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 Chapter One 
 
    “Damn, those brats have hijacked my haunt!” I glared at the normally eerily empty house, now full of LED lights, bass-driven music, and the noise of teenagers. I knew I’d have to find somewhere else for the night. The bedraggled Victorian house on the hill that everyone avoided during the night and completely ignored during the day had just turned into party central. 
 
    What the hell?  
 
    My night was ruined, then. It was Halloween, tomorrow the place would be empty, well, nearly empty, but tonight it was full of teenagers in a variety of stages of inebriation. They’d leave the trash behind to collect dust, and not care that I’d have to live with their shattered beer bottles, and watch as their empty red plastic cups slowly, so slowly, decayed. It was, after all, my home, and I had an eternity to waste.  
 
    Even if nobody knew I lived there. Well, sort of lived. There. Kind of. 
 
    I glared at one rather self-assured boy dressed up as some kind of space cadet, and his girlfriend dressed up in a puritan outfit I’m sure no puritan would have approved of. The puritans would have gone straight past the scarlet A and directly into the burning pyre stage with that one. I’m not sure who they wanted to impress with their little display, his hand had slid up under what there was of her top, but I wasn’t impressed. The way she sagged against the wall covered in once expensive but now peeling wallpaper while he stood there pressed into her, blocked up the staircase. I wanted to go up to my room and try to ignore the noise, but they were in my way. 
 
    So, I floated through them.  
 
    “What the fuck, Trey?” The young woman pushed her would-be lover away as I made my way past, and I glanced back to see his face covered in revulsion.  
 
    “What the hell just happened,” the young man I presumed to be Trey, garbled out around what must have been a newly pierced tongue. “Gross. I gotta go!”  
 
    The right corner of my mouth lifted, and an idea struck me. I hadn’t been dead for too long, only since 1999, when we were all sure Y2K would be the end of the world anyway, but I’ve had a few run-ins with strangers that wanted to come into my home and take pictures. Urban exploration, I’d heard one call it. I called it home invasion, but whatever. It’s hard to argue with people when you’re a ghost and they can’t see you. For the most part, I’d been unable to do anything about them. But, I’d just scared off those two kids. Maybe, just maybe my idea would work. 
 
    I looked around at all the cheerful lights somebody had strung up while I was out for my nightly walk, float, whatever. I’d come back with the expectation that I’d be able to sit and meditate on my ghostly pursuits. Instead, I was greeted by orange pumpkins, purple bats, and green ghosts, all lined up along the walls and windows of my home, in every single room, their battery packs dangling with the promise of hours of spooky light enjoyment. I’d chosen this place because, well, it’s where I died.  
 
    I wanted my peace and quiet back, so I could concentrate on my return to the land of the living for a few hours. Tonight, was the only night I could do it, and I’d tried every single year since my death, but I hadn’t managed it, yet.  
 
    Wasn’t that how Halloween worked? Wasn’t that the point of all of it? Well, most of it, anyway. The jack o’lanterns were to frighten away any would be ghouls, the costumes were to hide you from would be spectral haunters, and well, the rest was to just sell candy and such. All of my life, I’d read that the veil between the land of the dead and the land of the living was meant to be thinner on this night. Now that I was dead, I was either really bad at haunting, or the whole story was shit.  
 
    I wasn’t sure which was the truth. Every now and then, if I tried to haunt someone, I’d get the odd lifted eyebrow, or maybe even a shiver, but none of this running around in fear, or even the blood baths most of the recent horror films seemed to think were a requirement for the genre. Not all scary moments came with geysers of blood attached to them.  
 
    Then again, maybe I really was bad at this. I hadn’t been very good at life either. I’d been a 19 year old tattoo artist, finally on my way to fame, when I came out here for a party like the ones these kids insisted I sit through. Only, we used candles for lights, toasted each other with liquor, and had thought we were so…ironic, when we threw a bash in the old haunted house on the hill. Only it wasn’t haunted back then, just abandoned. 
 
    Well, it’s haunted now, and if the veil was thin enough for me to run two teenagers off, then maybe I could run off the rest. I looked around for new targets and it took barely even a second to find my next victim. In the blink of an eye, I surged through the idiotic young man dressed in a pirate costume who’d poked at least three young women with his short plastic sabre in an attempt to lift their skirts. He immediately vomited and ran from the house. Three down, around 50 more to go.  
 
    I made my way through the former sitting room, where ten more salaciously costumed young women had felt the brunt of my fury and headed into the kitchen. There, I found a group of six teenagers in the midst of a rather confusing task. Two brawny football player types, one dressed as Dracula and the other as a werewolf, held a young witch upside down, while she tried to drink from a funnel she held in her mouth. I wasn’t sure if they were cheering her on or cheering about the black lace thong they now had a clear view of, but I didn’t care. I headed for the first three, flitted through their bodies, and laughed when the boys dropped the girl and ran for the backdoor. She crawled away, screaming at the boys because they left her.  
 
    The other three, goth kids that were only there to stream the inanity on their YouTube channels, or so they claimed despite the fact that they didn’t have their phones out, looked around confused. 
 
    “Uh, what the fuck just happened, Pavel?” The black-haired girl, with thickly black-lined brown eyes, in the trio asked. Something about the expert way she’d done her eye makeup told me that she hadn’t just dressed up for the occasion. The black tutu and black and silver bodice were her normal attire. And those purple and black tights? Ugh, so dated!! 
 
    “I’ve no idea Pepper, but maybe we should follow?” The other boy, with the requisite black eye liner and pierced nose, responded nasally.  
 
    “Nah, Paige, they left a whole keg of beer, we should…,” but he didn’t finish because I floated straight through him and ruined his night.  
 
    By the time I’d made my way through the other two, the kitchen was silent. The three Ps were gone, and so were the chuggers. Heaven help me, two more rooms and I’ll be done.  
 
    I cleared out the other room with quick darts, and by the time I got to the room that the music blared out of, the kid that acted as the DJ had noticed he lacked an audience. He packed up his equipment and ran, without even the slightest bit of effort from me. If I could have breathed in, I’d have done it, just for the satisfying sigh that came after. Instead, I clapped my hands together, and grinned.  
 
    “You did that pretty well, for a newbie.” A voice came out of the now silent house.  
 
    I turned around, my pale face scrunched up, and for the thousandth time I wished I hadn’t dressed up as Morticia Adamms that long-ago Halloween. My long dress swished on the floor dramatically as I spun around to face this new voice. Had I missed someone? And who was he talking to? Surely, it wasn’t me?  
 
    “I’m talking to you, Oh Mighty Mistress of the dark.” The man that stood at the front door spoke again, only this time I noticed his eyes were on me. “You cleared those kids out rather quickly.” 
 
