dream, colors changing, darkness giving way to bright light.

Trying to force away all thoughts, he led the hunters to the stairs. And as they climbed, single file up the concrete stairway, shoes thudding and scraping the dust, Dr. Weller heard the moans. Soft at first, then louder as they stepped out onto the first floor.

A shrill animal howl somewhere down the long hallway. Open doorways to the left.

Stakes gripped against their sides, the hunters trotted toward the open doorways. Dr. Weller clicked on his flashlight and sent a beam ahead of them on the floor. He saw piles of trash, rattling and blowing from the gusts of wind through the glassless windows.

Sudden movement. An animal scampered out from under the trash. Dr. Weller stopped and motioned for his hunters to stay back, and then lowered the beam of yellow light to the creature. A fat raccoon.

The animal waddled away from the light, down the trash-cluttered hall, followed by four small raccoons, running hard to keep up.

Dr. Weller motioned for his posse to move again. Stepping over the garbage and stacks of newspaper, they walked silently toward the dark apartments.

No doors on the apartments. They heard hoarse coughs. Loud snoring. Eerie moans and groans . . . 

Yes, theyre here.

Yes, theyre asleep.

Yes, its time.

Dr. Weller raised his wooden stake and pointed it down the hall. Lets kill vampires! he cried.








chapter four

GOOD-BYE, LIVVY




HE STEPPED INTO THE FIRST APARTMENT, WOODEN stake raised in his right hand, flashlight gripped in his left. He swept the light around the floor. It stopped on a figure sprawled on his back, arms dangling over a nearly flat mattress on the floor.

Heart pounding, Dr. Weller moved closer. A young man, asleep, his mouth open. And the dark stain on his chin . . . the dark stain . . . caked blood. Running down his chin onto his bare chest.

He must die. I have no choice. I have accepted this responsibility.

But yet Dr. Weller hesitated. Am I taking a human life?

No.

Not human. Not human any longer.

A scream of agony ended his thought, followed by another shrill scream from down the hall. The hunters had found their prey. Vampires were being slaughtered.

He set down the flashlight. He raised the pointed stake high in both hands.

Another scream of horror from another apartment.

The young man stirred in his sleep. Closed his mouth. Eyes still shut, he licked at the caked blood on his chin.

With a loud grunt, Dr. Weller arched the stake high, then brought it down with all his force. The point pierced the young mans chest, then sank deep into his body.

His arms shot up and his legs kicked. He opened his eyes wide and a scream of pain shattered the silence of the room.

Dr. Weller buried the stake deeper, pushing hard, gripping it with both hands. The vampires eyes sank into their sockets. The arms and legs, still now, began to shrink. A rush of air escaped the vampires mouth, and then he didnt move again.

Dr. Weller freed the stake with a sharp tug. It pulled out easily, no blood on the tip.

He grabbed the flashlight and lurched back out into the hall. Screams echoed off the plaster walls. Screams and howls of pain and shock, and the hard-running footsteps of the hunters as they invaded the open apartments to kill their deadly prey.

Dr. Weller stopped for a moment to catch his breath. Then he dove into the next apartment, the wooden stake trembling in his hand.

The light danced over the apartment floor. A small, square rug in one corner. A suitcase against the wall. A wooden table cluttered with bottles and tubes and jars of cosmetics.

Dr. Weller swallowed. A female vampire lived here. His legs suddenly felt weak as he moved toward the bedroom in back. The flashlight grew heavy in his hand. He took a deep breath. Held it. Burst into the room.

And saw her sleeping on a low cot.

He recognized her with his first glance. Livvy.

Oh, no. Livvy.

She had cut her hair as short as Destinys. She wore a long, black nightshirt down over her knees. Her hands were crossed over her chest. In the trembling glow of the flashlight, her short, blond hair shimmered around her pale, sleeping face.

I cant do this, he thought.

I brought her into the world. How can I kill her now? I despise all vampires. A vampire murdered my wife, took away the person most precious to me.

I hate them. Hate them all.

But to drive a stake through my own daughter? Thats asking too much of any man.

Images flashed through his mind, bright and clear as photographs. Livvy as a baby. Livvy and Destiny in their snowsuits building their first snowman. Livvy and her mom giving each other makeovers, bright purple lipstick shining on his wifes lips, sparkles in her hair.

Livvy . . . 

I cant.

With a sob, he turned to leave. He stopped when she stirred, groaning in her sleep.

Shes not my daughter, he realized.

Its not Livvy anymore. Its a deadly creature in Livvys body. And I have no choice.

He moved back to the cot. Raised the stake high in both hands. Changed his mind.

One last kiss for my daughter. A good-bye kiss.

Good-bye, Livvy.

He lowered his face to her cheek.

And he let out a startled cry as her hands shot up. Her eyes opened wide. She grabbed him by the neck and tightened her fingers around his throat.

Ohh he gasped.

She stared up at him, and the fingers squeezed tighter, tighter . . . 

NO! he choked out, struggling to free himself from her grip. NO! LIVVYPLEASE! NO!








part two

ONE MONTH EARLIER














chapter five

LIVVYS GRADUATION PARTY




I LOVE THE BLUE EYE SHADOW. ITS SO RETRO, Livvy said. She turned to her two new friends, Suzie and Monica. How does it look?

Awesome, Suzie said. But wait. You have lipstick on your chin. She dabbed a tissue over the dark spot on Livvys chin. There.

Is that the cinnamon lipstick or the grape? Monica asked. She shoved Suzie aside to get a better look at Livvy. Its so hard to tell in this light.

A single sixty-watt bulb hung on a long cord from the ceiling.

Livvy took the tissue from Suzie and dabbed at her lips. Its black. For nighttime. My favorite time.

Monica grinned at Livvy. My favorite time too. Party time. She licked her full, dark lips. Then she picked up her hairbrush and began running it through her long, straight black hair.

Hey, its date night, Suzie said.

Every night is date night, Monica said, when youre hungry.

Livvy turned to Suzie. Are you coming with us?

I think we should go out on our own, Suzie replied. See whats out there. Check out the fresh meat. You know. And then we can meet later.

Livvy studied Suzies face, so pale, nearly white as snow. Suzie had been an immortal for a long time, for so long Suzie didnt remember when she made the change.

One night when the moon was still high in the sky, and the three girls had fed well and were feeling comfortable and full, Suzie told Livvy and
















































OEBPS/Images/title.jpg
houd
Fe
o Tt o it

A novel by
R.L. STINE






OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
atures of the night . . .





