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“Aw, crap!” 

Dracula’s last thought before he crumbled to dust. 

 

 

Fang Face 

By Norm Cowie 

 

 “I am not going to sleep in a coffin!”  Erin screeched.  

As any attendee of a High School Musical concert can tell you, there‟s nothing like a 

teenage girl‟s shriek to wake up the auditory sensors.  Every dog in the neighborhood 

simultaneously yipped in pain, except old Dork, a deaf Chihuahua from up the street. 

 Alex ducked, even though the shriek wasn‟t directed at her.  It whizzed by her ear with a 

whistling sound and went looking for another eardrum to pierce. 

 Immune to the sound, their father calmly leafed through a magazine.  “Hey, this one 

looks nice.  It‟s the King Tut model.”    

 Erin whirled around and snapped, “King Tut was a boy.  Do I look like a boy to you?” 

 Beth interrupted softly, trying to reduce the sudden tension, “They actually have one 

shaped like a Coke bottle.  It‟s attractive.”  The faint frown line between her eyes indicated that 

maybe she thought otherwise. 

 “Mom!  This is ridiculous.  I‟m not sleeping in a coffin!”  

 “But, honey, I think you‟re supposed to,” her father said. He was clearly uncomfortable 

and was twisting his finger in an ugly necklace hanging loosely around his neck. 
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 “Hey,” Alex interrupted, looking at another magazine, “here‟s a biodegradable one.” She 

grinned impishly. “Good for the environment when we bury it.” 

 Erin gritted her teeth.  “Even… if… I … were … to … sleep … in … a coffin …, WE 

WOULDN‟T BE BURYING IT!” 

 She glared at everyone around the kitchen table, turned around and stalked to her room, 

pausing to slam the door.  Then she opened it again and slammed it again with more force than a 

teenaged girl should possess.  The oak door splintered but held. 

 There was silence around the table. 

 Finally Alex said quietly, “I vote that we just go ahead and cremate her now.”  

 

 

Part One 

Chapter 1 

Several months earlier. 

Ian Trug was the ugliest kid at Lincoln Jr. and Sr. High School.  Not just his school, the 

entire school district.   

Maybe even the entire country.   

No one would bother to even call for a vote. It was too much of a sure thing.  And this 

isn‟t to be mean. It was simply a sad fact. 

By all accounts Trug had been a very cute baby.  But as a toddler, things began to go very 

wrong.  First, parts of his body began to grow at a different rate.  One arm grew longer than the 

other.  Then, as if it was some kind of physiological competition, the other arm caught up and 
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passed it.  Feeling left out, his head got into the contest and ballooned, leaving his body behind.  

Of course his body rose to this new challenge and caught up in fits and starts.  The competition 

continued for a couple years until his head and body obtained what might generously be called 

symmetry.   

To complete the picture, thatches of coarse black fur sprouted like weeds from the backs 

of his hands, and another strip marched down his back like that of an Arkansas razor-back.  It 

would be cruel to mention the pimples on pimples, but, well, (shrug).   

Anyway, by the time he was a teenager, he‟d reached a plateau of ugliness that he 

fervently hoped would never get worse.  

He and his ugliness were sitting alone together in covert surveillance next to a potted fern 

that somehow flourished despite, or perhaps because of, copious amounts of milk dumped on it 

every day.   

That‟s when the subject of his surveillance showed up.  

“Oh, my God,” he thought to himself as Winifred Mandrake glided through the busy 

room.  Obviously he thought this to himself.  He couldn‟t think it to anyone else, unless there 

were some mind readers in the room. 

His eyes followed Winifred and as always, the sight seemed to stun his lungs into 

inactivity, leaving him gulping for breath.  Or maybe it was that she attracted all of the oxygen in 

his immediate area. 

She had entranced him since he first inhaled the sight of her a couple months before. 

“Wow,” someone breathed. 

Who said that?  Trug looked around.  There was no one there.   

His heart lurched.   Had he said it out loud? 
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Gulp. 

He looked around in panic.  Whew, nobody had heard him.   

He turned his attention back to her and suddenly his vision started blurring. 

Aaagh! I’m going blind.  

No wait.  Breathe, dummy!  Got to remember to breathe. 

He took a deep breath and turned his attention back to the goddess. 

