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​Prologue 
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It was such an innocent mishap—nothing more, nothing less—yet the twelve-year-old boy found himself hurtling headfirst toward an unknown doom. *What was it that I stubbed my toe on?* the lad asked himself. At first, he couldn’t focus his eyes on anything in the darkness. He could only hope that this long, slow-motion moment would bring him to a soft landing.  

A flashback crossed his mind. He remembered a time when he had fallen off his bicycle in the rain. Just like now, time had instantly slowed down before coming to an extremely painful and bloody stop. He recalled wiping the top of his head with the palm of his hand, finding it covered in blood and a clump of flesh with hair still attached. He remembered using his other hand to pick himself up off the ground by grasping the chrome bumper of an old pickup truck—the very object that had caused the bloody mess.  

Now, as he continued his downward descent, his eyes focused on a rock that might as well have been the size of the moon. Another memory flashed through his mind. He remembered his father, perhaps two years prior, showing him the planet Saturn through a telescope.  

As quickly as the memory came to his numb mind, his eyes refocused on the rock below, which now appeared much larger than it had seconds before. In his peripheral vision, he could make out lights from a few surrounding houses near the bottom of the nearly one-hundred-and-fifty-foot drop-off. The sandstone cliffs had created this soon-to-be life-altering experience.  

Then, just as he closed his eyes before impact, the twelve-year-old found himself coming to a sudden stop within...  

Opening his eyes, he wondered for a moment if his life had just ended, if this was the sudden experience of life after death, or...  

In the darkness, he couldn’t see what had caught him, but he could tell that something—or someone—was holding him. Holding him tightly. Holding him close.  

His head rested against the sternum of someone’s chest. He could feel their arms cradling him in the fetal position, supporting his legs and the center of his back. Sensing that his left arm had free motion, he raised his hand over his own head, hoping to identify the person holding him. His fingers traced up his protector’s sternum to the base of their neck...  

“Just hold on, Eddie... We’re almost back to the top of the sand rocks.”  

“Malachi... is that you?” the shaken twelve-year-old asked.  

“Yes, Eddie... I told you I could fly.”  
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“Well, Malachi... what did you wish for this year?” David asked his son just as he blew out the thirteen candles. Nicole was the only friend outside the immediate family who had been invited to the celebration. This wasn’t due to a lack of friends but rather Malachi’s idea that it would make a better personal impression on Nicole.  

Looking up from the cake as his father asked the question, Malachi stared into Nicole’s eyes from across the table. “My wish is to spend the rest of my life with the person I love the most,” Malachi answered, his voice firm and unwavering. At his response, the rest of the family turned to stare at Nicole.  

“I love you, Malachi,” Nicole said, a tear running down her face. “I want to spend the rest of my life with you too.” With her words, everyone paused for a moment before simultaneously breaking into applause.  

The fact that Malachi was only thirteen weighed heavily on David’s mind. His son had repeatedly made insinuations about spending a long life with Nicole. Still, wanting to remain positive and hoping his son would grow up happy, David never argued against Malachi’s wishes.  

“Hey, Corina...” Mrs. Sanchez spoke up just as the clapping faded. “How about you and I do the dishes together? I need some one-on-one time with you for a little while.” The older woman’s suggestion came as the rest of the family headed out into the backyard.  

“Is everything alright, Mom?” Corina asked, a look of worry crossing her face.  

“Yes, of course. I just need to talk with you.” Suddenly, the doorbell rang, interrupting the two women.  

“I’ll be right back, Mom. I’ll go see who that is,” Corina said as she walked out of the kitchen and down the stairs. Opening the door, she looked down into the eyes of a boy about Malachi’s age.  

Pulling his hands from behind his back, he held out a present. “Ma’am... is Malachi home?”  

“Yeah, he is. What’s your name? I don’t think I’ve met you before.”  

“My name is Eddie. I’m in Malachi’s class at school. He told me once, a long time ago, that his birthday is on May twenty-fourth. I used my allowance to buy something for him,” Eddie explained, looking up at Corina.  

“Well, that’s very thoughtful of you. Come on in, Eddie. The kids are outside in the backyard. You can get to them through the sliding glass door in the kitchen,” Corina said, leading the way up the steps.  

“Thank you, ma’am,” Eddie replied before exiting the kitchen to the fenced-in yard behind the house.  

