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  Praise for New Moan, the first book in

  the Twishite saga:


  The inevitable Twilight parody (we sooo wish wed written).

  Vamp-lit turned on its head.

  GRAZIA


  Hilarious  one of Cosmos Books of the Month.

  COSMOPOLITAN


  Hilarious parody.

  NO 1 MAGAZINE


  From Amazon:


  New Moan is great  having also looked at the other two Twilight parodies available, Id have to say this is the only
  one that gets it right. Its cruelly accurate in its skewering of Stephenie Meyers sillier moments, but still able to be delightfully silly itself. Very, very funny, and a perfect
  present for the vampire fan in your life.


  This had me totally laughing out loud! An excellent parody. New Moan captures those pretty idiotic parts of Twilight and highlights
  them in a way that will have you laughing whether youve read the original or not!


  I was laughing out loud in some places, especially during the first part of the book. If you have read the Twilight books, youll get
  the jokes about Stephenie Meyers writing style and characterizations, but New Moan is still very funny in its own right.


  I have read all the original Twilight books and I must say that now I favour this one. I am a huge vamp fan and love this book.


  
  From Twitter:


  @mhoek21: Oh I just read a few pages of New Moan by Stephfordy Mayo. So so funny I had to leave the store or Id be on the floor right now.
  Hiehie.


  @loupie: This book is brilliant. It somehow manages to take everything we all hate about Twilight and make it funny.


  @AttiBRUTAL: Im 1 chapter in to New Moan and Im nearly crying with laughter.


  @ohmygarters: Your book is so amazingly funny. And the way you write Heffa. I CAN SO RELATE TO HER!


  @AmandaBateman: OMG Funny & outrageous. Cant stop giggling & am on packed train!


  @xtine92: you should read New Moan. actually awesome. literally made lol. :)


  @figaro303: New Moan! best parody ever!
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    preface


    My short life has seen too much horror. A decapitated corpse reaching out toward me. An innocent young man burnt beyond recognition by hot oil. Crowds running in fear of
    their lives. And entrails, so many entrails.


    But worst of all is the chilling vision that haunts me every time I close my eyes. A dark room. A crowd of sinister ghouls staring at me from the shadows. I can feel their eyes upon me,
    feel their envy and hatred, as I shuffle unwillingly through their midst. Eerie organ music deafens me; its relentless pounding seems to control my feet, driving me onwards, onwards toward a
    terrifying fate I can barely imagine. . .


    Oh, come on now, Heffa. Be fair. Our wedding was lovely, not like that at all.


    Shut up, Teddy, darling. Im creating an ominous mood of supernatural dread to draw the readers in.


    Oh, right, sorry, love.


    My name is Heffa Lump. And this is my story.


    And mine too, darling.


    Yes, all right. Its my story, the story of my love for Teddy Kelledy, the worlds most eligible teenage vampire.


    Yo, what am I, chopped liver?


    Oh, God, honestly! Fine. Its also the story of how our love was tested by Joe Cahontas, ber-hot werewolf best friend. Everybody happy and feeling included now? Then
    lets get on with it, shall we, before those who still can die of old age. . .
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    hard times


    I pulled the duvet tighter round me and listened to the rain hammer on my window. It had been pouring down for a whole week now. And the week before that too. It had stopped
    for about eleven minutes last Tuesday, but otherwise Spatula was living up to the boast on the town sign: Americas Rainin-est City. Id gotten used to the damp
    in the year Id been living here, and ordinarily I wouldnt have let a couple of feet of rain stop me from going about my important business. But since graduation at the start of the
    summer, life in Spatula had gotten quite sleepy, and I had dozed off with it.


    Dont get me wrong  a bit of peace and quiet was a welcome change after all that had happened since I moved here. When Id arrived, Id been just another ordinary
    teenager. Sure, I might have been far more intelligent than my peers, although I wouldnt dream of bragging about it. And maybe I was rather more jaw-droppingly beautiful than the other
    girls, with my long dark hair, my unblemished complexion, and eyes as deep and rich as wells of emeralds. But I was modest enough to take that in my stride, just plain old Heffa Lump (not plain
    in that sense, though. I was gorgeous).


    But then Id met my one true love Teddy Kelledy. At first Id thought that the pale, sinister, fanged fellow student was just another average kid like me, but after only a few
    short days, a lot of hints being dropped, and some blindingly obvious demonstrations of his spectacular non-ordinariness, I finally realized the truth. Teddy Kelledy was a vampire. Yes, a
    vampire. Youve probably never read about anything like this before, a girl falling for a supernatural creature, but its surprisingly common; there are support groups on the Internet
    and everything.


    Anyway, Teddy and I soon realized that we were meant for each other, and nothing could ever keep us apart. Things that attempted to keep us apart included my father, my human friends, my
    werewolf best friend Joe Cahontas, a gang of murderous goths, an army of zombies and, most recently, our ongoing disagreement about whether or not Teddy was allowed to make me a vampire.


    I wont recap all the details, as that would be a cheap way of padding out the chapter; just believe me when I say that you could have filled a book with all the wild things that had
    happened to me in the last twelve months! (Authors note: New Moan: The First Book in the Twishite Saga is available in all good bookstores now.)


