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 Fang-tastic Fr i ends



V
lad shivered. H

e w
as standing in the 

graveyard outside M
isery M

anor w
ith his 

parents and grandfather by his side. It w
as a 

chilly, cloudy night and the sky w
as as black 

as a bat’s w
ing. T

here w
as not a star in sight 

– even the m
oon seem

ed to have gone into 

hiding.

V
lad pulled his cape around him

. H
e hated 

the graveyard and he hated the dark. H
e w

as 

also nervous. H
e w

as w
aiting for the arrival 

of his cousin, Lupus Fang, w
ho w

as com
ing 

from
 T

ransylvania that very night. V
lad’s 
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parents, D
rax and M

ortem
ia, had invited 

Lupus to stay to show
 V

lad “how
 to be a real 

vam
pire”.

M
other and Father have already decided 

that he’s a m
uch better vam

pire than m
e, V

lad 

thought as he scanned the inky sky for signs 

of his cousin’s arrival. I don’t w
ant to have m

y 

lessons w
ith him

. H
e’ll m

ake m
e seem

 even m
ore of 

a failure. H
e shivered again.

“W
hatever is the m

atter w
ith you?” 

snapped his m
other. “V

am
pires do not feel 

the cold!”

“It’s not that,” said V
lad through 

chattering fangs. “I d-don’t like the dark.”

“W
ell, it’s about tim

e you did,” M
ortem

ia 

retorted. “Y
ou don’t w

ant your cousin Lupus 

to see you quivering, do you?”

“I don’t care if he does,” V
lad m

uttered.  

“I never w
anted him

 to com
e anyw

ay.”

H
is father snorted. “If you w

ere better at 

your vam
pire skills then w

e w
ouldn’t have 

had to invite him
. A

lthough I m
ust adm

it 

your m
ind control is com

ing along nicely.” 

H
e chuckled at the m

em
ory of V

lad 

shrinking his m
other to the size of a  

spider.

T
he thought of spiders m

ade V
lad shiver 

all the m
ore. I bet there are hundreds of 

them
 out here. H

e felt as though his skin w
as 

craw
ling w

ith them
!

G
randpa G

ory joined in w
ith D

rax’s 

chuckling, as if reading his thoughts. 

“M
w

haha!” he chortled w
heezily. “T

hat w
as 

w
icked!”

M
ortem

ia glared at the old vam
pire. G

ory 

im
m

ediately turned his laugh into a cough 

and slunk into the shadow
s.

“I’d rather you put your skills to better 

use,” said M
ortem

ia bitterly. “Y
ou’d better 

not try shrinking your cousin, either.”
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Flit the bat flew
 dow

n from
 the yew

 

tree in the corner of the graveyard. 

H
e landed on V

lad’s shoulder. “D
on’t 

let them
 upset you,” the little bat 

w
hispered. “I’ll stick w

ith you.”

“T
hanks,” V

lad said. H
e didn’t know

 

w
hat he w

ould do w
ithout Flit. H

e’d 

already told the bat all his fears about 

his cousin com
ing to stay. 

“H
e can’t be good at everything,” Flit 

squeaked, flying up and hovering by V
lad’s 

side. 

But Lupus’s brilliant vam
pire skills w

ere the 

least of V
lad’s w

orries. W
orse than that, V

lad 

w
as anxious that his cousin w

ould find out his 

biggest secret – that he w
ent to hum

an school!

“H
ere he is!” shouted D

rax, startling V
lad 

out of his thoughts. H
e pointed tow

ards a 

dark shape com
ing through the night sky 

tow
ards them

.

V
lad follow

ed his father’s long bony finger. 

T
he black thing w

as m
oving at top speed. 

V
lad felt sure it w

as aim
ing straight for him

! 

H
e squealed and dipped behind a tom

bstone 

for cover, then peeped round it. T
he shape 

w
as getting closer and closer and seem

ed to 

be accom
panied by a sw

irling cloud of other 

sm
aller shapes.

“W
hat are all those things flying w

ith him
?” 



10
11

It m
ust be Lupus, V

lad thought. Father said he 

w
as big and strong. I w

ish he w
ould turn around 

and go back hom
e. 

V
lad screw

ed his eyes tight shut. H
e m

ade 

him
self think about how

 angry he w
as. T

hen 

he focused on sending Lupus aw
ay, using 

m
ind control.  

H
e im

agined Lupus being surrounded by 

the carrier bats…

he asked in alarm
.

M
ortem

ia tutted. “T
hey’re carrier bats, of 

course. H
ow

 else do you think Lupus w
ould 

be able to bring his luggage?”

“C
arrier bats!” cried G

randpa G
ory. 

“G
ood to see they’re still using them

 in the 

O
ld C

ountry.”

“Y
es,” said D

rax. “T
hey m

ay be m
ore 

m
odern than us in som

e things, but 

T
ransylvanian vam

pires still use the old-

fashioned m
ethods of travel.”

V
lad crept out from

 behind the tom
bstone 

and stared up at the shapes as they cam
e 

closer. H
is m

other w
as right – a tight sw

arm
 

of bats w
as circling now

, each clutching a bag 

in their claw
s. In the m

idst of them
 w

as a 

larger bat.

V
lad couldn’t see very clearly because 

his night vision w
as still not as good as it 

should’ve been. H
e squinted at the big bat. 
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…
the bats w

ould sw
oop him

 up and turn 

him
 around…

…
Lupus w

ould be pow
erless to resist…

…
he w

ould be carried back to 

T
ransylvania…

Suddenly, V
lad felt the air around him

 

grow
 even colder. H

is m
ind w

ent cloudy. 

