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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 headstrong 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.

With a vampire’s fang and a vial of witch’s blood already hidden in a golden casket beneath his bed, Luke must lead Resus and Cleo on the search for the third relic — as long as they’re not scared of spiders, that is. . . .
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Thunder crashed as the two werewolves circled each other, fur flattened against their rippling muscles by the torrential rain. The smaller of the two creatures bared its fangs and howled, the sound echoing around the street.

The larger werewolf lunged at its opponent, ready to bite, but the small wolf was too fast to be beaten by such an obvious attack. It flung itself to the ground, back legs pulled up to protect its belly, and lashed out with razor-sharp talons, catching the aggressor’s chest and drawing blood. The creature’s thick fur was briefly stained red before the rain washed it clean again.

Lightning exploded over the wolves’ heads, illuminating the only other figures out in the storm. A small Egyptian mummy clutched a silver-covered book while a young vampire clashed swords with an older man.

“I don’t know why it took me so long to figure it out!” roared Sir Otto Sneer in delight as he swung his sword down toward the vampire’s head. “If you want to beat a werewolf, use a werewolf!”

Resus Negative gripped his own sword and thrust it upward to block the blow. “You’ll never beat Luke!”

There was a yelp as the ginger werewolf bit deep into its opponent’s leg. The man smiled. “I wouldn’t be so sure about that.”

The smaller wolf retreated across the street. The mummy dashed over and knelt by its side. “Are you OK?” she asked. Luke gazed up at her through yellow eyes, all trace of his human personality hidden beneath the werewolf’s exterior.

Cleo tore a strip of bandage from her waist and hastily tied it around the wound on Luke’s leg. “It’s not much, but it’ll stop you from losing blood.”

The sound of clashing metal caught her atten­tion, and she spun to see Resus backing across the street, sword held high to fend off Sir Otto’s fierce blows. As he reached the curb, the vampire stumbled and fell onto his back, twisting away just as the metal point of the man’s weapon clanged into the concrete where his head had been seconds before.
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Kicking out with a heavy boot, Sir Otto knocked the sword from Resus’s hand. It skittered away across the wet pavement, leaving the vampire helpless. Cleo screamed in frustration and ran to her friend’s aid.

A deep-throated growl rang out as the larger wolf leaped across the street. Luke jumped up a split second later, and the two beasts met in midair, snapping at each other with glistening fangs.

The air sizzled with electricity as another fork of lightning crackled in the sky. The intense light reflected off the wet fur of the wolves and lit them up, frozen for a moment like figures in some nightmarish photograph.

The creatures crashed back down to the ground, the smaller werewolf first to its feet. Jaws wide, it lunged for its opponent’s exposed throat.

“Luke, no!” a familiar voice screamed, causing the werewolf’s head to snap up. Two figures stood huddled together, soaked by the storm. The couple’s expressions of terror could be seen clearly as another surge of white-hot lightning flashed above. The werewolf howled with rage to discover that his parents were watching him. . . .

Luke sat bolt upright, his T-shirt dripping from the pounding rain. No, it wasn’t rain — it was sweat. He was lying on his bed, fully dressed.

Trying to slow his racing heartbeat, he switched on the lamp. The glow of the bulb reflected against the contours of a silver face embossed into the front of a book on his desk.

As Luke peeled off his dripping shirt and grabbed another from the drawer, the face opened its eyes. “You were dreaming again,” it said.

“So what?” snapped Luke, pulling on the T-shirt. “Everyone has dreams.”

“Very true,” agreed the face calmly. “But not everyone transforms into a werewolf while doing so.”

Luke followed the book’s gaze and saw deep claw marks scratched into the closed bedroom door. His fingertips were bloodied, and he could see sharp splinters of wood in some of them. “Did I get out?” he asked. “My mom and dad . . .”

“They locked the door when they heard you shout in your sleep. They’re perfectly safe.”

Luke buried his head in his sore hands.

Samuel Skipstone, author of Skipstone’s Tales of Scream Street, watched sadly from the front cover of his life’s work. Casting a spell to merge his dying spirit with the pages of his book had meant that he could continue to research the residents of this unusual community long after his physical death, but it stopped him from being able to offer a comforting shoulder when required.

“Do you want to talk about your dream?” he asked.

“It’s the same as always.” Luke shrugged. “I’m out in the street, fighting another werewolf.”

“Is anyone else there?”

“Cleo,” said Luke. “And Resus is fighting Sir Otto.” He stood and watched the rain batter against the window­pane for a few seconds. “What does it mean?”

“Perhaps you would be better off asking your vampire friend himself why he would want to battle with the landlord of Scream Street,” suggested Skipstone.

Luke snorted back a laugh. “I can think of a hundred reasons why he would attack Sneer,” he said. “Choosing just one would be difficult!”

Skipstone smiled. “Master Negative is not alone in his dislike of that man.”

“My parents are watching the battle,” continued Luke, “but I don’t see them until I’m about to kill the other werewolf.”

“I’m sure the dream represents nothing more than your reluctance for them to see you in your true form.”

“True form?” said Luke. “This is my true form: a normal, everyday kid! That thing I become isn’t me!”

“Lycanthropy has a long and noble history,” said Samuel Skipstone. “Many families are proud of their werewolf tradition.”

“Mine isn’t!” said Luke. He thrust his injured fingers toward the silver face. “This is what my family thinks. They lock me away so I can’t tear out their throats in their sleep.” He sighed. “I need to wash my hands.”

As Luke suspected, the bedroom door was still locked when he tried the handle. He hammered his fist against the damaged wood, trying not to look at the claw marks in the varnish. “Mom! Dad! Can you let me out now?”

A hastily whispered conversation took place on the other side of the door. “I’m not sure that’s a good idea, Luke,” replied his dad eventually. “It might be better if you stay in there until the morning.”

“But I need to use the bathroom,” said Luke.

“I put a bucket in the corner, by the desk,” said Mrs. Watson, her trembling voice revealing her nervousness. “You can use that for tonight.”

Luke turned away from the door, fighting the urge to kick it. “I’ve got to get out of here!” he muttered, reaching beneath his bed to slide out the glistening golden casket he kept there.

He opened the lid and checked that the two items he had hidden inside — a vampire’s fang and a vial of witch’s blood — were still there. These were the first of the relics left behind by Scream Street’s founding fathers. Luke was on a quest to find all six artifacts: a collection that would give him the power to open a doorway back to his world and take his parents home.

“I don’t see how you can get out of here,” said Samuel Skipstone. “Your parents seem intent on keeping your bedroom locked.”

Luke closed the casket and slid it back into the shadows beneath his bed. “There’s more than one way out,” he said.

He slipped his feet into his sneakers, then grabbed the silver book and pushed it into his backpack. He opened the window, briefly screwing his eyes shut against the driving rain, and clambered onto the window ledge. Weak moonlight shimmered off the wet bark of a tree that grew a few yards from the house. As Luke tried to make it out, he struggled to recall where the strongest branches were and which of the dark shapes were merely shadows.

Of Scream Street’s many strange character­istics, the state of constant night was the one Luke found hardest to deal with.

“I hate it being dark all the time!”

“The sun was conjured away many years ago,” said Skipstone from Luke’s backback. “It remains a prisoner to this very day.”

“Where?” asked Luke.

“Some say it is trapped right here in Scream Street,” replied the author. “Others say it was tricked into shining on a mere imitation of our community. We may never know the truth.”

“Just one more reason to leave, then,” said Luke grimly. With a last glance back at the bucket in the corner of his room, he leaped out into the night.
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