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Before you begin to read...

Dear Reader, 

Thank you for purchasing this eBook, in which various individuals have collaborated; from editors, beta readers and advisers. People whom I personally thank for their work.

However, I cannot presume that this work is perfect or free of typos that, alas, we are bound to find in any printed text.

Therefore, if you notice any errors, I invite you to let me know via this email address: master@primadisvanire.it

Your contribution will be invaluable and taken on board, with the utmost respect to all my collaborators mentioned above and their work.

Thanks again.

Mark Siena

Now it's time to dance

And time to pray

Move close to me

And hear what I say

It's torture time

My little child

So follow me

Into the night

Paralysed Age – Bloodsucker 2000
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Manuel snuffed out his cigarette in the ashtray, closed the document and swore under his breath. He swivelled around in his chair, jumping up as soon as he caught sight of Massimo Esposito through the glass panel of his office. He threw open his door.

“Esposito!” He shouted, startling others present in the newsroom. If Manuel called someone by their last name, it was serious business. Very serious business.

Massimo abandoned his work station, running towards the editor's call under the curious and scared glances of his colleagues. They were all thinking the same thing: it was his turn, so we are safe. For now. 

Manuel closed the door behind Massimo, as if he could shut out the looks of the entire editorial staff on the other side of the glass.

"What the fuck is that?" He snapped.

For a moment, Massimo was speechless. “What...”

“The story that Giuliano submitted! What the fuck is that crap? Are we some kind of fantasy outfit now? Spitting out supernatural romance garbage for... for teeny boppers that... Bah!" Manuel was so pissed off that he couldn't finish his sentence. 

“I don't know. Is it not... is it no good?”

“You didn't read it, did you?”

Massimo lowered his gaze. Then, like a child caught red-handed, he slowly shook his head. “It was sent to me late and I also have Manicardi's story to deal with. Giuliano usually does a great job, I didn’t think I needed to review it.”

Manuel ran his fingers through his hair, clenched his jaw and cursed. “This time it's our ass on the line, do you understand? We promised the boss that the eBook would be published by Friday!”

Massimo bit his bottom lip. “Isn't there anything in the story that could be used at all?”

The editor grabbed Massimo by the arm and dragged him over to the screen, forcibly sitting him down in the chair.  Once again, he opened the document containing Giuliano's story.

“Read it. A fucking love triangle between a werewolf, an awkward redhead and a rock star angel... followed by more of the same bullshit. Please remind me, what is the title of our book?”

“Digital Horror...”

“Even the title sucks, but that wasn't our decision. And what does that title suggest?”

Massimo sank his head between his shoulders. “That it’s an anthology of horror stories in digital format”

“Exactly. So, please enlighten me, which part of this soppy love story between weird creatures and an awkward redhead is horror?”

“Well... This is what's popular nowadays. Market research has shown that these stories sell because...”

Manuel hit the desk with his fist. Swearing loudly, he kicked the trashcan scattering paper all over the floor. He turned to the posters on the wall with his hands on his hips, took a deep breath and pointed. The posters represented old films from the '80s and some from the '90s. “You see those posters? People were afraid of these monsters, everyone was too scared to go out... or even go to bed! Damnit!”

A chuckle escaped Massimo. “Sorry, Manuel, I'm sorry. It was just funny how your threshold was going to bed.”

Manuel made ​​a vague gesture with his hand. “Forget it, I'm so pissed off I can't even think of any swear words. Whatever. Now how do we sort this mess out?”

Massimo bobbed his head and pursed his lips. “I have no idea. Do we have anyone else with a story ready? Someone who we have rejected? Someone from the list?”

Manuel suddenly sat up straight, his eyes wide open like he was struck by an idea worthy of a Nobel Prize. Newton must have had the exact expression when that apple fell on his head. “We have Diacci! There's a guy who knows how to write. He does horror and always has something up his sleeve!”

Massimo let out a groan.

“What's wrong with you, Esposito? Bad stomach?”

“No, it's just... this guy is persona non gradita.”

“I think the phrase you're after is persona non grata” corrected Manuel. “Why so? And why don't I know about this? Am I not the editor of this series?!”

“He wouldn't follow our procedures” Massimo shrugged. “He refused to subscribe to the series and didn't even want to buy at least one of the other eBooks. You know that Gianfranco was perfectly clear: those who publish with us must work as a team.”

Manuel rapped Massimo on the forehead, a compromise for not slapping him in the face. “What the fuck? I'll pay for his damn subscription, I'll pay in his name as long as he gets us out of this mess!”

“If you can convince him...”

“Leave it to me.” Manuel looked at the clock.  It was eleven at night. “Actually, I'll call him now on Skype. He should still be online.”

Massimo stood up. “I'll get back to Manicardi's story.”

“Oh, Massimo...” called Manuel.

“Yes?”

“Keep this whole thing between us, eh? Otherwise it'll be your arse just as much as mine. Understood?”

“Yes, yes. And I promise that from now on, I'll make sure no werewolf love struck girl shall ever enter this office again.”
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