“Well, gee... who was that polite little one?” Corina’s mom asked, her hands on her hips as she stood with her back to the sink.  

“He says his name is Eddie and that he’s friends with Malachi at school. Too bad our kids aren’t that polite,” Corina remarked as she filled one of the sinks with hot water, adding dish soap under the faucet’s stream.  

“You know, Corina...” Mrs. Sanchez began, turning to face the sink. “Now that Malachi has reached his thirteenth year, there are some additional things you need to know about him... and again when Ronnie reaches that age.”  

Turning off the faucet, Corina faced her mother, a look of worry on her face. “What do you mean by ‘additional things,’ Mom? It’s been hard enough spending the last thirteen years hiding the E.S.P. from David... I don’t know how much more I can take on.”  

Reaching out to hold her daughter’s arm, Mrs. Sanchez grasped Corina firmly, looking her in the eyes. “Corina... you’ve got to understand and remember that no matter what changes take place—now or later—those boys of yours are your children. And as I’ve told you before, their number one mission in life will be to protect you. A second mission, for Malachi at least, will be to protect Nicole’s life. When—and if—Ronnie finds someone special in his life, his second mission will be to protect that person.”  

“I know... you’ve told me before about them protecting me. But what other things are going to happen now? And am I going to be able to keep these things from David and others who come into our lives?”  

“Yes, Corina. If you make a direct effort with Malachi and Ronnie to keep things among yourselves, then obviously no one will know,” Mrs. Sanchez said, loosening her grip on Corina’s arm.  

“Well, then what else is going to happen? And... how many of their close friends are going to die as we learn to live with it?” Corina’s eyes filled with tears, and a single tear rolled down her cheek as she continued to look at her mother.  

Reaching out again, Mrs. Sanchez wrapped her arms around Corina to comfort her. “Honey... sometimes Malachi and Ronnie are going to make mistakes. When they do—and it will happen again—you’ll need to forget about it. Trying to remember won’t fix what happened, nor will it help you deal with it when it happens again.” Letting go of the hug, Mrs. Sanchez led Corina by the hand to the dining room table. Pulling out a chair for her daughter, she sat down next to her. For a moment, neither of them spoke. They simply sat there, staring out through the sliding glass door at the children playing outside.  

Looking back at her mom and wiping away one last tear, Corina cleared her throat. “Alright, Mom... what else?”  

“Well, really... beyond the E.S.P., there are four other things that Malachi, now that he has reached his thirteenth year, will be able to do. One of these is a short list of allergies that could harm him... or possibly even kill him.” Pausing for a moment, Corina’s mom turned her head toward the door and watched the kids as they continued to play. “Malachi is going to start staying out late at night—or at least staying awake late at night.” She looked back at Corina and continued. “Malachi is going to develop a severe allergy to the ultraviolet light that the sun produces. This ultraviolet light will severely burn his skin. Holy water...” She paused briefly. “Holy water from a Catholic church will burn his skin, along with the tissues underneath it. Then, one last allergy... if anything ever penetrates his heart, no matter how minor the injury, he will die instantly. The other allergies may also kill him if he isn’t removed from direct contact with them as quickly as possible.”

“Are those all of the allergies?” Corina asked in a soft, quiet tone.

“Yes,” Mrs. Sanchez replied. With that answer, she glanced up at the kitchen counter toward the coffee maker. “Would you like a cup of coffee, honey? I’m going to pour myself some.” She stood up from the table and walked over to the cupboard above the coffee maker.

“Yes, please, Mom,” Corina said, turning in her chair to face her mother directly. “What other changes are there going to be?”

“Well...” Mrs. Sanchez began as she pulled out two cups. “Along with the enlarged canines, Malachi’s body has now produced venom that will be secreted through bites from those canines. The holes in the roof of their mouths, at the thirteenth year, have now grown glands in the upper palate. You can’t see these glands because the upper palate hides and protects them. This venom, when and if Malachi bites someone, will turn that person into a vampire. The only exception is if Malachi were to instantly drain that person of all their blood, killing them. This venom is a pathogenic microorganism that permanently contaminates the victim’s blood. The effects are not reversible unless Malachi removes all of that person’s blood.” Mrs. Sanchez sat back down at the table and handed Corina one of the cups of coffee. “One last change, or addition, is that Malachi will be able to, to some extent, fly, hover, or levitate. This is the one you’ll need to worry about David finding out.”