    He was dressed as Rhett Butler, or someone from that era, down to the top hat on top of dark hair, and cane with the tight black suit to go with it. He even had a darkly colored mustache that Clark Gable would have given his mustache comb to call his own. And I think, I squinted at him, I think that’s a hand-embroidered scarlet waist-coat he has on beneath that suit jacket. Oh, a man after my own heart! 
 
    “Excuse me?” I asked, just to make sure he really had spoken to me. My words made one corner of his mouth tilt in the most intriguing way. If I’d had a heart that still beat, it would have started thumping wildly over that tilt. His eyelids were kind of lazy, like Mr. Gables, and his eyes were a crystal clear gray. He was a handsome fellow, if nothing else.  
 
    “You’re Elvira, right? Mistress of the Dark?” His voice was rich, deep, with that sweet southern accent that I didn’t often here up here in the wilds of New England. Massachusetts was a state I adopted when I moved from Mississippi at 18 to pursue my dreams. I’d gone off to live in Boston, to live the wild life and create beautiful tattoos while I learned from a master, but had ended up in this dead house, bored out of my skull instead. 
 
    “You can see me?” I was astonished! Not a single soul has seen me since I died that night. 
 
    “Of course, I can see you, you can see me, can’t you?” His smirk grew wider as he came closer, and I swear, I could smell a hint of spicy cologne. Oh! Smells! God, how I miss smells! 
 
    Well, some of them. 
 
    “I can see everybody. That’s never been a problem.” I stated with a hint of defiance and tilted my head to look up at him with brown eyes, my own dark brown hair swept back with combs on the right side to showcase my face. “What has been the problem, for the last 19 years now, is that not a single soul has been able to see me! God, it’s been so boring!” 
 
    “Hmm, that explains it then. You are a newbie.” He stopped in front of me, and I really wished I was alive again, just so I could touch him. I could tell that jacket hid some well-defined muscles, and he was so tall. Tall enough to climb on and…wait, what was that newbie part? I’ve been dead for 19 years! 
 
    “Pardon?” My head came back up and my eyes scrunched in confusion. “Newbie?” 
 
    “Well yes, you only start to get your powers when you reach the age that you died at.” The Clark Gable impersonator explained. “That’s when you get to start that whole nuisance ghost thing. After another few decades, a century or so, you can do some real nasty stuff. Like those movies people make now. If you’re that way inclined…”  
 
    His dark eyebrow came up, and I guess that’s when he realized we hadn’t been introduced.  
 
    “Pardon me, I’m Beau Cavalier, late of Biloxi, Mississippi, in town on…business. And you are?”  
 
    “Maxine Earl, late of, well, this place.” I lifted my hands to indicate the house around me. “It’s nice to meet you Beau.” 
 
    “The pleasure is all mine, my dear. Shall we adjourn to the living room? I have some news for you.”  
 
    “Oh?” Now that was intriguing. “You’ve been sent here?”  
 
    “Yes, with some somewhat troubling news. I think you’ll want to sit down.” He waved at the black couch that was moldering into a pile of foam that barely even resembled a couch now.  
 
    “What’s wrong? And who’s contacting me? How did you know where to find me?” I sat down on the couch and noticed how his eyes sparkled from the chandelier he stood under. He was a brave man, the thing had nearly come completely out of the ceiling, otherwise, there’d be no twinkles or sparkles in those dark-lashed eyes of his. It almost looked as if he had on eyeliner, his eyelashes were so dark and thick.  
 
    I saw his nostrils flare as I sat down and the top of my dress nearly came down with me. It wasn’t really a proper Morticia Adamms style dress, it didn’t have the long sleeves, or any sleeves at all, but I’d gone with it. It had been a last-minute decision to go to that party and I’d seen the dress in a shop window and had to have it. I guess it was suitable attire for my death. 
 
    “It’s all a bit complicated, really. You see, you are kind of left to your own devices until you reach your age of majority. You have to muddle through on your own because this is your time to make peace with whatever has happened, to adjust to life without a body, and the fact that others can’t see you. It’s kind of like your time in the womb, I suppose. Just be glad you weren’t very much older, or you’d have had a lot longer to wait.” 
 
    “I suppose you’re right.” I said, but I felt my eyebrow lift. I’d have rather had a few more years of life, to be honest. I’d have had a lot more sex and eaten a lot more tacos if I’d known I was about to die. 
 
    “I am, really. It’s a sad situation, but at least that part is over with now.” He gave a faint smile and sat down beside me, but not too close. 
 
    I felt my eyes narrow and I looked at him. “You’re rather…real, for a ghost.”  
 
    “What do you mean?” His eyes wouldn’t meet mine, and that made me more suspicious. 
 
    “You look more like the living. I’m, well, I can see myself, but there’s this kind of blur at the edges, as if I’m fading away. Is it because I’m looking at myself? Is that the problem?” I was distracted again, but I hadn’t spoken to anyone in 19 years, it was easily done, that whole distraction thing.  
 
    “Oh, well, that will improve over time. You’ll see yourself as more solid than you are right now. The living won’t, of course, but you’ll see yourself more.” 
 
    “Oh. That explains why you’re so solid then. I guess you’ve been in this world a lot longer than I have.”  
 
    “Um, well, that’s the thing, Maxine. I’m not really a ghost.”  
 
    “Oh? But you aren’t one of the living, you can see me. You know ghosty-type things. What are you?” My head tilted again, and my hands clutched at my lap. 
 
    “Ah. Well, Maxine, the simple answer is, I’m a vampire.”  
 
    “A what now?” I asked while my eyebrows tried their best to reach my hairline. I felt my form float further down the couch before I could stop it. “You can’t suck my blood, I don’t have any.” 
 
    “And I don’t intend to. I’ve got a message for you. From your grandmother. That’s why I’m here. She needs you.”  
 
    I could only stare at him, my mouth crookedly open, as my eyebrows now tried to reach my nose as they crooked down.
  
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Two 
 
      
 
     “What do you mean, my grandmother needs me? Which one? I can’t leave this place, anyway. How can I help if I can’t leave this place? I can get as far as the gate at the end of the walkway, and a little way to the back of the property. That’s it. I’ve tried.” I looked at the vampire that sat across from me and wondered if he could hurt me. 
 
    And if vampires were real, did that mean werewolves, and golems, and aliens were real too? My thoughts spun around in my head, and I closed my eyes. It’s a strange thing, to feel dizzy when you don’t have a real form. It feels like your whole being starts to whirl around, only you can’t stop it by putting a foot on the ground. Fuck me, what has happened to my, um, existence?  
 