It w
as as though som

eone w
ere pushing his 

thoughts out of his brain, freezing him
 so 

that he couldn’t m
ove, couldn’t think…

V
lad tried to concentrate but it w

as no 

use. T
he cloudiness becam

e heavier and 

darker, and he him
self becam

e colder and 

colder. H
e found that he couldn’t rem

em
ber 

w
here he w

as or w
hat he w

as thinking.

T
hen…

T
H

W
A

C
K

!

Som
ething slapped into V

lad, pushing  

him
 back into the tom

bstone. H
e bum

ped  

his head.

“O
W

!” H
e struggled to sit up and blinked 

into the darkness. “W
hat w

as that?” he cried.

“Y
ou should keep your eyes open, m

ate,” 

said a voice. “’Specially w
hen you’re in 

the flight path of an incom
ing vam

pire. 

M
w

hahahahaha!”

V
lad shrieked and ducked back behind 

the tom
bstone, w

hile M
ortem

ia burst out 

laughing.

“Bravo!” D
rax applauded. “W

hat a landing. 

Super-fast nosedive!”

“Like a haw
k plum

m
eting tow

ards its 

prey,” added G
randpa G

ory approvingly.

V
lad peeked back around the stone to 

get a good look at his cousin. Lupus w
as the 

sam
e age as V

lad, but even in the dark it w
as 

clear how
 m

uch taller and stronger he w
as.

V
lad groaned inw

ardly. “T
hanks, U

ncle 

D
,” Lupus said to D

rax. “It’s great to finally 

get here.”
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U
ncle D

? V
lad thought. Father w

on’t like that 

nicknam
e.

But D
rax gave Lupus a hearty slap on the 

shoulder and said, “W
e’ve been looking

forw
ard to your visit, young devil.”

“D
id you have a good flight?” M

ortem
ia 

asked, brushing dow
n Lupus’s cape. “Y

ou’re

brave to com
e all this w

ay on your ow
n.”

D
rax nodded. “It’s a long w

ay from
 

T
ransylvania.”

“In m
y day, young vam

pires had to have  

an adult flying w
ith them

,” said G
randpa.

“Y
eah w

ell, this is the tw
enty-first 

century, not the seventeenth,” said Lupus 

w
ith a grin.

D
rax chuckled. “T

hat’s true!” he said.

V
lad gasped. H

e w
as speechless at how

 his 

cousin had got aw
ay w

ith being so cheeky.

Flit gave a disapproving squeak, but 

M
ortem

ia and D
rax didn’t notice. T

hey 
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seem
ed enchanted by Lupus.

“T
here w

as a bit of turbulence on the w
ay 

over,” Lupus told them
, “but I just w

ent w
ith 

the flow
. Y

ou know
 w

hat it’s like – if you 

relax you can fly through anything.”

D
rax looked at M

ortem
ia approvingly.  

“Just w
hat I alw

ays say, isn’t it, m
y evil one?”

“Indeed,” said his m
other crisply. “In fact, 

perhaps you can take V
lad on a night flight  

a bit later, Lupus? Y
ou’re here to w

ork,  

after all.”

“Sure. I can show
 V

lad som
e tricks,” 

Lupus replied carelessly.

V
lad scow

led.

Lupus noticed V
lad’s expression and his 

grin faltered. “M
aybe som

e other tim
e. I’m

 

pretty hungry now
,” he said.

D
rax clapped his hands and roared, “O

f 

course! A
n energetic young vam

pire like you 

needs his iron. Let’s get you inside.”

“Y
es,” M

ortem
ia said. “W

hy don’t you 

dism
iss your bats, Lupus? T

hey’re w
elcom

e 

to stay in the belfry. Flit w
ill show

 them
 the  

w
ay.”

T
he bats began to cluster around Flit.

“Sorry, V
lad!” Flit squeaked. “I’ll com

e 

and see you later.”

T
hen he flew

 off to the belfry at the far 

end of M
isery M

anor w
ith the carrier bats 

follow
ing.

V
lad w

atched sorrow
fully as his bat friend 

disappeared into the darkness. 

“M
ulch w

ill bring the bags,” M
ortem

ia w
as 

saying. “A
nd V

lad, you can show
 Lupus your 

room
 – you’ll be sharing,” she explained to 

Lupus.

“W
hat?” V

lad exclaim
ed. “W

hy can’t he  

stay in the W
est W

ing? T
here are loads of  

spare coffins there.”

“V
ladim

ir!” D
rax exploded. “Lupus is one 
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of the fam
ily and w

ill be treated as such. 

Show
 him

 to your room
 im

m
ediately. I’ve 

already asked M
ulch to m

ove a coffin in for 

him
. W

hy don’t you join us in the dining 

room
 for lunch once Lupus has unpacked?”

“H
m

m
, lunch!” said G

randpa G
ory, 

sm
acking his lips. “I thought you’d never 

ask.” H
e began hobbling tow

ards the house 

w
ith M

ortem
ia and D

rax on either side of 

him
.V
lad eyed Lupus’s bags. H

e’d brought 

so m
uch luggage! It looks as though he’s 

planning to stay for ever, he thought. 

“C
om

e on then, Lupus,” V
lad said 

gloom
ily. 

H
e turned and m

ade his w
ay in to M

isery 

M
anor w

ith Lupus close behind.

“T
his is m

y room
,” V

lad m
uttered, pushing 

open the door. 

Lupus said nothing as he w
alked around, 

taking a good hard look at everything.

V
lad m

eanw
hile w

as taking a good hard 

look at Lupus! In m
any w

ays he looked like  

a traditional vam
pire: he had jet-black hair, 

huge fangs and he w
ore an expensive-looking 

black velvet cape lined w
ith red silk.

H
ow

ever, under the cape, V
lad could see 

clothes that looked distinctly un-vam
piric. 

C
uriously, they looked a lot like the clothes 

2