    So I was enjoying a bit of downtime at last, and life was sweet. My father Chump Lump had given up being a private detective. The mayor had been so grateful to Chump for his efforts in
    fighting off the massed ranks of the undead that hed been reappointed to the town police force, and Dad was over the moon to have his old job back. In my experience, Chump couldnt
    crack an egg without help, let alone a case, but Spatula wasnt a crime hotspot like Port DAngerous. Apart from the occasional blood-drained corpse turning up a couple of times a
    week, it was mostly routine community stuff. It was great to see him so happy  his good mood made him much easier to borrow money from.


    Not that I wanted for much. Teddys family was rolling in dough, and he just couldnt resist spoiling me. CDs by that hot new band that we both liked, romantic meals, and enough
    new outfits to make Kate Middleton turn attractive with jealousy. . . my boyfriend was everything a girl could wish for. If only he wasnt so insistent on turning me into a vampire right
    away. He said it would bring us closer together and that it might hurt at first but Id soon enjoy it, but something was still holding me back. Maybe it was
    because I felt I was too young to make such a big commitment to a guy. I was still only eighteen, although I was very mature for my age. Or maybe it was because of how my werewolf best friend Joe
    felt about Teddy.


    Their feud had started before I arrived: Joe resented the prices that Teddys father charged in his butchers shop, and Teddy was infuriated by the amount of hair that the
    werewolves shed. But I had given them something meaningful to fight over. Me. Could I ever be happy with Teddy if it meant losing Joe? Not that Joe and I were talking anyway; he was still angry
    that Id chosen Teddy over him.


    My serenity shattered by thoughts of my ongoing man trouble, I turned over in bed and saw the alarm clock on my nightstand. It was already 4:30 in the afternoon, nearly time to get up. I put
    the bag of tortilla chips that Id been cradling on the nightstand and yawned wearily as I threw the covers off. School might be a thing of the past but I still had to keep house for my
    father, and he would be home from work soon. I brushed the crumbs off my pajamas and went downstairs to the kitchen to get started on a casserole for dinner.


    Sometimes I resented having to do all the cooking, but the simple fact was that I was a culinary genius, so it was a burden I would have to bear. Besides, on the rare occasions when Chump had
    tried to cook something for me, it always led to painful and patronizing descriptions of burned noodles or something similar, plus awkward attempts to make my father seem like a
    humorous character rather than just a dull cipher, and I couldnt face it anymore. Better that I quietly got on with it in my modest and understated manner.


    The casserole was bubbling away very happily when Chump came through the door an hour or so later. Hey, Heff, how was your day? he greeted me in his usual style. I sighed deeply
    and stopped stirring the pot.


    Oh, okay, I guess, Dad. I spent most of it pining for Teddy, and the rest of it worrying about Joe. Not that you would understand, because no one has ever loved like me
    before.


    He sat at the table and opened the paper. Thats great, darling. Whats for dinner?


    I turned back to the stove and continued stirring the pot. He knew the answer; it was casserole. It was always casserole. I didnt fully understand my fascination with the simple hearty
    magic of a well-prepared casserole, but I had cooked it for the last 278 days in a row, and I wasnt bored yet. It also made Stephfordys life a lot easier as she didnt have to think of a new menu every day. Shes a writer after
    all, not Gordon frickin Ramsay.


    Oh hey, there was this note for you in the mailbox. Dad waved a clumsily folded sheet of notepaper in my direction.


    I snatched it from him gratefully. Why didnt you say so before? It could be urgent, Dad, honestly! I unfolded it and gasped as I read the first line:
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    Then I noticed that the words had been hastily crossed out by whoever wrote the note. Beneath that there was another line that read:


    
      
        [image: ]

      

    


    Well, that was better than threatening murder. . . though it had also been crossed out. Someone was clearly struggling to organize their thoughts. The childish looping
    handwriting was somewhat familiar to me. The third line, which wasnt crossed out, read:
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    I realized the note was from Joe. He was obviously still hurting, just like I was. There was one final line:
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    I was torn between being relieved that Joe wasnt going to murder me and sad that he had made me choose between him and Teddy. Why couldnt we just hang out and
    fix motorcycles like we had in the old days? I used to love sitting there in the darkness of his garage, watching him grappling with his huge wrench, tweaking his nuts and screwing my parts. My
    motorbikes parts, I mean. I dropped the note on the table and returned to stirring the casserole wistfully. After about ten minutes, during which I sighed with increasing frequency and
    volume, Dad looked up from the paper.


    Everything okay, kid?


    That note was from Joe Cahontas. He just wanted to let me know that he still hates Teddy and still cant be my friend anymore.


    Thats a bit weird, isnt it? Does he think youve got amnesia?


    It is chapter one, Dad, theres no harm in a thorough recap is there?


    I guess not, darling. Come and sit down for a second, I want to talk to you.


    He folded the paper and set it down on the table. I drew up a chair and sat expectantly, licking the casserole spoon clean while he frowned quietly. I recognized that expression  Chump
    was about to stretch his limited conversational abilities with an extended passage of dialogue.


    You know I like Teddy, dont you, Heffa?


    I nodded.


    But, lets face it, Joe is much better. Hes way taller and more athletic looking. Healthier looking all round, actually. And he likes sports. Teddy doesnt
    even know the difference between baseball and golf; its embarrassing. If you want my advice, you should dump Teddy and go out with Joe.


