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​Prologue 
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It had seemed to Angel that he had just fallen asleep. His body had been heavy with exhaustion, his mind finally surrendering to the quiet darkness of the basement bedroom. Eddie's arm had been draped across his chest, warm and steady, grounding him in the safety of the DeClue home.

And then, in the blink of an eye, he was waking up in an all too familiar place.

His grandfather's dungeon.

Angel's eyes snapped open, and his breath caught in his throat. The darkness pressed in around him — thick, suffocating, alive with shadows that seemed to move just outside the edge of his vision. The air was cold and damp, carrying that unmistakable smell of mildew and decay that burned his nostrils and made him want to gag.

But something was different this time.

He tried to move — and couldn't.

Fear immediately raced through his small body as he realized his ankles and wrists were both bound in opposite directions, stretched out like a prisoner on a rack. His arms were pulled above his head, his legs spread wide, his body trapped against a cold slab of cement. The restraints were rough, biting into his skin, leaving no room for escape.

He had never in his life experienced being chained down or restrained within these nightmares. Miguel had always preferred the chase — the hunt, the terror of being pursued. But this was different. This was captivity.

Angel tugged against the bonds, his small frame straining, his muscles burning. Nothing. The restraints held firm.

He was now more frightened than he had ever experienced in any other nightmare before.

As he listened, he couldn't hear any noises in the background. No rattling chains. No distant growl of the dog. No footsteps approaching through the fog. Nothing.

Only the sound of his own breathing.

Quick. Shallow. Terrified.

With the very little bit of light that shone through the thick clouds of fog, all he could see were wisps of gray mist drifting across his body, curling around his arms, his chest, his face. The fog was cold against his skin, damp and clinging, like fingers made of smoke.

"Hello?" Angel called out, his voice small and trembling.

No answer.

"Grandfather?"

Silence.

Angel pulled against the restraints again, harder this time, desperation lending him strength. The cement block beneath him didn't shift. The bonds didn't give. He was trapped — completely, utterly trapped — in a nightmare that offered no chase, no hope of escape, no promise of waking up.

Somewhere in the darkness, just beyond the fog, something moved.

Not footsteps.

Not a growl.

Just... a presence.

Watching.

Waiting.

Angel closed his eyes and wished for Eddie's arms around him.

But when he opened them again, he was still in the dungeon.

And the presence was closer.

Shifting his head from side to side, trying to figure out exactly where within the dungeon he was, Angel very quickly realized that he was laying on top of his own casket crate on the upper level of the dungeon. The realization hit him like a physical blow — cold, crushing, final. He had seen these caskets before, rows upon rows of them, each one bearing the name of a vampire Miguel had hunted or intended to hunt. He had never imagined he would wake up on top of his own.

He realized this as he was able to turn his head far enough to see that the cement block he was laying on had his name written on it — Angel Coleman — carved into the stone in jagged, uneven letters. The sight made his blood run cold.

And then, just as soon as he realized this, all of a sudden, looking upward from behind himself, Miguel suddenly appeared.

There was no sound. No warning. No footsteps approaching through the fog. The old man simply materialized out of the darkness, his tall, thin frame looming over Angel like a statue come to life. His yellowed eyes glowed faintly in the dim light, and slung over his shoulder was an ax — its blade rusted, its edge still sharp enough to gleam.

Angel let out a loud shriek.

The sound tore from his throat, high and desperate, echoing off the stone walls of the dungeon. He knew that if he yelled loud enough, he could potentially wake Eddie up — which in turn could wake himself up. That was how it had always worked before. A scream in the nightmare, a gasp in the waking world, Eddie's arms tightening around him as he surfaced from the terror.

But the scream faded into the fog.

And Angel was still there.

Still bound.

Still trapped.

"There ain't nobody here to save you," the old man grumbled in a very low, guttural voice. The words were slow, deliberate, each one landing like a hammer blow. Miguel shifted the ax on his shoulder, the blade catching what little light there was.