 Winifred was wearing a dark green skirt with a form fitting black top. It was the only 

possible look for her.  Then again, she had a way of making anything she wore look like the only 

possible look.  With black glossy hair and perfect white skin, her onyx eyes effortlessly 

enchanted boys, and gave the girls plenty to be catty about.   

She sat down at the Becky table.  Becky‟s are the perfect girls.  Popular, pretty, 

cheerleaders.  Better than anyone else in school.  They looked down at their noses at the normal 

students, particularly those whose acne regularly overwhelmed their acne cream.   

Well, they weren‟t totally perfect.  Half of them had metallic smiles.  But eventually 

they‟d be perfect, at least until their twentieth reunion  -   after they‟d had a few kids.  Small 

consolation, because for now they looked perfect.  Even worse, they knew it. 

The Beckys rarely actually ate lunch and generally kept aloof as if their table was some 

kind of throne.  Only their personal knights from the Jock-table had the courage to draw their 

disdainful interest.  

That didn‟t stop Trug from admiring her from afar.  There was a table of Gamers between 

Trug and the Becky table, so he was able to watch her with impunity.  Gamers lived for video 

games, and their lunch period was usually devoted to peanut butter sandwiches and tales of 

conquests and cheats.   They wouldn‟t notice anyone staring past them. 
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 “Hey, Trug.  Whatcha doing?” Brian Slimnan‟s tray clattered noisily on the table as he 

thumped into the seat across from him.. 

Trug started and hastily scooped up his wandering eyes, put them back in and looked at 

his friend.   

“Hi, Slim, what‟s up?” 

Slim was slim the same way that some huge guys are often called „Tiny.‟  He wasn‟t fat, 

he was more…  

…well, okay, he was fat.   

But he carried it well, and wore loud shirts that advertised his presence, just in case you 

didn‟t notice two hundred and fifty pounds when it showed up next to you.  

For all that, Slim was the most graceful person of his size that Trug had ever seen.  He 

was a diver on the school‟s swim team, and somehow, when he sliced into the water, there was 

only a blip of a splash.  That didn‟t make him look any better in a swimsuit, but Trug still 

thought him somewhat a freak with his physical ability. 

Slim‟s eyes slid across the room, taking in Winifred as she slipped into a seat with feline 

grace.  His lips pursed, “Whoa, she‟s something, huh?” 

Trug‟s face colored, “Uh, who?” he stammered. 

Slim shot him a knowing grin, but didn‟t say anything as he watched the pretty girl 

chatting with the other Beckys.  

A whirlwind blasted into the room, and shot towards them through the milling crowd.  It 

thwapped into the next seat. Slim‟s tray slid from the impact, but he managed to catch it before it 

could fall.  He gave the whirlwind a reproachful look.  Okay, not a whirlwind, but most kids 

didn‟t move that quickly. 
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“Hey, guys!  What‟s up?” 

Trug grunted a hello at Little Nevin, though he continued looking at Winifred from the 

corner of his eyes.   

Nevin noticed, and he turned around to see who Slim and Trug were looking at. 

“Oh, ho, there‟s a babe,” he said cheerfully, staring straight at her. 

“Don‟t let her see you looking at her!” Trug hissed. 

“A babe?  Did you just call her a babe?” Slim asked, an incredulous grin spreading across 

his face. 

“Yeah, a babe.” 

“Nobody says „babe‟ anymore,” Slim said. 

“Why not?  She is a babe, isn‟t she?” 

“Yeah, I guess so, but you can‟t call her that.” 

“Why not?” 

“Uh, I don‟t know, but it‟s just not right.” 

“You call people „dude‟ all the time and no one does that anymore.” 

“That‟s different!” 

“How‟s that?” 

“Um, uh, I don‟t know.  It just is.” 

“Okay, you find out something else to call her, and I‟ll call her it, as long as it‟s the same 

thing as „babe,” Nevin said.   

“Chick?”  Slim suggested. 

“Chick?!” Trug and Nevin chimed, laughing.   

“Yeah, „chick.” Slim said defensively. 
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“Chick is even more outdated!” 

Winifred noticed them staring and gave them a sulfurous smile from across the room.  

Her friends‟ heads whipped around like merekats. 

“Agghh,” Trug yelped.   

Slim‟s eyes skipped down to his tray, which reminded him of his food.  He grabbed a 

spork and started shoveling.   

Little Nevin wasn‟t embarrassed.  He waved cheerfully at Winifred, whose smile 

brightened, as if it was possible for a supernova‟s light to grow more intense. 