    I was shocked, not only that Chump had managed to string so many words together coherently, but also by the very idea that I would ever give up Teddy. Since the first moment we had met, we had
    been destined to be together, and nothing could change that. He was my soulmate. Goths and zombies and whatnot had tried their best to separate us and failed. We certainly werent going to
    be torn apart by the narrow-minded prejudices of some podunk sheriff. Before I could compose a suitably scathing answer, I heard the unmistakable roar of a sports car engine in the distance.
    Teddy was here!


    I ran to the door and threw it open just as his car squealed to a stop outside. He didnt usually drive with such urgency  was something bothering him? The gull-wing door opened,
    and he swung out with balletic grace. I never failed to be amazed by the sight of him, and I never failed to use the fact of seeing him as an excuse to describe him all over again.


    His perfect skin was always the first thing I noticed, so pale and flawless, and smooth like polished marble. His face was perfectly proportioned, and the sight of it was still overwhelming to
    me. Imagine that every artist theres ever been had taken all the works of art theyd made and smashed them all up and melted them down and combined them into one perfect object
    called Teddy Kelledy. You wouldnt even miss all that other junk if you could only look at him once. His forehead was as wide as the Mississippi and his cheeks were as angular as cut
    diamonds. The rain trickled between his neat blond eyebrows and ran down his elegant nose. His eyes were purple beneath his noble jutting brow, and as his gaze met mine he smiled, revealing a row
    of perfect white teeth, with just a hint of long sensuous fang at the corner of his mouth. My stomach flipped over, and I steadied myself against the doorframe. He jiggled his long, probing
    fingers in a cheery wave, then took a plastic bag from the car and held it above his head as a makeshift umbrella. Turning up the collar of his perfectly tailored raincoat, he ran to join me in
    the shelter of the veranda. When he wanted to, Teddy could use his vampire super-speed to run incredibly quickly, but for everyday activities like this he ran like the rest of us, only a thousand
    times more gracefully. He put his arm around me and led me back inside.


    My darling, I thought I would never see you again! he exclaimed melodramatically. I felt sure that some awful fate must have befallen you since I left this morning.
    Perhaps a rogue vampire had murdered you, or your house might have been incinerated, or you might have slipped in the shower and fatally banged your head.


    Teddy was often like this; it was really moving that he was so worried about my safety. I reassured him: Dont worry, I havent had a shower for days.


    He let go of me, and moved away slightly. My dad was looking at us with the frustrated expression he put on every evening at this time. I knew he liked Teddy, because he repeatedly told me so;
    he must have just been tired after a long day at work. Teddy greeted Dad warmly and joined him at the table. I busied myself in the kitchen while they chatted.


    Whatever youre cooking sure smells, Heffa, why dont you serve it up so we can eat? The game starts soon. Join us for some dinner, Teddy?


    No thank you, sir. I already partook of my evening repast with my family. Of course Teddy didnt want to eat with us, even the most brilliantly prepared casserole in the
    world, which I started to dish up, couldnt nourish him. He craved blood and blood alone. Sweet human blood, preferably.


    Of course, the Kelledys didnt prey on humans. Teddys father Joseph had brought them up to drink only blood that was willingly donated, so breaking into the local hospital once a
    month to steal the blood-drive donations kept the whole Kelledy clan from having to do anything evil.


    Dad grunted. I knew that he thought Teddy was rude to refuse our hospitality every evening  and to be frank it (probably) wouldnt have killed him to taste the darn casserole
    after all the effort I had gone to.


    I brought the plates of casserole to the table and Teddy cleared space for me to put them down, gathering the days post and the paper into a neat pile. Suddenly he grabbed the newspaper
    with both hands and stood up. His mouth was open and his indigo eyes were wide with what, on anyone elses face, I would have taken to be fear. But Teddy wasnt afraid of anything,
    was he? I dropped the plates on the table and grabbed the paper from him. The front page read: Worrying Headline Points To Imminent Plot Development! What on earth did that mean?
    Puzzled, I looked up, and saw Teddy and my father exchange concerned glances. With a feigned lack of interest, Teddy took the paper back from me, folded it several times, and put it in his coat
    pocket. He laughed half-heartedly, looking to Chump for support. The things they print these days, such nonsense.


    Yeah, I know, I dont know why I bother to read it. Anyway, lets chow down before it gets cold. Chump started to eat with his usual single-minded enthusiasm, and
    Teddy sat down again, idly tapping his fingers on the table and whistling a tune I recognized as one of his own classical piano compositions, Waltz for a Decapitated Girlfriend. I
    couldnt help thinking there was more to that newspaper headline than they were telling me.


    After shoveling the last of the casserole into his chasm-like mouth, Dad sat back in his chair and said, with studied nonchalance, By the way, Heffa, it might be best if you dont
    go to Port DAngerous ever again.


    Before I could react, Teddy chipped in with, In fact, you should think deeply before going into Spatula as well. Chump nodded enthusiastically and Teddy continued,
    Actually, on further consideration, it might be wise not to depart the safety of this abode at all.


    Suits me, I shrugged, wiping my mouth with my pajama sleeve. My father breathed a sigh of relief, and Teddy  who hadnt really needed to breathe since becoming
    undead  pretended to.


    Anyway, Im going to watch the game, Dad announced, grabbing a six-pack from the fridge and heading for the living room.


