










Contents


About the Author


Title Page


Dedication


The Night of the Vampires


The Night of the Werewolves


The Night of the Bwca


The Night of the Hell Hounds


Fancy Dress Night


Copyright





Malachy Doyle has written more than a hundred books, from picture books to teenage novels. His books have won the Nestle Smarties Prize, the Tir na n-Og Award and the English Association Award. Malachy spent twenty-five years in Wales, before returning to Ireland, where he lives on a tiny island with his wife, cats, dogs and ducks.


Hannah Doyle lives in a small village near Aberystwyth where she grows vegetables, goes for long walks in the hills and draws pictures.


[image: Chapter4c]





Pete and the Five-a-Side Vampires


by


Malachy Doyle


illustrated by Hannah Doyle






[image: FireflyLogo]





for Daniel




The Night of the Vampires


[image: Chapter1d]



‘Hey, Dad! Wake up!’


Pete ran into his father’s room and started poking and prodding him.


‘Oh come on, Dad! It’s such a waste of time doing nothing for hours and hours in the middle of the long dark night. It’s just so boring! Let’s go out and have some fun!’


But his father only snored and ignored him.


So Pete wrote a note to say he was off to the park to get in some kicking practice. And he took Blob the basset hound instead.


Pete wasn’t much of a sleeper, see. He just didn’t get the idea of spending half your life in bed when you could be out and about, doing stuff. And the night was always so … exciting. It was such a shame to waste it.


So he pulled out his very special night-time ball, the one with the light inside, and hoofed it down the lane.


Blob wagged and woofed and off he raced after the ball, with Pete chasing behind.


Kick, bark, run. Kick, bark, run. Down Westgate Street, over the Severn they went, and all the way to the park.


But there was a group of people there already, kicking a ball around, in the coal-black middle of the pitch-dark night.


And there was something weird about them. Weirder even than the fact that they were playing football in the dark.


And then Pete caught a glimpse of what was written on the backs of their … cloaks. The Five-a-Side Vampires!
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And do you think they played dirty, with a name like that? They certainly did!


Did they dive? They did. Did they push? They did. Did they trip each other up? You can bet your bottom dollar.


And what do you think was the worst thing they did when they got annoyed? Or when they got hungry? Or when they got thirsty?


They sunk their fangs into one another’s necks!


Yuk! Double-decker yuk! Triple-decker gory gruesome eeky-beeky vampire yuk!


But was Pete scared? No way! He was a Night-time Wanderer, and Night-time Wanderers are brave as brave can be.


‘They’re the filthiest players I’ve ever seen, Blob!’ he said, delighted. ‘What they need is a ref, to keep them under control!’


And Blob said nothing, because bassets can’t talk.


So Pete tucked the ball into his bag and pulled out his extra-loud whistle, the one he always carried with him when he went out looking for excitement in the long dark night. Handy, in case you get lost. Useful, in case you meet a bunch of blood-sucking vampires acting up on the football pitch.


‘WHEEE, WHEEE, WHEEE!’


he went. ‘Now get your act together, you lot! I don’t care if you’re alive or dead, ghosts or ghoulies. I’m the ref from now on, and we’ll have a bit of fair play round here!’


Pete was proper Welsh, see – scared of nothing.


‘We’re not allowed to foul?’ asked Vladimir Vampire, giving him the evil eye.


‘That’s right!’ said Pete, facing up to him.


‘No diving, pushing or tripping?’ said one of the others.


‘Not with me as ref,’ said Pete.


Veronica Vamp sidled up close to him. ‘No biting people when they annoy you?’ she asked, breathing down his neck.


‘Certainly not!’ said Pete, stepping away sharpish. ‘One go of that and you’ll be off the pitch and back in your coffin before you can say Gareth Bale!’


Blob the basset growled at her, and Veronica slipped away.
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‘Well, that’ll be no fun at all then!’ snapped Gnasher, the other team’s goalie, chucking the ball at Pete. ‘I mean, what’s the point of being a vampire if you can’t nibble people’s necks?’


‘This is football, not breakfast!’ Pete was staring him out. ‘So while I’m the ref, you do as I say! Now PLAY!’