“She likes me,” Nevin announced. 

“Yeah, right,” Slim grumbled. 

Trug couldn‟t look.  While covertly spying on Winifred was a harmless but necessary 

part of his existence, she was not to notice him, for he was Trug.    

Ugly Trug.  A slug who should not be consorting with the jeweled bird. 

Ugly didn‟t seem to make a difference to his friends.  Even though Trug had only lived in 

town since the beginning of the school year, after meeting Nevin and Slim, they quickly formed 

the kind of quick-freeze friendship that happens only in school and war. 

“Anyway,” Slim continued, his eyes serious and mouth full of food, “you don‟t want to 

have anything to do with her.”   

Trog‟s eyes slid involuntarily  -  well, not quite involuntarily … but contrary to the 

brain‟s instructions –   towards the dryad in green and black, “Why‟s that?  Besides the obvious 

physical inequities, of course.” 

“Physical what?” 

“Inequities.  She‟s um, well, you know… and I‟m …” he shrugged helplessly. 
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“Oh, that.  That‟s not the point,” Nevin said.  He had produced a tray of food from 

somewhere and was eyeing it speculatively.  It was an immense mountain of food. 

“She‟s not, um…” Slim started. 

“Like us,” Nevin supplied cheerfully. 

“Duh,” Trug scoffed. 

“Seriously,” Slim managed through a full mouth. “She‟s not nice…” 

 “She looks nice,” Trug protested. 

Slim spoke around a mouthful of cafeteria pseudo-food, “Yeah, she used to be.” 

“Yeah, in middle school,” Nevin added. 

Slim continued, as if Nevin hadn‟t interrupted, “But not any more.” 

“But she smiled…” Trug began. 

“Told you,” Nevin said.  “She likes me.” 

Slim continued, “Yeah, recently she‟s turned, um…” 

“…mean,” Nevin chirped.   

“She also used to be blonde,” Slim added. 

“Blonde?” Trug asked.  Usually girls changed their hair from dark to blonde, not the 

other way around.  At least he thought so, though his knowledge of girls was still mostly 

speculative. 

“I heard they say that blondes are going to be extinct some day,” Nevin said. 

“Not as long as they have bottles,” Slim snickered. 

“No, seriously, I read that natural blondes are…” 

Something caught his attention, no doubt something bright and shiny.  Nevin was the 

magpie of the human world. 
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 “Wait, gotta go.  See ya, bye.”  He jumped up and tornadoed out of the cafeteria, leaving 

his tray behind.  The huge mound of food was gone.  Trug looked at the empty tray in 

amazement. He hadn‟t even seen Nevin eating it. 

Slim looked up, “and she didn‟t always look like that either.” 

“Like what?” 

“Like that.” 

“Um… and that would be?” 

“That good.” 

The bell rang. 

“Later, dude,” Slim waved and headed for the exit.   

Bemused, Trug watched how effortlessly his large friend weaved through the throng of 

students, marveling again at his curious grace.  Then he picked up his tray and Nevin‟s, dumped 

them off and headed to his own class. 

He found his room, thumped into a seat and tried not to look ugly.  That is, he smoothed 

out any scowls and worked at keeping his face totally blank of expression, because any 

expression at all just made things worse. 

It was the first day of the new semester and a new class.  „Web-Design.‟ Last semester, 

he‟d taken „Keyboarding.‟‟  

Suddenly a small figure slipped into the seat next to him.  He caught a whiff of something 

clean and good smelling, which pretty much ruled out it being a boy.  He willed himself 

invisible. 

“We‟re seatmates,” a pretty soprano voice chirped, confirming the girl theory. 

Then again, most of the boys in the class were still sopranos, so that wasn‟t necessarily 
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conclusive proof.  But it was definitely a feminine voice … he thought. 

He dared to slide his eyes towards her.   

An almost- pretty little brunette girl was smiling brightly. 

He looked behind him to see who she was smiling at.  There was nothing there but the 

chalkboard.  She was smiling at him. 

It was such a radiant smile that it involuntarily pulled a matching smile from him. 

Suddenly he remembered with horror what his smile looked like, and he quickly erased it. 

“Uh. Hi,” he grunted as nicely as possible. 

“I‟m Alex,” she chirped. 

 “Um.  Trug.” 

Her pretty face crinkled, “Trig?” 