    After we had washed up, Teddy and I sat at the kitchen table talking about nothing much. He seemed to have something on his mind, but I knew hed tell me when he was ready; we had a very
    frank and honest relationship. In the meantime I was still thinking about the note Id got from Joe. We had been so close before, and I hadnt realized until today just how much I
    missed having him around. Teddy put his hand on mine. It was ice-cold  as youd expect from a walking corpse  and although I usually adored his frosty touch, I shivered,
    thinking about how warm Joe Cahontas was in comparison.


    You seem distracted, my darling. Is anything wrong?


    Huh? Oh no, I was just thinking about. . . a nature program I saw, about wolves and their, um, mating habits.


    Teddy frowned. You know I dont like you watching those programs. The content is so unseemly and graphic. You havent heard a word I said about the new CD by that band we
    both like!


    Im sorry; its just been a really long day. Lets go to bed, Ill be fine after a good nights sleep, and Ill sleep better knowing youre
    sitting there in the dark, watching me. Theres nothing a girl finds more reassuring.


    I eagerly anticipate my nights looming over your bedside, but before we can enjoy the intimacy of your boudoir, there are some serious matters we must discuss.


    I stood up angrily. I had heard this speech before, and I knew where it was heading. Teddy was going to ask permission to turn me into a vampire, again. Wed been over it a million
    times, and he wouldnt shut up about it. I gently explained that I wasnt in the mood to discuss it right now.


    For Chrissakes, are you going to start giving me grief about becoming a vampire? Giving my soul over to eternal damnation in return for a warped half-life living in the shadows, shunned
    by all that is decent and holy. . . its a big commitment. Stop pressuring me! Ive told you, maybe one day I will, but right now Im young and Ive got my whole life
    ahead of me.


    Teddy looked sheepish but protested, Eighteen isnt young. Its a perfectly decent age to become undead.


    Well, maybe Im not convinced that youre the right vampire for the job, did you think of that? You cant expect me just to roll over and bare my neck, you need to woo
    me, pursue me.


    Pursue you? Through the forest? With you dressed only in a nightgown? While tree branches scratch your lily-white skin and thorn bushes rend your flimsy garment?


    Teddy was getting carried away. I saw his eyes start to turn red, which was usually bad news for someone. I wasnt entirely against the idea of finding myself at his mercy alone in the
    woods, but it was still raining.


    Calm down, will you? Im trying to explain that you cant take me for granted. You need to show that you care, buy me presents, romance me, buy me presents. Or buy me
    presents.


    He nodded and his eyes returned to a dark green color. He somberly picked up the plastic bag hed brought in with him and put it on the table in front of him.


    Ooh, is that a present?


    Not exactly, although you will thank me for it, Im sure. I said we had some serious matters to discuss. You know that I love you, and I want to provide you with the best of
    everything. Whether its a first-class education, or a fine place to live, or. . .


    Diamond necklaces? A solid-gold toilet? A butler?


    Yes, I would give you all of those things, if only I could.


    I didnt like the way this conversation was going. Had Teddys father cut his allowance? If only you could? What does that mean?


    It is somewhat awkward to discuss. You may be aware that the economy has been going through a slight period of uncertainty for the last couple of years.


    It has?


    Yes, the global recession, mortgage crisis, total financial meltdown? Do you recall?


    I didnt have much to do with the world of finance. I just held my hand out until Chump filled it with dollars. Could this explain why he had used one of his kidneys to pay the last set
    of utility bills? But what did that have to do with Teddy and his family? They were the richest people in town. Thanks to their habit of not dying, they had had several lifetimes to accumulate a
    fortune.


    Anyway, whether you noticed or not, times are rather trying. Some of Fathers investments have performed less well than anticipated. Its very puzzling; they sounded so
    promising on paper. Low-cost mortgages for unemployed meth addicts, deep-water oil exploration in Florida, Adam Sandlers kabuki theatre company. . . they have all come to
    naught!


    Naught? How much naught are we talking about?


    A large corpulent naught, Im afraid. Apart from the castle, which we own outright, and a few other trinkets, the Kelledys are completely bankrupt. He held his head in his
    hands. I wanted to rush to him, hold him and offer him comfort, but there was something I still needed to know.


    So just to be clear  that bag? Not a present?


    Teddy forced a smile and removed a sheaf of papers from the bag. No, not a present, but something that will reward you in time.


    A load of forms? Do I have to mail off to get my present? I hoped not, I hated waiting.


    You are delightfully droll. I simply cant be depressed when Im around you. If we cant rely on Fathers investments to provide an income for our future, we
    must secure an income for ourselves. These are application forms: its time for you to get a job!


    Get a job? This was all too much to take in  didnt I already have enough on my plate with looking after Dad and keeping on top of the daytime soaps? It had been a hell of a day,
    and my head was spinning. I reached for the edge of the table, but my grip was too weak to steady myself. As I fell, I felt a tidal wave of darkness hit me, and heard Teddys voice, many
    leagues distant. Ill start filling in the basic details for you and when you wake up you can work on your personal statement. . . And then all was silence.


