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This book is for all those who have already grown vampire teeth,

or who, like Burghardt Bodenburg, are still waiting for them.
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Tony was lying in the bathtub reading In the House of Count Dracula when the doorbell rang. Hopefully it’s not for me, he thought, and looked up from his book. He heard his mother go to the front door and open it. Then she came down the hallway and knocked on the bathroom door.

“There’s someone at the door for you,” she said.

“I’m reading,” Tony grumbled. “Who is it?”

“A vampire!”

“A vampire?” Tony cried in horror. He nearly dropped his book into the water. But actually his mother had to have been teasing him, because, after all, she didn’t believe in vampires—even if she had actually met two of them recently. But, like Tony’s father, she believed that Tony’s two friends, with their musty-smelling vampire capes, were nothing more than two normal children who simply enjoyed dressing up in clothes they found in their grandmother’s attic.

“Which vampire is it?” Tony asked cautiously.

“Rudolph,” she replied.

That worried Tony. If Rudolph had come to his apartment door—rather than just flying in through Tony’s bedroom window—something terrible must have happened. “Just a second, I’m coming!” he shouted. He quickly got out of the tub and wrapped his robe around himself.

Tony opened the door and found the little vampire standing in the hallway. He looked ashen, his cheeks hollow and his red eyes flickering feverishly.

“I need to talk to you,” he whispered.

Tony swallowed. “Here?” he said, looking over toward the living room, where his parents were sitting.

The vampire gave him an imploring look. “You have to help me,” he whispered.

“Me?” asked Tony.

“Yes. You’re my only friend.”

“Oh. But—what do you need?”

“Just come to the bike room in the basement as soon as you can,” Rudolph said. “I’ll tell you there.” With that, the vampire turned and disappeared.

“Has he already left?” called his mother. “I prepared some juice for the two of you.”

“He doesn’t like juice,” said Tony, who had other worries now. How was he going to go down to the bicycle room at seven o’clock at night without arousing any suspicion?

After he’d gotten dressed, he casually said to his parents, “I have to go downstairs.”

“Now?” asked his mother, suddenly suspicious. “Your hair is soaking wet. Does this have something to do with your strange friend?”

“No,” Tony lied.

“So, why do you need to go downstairs?”

“To put my bike into the basement.”

“Your new bike?” That came from his father. “Do you mean it’s been outside all this time while you were relaxing in the bath, reading?”

“Yes,” Tony admitted with a guilty tone. But actually he was smiling to himself because he had locked it up safely in the bike room two hours ago.

“I’ll be quick,” said Tony.

Grinning, he headed out of the apartment, pulled the door closed behind him, and then pushed the button for the elevator. Why all that drama about a bike? It wouldn’t surprise him if his father came out after him to remind him to lock it up. The elevator came, and Tony got in. As he rode it down, he thought how exhausted the little vampire had looked and how depressed he had sounded. He was suddenly very concerned about Rudolph. What could have happened?

Had the cemetery caretaker found the vampires’ crypt and Rudolph was the only survivor? With this thought, Tony’s heart began to beat faster. That would mean that Anna, Rudolph’s sister… No! He stopped that thought before it could go any further. The vampires were not that easy to find, especially not by Ravenhood, the cemetery caretaker. Although, it had to be something serious, Tony thought.

Tony arrived in the basement. He stepped out of the elevator and listened. Nothing. He took a few careful steps forward and turned on the lights. The basement hallway was empty and the door to the bicycle room was closed. He took a few more slow steps forward, stopped in front of the bicycle room door, and listened. He still couldn’t hear anything. He took a deep breath and slowly turned the knob. As the door opened, a familiar smell struck him—the musty smell of vampire and coffin.

“Rudolph?” he asked hesitantly.

“Psst,” came a voice out of the darkness. “Come in and close the door.”
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As Tony opened the door wider, the light from the basement hallway trickled dimly into the room. He could vaguely make out the shapes of bicycles leaning against the wall, as well as that of a large box with two shadowy figures sitting on top of it. But once he had shut the door behind him, it was too dark to see anymore. It took a few minutes for his eyes to adjust to the twilight coming through two small basement windows. Only then was he able to make out that the figures wore capes and had deathly pale faces. Vampires! The smaller, slimmer one would be Rudolph—but who could the second, bigger, stronger-seeming vampire be?