Angel's chest heaved. His wrists burned against the restraints. He could feel tears prickling at the corners of his eyes, but he refused to let them fall. He would not give Miguel that satisfaction.

"I'm going to bring it down on you right here and now," Miguel continued to growl, his voice dripping with ancient malice. "But first — I'm going to make sure that you feel some pain."

The old man reached down with his free hand, his gnarled fingers curling around Angel's ankle. The grip was like iron, cold and unyielding. Angel tried to kick, tried to pull away, but the restraints held him fast.

"Please," Angel whispered.

Miguel smiled — a thin, cruel line of yellowed teeth.

"No one is coming for you, boy. No one even knows you're here."

The ax shifted on his shoulder.

And somewhere in the darkness, just beyond the reach of the fog, the watcher turned another page.

Still standing at the head end of the crate that Angel lay on, Miguel reached over Angel's face, across his chest, and then down toward his belly button. The old man's hand hovered for a moment just above Angel's stomach, fingers curled, nails yellowed and sharp. Angel held his breath, his body tensing, every instinct screaming at him to move, to run, to wake up.

But he couldn't.

The restraints held him fast against the cold stone of his own name.

Miguel dug his fingernails just below the hem of Angel's t-shirt, the rough fabric bunching beneath his knuckles. The touch was cold — colder than the dungeon air, colder than the fog that curled around Angel's exposed skin. And then, with a sudden, violent motion, the old man dug his fingernails into the soft tissues of Angel's stomach.

Angel screamed.

Miguel ripped upward, tearing Angel's skin all the way from his lower abdomen to the top of his sternum. At the same time, the t-shirt shredded beneath Miguel's grip, the fabric parting like paper, exposing Angel's pale chest to the cold, damp air. The pain was immediate and overwhelming — a searing, burning line of fire that split Angel's torso in two.

The wounds were not fatal. Angel could feel that instinctively, some deep vampire knowledge telling him that his organs were intact, that his heart was still beating, that he would not die from this. But they were painful. Deep. Cruel.

Blood ran on either side of Angel's chest and abdomen, dark red rivers that pooled on the stone beneath him and dripped down the sides of his casket crate. The warmth of his own blood was almost shocking against the cold of the dungeon, a reminder that he was still alive, still trapped, still at Miguel's mercy.

Pain sheared through his entire soul.

Angel's vision blurred. He couldn't tell if it was from tears or from the agony coursing through his small body. His breathing came in ragged gasps, each inhale stretching the fresh wounds, each exhale sending another wave of fire across his chest.

Miguel watched him for a long moment, his yellowed eyes gleaming with something that might have been satisfaction. Then, without a word, he put both arms on the handle of his ax and raised it high above his head.

The blade caught what little light there was.

Angel saw his own reflection in the metal — small, pale, terrified.

This was it.

This was how Miguel was going to end him. Not with a chase, not with the dog, not with a heart attack in his sleep. But here, on his own casket, bound and helpless.

Angel closed his eyes.

He thought of Eddie.

He thought of Debbie.

He thought of Mason — his son, who would grow up without ever knowing his father.

And then —

Suddenly, Miguel was interrupted.

All of a sudden, by what Angel had witnessed from his position laying down — while he was still in agony and chained to the crate — he saw something impossible.

A large animal. Perhaps bigger than Miguel himself. Long hair, dark and matted, with a dog-like face that seemed to shift between beast and something almost human. It stood on two feet, towering over the old man, its shoulders broad, its chest heaving with barely contained rage. Yellow eyes — not like Miguel's, not ancient and cruel, but alive, burning, furious — locked onto Angel for just a moment before turning toward the greater threat.

The creature grabbed hold of the old man.

Miguel's yellowed eyes went wide — wider than Angel had ever seen them. His mouth opened, but no sound came out. For the first time in his long, monstrous existence, the hunter had become the prey.