    


    chapter 2
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    working girl


    I woke up in bed, and it was morning. My darling Teddy must have carried me to my room and tucked me in, in his perfect sensitive caring way that I loved so dearly. I was snug
    beneath my blankets, but the chilly summer wind whistled through the open window and rattled it in its frame. Teddy had been asking me for some time to get a handle put on the outside so that he
    could close the window behind him when he left, like the well-brought-up fiend he was. I couldnt ask Dad to break out the toolbox without giving him a good reason, though, and I knew that
    his simple mind would never be able to understand the truth nor the romance of my need: so that my undead vampire boyfriend can illicitly enter our house each night to watch me sleep in my
    adorably sleepy way. Hed never believe that all Teddy did was watch me sleep; no one would.


    Teddy kept me safe through the long dark hours of the night, but he always left before I woke. I simply must be home before Daybreak, he had explained. He was such a big
    Adrian Chiles fan. So each morning I awoke alone to the sounds of the ancient forest that surrounded my modest home. Amidst the creaking of the mighty branches and the rustling of the leaves, I
    felt totally in tune with nature, like my bottomless well of empathy for all living things was kept topped up by this daily communion. In the distance, I heard the comforting hum of the
    woodcutters chainsaws. Externally, at least, all was well with the world.


    Usually I slept well, my conscience being utterly untroubled by any of the selfish acts or unkind thoughts that keep less highly evolved souls awake at night, but today something was wrong. I
    felt as if an enormous weight was pressing down on me. Looking down, I saw the pile of job application forms stacked neatly on my chest. Teddy had left me one of his subtle hints. The note on top
    was written in his familiar perfect copperplate hand.
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    I tossed the note aside in disgust. It looked like I would have to do everything for myself, as per usual. I scowled for a few minutes to focus my resolve and was about to get
    out of bed when I realized with horror that Teddy had forgotten to pull back my blankets; there was no way I would have the strength to yank them aside myself. I was trapped, pinned down beneath
    the heavy bedclothes. I would have to spend all day in bed, unable to apply for gainful employment, as I really, really wanted to. Fate, you have coughed up a hairball in Heffa Lumps
    casserole once more!


    Resigned, I decided to go back to sleep until Teddy arrived that evening to free me. He could fill the forms in under my supervision.


    Then I heard my fathers clomping footsteps approaching. He popped his head around my bedroom door and I gave him a nonchalant smile that said, Keep moving, officer, nothing to
    see here. Yet he snorted with alarm, and with his two strong hands  which had solved so many crimes without troubling the overworked court system  he dragged my
    helpless body out from beneath the heavy blankets and the teetering pile of paperwork.


    Darlin, you know females arent strong enough to handle two blankets. Lucky I stopped by, youd have been trapped there all day, he said.


    Yeah, thanks a lot, Dad, now I can get up and spend my day filling in dozens of forms. I can never repay you. Except by slipping some laxatives into tonights
    casserole.


    He smiled and tousled my hair in the fatherly way I had always hated. Looking for a job, huh? Good for you. He picked up one of the forms. High School Guidance Counselor?
    Are you sure youre qualified for this? It says, Slayer powers a definite advantage.


    I waved away his trifling objection; I knew that I could achieve anything I set my mind to. Right now I was concentrating on making Dad leave me alone. He picked up another job application.
    Waitress  Morlockes Bar and Grill. Must be willing to go with bar owner, no shapeshifters. Jeez, thats just perverted. He tossed the form aside
    and stood up, his hand resting on his gun. Seeing him there, smug with the unearned authority of the uniformed crypto-fascist, gave me an amazing idea. Filling in job application forms is only
    for people without contacts. My dad was sheriff; he could get me a job through the power of necrotism.


    Ill come and work for you as a policegirl! I clapped my hands excitedly. Id be brilliant at it, I love telling people what to do and Im always right.
    Lend me your nightstick, Daddy, I want to practice cracking hippy skulls before my interview!


    Chump was unimpressed by my sudden eagerness to go into the family business with him. Its not all about fixin social deviants, darling, youve got to learn about
    solving crimes too.


    Oh, I know all that, I assured him. Ive watched all the cop shows. You just find the clues, look at them through the micropoke and then shout at that weeks
    guest star until they confess.


    He shook his head violently with admiration before trying to put me off again. Sorry, honey, its just too dangerous.


    But Daaad! Ive faced deadly danger a thousand times. Why just last week this rogue vamp. . . I clapped my hands over my mouth; I had nearly said too much. Chump could
    never know about my secret supernatural life, his fragile mind would never be able to take it, and hed be even more insistent about that dusk curfew. I backtracked, disguising my sudden
    change of heart with some well-placed flattery. I guess youre right, Dad, Im just not big or dumb enough to be an emotionless goose-stepping pig.


    He breathed a sigh of relief. Finally youre talking some sense, kid. Tell you what, Ill ask around town on my rounds today, see if there are any vacancies for you.
    Ill see you this evening.


    I shrugged with gratitude. I didnt imagine that Chump would turn out to be much help in this matter, but if it gave him something to do and kept him out of my hair, then I was all for
    it. He left the house whistling in his gratingly atonal way, and I sat on the bed planning my next move. I gathered the scattered forms back into a pile and flicked through them. They were long
    and complex, and the boxes were far too small for my endearingly childlike handwriting. And the questions were deeply intrusive: what business was it of theirs what my SAT score was? Heffa Lump
    is a sensitive and private person, not some lab specimen to be pinned out and poked with the pointy knives. I knew then that the traditional job search route would not work for me. Not because I
    had no skills or experience, and not because I lacked motivation to achieve anything beyond satisfying my basic physical needs. No, it was rather that I was beyond the petty concerns of these
    bureaucratic employers with their so-called opportunities. I was on a higher plane entirely. I had a boyfriend who was a vampire. And that made me simply too darn
    special to look for work, whatever he might think to the contrary.


