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Luke Watson was a perfectly ordinary boy until his tenth birthday, when he transformed into a werewolf. After it happened two more times, Luke and his family were forcibly moved by G.H.O.U.L. (Government Housing of Unusual Life-forms) to Scream Street, a community of ghosts, monsters, zombies, and more.

Luke quickly found his feet, making friends with Cleo Farr (a tomboy mummy) and Resus Negative, the son of the vampires next door. Luke soon realized, however, that Mr. and Mrs. Watson would never get over their fear of their nightmarish neighbors. With the help of an ancient book, Skipstone’s Tales of Scream Street, he set out to find six relics, each left behind by one of the community’s founding fathers. Only their combined power will enable him to open a doorway out of Scream Street and take his parents home.

Luke, Resus, and Cleo battled goblins and survived poltergeists to find the first relic: the fang of the ancient vampire, Count Negatov. Now, with Mr. and Mrs. Watson as terrified as ever, the quest is on to locate the second relic. . . .


[image: ]

Blood trickled down the vampire’s fangs. A long tongue flicked out and licked the sticky fluid from sharp, glistening teeth. The vampire’s mouth twisted into a smile as it savored the taste. It wanted more.

Lashing out, the vampire used its yellowing talons to tear another hunk of meat from the carcass. Pausing only to drench it in the nearby pool of blood, the creature bit into strips of flesh, veins and tendons swinging below its salivating jaw. Suddenly a cry rang out.

“Dad! Leave some for everyone else!”

Alston Negative glanced around the dinner table and slowly placed the chicken wing back onto his plate. “Sorry,” he mumbled, shamefaced.

Resus Negative, the vampire’s son, reached inside his electric-blue-lined cape and produced a knife and fork. Handing them to his father, he added, “And you know you should be using silver­ware when we have visitors.”

As Alston fumbled with the unfamiliar tools, Resus nudged his friend Luke Watson. “You don’t make that much mess when you eat — and you’re a werewolf!”

Luke grinned as he watched the older vampire push the chicken wing off his plate, catapulting potatoes across the black dining-room carpet.

“Being a vampire does have its advantages,” joked Alston, leaping from his chair. “When I’m tired of biting necks, I double as a vegetable rack!” He pecked at the carpet and reappeared with a potato stuck to each fang.

“Dad,” groaned Resus, embarrassed. “You’re not funny!”

Luke roared with laughter and turned to his parents to share the joke. His face fell when he realized that the get-together hadn’t worked. His mom and dad were still terrified of their vampire neighbors.
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“A toast!” exclaimed Alston, pulling the pota­toes from his teeth and raising a glass of wine. “To the Watsons, and your first week on Scream Street!”

“The Watsons!” echoed Resus, lifting his tumbler of milk. He clinked it against Luke’s and drank deeply, his fangs tinkling against the rim of the glass. Instead of drinking his own milk, Luke reached out to take his mom’s trembling hand and guide it toward her wine.

Mrs. Watson forced a smile. “Thank you,” she whispered hoarsely.

Luke and Resus shared a glance. Luke’s family had been moved to Scream Street by G.H.O.U.L., Government Housing of Unusual Life-forms, after he had transformed into his werewolf form and attacked a school bully. Since then, his parents had lived in a state of sheer terror.

In order to open a doorway back to his own world, Luke had begun the search for six relics left behind by the community’s founding fathers. The first of these, a vampire’s fang, was now locked away in a golden casket under his bed.

“Now,” said Bella Negative as she entered, carrying a jug of thick red liquid, “who wants more blood on their meat?”

Mr. Watson stared at the jug and paled. “I think I’m going to be sick. . . .”

“I’ll get you some water,” said Luke, racing into the kitchen. Reaching for the cold tap, he stopped. The sink had three taps. “Resus!” he called.

The young vampire hurried in. “You summoned me?” he teased.

“Which one is cold water?” Luke asked.

“Isn’t it obvious?” replied Resus. He gestured from left to right. “Hot water, cold water, blood.”

“Blood?” exclaimed Luke. “You’ve got a tap for blood?”

“Of course,” said Resus. “How else do you think vampires get their fix? We need a regular supply.” He spun the tap, allowing a torrent of crimson blood to flow out into the sink. It spattered against the stainless steel, leaving behind small clots and scabs as it raced for the drain.

“B-but a tap?” stammered Luke. “Where does it come from?”

“Whenever anyone has a nosebleed or a cut finger and they rinse away the blood, it ends up in the sewer system,” explained Resus. “The blood is filtered out and fed to vampires around the world.”

“That’s disgusting!”

“No more disgusting than how our ancestors used to get it.” Resus opened his mouth and bared his fangs at Luke with a hiss.

Bella Negative appeared behind him. “Getting a drink of blood?” she asked, ruffling her son’s hair.

“Luke knows I’m a normal like his mom and dad,” Resus sighed. “He knows I’m not a real vampire!” He unclipped his false fangs and rinsed them briefly under the water before reattaching them to his teeth. Suddenly the stream of blood stopped, the last remaining drips pattering against the sink.

“That’s odd,” said Resus. He opened the cupboard under the sink and reached past boxes of coffin polish and fang whitener to check the pipes.

Luke crouched down beside him. “Maybe there’s a safety drive on and people have stopped skinning their knees.” He grinned.

“I hope not,” said Resus. “My dad gets really cranky without his daily pint!”

“Er, Luke,” called Alston from the dining room, “I think your parents are ready to go home now.”

Luke stood and turned to see his mom smiling bravely, his dad’s arm tight around her shoulders. “I’ve got to take them away from here,” he said quietly to Resus. “They’re never going to be happy as long as we’re in Scream Street.”

