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This book is a work of fiction. Any references to historical events, real people, or real locales are used fictitiously. Other names, characters, places, and incidents are the product of the author’s imagination, and any resemblance to actual events or locales or persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

[image: images]

An imprint of Simon & Schuster Children’s Publishing Division

1230 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10020
www.SimonandSchuster.com

First Aladdin hardcover edition September 2011

Copyright © 2011 by Michael O’Mara Books Limited

Published by arrangement with Michael O’Mara Books Limited

Originally published in Great Britain in 2011 as Diary of a Wimpy Vampire: Prince of Dorkness by Michael O’Mara Books Limited

All rights reserved, including the right of reproduction in whole or in part in any form.

ALADDIN is a trademark of Simon & Schuster, Inc., and related logo is a registered trademark of Simon & Schuster, Inc.

The Simon & Schuster Speakers Bureau can bring authors to your live event.  For more information or to book an event, contact the Simon & Schuster Speakers Bureau at 1-866-248-3049 or visit our website at www.simonspeakers.com.

Designed by Jessica Handelman

The text of this book was set in Carnes Handscript.

Manufactured in the United States of America 0811 FFG

10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

Library of Congress Cataloging-in-Publication Data

Collins, Tim, 1975–

Prince of Dorkness : more notes from a totally lame vampire / by Tim Collins; illustrated by Andrew Pinder. —1st Aladdin ed.

p. cm.

Summary: After changing from lame to super-attractive over school break, vampire Nigel acquires a girlfriend, Chloe, and starts the new term as one of the most popular students at school, but then a new student sets his sights on Chloe, and Nigel must compete for her affections.

ISBN 978-1-4424-3388-5 (pob ed.)

[1. Vampires Fiction. 2. Werewolves Fiction. 3. Schools Fiction. 4. Love Fiction. 5. England Fiction. 6. Diaries Fiction.] I. Pinder, Andrew, ill. II. Title.

PZ7.C69725Pr 2011      [Fic]—dc23        2011012349

ISBN 978-1-4424-3389-2 (eBook)



ACKNOWLEDGMENTS

Thanks to Collette Collins, Lindsay Davies, Andrew Pinder, Toby Buchan, Kate Moore, Sarah Sandland, Ana McLaughlin, Jennifer Christie, Jane Graham Maw, Kiera Williamson, Jamil Bhatti, and Dan Coxon.

Thanks also to everyone at the Vampire Council for responding to my telegraphs so promptly.

–T.C.



WEDNESDAY, AUGUST 31

School starts again tomorrow. It will be the first time I’ve seen my true love Chloe in two weeks, as she’s been on holiday with her parents in Greece. She invited me to go with them, but I was worried the sun would hurt my skin. Plus, I didn’t want all those mosquitoes sucking my blood. Which is rather hypocritical, I know.

[image: images]



THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER 1

Today I was reunited with Chloe, though I was disappointed to see she had a tan. It’s not a look that does much for me, even if it’s a genuine tan caused by sunshine rather than wood varnish or whatever our home economics teacher, Mrs. Molloy, uses. Still, a few days moping around with me should soon return Chloe’s lovely long neck to its usual pale color.
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Other than Chloe’s tan, the only surprise today was a new pupil called Jason. He has a massive potato-like head and his eyebrows meet in the middle, so I expect he’ll be the new school bully. I’ll probably have to protect all these humans from him with my vampire strength. Not that I’ll get a word of thanks, but such is my responsibility as a superior being. It is my gift and my curse.


FRIDAY, SEPTEMBER 2

Today the principal gave us a serious talk about how we’re starting sophomore year now, and we’ll soon take the exams that will determine what we do for the rest of our lives.

Mine won’t. Whether I get 100 percent or cover my paper with offensive cartoons of the exam supervisor, my fate will be the same. I’ll have to move to another school in another town and start again as a freshman next September so nobody notices that I never get any older. And sometime before then, I’ll have to decide whether to transform Chloe into a vampire or leave her behind forever. It’s quite stressful, really. I don’t want to think about it right now.