    On the other hand, maybe it would be nice to have something to do on the days when Teddy was busy. Despite my young age, I had already read all the worthwhile works of world literature, and
    there were only so many episodes of LA Ink a girl could watch in a day. I resolved half-heartedly to continue my search for employment.


    But where was I to look, given that the normal options were closed to me due to excessive specialness? I considered this dilemma as I dressed (Id decided not to shower until I had found
    a job). I marveled once more at the incredible range of clothes in my wardrobe; each outfit suited me better than the last. I knew that I would look ravishing in just a potato sack. Many young
    girls with this talent would feel some sort of vast egotism about it, but I prided myself on my total modesty in the face of this irresistible hotness, and I rarely dressed up. Why bother when I
    turned heads wearing merely . . . this old T-shirt with BBQ sauce down the front and . . . my favorite sweatpants; (sniff) they had a couple more weeks wear in them yet, for sure. I
    admired myself in the mirror, and the sight of me looking so amazing made my thoughts click into place. I would go and visit Teddys sister Bobbi out at the remote Kelledy castle deep in
    Spatulas darkest woods! She was almost as stylish as me in some ways, and with her relentless perkiness she was sure to be eager to help me out with my problems. Teddy was off hunting with
    his brother Jack, so it would just be us girls.


    With a renewed sense of purpose, I skipped down the stairs and out the front door. The hulking black armored car that Teddy had given me as a graduation present sat on the driveway, daring
    people to come within its deadly range of fire. I called it Mabel. I smiled at its quirky cuteness, so reminiscent of my own personality, and climbed aboard.


    I made good time on my drive out to the Kelledy castle. The roads were wet with rain, but this was no problem for Mabels all-terrain tires. There was some nasty mid-morning traffic
    clogging Main Street  Only Street would have been a more appropriate name  but a few warning shots from Mabels turret-mounted 50mm cannons convinced the good folk of Spatula
    that I had the right of way.


    Soon I was alone on the country road that led into the forested hills above town. The trees closed in around me, the wind and the rain lashing their branches. It was almost as if they were
    shivering with fear at some as yet unrevealed horror passing close by them. Then, round a bend in the road, I saw Castle Kelledy at last. It loomed above the trees, as threatening as ever in its
    stolid grayness. Two mismatched towers rose above the main keep, and I could swear the taller one was leaning to the left even more than usual. It felt very homely. From a distance you would
    swear it was one of those European castles that had been shipped over brick by brick. It was only close up that a rapped fist on the moss-covered wall revealed that the whole thing was made of
    fiberglass.


    Bobbi Kelledy was Teddys younger sister, although they werent really blood relations  except in their shared lust for it  they just referred to each other as
    brother and sister so that everyone would know there was no funny business going on. Except there was, because Bobbi was involved with her other brother Jack. All a bit seedy, now I
    came to think about it. Anyway, Bobbi had become a close friend; her constant good mood was exhilarating, even though it was only a mask hiding the darker, more homicidal side of her character.
    Her style advice was always invaluable and she was always ready to get involved in the latest Kelledy wheeze. Whether it was organizing a party, organizing a massacre, or just helping me to avoid
    grown-up responsibility, her can-kill attitude was a real tonic to be around.


    I found her in the TV room, lounging on the sofa with a blood smoothie. Oh, its you again, she greeted me rapturously. You know Teddys not here,
    right?


    I thought we could hang out, just us girls, I said. Oh, Bobbi, life is so hard at the moment, no employer is likely to recognize my unique abilities, I just dont
    know what to do!


    Sssshhh, Bobbi hissed through her fangs. Im missing the good bit! She nodded at the enormous widescreen television. On the screen a vampire was standing in
    the middle of a fearful dungeon lit with disco lights. She was frowning in concentration, but I wasnt sure why. Then the viewpoint switched to three ghastly ghouls sitting in a row behind
    a huge sarcophagus. One of them looked very familiar. He had an oily quiff, a ruffled shirt with pink buttons and long painted fingernails. It wasnt till he spoke that I remembered though
     Id never forget that high-pitched drawl. It was DArcy DAcula, ancient vampire and adult film mogul, last seen in Romania trying to get my Teddy to expose himself to
    the world! I gasped in horror; what was he doing on TV?


    Well, darling, I just dont quite get what youre doing, the foul fiend said. Whats your talent again?


    Im protecting the entire audience with an invisible forcefield, the vampire on screen said proudly. Try to read my mind; it wont work!


    Read my mind, the second horrific beast on the panel growled, with a sneer so fearsome I felt quite frightened myself, though on looking again his hair was probably
    scarier. That is a bloody awful talent.


    I agree, said the third judge, a young-looking woman with a wide blank face. She wore a bizarre hat made from a fax machine and was wearing enough make-up to paint a battleship;
    I could not even begin to imagine how hideous she would look without it. Its thumbs down from Lady CooCoo too. Im sorry, but youre. . . fired.


    By now all three of them were holding their thumbs down. The auditioning vampire barely had time to scream before a jet of fire burst from the floor and set her ablaze. Bobbi sighed with
    satisfaction.