The beast struck Miguel so hard that the ax flew from his grip and clattered to the floor with a loud, echoing clink. The sound rang through the dungeon like a bell, sharp and final. Miguel stumbled backward, his skeletal frame colliding with the stone wall, his hands raised in defense.

But the creature wasn't finished.

It turned away from the old man — dismissing him, ignoring him — and came around to Angel. The massive body moved with surprising grace, circling the crate until it stood at Angel's side. Its dog-like face lowered, sniffing at the chains that bound Angel's wrists, then at the chains around his ankles.

Angel held his breath. His chest was on fire, his blood still seeping from the wounds Miguel had carved into him. But he couldn't look away from the creature's eyes. There was something there — something familiar, something that made his heart ache even through the pain.

The beast reached down with enormous hands, its claws glinting in the dim light. It took hold of the chain around Angel's left wrist and pulled. The metal snapped like twine. Then the right wrist. Then the left ankle. Then the right.

Each break sent vibrations through the crate, but Angel felt nothing except the sudden, overwhelming relief of release.

His arms fell to his sides, limp and useless. His legs followed. He was free — but he couldn't move. The pain from Miguel's attack had drained every ounce of strength from his small body.

The creature bent down and picked him up.

Angel felt himself lifted from the cold stone, cradled against the beast's warm, matted chest. The fur was coarse against his torn shirt, but beneath it, he could feel a heartbeat — strong, steady, alive. The creature smelled of earth and rain and something else, something that reminded Angel of...

Home.

The beast looked down at him, and for a moment, its dog-like face softened. The yellow eyes blinked, and Angel could have sworn he saw tears gathering at the corners.

Then the creature turned and carried him away from the crate, away from Miguel, away from the dungeon.

Behind them, the old man screamed — a sound of rage and frustration that echoed off the stone walls.

But the beast didn't look back.

It carried Angel into the fog, and the fog swallowed them both.
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"How are you doing, Angel?" Eddie asked as he stepped back into the room.

It was about one o'clock in the morning, and usually Angel would have been routinely out doing something outdoors or just participating in family events throughout the night. The DeClue household had always been active after dark — conversations in the kitchen, games in the living room, the quiet hum of vampires living their lives while the rest of the world slept.

But recently, since Debbie had passed away, leaving Angel as a single parent, Eddie had often realized that Angel was nowhere to be found. He would search the house — the kitchen, the living room, the backyard — only to find him sitting on the edge of the bed by himself in their bedroom, staring at nothing, his small hands folded in his lap.

That was where Eddie found him now.

The basement bedroom was dim, lit only by the soft glow of a nightlight near the door. Mason was asleep in the crib across the room, his tiny chest rising and falling in a peaceful rhythm. Three years old now, with dark hair like his father and a stubbornness that reminded everyone of Debbie.

Angel sat on the edge of the bed, his bare feet not quite touching the floor. His shoulders were hunched, his head bowed, and even from the doorway, Eddie could see the weight pressing down on him.

"I'm trying," Angel responded, his voice hollow.

Eddie crossed the room and sat down beside him, close enough that their shoulders almost touched. He didn't speak. He just waited.

"It's so difficult," Angel continued, his voice cracking. "Debbie was the only one in this world who would see me as a human being — as an adult — rather than the ten-year-old boy that I look like."

His small hands clenched into fists on his knees.

"I feel like I have lost everything."

Tears once again welled up in his eyes, spilling down his pale cheeks. He didn't wipe them away. He didn't try to hide them. He had cried so much over the past three months that he had stopped caring who saw.

Eddie let the silence stretch for a moment before responding.

"Angel," Eddie said softly, "you have not lost everything."

Angel looked up at him, his dark eyes red-rimmed and glistening.

"You still have Mason — your son," Eddie continued, nodding toward the crib where the three-year-old slept. "And you still have our family. All of us. Malachi, Ronnie, Marie, Michael, the ghosts. We're still here. We're not going anywhere."

