
        
            [image: cover]
        

    

 




 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 




 


FIDO
publishing

 


 


Your Mom’s A Vampire
© 2010 by Alison Seay

 


All rights reserved under the
International and Pan-American Copyright Conventions. No part of
this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any
means, electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording,
or by any information storage and retrieval system, without
permission in writing from the publisher.

 


This is a work of fiction. Names,
places, characters and incidents are either the product of the
author’s imagination or are used fictitiously, and any resemblance
to any actual persons, living or dead, organizations, events or
locales is entirely coincidental.

 


FIDO Publishing, LLC

P.O. Box 54

Kimball, MI 48074

 


To order additional copies of this
book, contact:

books@fidopublishing.com

www.fidopublishing.com 

 


Cover art © 2010 Michael
Mantas

Edited by Sheri Leigh

First Edition – February,
2010

 


Warning: the unauthorized
reproduction or distribution of this copyrighted work is illegal.
Criminal copyright infringement, including infringement without
monetary gain, is investigated by the FBI and is punishable by up
to 5 years in prison and a fine of $250,000.

[image: tmp_82c15d050d8d27961811fe32e5fa207e_dRQe3Q_html_3eb67374.png]


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Your Mom’s a
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CHAPTER ONE

I put my hand to my
chest—my heart was going nutso. What a scary dream! I blinked,
rolled on my side and found Sally Monkey Pants. She was my favorite
stuffed animal. My mom called her a
security object when she thought I wasn’t
not listening. I just called Sally good
people.

“Whew. That was a bad
one,” I told her. The sun was bright and shiny through my window
but the dream was sticking around—scary thoughts and that weird
feeling in my stomach. “I guess that vampire movie really was a bad
idea. Mom said no. Dad said no. Who knew?” I shrugged.

Sally remained silent. She was always
on my side.

Someone knocked on the door and I
yelped. I couldn’t help it. The sound made me think of the movie.
The one I wasn’t supposed to watch. The great vampire Berton,
knocking, knocking, knocking on the inside of his coffin. He was
trapped and he couldn’t get out. The vampire hunters had barred his
way and he was getting madder and madder by the minute. Boy, that
vampire got hot until…

“Aaaaah!” I
screamed.

“Aaaaaaah!” my mother screamed back. Her hand flew right to
her chest and I was willing to bet her little heart was going
nutso, too. “Emma! You scared the life out of me. I
think”

She dropped onto my bedside and put
her head down in her hands.

“You okay?” I patted her
shoulder. “I’m sorry I scared you. My teacher said it’s rude to
scare old people because they might have a heart
problem.”

I had no idea why but my mom started
to laugh. Hard. And then she put the kitchen towel she was holding
to her face and howled. That’s what Daddy called it when Mom
laughed real hard. Howling. It made me think of werewolves.
Werewolves made me think of vampires. Vampires made me think of the
great vampire Berton.

Gulp.

Mom sniffled and snorted the way she
did when she was trying to get herself under control. “I think you
just aged me ten years. According to you, though, that would make
me almost dead.”

The undead. Double
gulp.

“Sorry, Ma.” I patted her
again and then I was so happy that she was in my room. Real and
warm and safe, I hugged her very hard to try to get the leftover
scary feelings to go away.
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