“How will we know when this ability—or the others—can be used by Malachi?” Corina asked, carefully sipping from her hot cup of coffee.

“Malachi will know first... most likely by accident. Also, it’s most likely he’ll find out before the end of today. The experience will probably scare him at first, and hopefully, no one will see it when it happens. Corina, you need to make sure he keeps his teeth off people. The last thing we need is an outbreak of vampires in today’s society.” Standing up from her seat, Mrs. Sanchez slowly walked up to the sliding glass door and watched as the children kicked a soccer ball around the yard. “Corina...” she began, then paused. “You need to remember that our survival depends on silence... We cannot allow anyone to know.”

“I understand, Mom... But what if Malachi—or Ronnie, after his thirteenth year—accidentally bites someone? What do we do about keeping silent then?” Corina asked as she also stood and joined her mother at the window.

“In that case...” Mrs. Sanchez turned to face her daughter. “A choice has to be made immediately on whether to allow that person to die or become one of us. If we feel that our existence is at risk because of an individual, then it’s up to us to terminate that person’s life.”

“Mom... I’m a police officer with the Craig Police Department. How am I going to...”

“Corina!” Mrs. Sanchez snapped loudly. “You are a vampire... who you are biologically comes before your choice of employment.” Pointing out the window as Ronnie sat on a step petting Spud, she continued. “Those are your children, Corina... They love you very much, just as you love them. Those children of yours are predestined to risk their own lives to protect yours... Now, what are you willing to do to protect theirs? What are you willing to do to protect our lives?”

Raising her hand, Corina wiped away a tear as her eyes once again filled with moisture. “You’re right... I will do anything to protect the lives of my children...”

“And that doesn’t necessarily mean we have to kill... only if we doubt that person’s ability to remain quiet,” Mrs. Sanchez finished, reaching out to catch another tear. “It’s going to be alright, honey... Give me a hug.”

—-
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“COME ON, RONNIE... Leave the dog alone and come play with us... Please,” Malachi pressed. Ronnie had been playing but then felt as though his mom and grandmother were talking about them. He strongly sensed that the conversation had to do with additional powers or abilities associated with their thirteenth birthdays. Amid the loud yelling and playing between his brother, Nicole, and Eddie, Ronnie had missed parts of the conversation.

“Alright... I’m coming,” Ronnie announced as he stood up and walked away from the dog. Then, as Ronnie got about ten feet away from the porch, Spud quickly raced to his side and grabbed hold of his pant leg.

“I’m surprised how much energy that dog has...” Nicole commented. “Spud is at least twelve years old now.”

“What kind of dog is it?” Eddie asked as he bent over to pick up the soccer ball.

“A Chinese Pug,” Malachi piped up as he grabbed Eddie from behind. Wrapping one arm around Eddie’s chest, he used his other arm to pull his friend’s head back. With this hold, Malachi—pretending he was going to bite his friend—placed his mouth around Eddie’s neck and carefully dragged his teeth over Eddie’s jugular vein.

“Careful there, Malachi... I’m not a pincushion, you know,” Eddie said jokingly as he pulled his head forward. Suddenly, he felt a stinging sensation as Malachi’s teeth sank into the soft tissue of his neck. “Ouch!”  

“Ooh... I’m sorry, Eddie,” Malachi quickly said as he pulled away from his friend. “I didn’t mean to do that.”  

Eddie placed one hand over the side of his neck while using the other to hold his stomach. “Malachi... it feels like it’s burning... and I’m feeling dizzy.”  

“Alright... let’s go into the garage, Eddie. Nicole, you and Ronnie, don’t say anything about what just happened. Just keep playing like everything is normal,” Malachi said quietly, ensuring no one inside the house could hear. Then, turning back to his friend, he led Eddie by the arm toward the back door of the garage.  

Just as they entered the garage, Malachi suddenly felt as though he was carrying the majority of his friend’s body weight. “Eddie... can you get up on here?” he asked, patting his free hand on the door of the freezer.  

Looking up at Malachi’s face, Eddie tried his best to focus on his friend’s features. Despite his efforts, the best he could manage was going from quadruple vision to double vision—and even that was blurry. “I don’t think so... I can’t even move without you moving me,” Eddie answered, his words slurred.  