Angel sniffled but didn't interrupt.

"And another girl will come along sooner or later," Eddie added gently. "I'm not saying tomorrow. I'm not saying next month. But someday. You need to understand that. Debbie was not the last person who will ever love you."

Angel looked down at his hands.

"I don't want another girl," he whispered. "I want Debbie."

Eddie reached over and placed a hand on Angel's shoulder. "I know. And it's okay to feel that way. It's okay to miss her. It's okay to cry. But you can't let yourself believe that you've lost everything. Because you haven't. Mason needs you. We need you."

Angel leaned into Eddie's side, his small body trembling.

"I don't know how to do this alone," Angel admitted.

Eddie wrapped an arm around him. "You're not alone. You've never been alone."

They sat there in the quiet, listening to Mason breathe, as the minutes ticked toward morning.

Falling into urge, Eddie turned around and picked Angel up. The small body was light in his arms, lighter than it should have been — lighter than a child that age should have been, though Angel wasn't really a child. Eddie lifted him easily, settling Angel on top of his own lap so they sat face to face. Then he turned Angel's head gently and held it over his shoulder.

Angel didn't resist. He didn't have the strength. His body sagged against Eddie's, his tears soaking into the fabric of Eddie's shirt. His small hands clutched weakly at Eddie's back, holding on like a drowning man clinging to a lifeline.

Eddie rubbed Angel's back gently, slow circles meant to soothe, meant to calm. He could feel the tremors running through Angel's small frame — the aftershocks of grief that no amount of time seemed to fully erase.

As he did so, he carefully stood up, Angel still cradled against his chest, and walked across the room to Mason's crib. The three-year-old was still sleeping peacefully, his dark hair tousled, one small fist pressed against his cheek. He looked so much like Debbie that it sometimes stopped Eddie's heart.

Eddie continued to embrace Angel's young body, holding him close, refusing to let go.

"It's going to be okay, buddy," Eddie whispered into his ear. His voice was low and steady, meant only for Angel, though the room was otherwise silent.

Simultaneously, Eddie reached down into the crib with his other hand and rubbed Mason's back. The boy stirred slightly, murmuring something in his sleep, then settled back into the mattress. His breathing remained slow and even.

"Everything's going to be okay," Eddie continued. "And everyone's going to be here for you, no matter what. But you need to move on”, Eddie continued, still whispering into the boy's ear. "I know it's difficult, but you will never be alone."

Angel's grip tightened on Eddie's back.

"Me and everybody else in this house loves you so much," Eddie said. "And we hate to see you going through this pain. We want to help you carry it. That's what family does."

Angel pulled back just enough to look at Eddie's face. His dark eyes were red, his cheeks wet, his expression raw and open in a way he rarely allowed.

"I miss her so much," Angel whispered.

"I know," Eddie said. "And you will for a long time. But missing her doesn't mean you stop living. Mason needs his father. And we need our brother."

Angel closed his eyes and let his head fall back against Eddie's shoulder.

Eddie held him there, one hand on Angel's back, the other still resting on Mason's sleeping form, and waited.

The night stretched on.

But somehow, the darkness felt a little less heavy.

As Eddie continued to hold Angel snugly against his chest, Mason finally turned over and opened his eyes, looking up toward Eddie and Angel as they stood beside the crib. The three-year-old blinked slowly, still half-asleep, his dark hair tousled across his forehead. For a moment, he simply stared at them — two figures looming above him in the dim light of the basement bedroom.

Then his eyes caught the glow of the nightlight.

And they reflected.

The reflection was subtle at first — a pale sheen across his pupils, like light bouncing off the surface of still water. His eyes reflected light in a way that sometimes showed white, sometimes yellowish, depending on the angle. It was a normal instance of a normal color of eye reflection — the kind of reflection seen when the eyes of a wolf were looking into light.