    “Your dad’s mother contacted me. She’s waited your whole quiet time to contact you and your family. When she found out you were almost done, well, she contacted us. A friend of mine, um, knew her. And we kind of owed her a favor.” 
 
    “How?” I asked, and felt my left eyebrow rise as the guilty way he’d spoken sank in. “How did he know her?”  
 
    Gail, my dad’s mother, had died a year after he was born. I’d never even met her. She’d been 29 at the time of her death. She’d been found in a field, naked, lifeless, and without an ounce of blood in her. The really, really odd part about it all, was that there’d been no signs of trauma, no needle marks to show how her blood had been drained or even a wound to explain it. She’d just lost all of her blood, with no explanation, and had died from it. And dragged herself, naked, to the field too, obviously. Totally not worth an investigation, or so the family had been told after six months without any leads. 
 
    “Well, it’s a little complicated, Maxine. It’s uh, a long story.” He looked away, that suave and sophisticated front suddenly evaporated. 
 
    “Spill, vampire, right now.” I knew there was no way I could make him tell me whatever secret he had hidden away, I was a ghost, after all, but I hoped the force of my voice would spur him on. 
 
    With a sigh that he didn’t really need and a swipe of his hand to brush that dark hair back into place, the vampire that so reminded me of Clark Gable started to tell the tale. 
 
    “Well, it’s like this…my friend, Andre, was in love with your grandmother.” He stopped to take another moment to think, and in that pause, I imagined horrible things that no grandchild should have to imagine. “He used to follow her around, and he’d watch her. He never went near her, it wasn’t like that.” 
 
    His eyes were on mine then, his confidence back in place. I kind of wobbled with my own relief. I didn’t really need to sigh either. We’re both dead, right? 
 
    “So how did she end up naked, dead, and exsanguinated in a field?” I asked to spur him on, but he just looked away. Clearly something had happened that would upset me. Besides her death, I mean. Somehow, he or his friend was involved in Gail’s death.  
 
    “Not all of us are good vampires. Not all of us kill our, uh, hosts. It’s like you being a ghost. You can be nasty, vicious, and demonic if you want to be, or you can be good and leave people alone. In the vampire world, it’s the same. We can live a peaceful, and prosperous existence, or we can be a terror on the world. One of those terrors followed Andre one night to find out what human could so besot a vampire.” 
 
    “And the other vampire killed her?” I interjected when he paused again. I could see where this would lead to.  
 
    I felt sad for the woman I’d never known, and a little angry that vampires had caused her death, but somehow it wasn’t so bad. I hadn’t known her, and I’d been dead for 19 years now. Some things left me numb, sadly, but that was the truth of it. Maybe later I’d be angrier, but right now, I could only be sad for her. 
 
    “Yes. Andre was blamed, of course, but he wasn’t the one that took her life.” Clark, I mean Beau, spoke softly. “Andre was punished, and finally released from his shunning this week. He’s a different man.” 
 
    “Oh, now this is starting to sound like a whole lot of drama I don’t need to be involved in. I’m a ghost, there’s not a lot I can do to help anybody.” 
 
    “Oh, right! You can. Your grandmother wants your help to contact your father. You see, he plans to kill himself tonight. He has it all planned out. He feels like he’s a curse to women. Also, your mother left your father in the time you were, well, absent. It’s all a long story, ever so long.” 
 
    I turned my head with a glare in my eyes. This was all too confusing. “Why can’t my grandmother contact him?” 
 
    “She’s tried. He can’t see her though. That sometimes happens with ghosts that try to contact their children. Now children that contact parents, that can sometimes be different. You can show up in their dreams and help to guide them, or give them peace, but you can’t always appear to them when they’re awake. Some of you can do more than other ghosts can and that’s what Gail is counting on, that you’ll be able to give your father some peace, so he won’t take his own life.” 
 
    “Why does she think I’ll be stronger?” None of this seemed real, but then, I’m a ghost, who am I to not believe the unbelievable? 
 
    “Because you were strong and healthy when you died. She’d been weakened, and that state followed her into her death. She’s not a very strong ghost.” 
 
    I could only stare at Beau, my thoughts a mess as I tried to take it all in. My parents had been good people, they just hadn’t understood the wild child they gave birth to. They were both conservative people, and rarely displayed emotions. Emotions were for the weak, and neither of them were weak people. Well, not when I’d known them, anyway.  
 
    “My parents divorced?” I asked finally, my confusion more than apparent. “They raised enough emotion between them that they actually did something that wasn’t expected of them?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. Your mother, well, you see, they don’t know if you’re dead or just missing. And they both blamed the other for not being there for you. For not being the kind of parents you needed. They really blame their selves but can’t admit it. So, instead, they took their heartache out on each other. If you’re missing, they think it’s because they never showed you love so you don’t feel a need to contact them. If you’re dead, they blame themselves for being the kind of parents that never showed their daughter love and so she sought it elsewhere and died without them even knowing the truth about any of it. They thought they were doing what was best for you, but well, it’s torn them both apart, really.” 
 
    “And Dad plans to kill himself tonight?” I asked solemnly, my heart broke for him, even though I didn’t really have one that beat in my chest or anything.  
 
    “He does.” Beau looked away, and I could see how handsome his profile was. He was gorgeous and for a moment, despite the sadness, I felt something, like my ghostly form shimmered with delight. My brows furrowed, and I looked away. 
 
    This really wasn’t the time to go all waggy-tailed and panting, like some dog pleased to see its master. My father, always a stoic man who very rarely showed any kind of emotion was broken, depressed to the point that he had his suicide planned out. “Why does he think he’s a curse to women?” 
 
    “Because of your grandmother’s death, your disappearance, and your mother.” 
 
    “Mom divorced him, she didn’t die, I don’t get why he thinks he’s a curse to women.” I looked over at him, uncertain about why he’d connected that with the other two. 
 
    “Once upon a time your mom was a very loving woman, bright, full of laughter, vivacious even. Your father turned her into what she became.” Beau’s voice was soft, alluring, and I wanted to curl into him, but I had no real form and it still wasn’t the time for that sort of thing. 
 
    “I can’t imagine my mother as anything other than the soulless drone she was when I was alive.” I could still picture her lifeless face, those all but dead black eyes of hers, and the colorlessness of her appearance. Even her lips had been muted to her skin color after a while. She’d been so droll that sometimes I wouldn’t even notice she was in the room until she spoke. She just…blended in with the walls. 
 
    I couldn’t imagine her with a smile on her face much less laughing. I tried to picture her in clothes with color, her hair in anything but the severe bun she always wore it in and couldn’t. She was just too bland.  
 
    “How do we save my father then?” I asked, and looked at Beau again. “I can’t leave the property.”  
 
    “You can now that you’ve reached your death age.” He gave me a grim smile, but even that couldn’t change the truth. 
 