“Rudolph?” asked Tony, still not quite certain.

“Yes,” came the answer. “Come and sit down.”

“S-sit? Where?”

“Here. With us, on the coffin.”

“Coffin?” So the big box was a coffin. A scary thought occurred to Tony. What if the coffin was for him? And he knew exactly how ordinary people became vampires….

“Come on!” shouted Rudolph impatiently.

On wobbly legs Tony made his way over to the coffin and sat down on the far edge.

“Are you scared?” laughed Rudolph, who was right next to him.

“Me?”

“Of course he’s scared,” a second, grumbly voice said. It seemed very familiar to Tony. “He doesn’t know what to expect.”

“I have to get back upstairs right away,” he murmured.

“Did you tell them where you were going?” asked Rudolph sharply.

“Yeah, sort of, I had to. But I just said I was putting my bike away,” Tony told him.

“Okay.” Rudolph’s voice sounded calm again. “So, let me tell you what this is all about.” He paused.

Tony tried to see who exactly the big vampire was, but the room was too dark. But he figured it must be Rudolph’s brother, Gregory.

“Listen,” Rudolph said. Then he lowered his voice to a whisper. “I’ve left home. I’ve been banished from the crypt.”

“Banished?” asked Tony, not really understanding.

“Yes. I’m no longer allowed to go to the crypt.”

“What? Why? That’s your home.”

“It’s because I’ve made friends with humans, and that is strictly forbidden for vampires!”

“How did they find out?” asked Tony.

“From Aunt Dorothee,” Rudolph replied. “She’s been snooping around behind me for weeks. She brought the situation up before the family council, and they banished me from the crypt until they decide that I’ve been punished for long enough.”

“That’s so mean!” said Tony, indignant. “And where are you supposed to live until then?”

“Well,” said Rudolph in a whisper, “here, with you.”

“With me?” cried Tony, shocked. “How is that supposed to work? My parents wouldn’t let you—”

“No, not in the apartment,” Rudolph said, interrupting him. “Here, in the basement, of course.”

“But everyone comes down here!” Tony pointed to the bicycles that were against the wall. “Anyone can store their bike in here.”

Rudolph gestured impatiently. “Not in the bicycle room! In your storage space.”

“What?” shouted Tony in horror. “My parents will notice that immediately.”

“Nonsense,” said the second vampire. “Not if you’re clever about it.”

“And what if my parents want to get something out of our storage space, like some wine, for example?”

“Then you’ll have to get it for them,” croaked the bigger vampire.

“But my father’s workshop is in there. It’s where he keeps all his tools.”

“If he wants to fix something, you’ll have to distract him. Turn on the TV, give him the sports section…”

“My father doesn’t read the sports section,” Tony said.

“Oh, come on,” said the little vampire. “Then you’ll think of something else. You’re pretty smart. Besides, it will probably only be for a few weeks.”

“Okay, okay.” Tony quickly relented so as not to irritate them any further. He was convinced that the second vampire was Gregory, and Gregory was really short-tempered!

“And the c-coffin? Do we need to put that in there too?” he asked Rudolph in a trembling voice.

“The coffin is the most important thing! Where else would I sleep?” asked Rudolph. “Or do you think we dragged it all the way here from the crypt just for fun?”

“No,” Tony grumbled. “It’s just that our storage space is pretty full, so there’s not a lot of room.”

“Then we’ll have to make room,” exclaimed Rudolph, and stood up.

The big vampire also slid off the coffin. “Come on, let’s get going,” he thundered.

“W-wait,” said Tony. “I—I don’t have the key to the storage area.”

“Why? Where is it?”

“U-upstairs. I didn’t know I would need it….”

“Well, then, go get it,” insisted the big vampire angrily. “And hurry up!”

“O-okay,” Tony said, hurrying to the door.
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Tony ran through the basement hallway to the elevator. What was he going to tell his parents now to explain needing to go back down to the basement? Or should he just try to secretly sneak into the apartment, get the key, and go back downstairs?

But he had been gone for way too long, and if he didn’t show up soon, they would surely come downstairs to find him. He had to come up with something. Then he got an idea. Yes, that would do it! Relieved, he got into the elevator and went upstairs.

“Tony?” his mother asked as he came in through the apartment door.