Chloe has clearly been thinking about it, because she mentioned transformation several times this summer. I changed the subject whenever she did, of course. She’s known that vampires are real for only a few months, so she can’t possibly know if she’s ready to turn yet. Plus, I’ll have to get Mum and Dad’s permission, and that’s going to cause a bigger headache than sniffing a large portion of garlic bread with an extra topping of garlic.


SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 3

I went out to Stockfield Moor with Chloe today. I feel like we have a close bond since that day last month when she let me drink her blood.

That’s right, I just thought I’d throw it in casually there. I’m finally a real, grown-up vampire now that I’ve drunk some actual human blood using my own fangs. I don’t think it would be gentlemanly of me to describe it in detail, even in a secret diary, but let’s just say that the experience was everything I’d hoped it would be.

I expect we’ll do it again soon, but we’ll have to wait for Chloe’s parents to go away again so they don’t barge in halfway through, causing me to pretend she fell over and pierced her neck on two thumbtacks that I was removing with my teeth.

We had an enjoyable walk on Stockfield Moor, and when no one was around, I showed Chloe my vampire strength by uprooting a tree. But she said it was bad for the environment, so I had to put it back in the ground again.

She said that we should care for the planet if we’re both going to be around to see it. I could see she was trying to steer the conversation around to transformation again, but I didn’t take the bait. I’d rather just enjoy our time together and forget about long-term commitments.

On the way home I picked up a Coke can and put it in a recycling bin to offset the damage I’d done by uprooting the tree.


SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 4

I went downstairs to get a thermos of blood this morning,* and I heard my sister having a massive tantrum because Mum and Dad won’t let her go to Pizza Hut for her friend’s birthday party. She wanted to go along and drink blood from her Hannah Montana thermos, but they wouldn’t let her.

You know what I think? Let her learn the hard way. Let her go ahead and spoil the party by guzzling blood in a horrifying fashion while all her friends are biting into their stuffed crusts. Then we’ll see how many more parties she gets invited to.
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MONDAY, SEPTEMBER 5

I’m pleased to report that my popularity hasn’t worn off over the summer holidays. For the first time in my century on this planet, I’m cool in more than just the sense of body temperature.

Jacqui passed me this note in English class this morning:

Dear Nigel,

I think u r lush. Will u go out with me?
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B.O.L.T.O.P. (Better On Lips Than On Paper)

Love,

Jacqui

P.S. Katie thinks u r fine 2, but she don’t want me to rite it. LOL!

While Jacqui’s rhetoric failed to move me, I was pleased she’d attempted a love letter, and I made a point of showing it to Chloe, to remind her she’s going out with a heartthrob. I wasn’t being arrogant; I just don’t want her to take me for granted.

I’ve just had a rather uncomfortable thought. If I choose to transform Chloe, she’ll also develop vampire beauty,* which will mean every boy in school will like her. I’m not sure how I’d feel about that. On the one hand, I’d be proud to have a girlfriend everyone thinks is attractive; but on the other hand, I might get jealous when boys flirt with her. If one of them handed her a romantic note, I might attack and kill him in a jealous rage before I knew what I was doing.

All in all, I think I’d rather Chloe didn’t develop supernatural allure and have boys fawning over her all the time. I know this might seem old-fashioned, but I am over one hundred years old, so I think I can be permitted one or two outdated views.
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Anyway, I’m pretty progressive as vampires go. You should hear Dad after he’s had a few pints of blood. He once told me that things were better in the days when male vampires were allowed up to seven brides! I’d like to hear him say that when Mum’s around.


TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 6

The new kid, Jason, sat next to me in English this morning. I tried to make conversation, but I couldn’t find any common ground. When I asked him what his hobbies were, he said Manchester United and monster trucks. I tried to talk to him about Pride and Prejudice, which we are supposed to have read for English, but he said it was boring. He obviously isn’t sensitive and romantic like me.

I didn’t want to ostracize him, but I really couldn’t be bothered trying anymore, so I turned away and chatted to Craig and Sanjay instead.

After the lesson I heard that Jacqui is now using a picture of me as the screen saver on her phone. I told Chloe, and I could tell she was getting jealous. I suppose it was vain of me to mention it, but you can hardly blame me. Until I developed supernatural attractiveness earlier this year, I was the world’s only lame vampire. So you might have to forgive me for wallowing in the attention a little.


WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 7

I don’t have many positive things to say about Jason, but I have to admit he’s good at soccer. He was on the other team today, and he showed some fairly impressive skills.

I’m under strict instructions from my parents not to use my supernatural speed and strength in PE class,* so I deliberately missed a couple of chances early on in the game. But when I saw how easily Jason was slotting goals away, I couldn’t resist stepping things up a little.

I’m getting better at controlling my powers now. I can dash down the playing field without turning into an unsettling blur of motion, and I can kick a ball into a net without ripping it apart. I increased my speed as subtly as I could and soon our teams were tied. Then, just as I was about to score the winner, Jason tripped me up and I tumbled awkwardly to the ground. That would have really hurt if I could feel pain!

Luckily, the PE teacher saw it. I was awarded a free kick, and I was delighted to see Jason step up and form part of the wall. Choosing revenge over glory, I kicked the ball right at his potato head. For a moment I wondered if I’d blasted the ball too hard and his head would be knocked right off his shoulders and into the top corner of the net. But the weird thing was, he absorbed the blow without flinching, and a couple of minutes later he even managed to score the winner for his own team. I think Jason might be what’s known as a genuine “hard case.”
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THURSDAY, SEPTEMBER 8

Word of Jason’s victory must have spread, because today I saw him sitting with the tough gang in the smokers’ corner, which is the bit of the playground farthest away from the staff room window. He should be careful hanging around with that lot. They’ll pressure him to do a dare like climbing on the science building’s roof or throwing a firecracker down a toilet.
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After school I went to the park with Chloe to show her the backflips I’ve been practicing. She said I should work them into a dance routine for the school talent night, which they’ve optimistically chosen to call “Stockfield Comprehensive’s Got Talent.” I’m tempted, but I expect Dad would count this as an explicit display of my powers.

Chloe then grilled me about what it was like to unleash vampire strength, so I did my best to make it sound boring even though it’s the best thing in the world ever. She gets a really dreamy look when she talks about that stuff now. I can tell she’s fixating on what it’s like to be a vampire. She’s even started reading all those paranormal romance books that feature male models wearing false fangs on the covers. As if those preening himbos could catch some prey. They’d be far too worried about breaking a nail.

I hope Chloe shuts up about transformation soon. If she doesn’t, it’s going to become a real issue between us.



FRIDAY, SEPTEMBER 9

1:00 p.m.

Jay and Baz from the tough gang were trying out a new “joke” today. It involved telling everyone that new scientific research has proved that if your hand is bigger than your face, it means you’ve got cancer. I wonder which respected source they discovered this in? New Scientist? Scientific American? The Journal of the Royal Society?

The victim inevitably holds their palm in front of their face to check if they’ve got cancer, and Jay slams it right into their nose. They can’t even tell a teacher because, technically, they hit themselves.

Obviously, it didn’t work on me, and Jay only hurt his own hand when he tried to shove mine. But there were plenty of pupils walking around with lovely fresh blood gushing from their noses, and I got so thirsty, I had to drink my lunch thermos of type O- early.

3:00 p.m.

Chloe told Mr. Morris about Jay and Baz’s practical joke this morning, and apparently, they’re angry with her. What was she supposed to do? It’s part of her duty as a class officer to report antisocial behavior.

I told her she’s got nothing to fear from the tough gang now that I’ve got my vampire strength. If any of them have a problem with her, they can come and see me about it. And I shall unleash hell. Or, at the very least, give them a Chinese burn.

6:00 p.m.

I got told off for laughing at a Shakespeare comedy in English today. Mr. Byrne was reading a scene from A Midsummer Night’s Dream, and it reminded me of an amusing film version starring Mickey Rooney that I saw in the thirties.
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Mr. Byrne asked me what I thought was so funny and if I’d like to share it with the rest of the class. I said the play was making me laugh, but he thought I was being sarcastic and made me stand outside the classroom. I admit that being one hundred years old means I’ve got slightly more traditional tastes than most pupils, but it’s still a bit rich to tell me off for laughing at a comedy.


SATURDAY, SEPTEMBER 10

12:00 p.m.