    “No, I can’t.” I retorted, but he only smiled at me and held up a hand as he interrupted me. 
 
    “Have you tried? Tonight, I mean? How long has it been since you tried to leave?” 
 
    “Oh.” I said dumbly, as I realized he was right. I’d stopped trying almost two decades ago, when I’d first lost my life. I hadn’t tried after that, because I knew it was futile. But Beau, the delicious vampire, says it isn’t anymore. 
 
    “Indeed. All you have to do is concentrate on your father, and how you want to see him, and you’ll appear there. I’ll wait here for you.”  
 
    “What?” I wasn’t sure what he meant. Why would he wait for me? 
 
    “Well, your grandmother will want to know what’s happened. I’ll wait for you to come back to let her know how it’s all gone.” His lips were tight, but his eyes were calm. I picked up on it, but let the moment go. My thoughts were already turned to my father and the task ahead. I had some bad news for a man that had lived with uncertainty for almost twenty years. 
 
    “Right. Why hasn’t she come to me?” I was still confused about that part, as well.  
 
    “She’s too weak to travel far from the place where she died. She’s spent a lot of energy trying to reach your father tonight, so now she has to regroup for a while before she can travel again.”  
 
    “I see.” I thought about the woman that was left alone in a field, without a house to at least hide in as I had. She must have been even more terrified than I had been when I ‘woke up’ dead. The poor thing. “Will I have enough energy to go to her once I’m done with my father?” 
 
    “You’re much stronger so you should. It just depends on how much you use when you try to contact him.”  
 
    “Okay.” A simple short answer but the only one I could think of. 
 
    “Are you ready? The time approaches when he’ll be ready to do it.”  
 
    “I guess I’m as ready as I can be.” I looked down at the dress I had on, my plethora of tattoos on display. Dad hadn’t seen any of those before I died, I’d had them all done after I moved away from home. They were the kind of things he’d hate, and the dress would be too, but there wasn’t anything I could do about it.  
 
    “If you need help, just think of me, and I’ll come to you.”  
 
    “Why not just come with me anyway?” I scoffed. That seemed like the best idea anyway. 
 
    “Because he’ll be able to see me.”  
 
    “Can’t you shift into a bat, or fog? Stuff like that…” I waved a hand around and gave him a perplexed look. 
 
    “I can, but he’ll notice those things too. They might distract him and you need his full attention.”  
 
    “Fine. Let’s do this then.” I shifted around on the couch until my feet were on the floor and I took a deep breath. 
 
    “Good. Now concentrate on your father. How much you want to see him.” Beau’s voice had gone soft, and I heard his words near my ear. I’d shut my eyes but opened them to see how close he was. He was still on the other side of the couch.  
 
    I frowned but closed my eyes again. After this was over, I’d have to have a talk with this rather sexy vampire about how much he made my ass want to wiggle.  
 
    I chastised myself, and went back to the task at hand. I pictured my father the last time I saw him. How he’d stood at the window, his face blank, but the fact that he was even in the bay window of the living room spoke volumes. He’d known I wouldn’t be back for a while. Neither of us had known I would be back at all. At least, not alive.  
 
    I sighed, and suddenly, it felt as if the world tilted to one side. I opened my eyes and held out a hand to steady myself. I wasn’t in my usual home. This was a much different place. It appeared to be a small apartment. What happened to our old home?  
 
    “Dad?” I called out, but nobody answered.  
 
    I stood up and moved around the small living room, and followed a hallway down to a very tiny kitchen. My father sat there. A much older version, with less hair and skin that now bore the wrinkles of age and lower eyelids that sank into bags of sadness. He didn’t look like the tall, healthy man that I used to know. He’d lost weight, and his tall, brawny frame had shrunk. His spine had the curve of defeat that too many parents have when they don’t know the fate of their child. The curvet made him appear shorter and his thinness was a shock. 
 
    “Dad?” I said softly this time, but he didn’t even flinch. How did I make him hear me? 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Three 
 
    I went to the chair beside of my father and sat down in it. From the living room I could hear the strains of a song I hadn’t heard in 19 years. Matchbox 20’s Back 2 Good. The lyrics had meant so much to me back then. They’d been part of my plan to get out of this town and into a world where people understood why I listened to Korn one day, and Tim McGraw the next; because music was music, it didn’t matter the genre, if it hit you in the chest it hit you like that.  
 
    It had also reminded me so much of my relationship with my parents. We said so much, but said so little, far too often. It was a song that had made my head spin, that had touched me in so many ways, because it was what life was like for me until I went to Boston. Unspoken longing for so much more, but afraid to do anything to get it. Well, I hadn’t been afraid, I’d sought it out. And found death. As the song said, I’m sorry now, and I have no idea how to fix it. 
 
    I reached for his hand, stroked his age-spotted fingers, and saw him shiver. A sob broke from his throat and his head fell down onto his hands on the table. “Maxine…” 
 
    It was a sob more than it was a word, but it nearly broke me. If I could cry, I’d be sobbing right there with him. “Daddy…” 
 
    I felt absolutely torn apart with his pain, and wished Beau was there. He could help me explain this, couldn’t he? I barely knew the man, vampire, but something about him reassured me. He’d told me to concentrate on Dad and he’d hear me. I focused on my father harder, with my face scrunched, and whispered the words. 
 
    “Daddy, I love you. I’m here. Please don’t die.” I felt something wet, for just a moment, as it fell from my eye.  
 
    “Maxine?” I heard astonishment, disbelief, but he sat up and looked right at me. His eyes went round, and his mouth fell open. “Baby?” 
 
    As he took in my face, and my form, his eyes filled with tears all over again. “You’re…,” he paused to gulp. “You’re dead then?”  
 
    “Yes, Daddy, I am. I wouldn’t have just left you and Mom like that. I would have come home eventually.” How to explain it all to him?  
 
    We’d lived as strangers for 19 years, with no tender moments to cling to. It didn’t matter now, though, this moment was all we had. All we’d get.  
 
    “What, ahem, what happened to you then?” His eyes moved for a second, to the bottle of bourbon on the table. I watched as he poured a shot into his glass and wondered if he’d remember this conversation tomorrow?  
 
    I put my hand over the glass as he lifted it to his mouth. “This happened, Daddy. I was, well, I was drunk.” 
 
    “What?” He paused, the glass still where I’d put my hand over his. I could still see through it, so I had to guess he could too.  
 
    “I was drunk. I’d gone off with some other kids, to a house party, and as stupid kids do, we proceeded to drink heavily. I’d gone with some girls I knew from work. It was supposed to be a night of fun and freedom. I thought I’d grown used to the amount of alcohol we were drinking, but I didn’t count on trying to walk in stilettos. That wasn’t something I’d practiced while I was drunk off my head. I’d gone upstairs to explore this huge house we’d just kind of invaded, and well, I tripped as I came down the stairs.” I paused when I saw him wince and close his eyes. 
 