“Yes?” he said in his friendliest voice.

“Come in here. What took you so long?”

“Oh, I met a kid from school.”

“Really?” his father said mockingly. “In the basement?”

“Of course not. In the elevator.”

“And who?” his mother asked.

“Andrew.”

“I thought you didn’t like him.”

“Yeah, I do,” said Tony. “He invited me to play Monopoly with him. May I go and take my game down?”

“Now?” said his mother, surprised.

“It’s only a little after seven.”

He was worried about the vampires, who had already been waiting for him for almost ten minutes. And especially since one of them was Gregory, who would surely lose his temper if Tony made him wait much longer.

“Strange to invite you, then ask you to bring your own board,” his father mumbled.

“Oh, well,” said Tony, “he doesn’t have one.”

“And where does Andrew live?” his mother asked.

“On the—uh—second floor.”

His mother looked at him for a moment, then said, “Okay, but you need to be back here at eight thirty.”

“Of course,” Tony called out as he headed down the hallway, trying not to laugh because he was so happy that his idea had worked.

He tiptoed to the key hooks, quietly took the storage space key, and slid it into his pocket.

He was at the apartment door when his father called after him, “Don’t you want to take the game with you?”

“Oh,” he murmured, “yeah, of course.”

He quickly ran to his room. Where had he last seen it? Under the desk? He searched his room in vain. It wasn’t under the desk, or on the shelf, or in the closet, where he found his stamp collection and his comics. The only game he could find was Scrabble. That would have to do! He put the box under his arm and ran out of his room and down the hallway.

“See you later!” he shouted, and closed the apartment door behind him.
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“Finally,” the big vampire said when Tony came back into the bike room. “That took forever!”

“I—I had to tell my parents something about what I was doing.”

“And?” snapped Rudolph. “What did you say?”

“That I was going to see a friend.”

“A friend!” snapped Gregory. “That’s what got Rudolph into this whole mess. Now come on and help carry this.”

Tony stepped over, then took the game out from under his arm and placed it on the coffin.

“What’s that?” Gregory asked.

“It’s a game,” Tony answered.

“Give it here.” With that, Gregory took the box and put it under his cape.

“Hey,” Tony protested, and looked at Rudolph for help. But Rudolph just shrugged his shoulders.

“Let’s go!” shouted Gregory. “Get to it. You in the front, Rudolph in the back.”

“And you?” asked Tony as he lifted the coffin.

“I’ll hold the door open.”

The coffin was heavier than Tony had expected, and Rudolph was not very strong. Groaning, and struggling, they eventually reached the door to the family’s storage space.

“Finally,” said Gregory, and watched with a grin as Tony and Rudolph rubbed their aching fingers.

“How did you get the coffin all the way here?” asked Tony.

“Gregory carried it,” Rudolph replied.

“Alone,” confirmed Gregory.

“Oh,” Tony mumbled. He looked at Gregory in awe. The vampire must be even stronger than he looked. Clearly, getting on Gregory’s bad side could be life-threatening!

“Well, aren’t you going to unlock it?” growled Gregory.

“Of course,” said Tony. He quickly pulled the key out of his pocket. With trembling hands he put it into the lock and unlocked the door. The door squeaked open.

Gregory slid the coffin into the storage space with ease. Tony and Rudolph followed and closed the door behind them.

“Should I turn on the light?” asked Tony.

“Light?” snorted Gregory. “Are you crazy?”

“But we can’t see anything!”

“I can,” Gregory explained, and began to shove aside the cardboard boxes that stood in the middle of the space.

“Be careful!” shouted Tony. “There are wine bottles in there!”

But his warning came too late. There was a crash, and a large puddle formed on the ground under one of the boxes.

“Never mind,” Gregory said. “It’ll dry up.”

“Where should we put my coffin?” asked Rudolph grumpily.

“In the back, among the clutter,” said Gregory.

“Among the clutter?” shrilled Rudolph, indignant.

“Yes. That way it’ll be less noticeable,” Gregory insisted.

“But there isn’t any clutter,” said Tony. “My father cleans this place up every month.”

“What?” shouted Rudolph. “You’re just telling us that now? What if he comes down here and finds me?”

“Tony’ll know how to deal with it,” Gregory said, and slapped Tony on the shoulder. “Won’t you?” he added, giving Tony an evil grin.