Hearing his friend’s response, Malachi quickly decided he would have to lift Eddie onto the freezer himself. “Okay, Eddie... I want you to rest against the side of the freezer while I lift you. I’ll put one arm behind your knees and the other behind your shoulder blades. When I place my arm under your legs, let your body weight rest on it so I can lift you... alright?”  

“Are you sure you can, Malachi? You’re not much bigger than I am,” Eddie said, though his body was already too weak to resist.  

As Eddie’s knees buckled slightly, Malachi was surprised at how light his friend felt—almost as if he weighed nothing at all. Then, as Malachi began to straighten his legs from a slightly crouched position, he suddenly found himself floating off the cement floor. “What the hell...” Malachi cried out loud.  

With Eddie still unconscious in his arms, Malachi stared in awe at the floor, now about four feet below his feet. Tightening his grip on his friend, Malachi looked around for an explanation. As his eyes adjusted to the top of the freezer, he realized he was at the perfect height to place Eddie on its door.  

Extending his arms and finding Eddie still weightless, Malachi carefully laid his friend on the freezer. Pulling his arms back, he began to lower to the floor effortlessly. As his feet touched the ground, Malachi bent down and touched the floor with his fingers, almost as if he needed confirmation that he was actually standing on solid ground.  

Standing back up, with one hand gripping the edge of the freezer door, Malachi quickly checked on Eddie. He could see immediately that his friend was still breathing. Reaching out with one hand—the other still tightly gripping the freezer door and its rubber seal—Malachi carefully placed his hand on the side of Eddie’s neck. Instantly, he knew something was wrong.  

Malachi had long known that his and Ronnie’s skin temperature was much lower than anyone else’s. He also knew their heart rates and breathing were much faster. Now, as he held his hand to Eddie’s neck, he realized all these differences were now true for Eddie as well.  

Suddenly, Eddie’s eyes opened, staring directly at Malachi, causing him to jump back. “Malachi... what’s going on?” Eddie asked, noticing the look of terror on his friend’s face.  

“I don’t know... something strange is happening,” Malachi replied, trying to regain his composure. “Can you get up?”  

“Yeah... I think so,” Eddie said as he slowly sat up on the edge of the freezer. “I feel alright... step back so I can jump down.”  

Malachi took a couple of steps back and watched as Eddie landed firmly on the garage floor. Stepping closer, Malachi placed a hand on Eddie’s shoulder. “Do you feel alright?”  

“Yeah... what happened? I remember you biting me behind your house, and then suddenly I’m waking up on top of this freezer... Malachi, what’s going on?” As he spoke, Eddie felt the side of his neck.  

“Honestly, Eddie, I don’t know what’s happening... but I think it’s a good idea to keep this to ourselves. Come on, let’s go back outside with Nicole and Ronnie before my family figures out something’s wrong. And Eddie... let’s keep this a secret from everyone,” Malachi said as he opened the garage door.  

Before they had gone into the garage—in fact, all morning—there had been a slight cloud cover hiding the sun. Now, as Malachi and Eddie rejoined Ronnie and Nicole, the sun was shining brightly from the west. Stepping out of the dimly lit garage, the bright sunlight not only blinded Malachi but also irritated his eyes like never before. Trying to refocus, Malachi looked down at the ground and stopped walking, causing Eddie to bump into him.  

“What’s wrong, Malachi?” Nicole asked as she walked over to him, noticing he had his eyes closed. The bright rays of sunlight didn’t seem to bother Eddie, though he was scratching the side of his head, trying to make sense of the last few moments. With his other hand, Eddie still felt the side of his neck where Malachi’s bite marks had seemingly vanished completely.  

“I can’t see,” Malachi responded. “The sun is too bright.” As Nicole patted him on the back, she noticed that Malachi appeared to be getting a slight sunburn.  

“Hey, guys...” Nicole announced, “Let’s go inside and play in the basement. Too many weird things are happening today.”  

“You don’t know the half of it,” Malachi replied as he let Nicole guide him toward the basement door.  

“Neither of you knows the half of it,” Eddie interrupted, following close behind Malachi, Nicole, and Ronnie into the basement.  