    “So, it wasn’t murder then? It was an accident?” That seemed to really matter to him, I could hear the relief in his voice, and thought that maybe this was a good idea after all. 
 
    “Yes, Daddy. I could have won a Darwin Award that night. Stupid teenager, so drunk her eyeballs were nearly floating, tries to look sexy as she comes down the stairs like Scarlett O’Hara, and trips instead. My neck snapped on the first step my head hit and that was it. The kids at the party panicked. They thought the police would arrest them all because we didn’t exactly have permission to be in the house. They, well,” I paused and looked at him, so he’d understand it wasn’t malicious. “They hid me in the basement, under a pile of wood.”  
 
    “But they should have told someone!” My father exploded from his chair and yet again I felt a flicker of life in my face as my eyebrow lifted. “For 19 damn years we’ve wondered, we’ve cried! We’ve been so angry, so mad at each other.” 
 
    “Don’t be mad, Daddy. They were stupid kids, the same as me.” I knew the words wouldn’t matter, not now, but eventually they’d sink in. “Listen, Daddy, I don’t know how long I have to talk to you, so listen. You can’t blame yourself for what happened to me. I was independent and stubborn from the day I was born. It wasn’t you and Mom that made me decide to leave here and go so far away. It was life. I wanted to taste it, to see it, to feel it. I managed to get a little bit of that in before I died. Please, stop blaming yourself. It wasn’t anyone’s fault but my own for wearing those ridiculous shoes.” 
 
    “But, Maxine, if you’d been home, where you belonged…,” he began, but I interrupted. 
 
    “I’d have gone crazy, Daddy. Or become suicidal. I don’t know. This place drained the life out of me, with all of the “you can’t do this” and “don’t do that or you’ll be judged”. The constant need to conform, the crushing weight of it, Daddy, from everybody here, smothered me. It was killing me.”  
 
    I took his hand again as he sat back down and shook his head in agreement. “When you left, you left the cd for this song. You used to listen to it so much. I get it now. The way you felt. You must have wanted to scream your head off.”  
 
    “Oh, some days I wanted to howl at the insanity of it. When Jenny Baker asked me when I planned on getting married and making babies, the day of graduation, I wanted to run and hide. I never wanted to come back. So, I made a plan and worked to get out of here. But I planned to come back and see you and Mom. I can’t believe you two divorced.” 
 
    “It was what she wanted. I’d smothered her too much…,” his words trailed off on their own this time. I noticed Matchbox 20 was on repeat then. “I think she felt like this too.”  
 
    His hand waved in the general direction where the music came from. “I think she felt like screaming too, after a while. Especially when you disappeared. She loved you so much.” 
 
    His voice broke and I tried to squeeze his fingers, but mine just sank through his when I tried. “Did she, Daddy?” 
 
    “She did. You wore the joy of her life. When you went, something broke in her. Went to Boston that is, long before you disappeared. She was…different. I think she hated me before that happened, but she couldn’t hide it when you left.” 
 
    “Dad, you aren’t a curse…,” I started, but he didn’t let me finish. 
 
    “I am. My mother, your mother, you. I wanted to protect you and your mother. My mother was this bright, beautiful woman, full of life, everyone said. That’s why she was murdered, I know it. Someone wanted to steal that joy from her. So, I took all of yours, all of your mother’s, to protect you.” 
 
    “That, well, uh…,” I wanted to say that was the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard but bit it back. “That’s slightly misguided, Dad, but I guess I can see your point.” 
 
    I felt a frown on my face and didn’t even think about it this time. I just tried to smother it away. My father was in pain, he didn’t need my smartass face to add to it.  
 
    “It’s stupid, I know that now, but back then, I thought I was doing the right thing.” He sighed and sat back in his chair. His hand pulled away from mine, but mine didn’t move. I think that was the longest we’d ever touched. Ever.  
 
    “It’s done with now, Daddy. Really, you have to get past this. Find my body, it’s at this address.” I waited while he found a piece of paper and a pen to write the address down. “Give me a decent burial, and please, just wait until it’s your proper time to join me. I don’t want the weight of your death on my shoulders. I just couldn’t…” 
 
    My voice broke off as a sob somehow escaped my throat. I heard it, I felt it, but couldn’t take the time to pay attention to it because for the first time in my life, my father was emotional, and I couldn’t stand that he wanted to die because of me. 
 
    “Daddy,” I fought around the lump in my throat, and forced my voice to continue. “Daddy, you have to go out and live. Your mother died because of someone’s choice, someone’s stupid choice. Your mother didn’t cause her death because of who, or what she was. It was someone’s stupid, selfish choice. There was nothing she could do to stop what happened. What you can do is live for the first time in your life. Go see the things you wanted to see, do the things you wanted to do. Live, Daddy, for me and your mother. Please.”  
 
    His eyes, so like mine, were on my face, and the tears dried up as I spoke. His eyes were full again when I finished, but they weren’t tears of sadness now, they were tears of hope. “You really aren’t angry with me? You don’t hate me?” 
 
    “No, Daddy. I don’t.” I’d resented him when I was alive, but I’d never hated him.  
 
    Things you can’t say, right? 
 
    “I thought that was why you hadn’t come to us, or you know, that ghosts don’t exist.” He scoffed as he said it, and I knew both of us found this an incomprehensible situation.  
 
    “Well, we are, it just takes some of us longer to be able to do ghost things. Some of us can’t appear to our loved ones, but some of us can.” I didn’t want to get into that now, I could feel myself being drawn back to the house already, and my form had started to fade around the edges again.  
 
    “You have to go already?” He asked, sadness a husky sound in his voice.  
 
    “I do. But, I love you, Daddy.” I don’t think I’d ever said that to him before tonight, but I’d said it now. At least he’d know. 
 
    “Will you be back? Will you go see your mother?”  
 
    “I don’t know, but I’ll try. I will, if I can. If I don’t come back, I’m in a good place, Dad.” I didn’t know if that would be true or not, but I wanted him to think so.  
 
    I could feel the draw pull tighter, as if a tether tied me to somewhere behind me and the rope had grown shorter, so I placed my fingers on Dad’s hand, stood up, and kissed his cheek. “I really do love you, Daddy. Please, go live for me.”  
 
    “I love you, Maxine.” I heard him say and he reached out to caress my cheek, but I was already a foot away. Then there was more distance between us. The world went dark and I felt my form pulled straight back to somewhere. The house I hoped.  
 