He cleared his throat, “Uh, hem.. Trug.  It‟s my last name.   That‟s what people call me.” 

“People call you by your last name?  Why?  Don‟t you like your first name?” 

 “No, uh, it‟s …  I mean, it‟s fine.”  

Trug was a little bewitched by her green eyes, 

She waited. 

“What?” he croaked. 

“Oh, sorry.  I thought you were going to tell me your first name.” 

“No. I was … I mean, sure… it‟s Ian.” 

“Ian.” She smiled, “I like that.  So why do people call you „Trug‟ if you have such a nice 

name?” 

Trug swallowed, “Well, I guess it‟s more, um… descriptive…” 

She was looking at his hands twisting on the desk.  Thick tufts of black hair bristled from 
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the tops.  He hastily jammed his hands under his desk. 

“I don‟t agree,” Alex declared.  “If you don‟t mind, I‟m going to call you Ian.” 

“Um.  Okay,” he mumbled.  He could feel his face getting red. 

“There, that‟s settled.”  She stuck her hand out, “Well Ian Trug, I‟m Alex.  Pleased to 

meet you.” 

Just then Winifred Mandrake glided into the room. 

An involuntary „gack‟ sound slipped from his throat and his eyes Googled, no, they 

goggled.  Alex turned around to see where he was looking and her eyes narrowed the way a 

girl‟s eyes narrow when she sees a pretty girl.   

Winifred swept in and viewed the filled chairs.  The only open one was on the other side 

of Trug.  After a reluctant pause, she walked over, sat and busied herself with her purse while 

leaning as far as possible away from him.   

Her subtle perfume clouded Trug‟s olfactory nerves and senses stomping his heart into 

mush.    

HE WAS SITTING NEXT TO WINIFRED MANDRAKE! 

“Are you okay?” Alex cried. 

“What?” he choked. 

“You turned white. Are you going to pass out?” 

He took a shuddering breath.  “No.  I‟m okay.  Must be that cafeteria food.” 

She looked doubtful, “Well, okay.” 

Just then, Mr. Nantz walked in the door and the class straightened to attention. 

“All right, students,” he said briskly. 

Trug slumped in his seat, emotionally exhausted and grateful for the teacher‟s arrival. 
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Chapter 2 

Nobody noticed the two vampires talking quietly at the corner table at Starbucks.   

There were a lot of reasons they might go unnoticed. The most obvious reason is that 

they were sipping cappuccinos instead of frothing glasses of bright arterial blood.  That, and they 

were munching on banana bread muffins instead of necks.  Okay, so the younger vampire was 

holding a neck, but it was that of a bottle of tea he‟d just purchased.  

Another reason you might not suspect that they were vampires was the lack of fangs. 

Fangs and vampires go together like teenagers and acne, frogs and slime…no, like lawyers and 

slime, and well, you get the point 

  Anyway, if you did see a vampire, you‟d probably have the intense desire to brandish a 

cross, a cup of holy water or maybe your own personal Terminator.  You‟d probably also feel an 

overwhelming urge to pee in your pants - which is okay, too - and not a sign that you‟re a 

sissy… unless you are a sissy, in which case you wouldn‟t need to read it on a sign. 

The older vampire was wearing Bermuda shorts, a Tommy Bahama Hawaiian shirt and 

flip flops. He looked a carefully preserved sixty, but was in actuality nearing his one thousandth 

birthday.    He had celebrated hitting the big 999 by eating a famous bleached blonde celebrity 

who was famous only for being a celebrity rehab bunny, getting into legal scrapes and going 

back and forth into clinics with the media greedily snapping photographs.  He‟d been sick for a 

week afterwards.   Worse, he ended up having to throw out his entire coffin because he couldn‟t 

get the puke out of the satin interior. The whole thing soured him so much on celebrities that he 

could no longer read trashy tabloids any more without turning green.  

 It didn‟t stop him from reading the tabloids, he‟d just turn green. 
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  The other vampire was younger by some nine hundred and seventy years … give or take 

a year … but who‟s counting at that point?  He was a big guy dressed in dirty jeans and a blue 

shirt with a name tag.   

And he was complaining.  

 “Why did we have to meet here … amongst food?” 

One of his fangs started popping out, and he struggled manfully, er, vampirefully, to get 

it to go back up. 

 The older vampire smiled, the twist of his lips not making it to his black fathomless eyes. 