    What on earth are you watching? I asked.


    Duh, Heffa, its only Undeads Got Talent, TVs premier supernatural talent show. Where have you been? This programs huge, the underworld tabloids never
    talk about anything else: Flay, Scream!, Gore, theyre always full of the latest gossip.


    I thought DArcy DAcula was our arch-enemy, I pouted. Why are you helping his viewing figures?


    Oh, hes the nice one, Bobbi explained. The ones you really have to watch out for are Lady CooCoo and Cowl. They say CooCoos some type of shapeshifting
    banshee, and Cowl. . . well, no one really knows quite what he is, but its definitely not human. They judge the contestants, and theyre harsh; people call them the Vindicti. Ooh,
    this is the bit where they throw the losing contestants to the lions!


    Do you mean the relentless media exposure and snarky belittling that makes them regret the day they ever tried to get famous? I asked, remembering previous reality TV shows
    Id watched, like Americas Next Top Vampire and Pop Igor.


    No, I mean the actual lions, dummy, Bobbi shouted enthusiastically over the sounds of roaring and feasting emanating from the television. Hey, Heffa, why dont you
    enter? If you gave up your silly reluctance to let my brother turn you into a soulless murdering beast, you could go on the show and make your fortune that way; no more of this work business.
    Also, if you lost and the Vindicti had you fired, that would be okay too, she added.


    Aw, thanks Bobbi, its nice to know that win or lose Ill get just as much support from you, I responded. She could be so thoughtful. But I dont think
    that kind of showing off is for me, and Im still not quite ready to die. Thanks anyway.


    Bobbi shrugged and turned back to the television, leaving me feeling somewhat under-comforted. I was so tired of vampires thinking that me becoming one of them could solve all my problems. I
    wanted to make something of my life my way. Perhaps Id made a mistake in coming to see her. I had a human problem; perhaps the answer was to get some human advice. But since coming
    to Spatula Id mostly hung out with otherworldly beings, so a lot of my old friends were dead to me, and quite a few were actually dead. I wondered who was left. . .


    There was always Piper Thinne. Shed been in the group of people at school Id affectionately called the evil ones due to their inability to be happy when Id
    landed the hottest boy in our year, but I was running out of options. Shed have to do.


    Piper lived on the other side of Spatula, in one of the less well-imagined parts of town. Stephfordy had thought about some areas in a lot of detail. My house, Main Street, the Kelledys
    castle: these were all richly imagined and lovingly described, but not everywhere was lucky enough to get the full writerly treatment. As well as playing host to the rain that was a reassuringly
    soggy presence in all our lives, the more vague areas of Spatula were shrouded in a blanket of fog that lent them an aura of unreality. I usually stuck to the more solid areas if I could; it was
    a bit too much like Silent Hill round the misty parts. Only with more misshapen freaks.


    Piper looked somewhat surprised to see me when I rang her doorbell. Uh, Heffa, Im kind of busy. . . she began, but I brushed her objections to one side, as well as her
    body, and went in.


    Ill help with whatever youre doing if you like, I said. Oh, youre writing college applications; I can do that for you! All you need to do is add the
    bit where you explain how your boyfriends family can build a new library and theyll let you in, no questions asked. I sighed, remembering how easy it was all going to be
    until Teddy dropped his insolvency bombshell.


    Er. . . thanks, Piper said, moving her bits of paper out of the way so I could sit down. So, what brings you here?


    What, I cant visit one of my oldest friends? Oh, Piper, my life sucks, and I knew youd understand since yours obviously does too. I cant get a job, I cant
    afford to go to college, and I just dont see why I have to make all this effort! I was so sure that once Id graduated the Hollywood talent scouts would be all over me, but
    apparently their moody-teen quota is full this year. Its so unfair! I burst into a very wild and convincing wail of grief; those Hollywood film-makers didnt know what they
    were missing.


    Er, hey, oh, I have an idea! Piper said. She ran around the room in a frenzy of excitement, rummaging through drawers and pulling books off shelves with wild abandon. She seemed
    keen to help me, but after a while I started to think that maybe she didnt have an idea after all. I was about to adopt the mortifying frown I reserved for close friends who disappointed
    me, when she grabbed the previous days Spatula Gazette from the floor. She scanned through the pages with feverish eagerness. Um, um, um, no, no, maybe, yes! Look, this would
    be perfect for you and if you leave right now, you can make the audition. She thrust the paper under my nose, and I sniffed and heroically suppressed my sobs.


    TODAY. The Spatula Humdrum Amdram Collective auditions for Worrying Heights, a new musical based on the classic novel by Emily Boronallday. Rec center, 3 p.m., I
    read aloud. Piper, youre right, Id be perfect for the main part! I must leave immediately.


    Oh, thank God, Piper said. I mean, brilliant, Heffa, go you! Go, go, go. Please. She helpfully pushed me out of the door and waved frantically. She was such a kind
    friend.


    I raced to the rec center as fast as my armored car would take me. I had read and loved Worrying Heights, along with every other book in the world, and quickly reminded myself of the
    plot. Clingy, the beautiful, wild heroine, was forced to choose between two men: the boring reliable one and the intense crazed one who loved her even when she was dead. Something about that
    seemed rather familiar but I had no time to draw out the painfully obvious parallels  the audition would start any minute.