    I felt time slip away and the moment could have been only a blink in time, or it could have been a lifetime, I don’t know for sure. I felt as if I’d lived an eternity in that blackness when I landed in Beau’s arms. He was still on my couch, and he looked exactly the same. Had any time passed at all. And why was I in his arms?  
 
    It had taken me years to learn how to not vanish into things I sat on or leaned against, I had no form, so I never really sat down or leaned, I actually hovered. I felt Beau’s arms around me, though, and I felt my own weight for the first time in almost two decades. “Beau?” 
 
    It was a question I didn’t have to explain. “I’m a vampire, you’re a ghost. When we touch, you take form.” 
 
    “Huh?” I bleated out, my thoughts a whirl again.  
 
    Beau smiled a reassuring smile and brushed my hair from my face. “When you come into contact with vampires, you take shape, my dear. You can feel, touch, and be seen.” 
 
    “Whoa…” I felt my head pull back as I looked up at him to see if this was all a joke. The truth was, I could feel that it wasn’t. “So, you can touch me, feel me? And others could see me? Does that mean they could touch me too? If I was with you?” 
 
    Ideas had started to spark in my mind. I could go back and see Dad, he could touch me, actually feel me. And Mom… 
 
    “Well, no, Maxine. You could, but you shouldn’t. The living and the dead aren’t meant to live around each other. If you could go see your parents whenever you chose, they’d never be able to cope, to move on with their lives. It sounds harsh, but it’s better for all of you, if you don’t go back.” 
 
    “But, that’s just…that’s bullshit, Beau!” I moved off of him, and instantly felt the heavy weight of my body disappear. “We can live our lives with our loved ones, as if nothing ever happened to us…” 
 
    “You could, but you’d never be real. And we’d have to constantly touch. And I’d have to reveal myself eventually. The world can’t know vampires exist. We have our own lives too, you know?” He looked sad, but reticent. 
 
    I sat down beside him, close enough that our thighs touched, and sighed deeply for the first time in 19 years. “You’re right. I don’t want you to be, but you are. What do I do now?” 
 
    “I can stay here with you, if you’d like.” He didn’t seem anxious to go, though I knew he had to go and see my grandmother at some point. 
 
    “It would be nice not to be alone right now.” A thought occurred to me and I grinned as I turned to face him. “Does this mean I can eat again? I really miss tacos.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 

 Chapter Four 
 
    One Year Later… 
 
    The lights of New Orleans glittered beneath a black sky, and I looked over at my grandmother with happiness. “I’m glad we came here, Gran.”  
 
    She grinned back at me and I could swear I saw her form shimmer. A form that was so similar to mine, right down to the eyes. “It’s supposed to be the best place in the world for our kind.”  
 
    “It’s a town made for our kind, isn’t it?” We both hovered on park bench, as the tour guide for the haunted tour of Marie Leveau’s tomb gathered up her latest group. We’d spent most of the last few hours following the tour guides around the city as they delighted tourists with lude and lascivious tales of the bawdy past New Orleans, Louisiana was famous for. We’d passed more than our fair share of ghosts as we trundled along, full of teenaged giggles, with none of the tourists, or the guides, aware of just how haunted the city actually was. 
 
    “It surely is, my dear.” Beau sat down between us, a box from the most famous beignet shop in the state in his lap. “Now, ladies, here is your treat.”  
 
    “Oh, those are so good! It’s a good thing we’re ghosts, or we’d gain so much weight!” Gran took the box, Beau’s thighs pressed against ours to give us form.  
 
    A couple of people looked at us quizzically, unsure of where we’d come from suddenly, but looked away. People were generally too polite to stare at us when we suddenly materialized, for too long. They’d dismiss our sudden appearance as a trick of the light, or a problem with their eyesight. That made life easier.   
 
    “I do wish I could change out of this dress, though.” I grumbled as I bit into piping hot goodness and tried not to inhale. The mound of powdered sugar would suck straight into my throat and choke me if I did. There was a technique to eating the rectangular donuts, and I’d learned that the hard way. Don’t inhale on the first bite! 
 
    “At least you’re wearing something nice!” Gran protested from the other side of Beau. “I’m stuck in this house dress and head scarf for eternity.”  
 
    I looked over at Gran in her pastel dress, a knee-length boxy thing with snaps and large pockets around her hips, and the green bandana she’d put over her hair before she’d died. She’d been drawn out of the house by the vampire that had killed her, enthralled by his call, as she’d prepared for bed. “You’re right, Gran.”  
 
    I could change into something else when Beau touched me, but as soon as he let go, I went back to the dress and heels I had on when I died. The same hairstyle too. It could be annoying, especially when all I wanted to do was put on some comfy pajamas and watch tv for the night.  
 
    I finished my beignet and looked around. “So, what’s next on the agenda?”  
 
    “I’m heading off to meet, Andre.” Gail my grandmother said, and looked away. We had no idea where my grandfather was, we hadn’t found him in our world, and Gail had let the idea of finding him go after a while. She’d started to spend much more time with Andre lately, and the way she smiled when she saw him or said his name spoke volumes. She’d found love in the afterlife, good for her. 
 
    “I guess that means it’s just us two then?” I said and smiled over at Beau.  
 
    In the last year, he’d become my friend, my teacher, and the man I’m pretty sure I’m in love with. Vampire, whatever. He’d taught me about this new world I existed in, showed me how to enjoy it, and take what I could from it. He’d touched me a million times in that year. He’d held my hand, put his hand around my waist, and brushed against me. He’d let his arm press against mine, or his thigh, always there when I needed to take shape, always a gentleman. 
 
    It was starting to irritate me.  
 
    “Do you want to go to eat? Or we can go find a bar…” His words trailed off as he looked over at me.  
 
    “You know what I want to do, Beau. You’ve known for a long time.” The words came out quietly, on a breath, but he heard them. 
 
    “Maxine…,” he groaned the words out as I leaned into him, my breast pressed into his arm as my lips brushed near his ear.  
 
    “Beau…please…,” I breathed hotly against his neck, my free hand moved to his thigh just as my lips brushed against the soft skin beneath his ear.  
 
    I’d behaved myself for a year, I’d been a good girl and learned my way through this new world. I’d focused on building a relationship with my grandmother, which amused us. At the time of her death she’d only been 29, so we just looked like two friends, or more likely sister, when people met us. In our world, people knew looks could be deceiving, but out here, in the human world, our relationship would have been laughed at. There’s no way Gail could be my grandmother. None.  
 
    Beau and I became close too, he’d been a mentor, and a good one. But I wanted more from him. If those hot looks he’d sometimes given me were any indication, he felt the same. Yet, he was a gentleman, despite the many decades he’d lived through, and had never been anything but a gentleman to me. He’d never crossed the line, despite the obvious invitations I’d given him. 
 