‘Well, there’s no way we’re starting the game all over again just because some kid we’ve never seen before appears out of nowhere and starts bossing us about,’ said Gnasher, baring his teeth. ‘My side’s one nil up already, right? You’re not planning to take our goal away, are you?’


‘Fair enough, you can keep your score,’ said Pete, with a shrug of his shoulders.


Veronica Vamp waited for the kick-off and thumped it past Gnasher, way down the other end of the field.


‘GOAL!’ she yelled. But Pete didn’t blow for it.


‘GOAL! IT’S A GOAL!’ screeched the furious vampire, dashing over to him, teeth bared.


But Blob, who’d been racing up and down the line, being a ball-dog, came haring onto the pitch – bark, bark! – to defend his bestest friend.


Veronica stepped back a bit as the brave young basset snapped and snarled at her pretty-pink vampire boots. ‘OK, OK!’ she said, dancing away from his snapping. ‘Keep your fearsome fangs to yourself, mutt!’


Because maybe you didn’t know, but vampires don’t like dogs, see. Neither do ghosts, zombies or werewolves. That’s why it’s a good idea to bring one with you if you’re out and about walking in the pitch-dark night. That and a whistle.
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‘And you can keep your fearsome fangs to yourself too, Veronica Vamp!’ said Pete, eyeing up the sharpness of her red-stained teeth, coming dangerously close to the soft skin of his neck again. ‘So what’s your problem, anyway?’ he asked her.


‘IT WAS A GOAL, REF!’ she screeched. ‘The ball crossed the line, as clear as…’ and her voice dropped as she looked all around, scared to say it, ‘…daylight!’ she whispered.


Because that’s the other thing vampires don’t like. Daylight. They don’t even like the word. It’s bad for them, see. So bad that they have to be back in their coffins before the first rays of morning brighten the darkness, or else the poor unfortunate beings disappear, with a hiss, into nothingness.


But you probably knew that already.


‘I didn’t see any goal,’ said Pete, shrugging his shoulders. ‘It’s too dark down that end of the pitch. So even though I’m sure you wouldn’t be telling porkie-pies, I can’t allow it, I’m afraid, Veronica. Refs can only call it as they see it. But I’ll tell you what I’ll do…’ He whistled to Blob to fetch the ball the two of them had brought with them – the one with the light inside. ‘We’ll use this one instead. Then we’ll all see it, no problem.’


The vampires gasped as Pete pulled the ball out of his bag.


‘LIGHT!’ they hissed, shielding their eyes.


‘It’s OK,’ said Pete. ‘It’s just ball-light, not daylight.’ Pete knew about the daylight thing. Most people do, these days.


So the vampires passed the ball around between them, and soon decided it was safe.


Pete was sorted now, too. He could see the glowing ball in the middle of the pitch-dark night, no bother.


But he did still have one little problem. One pretty big problem, as a matter of fact. And that was that Blob the basset hound was one hundred per cent convinced that the ball with the light inside was his and his alone. He just loved that ball, see.


So every time anyone kicked it Blob hared onto the pitch, grabbed it between his teeth, gave it a jolly good shake to make sure it had stopped breathing, and then carried it back to Pete. Waggity-wag.


And Pete had to restart the game. Over and over.


‘Oh, will someone just BITE THAT DOG!’ cried Vladimir Vampire, fed up because the other team had scored again, and were now two nil up. ‘I mean, he doesn’t know the first thing about five-a-side!’


‘Yes, he does! He just likes getting his teeth into things, like you lot do…’ said Pete, giving Vladimir a steely grin. Because you have to stick up for your best-ever pet, even when he is a bit annoying, now don’t you?


And Blob sat at his feet and wagged. Waggity-wag.


‘Well, I’ll be the ball boy then, and Blob can play instead of me. Then we’ll see what sort of a five-a-sider he is!’


So Gnasher launched the ball high (so Blob couldn’t reach it) … Dracula’s Daughter headed it on towards goal…


And who was there in defence, grabbing it and running, all the way back down the field and stabbing it straight past the goalie?
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