“What do you mean?” Malachi asked, now able to see clearly as he looked back at Eddie. His friend still had his hand on the side of his neck. As Malachi glanced down at Eddie’s feet, he noticed Spud aggressively biting the hem of Eddie’s jeans. “Spud, leave him alone!” Malachi snapped.  

“What I mean is that where you bit me has already totally healed... I don’t feel anything on the side of my neck,” Eddie explained, removing his hand to show Malachi.  

“Now that’s really weird,” Nicole repeated.  

“I’m gonna go tell Mom we’re playing in the basement for now,” Ronnie said as he headed for the stairs.  

“Ronnie... make sure that’s all you tell her. I don’t want her to know anything about what’s happened,” Malachi said, then placed his own hand on the side of Eddie’s neck to confirm what he’d said. “That is really weird.” With that, Malachi fell silent, his mind racing back to what had happened in the garage.  

“...Malachi!” Ronnie’s voice nearly made Malachi jump off the floor as he turned to face his brother.  

“What, Ronnie?”  

“I just called your name like four or five times, Malachi... Why don’t you join us down here on Earth and come up with something for us to do?” Ronnie said sarcastically.  

Looking at Nicole and then Eddie, whose mind also seemed elsewhere, Malachi tried to snap himself out of his thoughts. “How about we play Scrabble? It’s a game we all know how to play... Or Monopoly, or hide-and-seek.”  

“Hide-and-seek? Malachi, I think we’re getting a bit too old for that game,” Nicole retorted.  

“Well, then how about you guys come up with something while I go get a drink of water... Or even better, I’ll make some Kool-Aid for us and bring it downstairs with some cups,” Malachi suggested.  

“That sounds like a plan... hurry up, though,” Nicole said, walking toward the red oak closet in the corner of the basement where the board games were kept.  

Malachi jogged up the first half of the stairs before turning to head up the last flight. Just as he made the turn, he suddenly found himself rising to the top of the staircase without touching the steps—and moving extremely fast. As he reached the top, he landed on both feet but instantly fell to his knees, startling his mom and grandmother, who were finishing the dishes.  

“Malachi... you know better than to run up the stairs—or in the house, for that matter,” Corina said, turning to see her oldest son picking himself up off the floor.  

“I know... I’m sorry, Mom,” Malachi said, pausing for a moment to think about what had just happened. *What is happening to me?* he thought to himself. *Ronnie... come up here real quick. I need you.* Malachi decided that using his extrasensory perception would be the best way to handle the confusion.  

“Hey, guys...” Ronnie spoke up as Nicole and Eddie rummaged through the closet. “I’ll be back in a second. I’ve gotta go tell Malachi something.” Less than a minute later, Ronnie was standing by his brother’s side. “Hey, Malachi... what’s happening?”  

“Ronnie... I know I said I’d do it, but would you please make the Kool-Aid and enough sandwiches for all of us? I’m not feeling right... I think something’s wrong, but I don’t want Mom to know... Please.”  

“I’ll do it... How about you go back downstairs with Eddie and Nicole? At least now I know to watch both you and Eddie.”  

“Thank you, Ronnie... I owe you,” Malachi said, then turned to head back down the steps. As he carefully walked down the first flight of stairs, he held onto the railing. When he reached the first landing near the door, he was thankful he’d made it that far without incident. Before taking a step down the next flight, Malachi reached out to grasp the next railing. About halfway down, he decided he was safe enough to let go. The moment he released the handrail, he once again found himself flying down the last half of the steps, landing on his knees.  

“Malachi! Are you alright?” Nicole screeched loudly, thinking he had fallen down the steps.  

“Yeah... I’ll be alright,” Malachi responded, though he was becoming increasingly scared of whatever was causing him to seemingly fly. “I think I just need to sit down for a while.”  

—
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ON MAY 29TH, FIVE DAYS after Malachi’s birthday, Nicole’s graduation ceremony at Craig High School was set to begin at one o’clock in the afternoon. Nicole’s parents, Malachi’s parents, Ronnie, and a few others—such as Mr. and Mrs. Bruce from next door and Mr. and Mrs. Alberts from across the street—were all in attendance.  

Over the five days since Malachi’s birthday, he had grown more accustomed to the episodes of flight, levitation, and hovering. To say he had become used to it, however, meant he now understood how to control it better. He quickly realized that the episodes only occurred when he intended to move in a specific direction.  