    “Beau, please…” I’d felt a shiver go through him as my lips trailed along his neck and my hand squeezed at his thigh. 
 
    “Maxine, you don’t know what you’re asking of me.” His face turned to mine, our lips millimeters apart. “It will not only change our relationship, it will change you.” 
 
    “Huh?” I had no idea what he meant. I stared up at him as I waited for an explanation. 
 
    His hands grasped around my arms and he pulled me to him for a kiss that set my body on fire. At first his lips only pressed into mine, but then his tongue flicked against my bottom lip and I opened my mouth. My hands flat against his chest began to curl into his skin as his tongue brushed along mine. We didn’t care about the people that walked by, or that we drew attention to ourselves, we were too lost in each other. 
 
    When his tongue dragged along mine a soft sound vibrated from my throat and Beau pulled away. “That’s why. I lose control when I think about being inside of you. And…” 
 
    But he broke off and looked away from me. “What, Beau? Tell me!” 
 
    “If I fuck you, Maxine, if I take you to bed and do all of the things I’ve dreamed about for so many long months now, if I give in to my own desires for you, it will change what you are.” 
 
    “Yeah, that still doesn’t make sense.” I said as my brain started to function again. “You’ll have to spell it out in plain terms, Beau. Otherwise, I don’t see what the problem is.” 
 
    “If we have sex, Maxine, you’ll be caught between the worlds.” He said, his voice tense. “You’ll be real again, but you won’t be a vampire and you won’t be human. You’ll be something in between.” 
 
    “What now?” My face was turned slightly away, but my brown eyes were right on his gray ones.  
 
    “You’ll be immortal basically. You’ll be stuck at this age forever, you’ll never grow old, you’ll never really die, but you won’t need blood to do it. You’ll be something new.” 
 
    “Oh.” My eyes blinked rapidly as I spoke. “I’ll have a form?”  
 
    “Yes, you’ll have a form. You’ll be able to change your hair, you’ll be able to change clothes. You’ll never have children, or other things living women can do, but you’ll be alive.”  
 
    “Oh!” I said again. “Will I outlive you?” 
 
    “Vampires can die, of course, if we go out into the sunlight or someone stakes us, but otherwise, I’ll be alive as long as you are.” 
 
    “Right.” That brought me to the next question. “Would you want to spend eternity with me?” 
 
    “Oh, my dear lady!” He laughed softly, his hand against my face to pull me close. “I could spend three eternities with you, and I doubt that would be enough.”  
 
    “Then I’d like nothing more than to spend eternity with you, Beau.” He’d fascinated me from the moment I met him. He’d been handsome, sensual, but he’d also been kind, generous, and patient with me as he’d taught me about our world. He’d made me laugh, and those days when I’d had to cry, he’d held me and soothed me until he could distract me with ice cream or a movie he knew I wanted to see. He’d taken care of me, and he’d devoted himself to me. Even though he didn’t have to. 
 
    He’d been there for me, as nobody else had ever been, and he was still here. Despite my moods, despite the times when I’d asked to be left alone, despite the fact that I wanted to stay in that moldering old house that I insisted on calling home. He’d been my friend, and now I wanted him to be so much more than that.  
 
    “I’ll tell you what, let’s go eat, and then you can decide? Alright? It’s not something you should rush into.” Beau pulled away, but I put my head on his shoulder and wrapped my arms around him. 
 
    “If it will make you feel better, I’d love that.”  
 
    I felt something deep inside of me throb at the idea of going to bed with Beau and, despite his insistence that we eat something before I made a decision, I knew things between us would change profoundly and I wanted that desperately. I didn’t want him because I’d have a real form again, but because I really wanted to spend my life with him. All of it. 
 
    I looked at Beau for a moment, my answer in my eyes, but he just looked away. I knew he was certain that I needed more time to really think about this, but I knew I didn’t. He kissed my cheek softly before we got up and headed for the nearest Mexican restaurant. I’d made good on that “eat more tacos” idea I’d had so long ago.  
 
    We ordered but I could barely sit still. His fingers tried to soothe me with soft stroke along mine, but that only made me think about what he could be doing instead. I tried to distract myself and looked around at the other people around us. Couples and families, friends that wanted a bite before they headed out for the night.  
 
    This is what I’d missed, that hum of life, stuck away in my old house, but at the same time, it was nice to know I could slip back home when it became too much. Would that change? Would I have to travel in a car if I became real again?  
 
    I asked Beau quietly, and he assured me we’d still be able to travel his way. A blink and we were there was much better than catching flights and waiting around in airports. His look said ‘see, I told you not to rush into this, there were things you’d think about later’, but I still knew what I wanted.  
 
    I began to relax but not because his touch had soothed me, but because the fear of possibilities, the worry of what might happen if I was real, of what might change, made me full of anticipation. The places we could go to, the things we could do, free from the things most mortals need for life, were profound thoughts in my head.   
 
    Then my mind filled with the things we could do in intimate moments, and I wondered just how far we could push ourselves. Beau was a sensual man, he liked sensual art, the feel of silk against his skin, the notes of a song that could transport him to another place, and something about all of that told me, he’d be just as sensual as a lover.  
 
    I wondered about him, if the wildness and sexuality attributed to vampires was just a legend or all true? I glanced at him as he spoke to the waiter when he brought our food, and a shiver raced down my spine. What games would he play to tantalize us both? 
 
    Our dinner came moments later, and Beau set to work on his food. He didn’t touch me except to press his leg to mine beneath the table so that I could keep my form. By the time we were on our last glass of wine I was ready to break and run from the restaurant, but he whispered my name. I looked into his eyes and calm swept over me.  
 
    I was on the verge of begging him to take me back to one of our homes, either one, it didn’t matter, so long as he took me somewhere private so that we could touch each other the way I couldn’t stop picturing in my head. 
 
    I don’t think I’ve ever been so frantic with need, so desperate to be touched, not even when I was really alive. This was a need that ached, deep inside of me, that throbbed at the same time that it shivered, and I was about to be one hot mess if he didn’t do something to calm me down. 
 
    I’d thought about sex with Beau a thousand, maybe a million times, since I met him but now I needed it. Being beside of him made the idea too real, too possible, and the need I felt for him was about to make me crazy. 
 
    The waiter took Beau’s credit card to pay the bill and from the casual way he leaned against the cash register as someone came up to talk to him, I knew it might be a while before he came back. I heard a soft sound of pain and realized it came from me when Beau’s leg brushed against mine under the table. Our eyes locked and I knew the moment was near.  
 