“I‟m sorry.  How should you refer to me?” he asked mildly while peeling a muffin out of its 

paper holder.  His fingernails were long, yellow and came to points. 

 The other vampire would have turned white, but seeing as he was already a chalky shade 

of white he stayed the same pasty shade.  (If you want the exact color, check out Bone White - 

#C520-82 on the Behr Paint color chart at Home Depot)   

“Oh.  Um.  I‟m sorry, Master!  Uh… please forgive me!” 

 The old vampire nodded, muffin crumbs tumbling from his black lips like dandruff, “You 

need to learn control and self-restraint.  And as to why we are here, it is good for you to learn 

these lessons by suffering somewhat.” 

 “I don‟t want to suffer,” the younger vampire wined. 

No, he didn‟t wine, he whined. 

 He cut off when the older one frowned and they sat for a moment in silence. 

Finally the older man spoke again, his voice courtly.  “We have a lot to do together, you 

and I.   

“Um, Master… shouldn‟t it be „me‟?” 
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“Huh?” 

“You said, „you and I.‟ Shouldn‟t it be, „you and me.?” 

The old vampire frowned, “No, I don‟t think so.  I think „I‟ is the correct usage.” 

“Okay, maybe.” 

There was a moment of silence. 

 Then the ancient vampire continued on as if not interrupted, “and you will need strength 

of mind and body in the days ahead.” 

The younger vampire leaned forward excitedly, “What, Master?  What do you have in 

mind?” 

 The older vampire took a sip of his coffee, wiped whipped cream off his upper lip with a 

napkin, and smiled a smile that would look more at home on a hammerhead shark. 

 “We recruit, my young protégé.  We recruit.” 

 “Recruit?” 

“Yes.  This is an excellent place, and prime for bringing more of our own into the fold.” 

“Oh, okay.” Then the younger vampire frowned, “I never got that.” 

“Got what?” 

“Bringing someone into a fold.  Why would someone want to be folded?” 

The ancient vampire‟s eyebrows Spocked, “I‟m not sure.  I know I am older than the 

saying, but somehow it worked its way into my vernacular.” 

They sat for a moment in thought. 

Then the old vampire shifted, “Whatever, as you younger ones say.  Anyway, in any 

event, I have begun recruiting, and will have need of your help.” 

“Really?”  The younger vampire was excited.  “What can I do to help?” 
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The old man leaned closer, and began whispering. 

 When they left Starbucks and went their separate ways, the older vampire simply turned 

to mist and disappeared.   

“How does he do that?” the younger one muttered.   

Then he shrugged.  He was so frustrated and hungry from sitting with the cattle that he 

snagged a passing opossum and bit hungrily into its neck, grumbling the entire time he snacked.   

His thirst momentarily sated, he went off to find better tasting prey. 

 

 

Chapter 3 

That night thunder storms drenched the area.  Alex was watching a movie, hoping that 

her parents wouldn‟t realize that she hadn‟t done her homework yet.  

 “I hope we don‟t lose our electricity,” her mother said quietly, watching the rain come 

down in the darkness like dogs and cats –  assuming pets could come raining down from the sky. 

“Don‟t worry.  The generator is gassed up and ready to go,” her father said. Secretly, he 

kind of hoped the power would go off.  It was a Friday, with no work the next day.  A night of 

playing family games by candlelight was appealing.   

She crossed her arms, “I know.  But I just can‟t stand the uncertainty of losing the power.  

It just makes me verklempt.” 

“Dad!” Erin screamed, running up the stairs. 

 “What, honey?” he replied, mostly unconcerned.  Most teenagers spoke in excited voices 

and he was experienced enough to ignore it. 

Alex was sucked into the television program and didn‟t bother to listen.  She turned up 
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the sound. 

 “The basement!” Erin cried. 

“Yes, we have one,” he grinned. 

“It‟s flooding!” 

“What?!” 

He ran for the basement steps taking two at a time, something he hadn‟t dared since 

stumbling down the stairs and breaking a toe the year before. 

Then there was splashing, some muttering that they were probably better off not hearing 

and the heavy metallic sound of the toolbox being lifted from the workbench. 

“Aw, man!” 

There was more low voiced father-grunting, the sound of tools clinking, and then a big 

splash. 

 „AAAHHG!‟ 

Her mother stifled a grin, “Bill, are you okay?!” 