“You mean . . . ?” began the young vampire.

Luke nodded. “It’s time to find the second relic.”

The following morning, Luke was examining the fang of the ancient vampire Count Negatov when a bandaged hand snatched it from his fingers. “Hey!” he shouted.

“I just want a look,” said the small Egyptian mummy. “I went through a lot to help you get that!” Cleo Farr was the third member of the relic-hunting team.

“Fresh air at last!” gasped a voice. With a smile, Luke reached inside the golden casket and retrieved Skipstone’s Tales of Scream Street. The face of its author, Samuel Skipstone, gazed up from the book’s silver cover.

“I appreciate the need for security,” it announced, “but do you have to keep me in this infernal box? It stinks!”

“Well, it did contain my lungs for nearly six thousand years,” said Cleo.

“Six thousand years?”

“They were removed before I was mummified,” explained Cleo. “I suppose anyone’s insides would stink after that long!”

“I’m sorry, Mr. Skipstone,” apologized Luke, “but for the time being, this is the best place for you.”

“Yes,” agreed Cleo. “You don’t want to be found by Sir Otto again.”

Skipstone scowled. “The sooner this street is released from the grip of that vile man, the better,” he said. “If he were to find the relics of the founding fathers, he could make the lives of the residents miserable. You must keep me safe.”

Cleo poked her tongue out at the book through her bandages. “So, what do you think of my smelly casket now?”

The author smiled. “I shall bear my troubles with fortitude!”

“It’s only until we’ve found all the relics,” said Luke.

“I understand,” said Samuel Skipstone. “And I trust you have returned to ask the location of the gift of the second founding father?”

Luke nodded. “My mom and dad are unhappy. I have to take them home.”

“Shouldn’t we wait for Resus?” asked Cleo.

Luke checked his watch. Despite the stars flickering outside the window, it was actually only ten o’clock in the morning. The constant state of night that hung over Scream Street was playing havoc with his sense of time.

“He promised to be here first thing,” said Luke. “I’m sure he won’t mind if we start without him just once.”

Skipstone’s Tales of Scream Street opened itself and flipped through pages of handwritten articles, menus, and experiments.

“Read carefully, my friends,” said its author.

Luke and Cleo watched as the book stopped at an article detailing the various uses of bat’s brains. Slowly the writing began to disappear, revealing hidden text beneath. They leaned closer.
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“Up above where deals are done,” said Cleo. “I wonder where —”

Before she could get any farther, the bedroom door crashed open and Resus ran in.

“Guys,” he panted. “Something’s happened to my dad!”

“What?” demanded Luke.

Resus tried to catch his breath. “He’s gone missing!”

[image: ]




End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/016.png





OEBPS/images/015.png
Chapter Three
N The
% Machine






OEBPS/images/014.png





OEBPS/images/013.png





OEBPS/images/012.png





OEBPS/images/011.png
Chapter Twe
The Sewers






OEBPS/images/010.png





OEBPS/images/019.png
Chapter Five

The Cat





OEBPS/images/018.png





OEBPS/images/017.png
e G |

'l
Ls






OEBPS/images/005.png
—— ST, -
Wbo ]M*ﬁ \\}vere .%
€Y Soeer Hall 3 )o.18. Lrke Hafson o
) (enfral Square 0 o 14 Rests Negative %
O Evervell’s Enportum

© o 1. Twinkle

10,21, Bl Evervell
&) No. 2. Cleo Farr .

2





OEBPS/images/004.png
" Weleome fo Seream §reet






OEBPS/images/003.png
Parand 1>
e Negati®

Lefy Frepwed

Dr. gy





OEBPS/images/047.png





OEBPS/images/002.png
Meef the
residents






OEBPS/images/046.png





OEBPS/images/001.png
For Dad, who alwagys kney Tt as tn my blood.

b





OEBPS/images/045.png





OEBPS/images/044.png





OEBPS/images/043.png
Chapier Eleven






OEBPS/images/042.png





OEBPS/images/041.png





OEBPS/images/040.png





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/images/009.png
Up abaye where dea]s are dome,
shining [ike a distant sun,

de]nered by the diamond knife,
tind the source of witch’s [ife.






OEBPS/images/008.png





OEBPS/images/007.png
Chapter One

The Blood

.
v






OEBPS/images/006.png
Previously on Scream Streef . . .





OEBPS/images/038.png





OEBPS/images/037.png





OEBPS/images/036.png





OEBPS/images/035.png





OEBPS/images/034.png





OEBPS/images/033.png





OEBPS/images/032.png
Chapter Eight

The Plan






OEBPS/images/031.png





OEBPS/images/030.png





OEBPS/images/cover.png
41

o= TOMMY D@NBAVAND F
us stuff

~—
“EXactly the sort of grisly, gross, and hilari
that kids will love!” —Eoin Colfer, author of Artemis Fowl






OEBPS/images/019a.png





OEBPS/images/039.png





OEBPS/images/027.png





OEBPS/images/026.png





OEBPS/images/025.png
Up abaye where Jea]s are dome,
shining [ike a distant sun,

deh»era{ by the diamend knife,
tind the seurce of witch's [ife.






OEBPS/images/024.png





OEBPS/images/titlepage.png
SUREAN STREET

Book Two
BLOOD OF THE WITCH

TOMMY D@NBAVAND

CANDLEWICK PRESS





OEBPS/images/023.png
Chapter 9k

The Witch






OEBPS/images/022.png





OEBPS/images/021.png





OEBPS/images/020.png





OEBPS/images/029.png





OEBPS/images/028.png