    I thrust open the church hall doors with a bang, startling several old ladies into falling over. Brilliant, that was the dramatic entrance sorted. Look no further, I announced.
    Its me, its Clingy, Ive come in now, oh oooh, oh.


    I paused to gauge the effect. Silence reigned as the entire hall struggled to cope with my amazing personification of Clingys tortured soul.


    Up on the hall stage, the director cleared his throat. That was very. . . enthusiastic, he said, thank you. Why dont you join us on stage? Whats your name,
    dear?


    Heffa, I announced, with a winning smile. Heffa Lump. Youve probably heard of me.


    Um, Im not sure. . .


    Oh, you card, I giggled, elbowing him playfully in the ribs. Now I know youll want to give me the part straight away, but I guess weve got to preserve the
    niceties and audition the no-hopers. Whove we got?


    The director was wearing the awed expression that people often seemed to adopt around me; it was rather sweet. Er, you and, um, he consulted his clipboard, Wanda
    Mensional.


    What, WANDA? I gasped. What are you doing here?


    Wanda Mensional had been a school friend of mine, one whod secretly maintained a double life as teen pop sensation Winona Arizona, the two-faced cow. The last time Id seen her
    shed been eating her way through the prom-goers, having been unfortunately and Im sure accidentally turned into a vampire by Teddys father Joseph in a moment of weakness.


    I might be world-famous, but I like to slum it and give something back to the little people, especially when they look so tasty, the black-clad, white-faced, brown-wigged traitor
    said, sneering at me from the side of the stage. Good luck with the audition. I know they want someone who can sing and dance and act, but none out of three aint bad,
    Im sure you could get the part of the boring old housekeeper Mrs. Smelly if you try really hard.


    You just watch, I announced. Right, Mr. Director, Im going first. I took the card with the audition speech on it and drifted in a tormented, lovelorn way to
    the center of the stage.


    Has there ever been such a poor girl as wot I am? I declaimed in my best English accent. Oh, lawks, how sad is I? Here am I trapped upon the lonely moors of backwards
    nineteenth-century England before they had dentists or dry cleaning, torn between dashing, homicidal Cliffledge and dull-but-loaded Edgar. Cliffledge is reckless and sexy and I would love to
    throw myself upon him but he is also rude and smelly, while Edgar is boringsville but he does have a house and a nice carriage. Why, gadzooks, tis just like me and Teddy and Joe Cahontas.
    For while Teddy is prim and proper and wants to marry me and give me wealth and so forth, Joe is violent and all muscly and jumps off cliffs and wants to ravage me on the back of his motorcycle.
    . . what?


    If you could just read the bit on the card? the director said, as he stopped waving his arms wildly in desperation. Also, Stephfordy would like me to add that youre
    missing the point: Teddy is totally Cliffledge, what with the obsessive love, and Joe is the conventional option; please can you stop messing up her carefully inserted references to classic works
    of literature?


    I thought about this for a while. Nah, I dont think so. Joes the rugged, poor and hairy one; Teddys all respectable, except for the occasional blood-drinking. Are
    you sure shes thought this through?


    The director shrugged. Dont ask me. Just read the frickin card, would you?


    Fine. I squinted down at the bit of paper, and screamed, Oh, CLIFFLEDGE!!


    Once the tinkle of breaking glass had faded away, a hush descended over the room. I waited for the rapturous applause, but the director only winced, removed his fingers from his ears, and
    said, Thank goodness thats over. Ms. Mensional, your turn.


    Wanda Mensional raised her arms to the heavens, bared her fangs and moaned, Ohhh, Cliffledge. . .


    I was swept away with emotion. Her acting prompted such a dark, deep response, such a tidal wave of raw untamed feeling. It was a revelation. I felt it from the bottom of my soul: I hated
    Wanda Mensional.


    Well, thats easy! the director announced, smiling. Wanda, you are Clingy. Theres no doubt in my mind.


    Why, thank you, Wanda simpered. Now, when do the group rehearsals start? Im ravenous. . . with the urge to start acting, obviously.


    I had never been so insulted in my life. There was nothing for it but to leave with dignity. I extended a trembling hand and said solemnly, Youll regret this one day when
    Im the most famous person in the world and youre still stuck in this provincial hellhole, you blinkered idiots. And with that I left the stage and flounced off in pure Clingy
    style. Theyd soon find out what theyd lost by rejecting me.


    As I sat in the car mourning the death of my barely-even-begun amateur dramatics career, I realized that perhaps this latest setback had shown me the way forward after all. Wanda thought she
    was so amazing, with her talent and her platinum album and her pointy teeth, but I knew she had less than a tenth of my awe-inspiring abilities. There was nothing for it: Id have to get
    famous too. When crowds were begging me to sign autographs and adopt their children shed understand how foolish shed been to think she could compete. Plus, if I was a
    superstar, that would take care of all my financial woes too. It was win-win!


    For a brief moment, I felt doubt. Was I strong enough to cope with the pressures of fame? What if it went to my head and I got snooty or addicted to diets or something? Also, I hadnt
    quite figured out how exactly I was going to become the most popular girl in the world. There was only one thing that could reassure me, one person who believed in me absolutely. My beloved, my
    only, the beautifullest man in the world, Teddy would wrap me in his icy arms and take all my troubles away. I set off at once to find him.
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