    The moment when he’d touch me, the same way his fingers touched that wine glass. With a gentle but sure grip along the stem, and a tease that would make me wild if he used those fingertips on my body the way he used them to touch that glass. I felt my nostrils flare, but didn’t care. I wouldn’t care if my brown eyes turned to embers and shot fire from the pupils, so long as he’d take me somewhere private and make me his. 
 
    I was still staring at his fingers when Beau spoke my name. I couldn’t look away, even when he called softly to me again. 
 
    “Maxine, are you alright?” I heard the words and finally looked away from his fingers, straight up into his eyes the color of frozen ponds on a snowy day. Only frozen ponds could never contain as much heat as his eyes held right now.  
 
    Mine went wide and I spoke at last, my voice tight and breathless. 
 
    “I’m fine, Beau. I just, I need to go.” I couldn’t help it, I stood up, the need was too great, and I’d make a fool of myself if I stayed in that restaurant a moment longer. 
 
    “Maxine.” I heard him say as I stepped away from my chair, but I couldn’t stay, if I did, I’d end up in his lap, or pounce on him and drag him under the table. 
 
    I felt like an absolute idiot, one that couldn’t control herself, and I was a little bit afraid of just how much I wanted him. As soon as I was out of the view of others, I blinked myself back to my home. It really was my home now.  
 
    Beau had bought it for me from the county. The family had all died out and it had become the property of the county long ago. The moment my body was removed, and my father had buried me, I’d asked Beau to purchase it for me. It might be morbid to want to live there, but my death had been stupidly tragic not traumatic or horrifying. I’d grown used to the house and had come to love it, so Beau bought it for a song, and we’d started to repair and rebuild it since then.  
 
    Money wasn’t a thing in our world, but we could get it easily, so that wasn’t a worry to me. It was in Beau’s name, to make it legal, to give us a document I could hang on to. Now, I was on the verge of real, and I had to assume I’d have to move around like the vampires did, to keep my nature a secret. But I could come back to the place anytime I wanted to.  
 
    I went straight to the second floor bedroom I’d had repaired and repainted first. The rest of the house was now in order and exactly what I wanted it to be. This, however, was my room. Decorated in dark reds and blacks, it was a sanctuary from the world, a quiet place where I found peace and reveled in all my gothic nerdiness.  
 
    When Beau came in he came straight in to my bedroom. He came up to the bed and touched my foot. I stripped out of my clothes so there could be no doubt as to what decision I’d made. He stared down at me, his eyes bright in the room lit only by a single pillar candle. 
 
    “I need you, Beau, please. I can’t wait anymore. Please touch me, make this pain go away,” I sobbed into his shoulder as he soothed me with a stroke of his hand. 
 
    “Maxine, my sweet love, you’ve got yourself all worked up! Come now, darling, you don’t have to wait any more. I’m here now. I’m yours for now and always.” He pulled my chin up so that he could look into the depths of my warm brown ones. 
 
    “You don’t have to ever be without me again. Nothing can separate us once this is done. Nothing at all. We will be together until the end of time, I promise you.” He kissed me with tender lips while his fingers brushed my hair out of my face. 
 
    My desire was still a force that overwhelmed me, I still wanted him desperately, and that blaze turned into a raging inferno as he kissed me. At first the kiss was sweet, soft, as he began to memorize my body with his fingers, but it became fierce when his hands trailed down my abdomen to find me more than ready for his touch.  
 
    I cried out in protest as he moved away, but the move was only so he could trail his way down my body. With soft kisses and soft strokes of his fingers, Beau found his way between my thighs. His cheeks were smooth as he rubbed against the sensitive skin of my thighs, just before his tongue delved into me and made the world narrow down to just his tongue in my liquid heat. 
 
    My hips twisted, and I moaned his name when his tongue scraped over the sensitive jewel hidden there, the soft but firm insistent stroke of his tongue on me there made something pulse deep inside of me. He stroked me there, the silky heat of his tongue danced on my swollen skin, until my fingers dug into his hair and my hips rocked in time with his tongue. He left me then, despite my sobbed protest, to come back up to my breasts. He teased each one with increasing pressure of his fingers, with increasing strokes of his tongue, until I was a wanton with hips that moved in a rhythm as old as time all over again.  
 
    When I gasped his name again, he moaned with his own pleasure. I heard my name on that moan, but knew his attention was still on me because he slipped two fingers inside of me, to drive me just that little bit higher. 
 
    The sensations intertwined, his fingers inside of me, his mouth on my nipples, sucking them hard as he found just the right pace. The pace that made me completely his. 
 
    “Beau.” I gasped out his name, not sure what I asked for, more or less? I didn’t know for sure, but my body knew.  
 
    Beau knew. 
 
     “I’ll give you what you need, Maxine. I know what you need.”  
 
    His knees nudged my thighs apart as he knelt between them, positioned himself just right, before his face turned to mine. “Look at me, Maxine.”  
 
    I opened my eyes, even though they wanted to stay shut, to concentrate on sensations, and became ensnared in his vampire eyes. They glowed with an icy shimmer now, a glow that lit up the room, and when he drove into me, sure and swift, with one confident thrust, the world changed for me.  
 
    I could smell his scent, a scent that tempted me to taste him, and I could feel the breath in my chest, the pulse of my heartbeat, the workings of my brain as it strung together thoughts and commanded my body to function. I could feel him, inside of me. “Beau?”  
 
    I was afraid there’d be pain, that this reawakening of a real form, would come with intense anguishing pain, but he looked into my eyes all over again, and all I felt was him as he began to move within me. “Follow me, Maxine. Come with me.” 
 
    “Beau, fucking hell. I’ll follow you anywhere!”  
 
    He moved deeper, faster, his hands all over me, everywhere and in the same place all at once, until I felt a shudder start deep in my abdomen that finished as a pulse that flooded all the way up to my brain. I cried out his name over and over as I came hard and deep, my entire body shaking with the force of my release. With the force of my realness. A realness he had given me. 
 
    Beau shifted, his fingers clenched into my hips as he slid faster, deeper in and out of me. I didn’t have time to come down, not when he moaned my name in a way that made me clench all over again. Then he spoke again. 
 
    “Take me with you, Maxine. Take me with you.”  
 
    I whispered to him then, all of the fantasies I’d had about him over the last year. So many dreams, so many thoughts, that could now be fulfilled. Because Beau had made me a real woman, in more ways than one.  
 
    Beau cried out as he found his own release and I followed, eager to explore wherever he went. He’d given me life and I’d follow him to the end of time, as long as he loved me. Something I’d never really had before.  
 
    “I love you, Maxine.” He whispered as he fell beside me and pulled me into his arms. 
 
    “I love you, Beau. Now and forever.” I snuggled into his chest, content, really content, for the first time in my life.  
 
    The End 
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