“Uh, yes,” mumbled Tony, who was quite miserable thinking about how complicated the next few weeks were going to be. “I’ll, uh, clean up the mess.” He reached into the box with the broken bottles and yelped. “Ow, my finger!”

Gregory approached with interest. “Did you cut yourself? Lemme see!” he said in a hoarse, excited tone. “Is there blood?”

“Y-yes—uh, I mean n-no,” Tony stammered. He quickly put his cut finger into his mouth. “It’s stopped already.”

Vampires and blood! He knew, of course, that vampires drank blood, and somewhere he had read that they could smell a drop of blood from miles away.

“Should we get on with putting the coffin in place?” he asked, trying to distract Gregory. “I need to get back upstairs soon….”

“That can wait,” Gregory replied. “First I want to see your finger!”

“Uhh, here,” said Tony, reaching out his hand hesitantly. The cut was still there, but it had stopped bleeding.

Gregory sniffed each finger. “Nothing,” he murmured. Furious, he turned away. “Come on,” he said to Rudolph. “Let’s get your coffin put away. I’m hungry.”

“Shouldn’t I turn on the light?” asked Tony. Who knew what else they were going to break, moving around in the dark?

“Okay,” growled Gregory.

Tony turned on the light, which finally gave him a chance to take a good look at Gregory. Tony got a shock. Gregory looked so horrible that Tony’s hair stood up on end. His face was chalk white, and his incredibly long fangs were sticking out of his blood-red mouth. He really looked like a predator.

“What is it?” shouted Gregory. “Don’t you want to help?”

“Y-yes, of course,” Tony told him, forcing a weak smile.

“I want to be over by that big box,” Rudolph said, pointing to a large crate that sat against the back wall.

Gregory pushed the coffin against the wall and looked around the space, searching for something. His eyes fell on a stack of wooden slats, which Tony’s father was planning to use to panel the kitchen wall.

“Hey, look at those,” Gregory shouted. “They’re exactly what we need!” He picked them up and leaned them against the wall at an angle so that the coffin was well hidden behind them.


OEBPS/e9781534494121/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		1. A Scare in the Bathtub


		2. Banned from the Crypt


		3. The Wrong Game


		4. Coffin Bearers


		5. Bleak Outlook


		6. Grumpy in the Morning


		7. Poor Excuses


		8. A Late-Night Visitor


		9. Tony’s New Look


		10. Flight to Misery Valley


		11. A Suspicious Reception


		12. The Joy of Dancing


		13. The First Kiss


		14. Terror in the Moonlight


		15. Who Stinks the Best


		16. The Flight Home


		17. Roasted Chicken and Rice


		18. Waiting for Dusk


		19. An Unhappy Vampire


		20. Excitement in the Basement Hallway


		21. Happiness Is a Bowl of Spaghetti


		22. An Empty Stomach


		23. Not a Lot of Help


		24. Hunting Mishaps


		25. Heavy Lifting


		26. A Dangerous Plan


		27. The Open Door


		28. Here Come the Vampires


		29. On the Run


		30. In Tony’s Classroom


		31. Embarrassing Moments


		32. Three on a Coffin


		33. Mixed Feelings


		34. All for Nothing


		35. The Secret Is Revealed


		36. Nocturnal Thank-You


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Acknowledgments


		Copyright








		III


		V


		VI


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186








OEBPS/e9781534494121/images/f000v-01.jpg
3





OEBPS/e9781534494121/fonts/Buda-Light.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534494121/fonts/Spectral-Bold.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534494121/images/common01.jpg





OEBPS/e9781534494121/images/9781534494121.jpg
Bodenburg

i
w
o
S
)

=
o

=
3
§

>

2

=

o
@

=

-’
>

n
=]

o
=
o
o

a

Y Angela Sommer-






OEBPS/e9781534494121/fonts/Spectral-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534494121/images/title.jpg
Previously titled
The Vampire Moves In

By Angela Sommer-Bodenburg
NEWLY TRANSLATED BY Ivanka Hahnenberger and Elowyn Castle

ALADDIN
New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi





OEBPS/e9781534494121/fonts/Roboto-Italic.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534494121/fonts/Roboto-Regular.ttf


OEBPS/e9781534494121/fonts/Spectral-Regular.ttf