“Yeah, I‟m fine,” he said.  His voice was disgusted.  “When I undid the pipe above the 

check-valve I got soaked.” 

He sloshed through the ankle depth water. 

Beth‟s grin slid away, “This is going to ruin a lot of things down there.” 

“I know.  Good thing I didn‟t finish the entire basement yet.  Anyway, the water isn‟t too 

high so maybe we can save everything but the carpet.” 

His bare feet made squishy sounds as he tromped back upstairs. 

“The only problem is, nothing‟s open this late, so I can‟t get a new sump pump until 

tomorrow.” 
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“You can‟t fix it?”  

“Nah.  Motor‟s fried.  That‟s what I get for not having a backup.  I always figured if we 

lost electricity, I could hook the sump pump up to the generator.  But that doesn‟t help if the 

sump pump is dead.” 

“How about a plumber?”  

“I‟d call one in a minute, if one were open this late,” he said.   

He hated to bring in professionals. He must actually be worried. 

“Let me check it out,” she said, happy to be able to do something. 

A commercial came on, so Alex‟s brain reemerged from her show and noticed the 

frenetic activity.  She went to the basement door and poked her head around the corner. “What‟s 

up?”  

“Nothing, honey,” her mother replied, “Just a minor flood downstairs.” 

Alex‟s face brightened, “Really?” 

She tried to see around her father as he tromped around her and followed his wife into the 

dining room.   

Alex bounded downstairs. 

“Stay out of the water,” her mother warned. 

“I‟m not stupid,” Alex said.  She went to the bottom step, and poked the water with her 

toe. 

“Here‟s one.” Beth was sitting at the table with the Yellow Pages spread out.  She circled 

a number in the book.   

Bill read over her shoulder, “Midnight Plumbing.  „We specialize in evening emergency 

service.  Fast, friendly service.  Bonded and licensed. Master Card, Visa, American Express, 
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Diner‟s Club accepted.” 

“Diner‟s Club” she frowned. 

“Yeah, maybe that‟s if a restaurant has a plumbing problem,” he chuckled. 

She handed him the phone, “Let‟s call.” 

As in „you call‟ 

He took the phone and dialed. 

Half an hour later, the doorbell chimed. 

Bill peeked through the front window on his way to the door.  There was a green van 

with the words, “Midnight Plumbing” in the driveway. 

He opened the door. 

“That was pretty quick,” he said to the large man on the front stoop.   

Friendly dark eyes, black stubble and a Budweiser gut.  „Richard‟ was written in script 

letters on a round patch on the barrel chest.  He was very light complexioned.  Probably not 

surprising considering midnight plumbers probably don‟t get a lot of sun. 

The plumber nodded, “Yeah.  It‟s been a slow night so far.  But it‟ll pick up if this rain 

keeps up.” 

 “Come on in,” Bill said, holding the door open.  “The basement is down the stairwell.” 

After a slight hesitation, the plumber stepped inside and looked around, “Thank you.  

Nice place.”   

“Thanks,” Beth said.  She was standing at the dining room entrance.  Alex popped out of 

the basement and headed upstairs, leaving wet prints behind her.  She passed Erin going the other 

way. 

“Hello,” the plumber nodded at Erin. 
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She muttered an obligatory, “Hi,” and escaped into the dining room. 

Bill ushered the plumber downstairs.  Soon there was splashing and the low murmur of 

men‟s voices. 

“Is everything going to be okay?” Erin asked. 

Beth sighed, “Yes.  It‟ll be okay.  But we‟ll have some work to do.” 

Forty minutes later, the plumber‟s truck was gone, the parents were pulling up the carpet 

and Erin and Alex were unhappily sweeping water towards the sump pump well. The new pump 

could be heard cheerfully humming as it sent water back outside where it belonged.  

“Um.” Alex said.  “I just remembered.  I have some homework ...” 

Erin gave her a sharp glance. 

“What?” Bill said.  “You were supposed to have that done before television.” 

Alex gulped, “Well, about that.  I didn‟t remember it until just now.” 

“It‟s Friday,” Erin pointed out. 

“LOTS of homework,” Alex‟s face was innocent. 

Erin snorted. 

Bill sighed, “Fine.  Get it done.” 

 “Brat,” Erin hissed, and gave an angry sweep of her broom. 

Alex stifled a grin, and scampered upstairs. 

 

 

The rest will be available in August 2009 

 

 