“Malachi... are you ready to go up to the high school? We’ll take the car so we don’t have to walk with all the traffic going to and from the school... alright?” David asked, standing in the doorway to Malachi’s room.  

“Yeah, I’m ready, Dad... I’m just not excited about wearing this suit. The inseam is too long, and the buttons look really tacky. Also, if this tie gets any tighter, I won’t be getting any blood flow to my brain.”  

“Malachi, it’s only for the ceremony. After that, you can take the tie off... you do want to make a good impression for Nicole’s big day, don’t you?” David replied.  

“Yes, Dad, I do... and that’s the only reason I’m wearing it.”  

“Well, if it makes you feel any better, I don’t exactly like my suit either... and, for the most part, for the same reasons. I hate ties,” David said with a chuckle before turning and leaving the room.  

Within a few hours, the graduation was over, followed by a graduation party. It had been arranged beforehand for the party to take place at the DeClue residence. The first reason was that there was plenty of space for people to mingle, unlike the Ridgeview Apartments where Nicole and her parents still lived. The second reason was that the DeClue house was close enough to the high school for people to leave their cars in the school’s parking lot and walk to the house—avoiding the hassle of cluttering up the driveway.  

Except for a few bright, sunny hours on Malachi’s birthday, the weather had been overcast since then. According to the local radio station, with its disk jockey Tony St. John, Nicole’s graduation day was predicted to be clear with a high in the mid-nineties. However, as the graduation ceremony ended and party guests walked to Malachi’s house, it seemed the weather report, as usual, was wrong. It had rained during the ceremony, only stopping as the event concluded. About an hour into the party, the overcast began to clear up.  

“Hey, Malachi... would you like to go outside for a while?” Nicole asked, noticing Malachi staring out the window.  

As Malachi turned to face Nicole, it was clear his eyes were already struggling with the light coming through the window. His eyes were watery and red. A beam of sunlight had crossed his fingers as he rested his hand on the windowsill before Nicole called his name. When he turned to face her, it looked as though Malachi had stripes on his fingers. “I don’t think I should... look at my hand,” Malachi said, raising his fingers to show Nicole.  

“Well, maybe tonight we can go for a walk...” Nicole said, wrapping her arms around him. “...I love you so much, Malachi... and, thanks to you and your family, I’ve had the coolest graduation party ever.”  

“I love you too, Nicole... I think a walk tonight sounds great,” Malachi replied, resting his head on her chest and tightening his grip. They stood in perfect silence for about five minutes when suddenly the telephone rang, startling Malachi so much he nearly jumped into Nicole’s arms. Seconds later, someone in the living room answered the phone. Moments after that, Corina called down the hall, saying the call was for Malachi.  

Before picking up the telephone in his room, Malachi saw on the caller ID that the call was from the Yeash residence. “The call is from Eddie...” Malachi told Nicole, then picked up the receiver. “Hello...”  

“Hey, Malachi, it’s Eddie... Can I come over to see you? Something’s wrong with me, and I think it has to do with what happened the other day.”  

“Well, yeah... Eddie, you haven’t told anyone about what happened, have you?”  

“No... honestly, though, I’ve been tempted to say something because a few things are really wrong and scaring me.”  

“Alright, Eddie... I want you to come over right now. Don’t say anything to anyone—just come over here...”  

“Okay, Malachi... What if I ask my parents if I can stay the night at your house? That way, maybe you can help me get my head straight about all this stuff...”  

“Eddie, don’t say anything more on the phone. Ask your parents if you can spend the night, and then come right over... alright?”  

“Alright, Malachi. I’ll see you in about fifteen minutes.”  

“That’s good, Eddie... One more thing—when you get here, just walk in. You know where my bedroom is... Nicole and I are both here. We’ll wait for you.”  

“Alright... see you in a bit,” Eddie said before the line went dead. Hanging up the phone, Malachi went over to Nicole and wrapped his arms around her.  

“What’s happening with Eddie?” Nicole asked.  

“I’m not entirely sure myself... Remember the other night, on my birthday, when those strange things happened to Eddie after I bit him?”  

“Well, yeah... of course, I remember. I’ve never seen or witnessed anything like that bite healing so quickly... I’ll never forget it.”  