Our bell rang early this morning, and when I opened the door, there was an old man standing there who wanted to speak to Dad. I wasn’t quite sure how to respond and spent a while trying to work out if he was a vampire slayer or a local politician, as I’m under strict instructions not to let in either.

Eventually, I gave up and fetched Dad, and after a few murmured exchanges, he asked the old man to join him in his study. The old man wouldn’t enter until Dad had recited some weird formal words inviting him in. I wonder what’s going on.

8:00 p.m.

Dad and the old duffer are still in the study. I hope he isn’t a con man trying to trick Dad out of his money. I once caught him e-mailing his bank account details to someone claiming to be a Nigerian prince. To be fair, he did owe money to a genuine Nigerian prince he knew in the eighteenth century, so it was an easy mistake to make.


SUNDAY, SEPTEMBER 11

I’m not happy about this. Not one bit.

Early this morning Dad came into my room and explained that the old man is also a vampire. Apparently, his name is Cecil and he managed to trace us through some Scottish vampires Dad knows.

Dad said that Cecil became a vampire in the late nineteenth century, and after a great deal of discussion, Dad had accepted that he was the one who’d transformed him.
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Dad said he wanted to behave more responsibly to vampires he’d turned,* and so he’d agreed to let the old man join our coven. Before I could object, he told me to bring the old man’s cases inside while he explained it all to my sister. To keep things simple, they haven’t told her that other vampires exist yet, so she’ll have a lot to take in. It’s fine, she only cares about herself, so it won’t be a big deal. As Dad was leaving, he casually added that I should refer to Cecil as “Grandpa.”

Grandpa? Really? Do I get a say in this?

I hope so-called Grandpa will be fetching his own blood supplies rather than dipping into ours. I need all the blood I can drink at my age, and I barely get enough as it is.


MONDAY, SEPTEMBER 12

3:00 p.m.

I sat in the library with Chloe at lunch. It’s quite a romantic place for us because it’s where I seduced her and claimed her heart earlier this year (after a couple of false starts).

I got annoyed when I saw she was reading a vampire romance novel called Touch of the Forbidden Prince, which is part of a series called Dark Temptations.

Dark Temptations? We’re a race of vicious blood drinkers, not a selection of chocolates. Why she feels the need to indulge in that farfetched nonsense when she’s got the real thing right here, I have no idea.

She looked rather distracted, so I assumed she was worrying about the prospect of losing me one day. But when I asked what she was thinking, it turned out she was obsessing about becoming a vampire yet again. Give it a rest!

I told her she must never again mention the topic of transformation inside the school grounds. I said this was to protect my identity, but the truth is, I’m just bored to tears by the subject. It’s not like I don’t hear enough nonsense about coffins and eternity at home.

10:00 p.m.

I went to the park with Chloe after school, as I wasn’t in much of a hurry to return to our crowded house. We had a cuddle on a bench and I really wanted to drink her blood, but I couldn’t in case someone walked past. Needless to say, I was really thirsty by the time I got home, so imagine my dismay when I saw there was no blood left in the fridge!
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Tellingly, Grandpa was sitting next to an empty thermos, with a trickle of dried blood on his chin. Thanks for saving me some, you selfish oaf.

Out of interest, what am I supposed to do? I can’t attack anyone here in town without revealing myself as a vampire, so it looks like I’m just going to have to wait until Mum and Dad fetch some new blood tomorrow. I told Dad that Grandpa should be allowed to access the blood in the fridge only after all the main family members have fed, but he said it wouldn’t make Cecil feel very welcome if we introduced that rule. But how does he think I feel when I have to go thirsty all night?

In the meantime, I shall try to take my mind off my thirst by watching Don’t Look in the Attic, a DVD that Craig from school has lent me.

2:00 a.m.

My movie plan didn’t work very well. The film was really gory and featured explicit shots of blood spurting from severed limbs, so it was a bit like a human trying to stave off their appetite by watching a cooking show.


TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 13

3:00 p.m.

Jason showed everyone his new iPhone in math this morning, and all the silly humans were fawning over it. It didn’t impress me. I’ve got so used to new technology coming and going that these trivial gadgets no longer excite me. It seems like only a moment ago that a boy named Brian Palmer brought a Walkman into school, and you’d have thought he had a working time machine from the excitement it caused.
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