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	Born in 1961, he lives near Pavia, Italy, between frogs and mosquitoes.

	Married and father of three daughters.
	

	



	 


                
                

                
            

            
        

    
        
            
                
                
                    
                        
                    

                    
                    
                        
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                
	 



	 



	 



	 



	

	



	

	



	

	



	Translated and adapted by


	Micaela Acocella (blondedakota@me.com)
	



	

	



  



	

	



  



	

	



  



	

	



  



	

	



  



	

	



  



	

	



  



	

	



  



	

	


All characters appearing in this work are fictitious.


Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, is purely coincidental.
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  Anthony, Anthony Miller is my name.


  
  I always liked it. Especially because people can call me Tony.


  
  Cool… Tony 


  
  No, it’s not true. I don’t give a shit about this nickname.


  
  My patients call me by name and last name, it’s more professional, only the kids call me Tony.


  
  Still have one patient and then I will go home.


  
  I like to work till late at night on a Friday night, before my day of rest.


  
  My phone screen is lighting up, someone is calling me.


  
  Hopefully not another patient.


  
  While I’m driving I answer the call.


  
  My wife’s name pops up. Maryanne.


  
  «Mrs Miller...»


  
  «When you answer me like this, something’s not all right,» she says.


  
  «True,» I replied «I’m going to visit my last patient, I should be home by 8,30 ish.»


  
  «Drive carefully, be nice and stop at the red lights.»


  
  «What if they have a different color?» I say smiling.


  
  «Silly... Look we must talk about something serious,» she says.


  
  «Go on…»


  
  «I’m not happy at all, with Fred and Loreen’s friends. This vampire thing is worrying me.»


  
  Maryanne always worry too much about our kids and if there is absolutely nothing to worry about, she will eventually find something wrong, like this story about vampires.


  
  «C’on is the latest trend, Maryanne. When we were young we had punks now they have vampires.»


  
  «True, but I don’t like these ones. They have bad influence on them and tonight they will go to a party…»


  
  «I know, I know, they have been talking about this for the last couple of weeks…» I say, trying to sound normal at all costs.


  
  « … and they did talk about what they would wearing... you are exaggerating Maryanne. You know that. Hopefully they will not like the zombie trend, with all that skin falling apart it would be a tough job...» I say trying to make jokes about a serious matter.


  
  «Why you never take anything seriously? Anyway, you ok with them going out tonight?»


  
  «Sure. What is going to happen? Will they run around town slitting people ‘s throat and then drinking their blood?»


  
  «Stop it! All right, see you in an hour.»


  
  «Luv ya,» I replied.


  
  I remember when punks came into town, we all used a safety pin and pretend we had a hole on our cheeks.
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