“Nicole... there are a lot of other things that happened in the garage while I was helping Eddie... and later, after we went into the basement. Also... something’s happened that’s causing me to not be able to be in direct sunlight. And now, something’s happening to Eddie that’s scaring him...”  

“What happened in the garage and the basement, Malachi? And why haven’t you said anything to me about it until now?” Nicole asked, looking him directly in the eyes.  

“First of all, Nicole... the reason I haven’t said anything to you is because I’m still confused about what’s happening. Some extremely weird things are going on, and they’re scaring me too... and now Eddie is scared.” Pausing for a moment, Malachi let go of his hug and stepped back. “Please sit down with me on the edge of the bed... There’s a lot I need to talk to you about.”  

Just as the two of them sat down, Eddie walked into the room. “Hey, Malachi... My mom said I could stay the night...”  

“That’s good, Eddie... Now, come over here and sit down next to Nicole and me... We have a lot to talk about. I’m going to start, Eddie, and then, when I’m done, you can tell me what’s going on with you,” Malachi instructed, his tone beginning to worry Nicole.  

“Now, listen, guys...” Malachi began, turning his head to the left to make eye contact with Nicole and then to the right to look at Eddie. “...It’s going to be hard for both of you to understand what I’m about to tell you... The reason it’s going to be hard is because most of the issues I’m about to talk about are things people grow up believing are just myths or science fiction... Now, listen... no matter how strange this sounds, please don’t interrupt. Let me finish.”  

Looking down at the floor, Malachi took a deep breath. “As you two know—or anyone who isn’t blind—my brother and I have always had extremely long canine teeth...” He turned to face Nicole again. “Nicole has known me my entire life... She can personally vouch for me that our teeth have been like this our entire lives...” At this, Nicole looked around Malachi at Eddie and nodded her head in agreement.  

“...The reason is—and once again, please bear with me—the reason is that Ronnie and I are vampires.” For a moment, Malachi didn’t look directly at either Eddie or Nicole. Instead, he stared at the floor between his feet.  

“...A lot of people have heard of the Salem Witch Trials back in the nineteenth century. Just like the Witch Trials, vampires are just as real... My great-great-grandfather’s name was Miguel Sanchez... He was born in 1775. Prior to his execution several years later, he was accused of and charged with the murders of several people... That’s the ultimate reason he was executed. For the most part, vampires no longer exist... There are a few, however, and my family makes up over half of those who do still exist... Ronnie and I have both made mistakes in the past that caused the deaths of two of our friends...”  

Out of the corner of his eye, Malachi saw Nicole cover her mouth with her hand.  

“...Ronnie and I both have extrasensory perception that allows us to read the minds of other people when their thoughts are about us... Then, as we celebrated my birthday the other day, I bit Eddie. After I bit him, he felt almost instantly sick. We went into the garage, and Eddie completely passed out... As I tried to lift him onto the freezer, I suddenly found him to be as light as a feather. Then, as I went to lift him, I found myself floating above the freezer with Eddie in my arms... Later, after we went into the basement, I went upstairs to make Kool-Aid and, once again, either flew or floated up the steps. It scared me... that’s why I had Ronnie make it for me. Then, on my way back down the steps, I flew down the stairs and landed on my knees when I tried to stop...”  

“I remember you falling to your knees...” Nicole interrupted. “...I thought you fell down the stairs.”  

“Throughout mine and Ronnie’s lives, we’ve had a few things—besides our teeth—that have always set us apart from others... Our body temperature is much lower than anyone else’s, and our heart rate and breathing are much faster than anyone else’s... When Eddie was passed out on the freezer, after I bit him, I found that all of those differences were immediately the same for Eddie...”  

“That’s what I wanted to talk to you about...” Eddie interrupted. “...everything except the flying or floating thing you’re talking about.”  

“Eddie... you’ve got to understand that all of this has to remain a secret from everyone... including your parents. If you need someone to talk to, talk to me or Ronnie... and, I guess now, Nicole.” Lifting both of his arms, Malachi lightly wrapped his left arm around Nicole and his right arm around Eddie. “Guys, listen... This all has to stay right here between us... My mom and my grandma Sanchez know about Ronnie and me, but they’ll get worried if they find out anyone else knows.”  
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