Angel and Eddie continued to stand over Mason, watching him watch them. Neither of them spoke. The moment felt fragile, suspended, like a glass orb balanced on the edge of a table.

Eddie studied the boy's face — the small nose, the rounded cheeks, the soft curve of his jaw. Mason looked human. He had always looked human. But there were small signs, subtle differences, that Eddie had cataloged over the past three years.

He admired the fact that Mason's teeth never once in his life looked like a vampire's. There were no premature canines, no sharpened fangs hiding behind his lips. His baby teeth had come in normally, fallen out normally, been replaced by permanent teeth that looked — for all the world — completely human.

No fangs. No visible signs of the vampire blood that ran through his father's veins.

Mason was different.

Not a vampire. Not fully human. Something else entirely.

The boy lifted one small hand from the crib and reached up toward Angel, his fingers opening and closing in a grasping motion. He didn't speak — he was still too young for many words — but his meaning was clear.

Up. Hold me.

Angel shifted in Eddie's arms, reaching down toward the crib. Eddie helped steady him as Angel scooped Mason up against his chest, holding his son close. Mason's small body fit perfectly against Angel's, his head tucking under Angel's chin, his arms wrapping around Angel's neck.

"I've got you," Angel whispered. "Daddy's got you."

Mason made a soft sound — not quite a word, not quite a cry — and buried his face against Angel's shoulder.

Eddie watched them, father and son, and felt something twist in his chest. Grief for Debbie. Pride for Angel. Hope for Mason.

Three years old, and already so much had happened.

Three years old, and already the boy was showing signs of what he would become.

Eddie reached out and ruffled Mason's hair. "You're going to be something special, kid," he said softly. "I can feel it."

Mason didn't respond.

He was already falling back asleep.

Michael, now sixteen years old, suddenly walked into the room. The basement bedroom was dim, lit only by the soft glow of the nightlight and the faint reflection of Mason's eyes that had just faded back into darkness. Michael's tall frame filled the doorway, his shoulders broader than they had been just a year ago, his face losing the last traces of childhood.

Angel and Eddie both looked up at him.

"Hi, guys," Michael said as he walked into the room, his voice pitched low and careful — just quiet enough not to wake Mason, who was already stirring slightly in Angel's arms.

"Hi," Eddie and Angel both replied together, their voices overlapping in a way that made Michael smile.

Michael crossed the room and leaned against the dresser, his arms crossed over his chest. His dark hair fell across his forehead, and his eyes — still human in appearance, still capable of passing for normal — swept over the scene before him. Eddie sitting on the edge of the bed. Angel standing by the crib, Mason cradled against his chest. The three of them, huddled together in the dark.

"What are you guys up to?" the sixteen-year-old asked.

"Just hanging out and talking," Eddie suggested. "Would you like to hang out with us, or should we all go upstairs?"

Michael glanced toward the ceiling, as if he could see through the floors to the rest of the house above. The DeClue home was quiet at this hour — most of the family was either asleep or settling in for the night. But the living room upstairs was empty, the television dark, the couch inviting.

"Well, we could go upstairs," Angel said. "But we'd have to take Mason with us too."

Mason made a soft sound against Angel's shoulder, his small fingers curling into the fabric of Angel's shirt. He wasn't fully awake, but he wasn't fully asleep either — hovering somewhere in between, the way toddlers often did.

"That's fine," Michael said. "He's a good kid. He'll probably just fall back asleep on the couch."

Angel nodded, adjusting his grip on his son. "Okay. Upstairs it is."

Eddie stood up from the bed and stretched, his back popping softly. "I'll grab some blankets. Maybe we can find a good movie to watch together."

"Sounds good to me," Michael said, pushing off from the dresser.

A few seconds later, Angel was picking up his son and placing him more securely against his hip. Mason's legs dangled on either side of Angel's waist, his head lolling against Angel's shoulder. The three-year-old murmured something unintelligible but didn't wake.

"Let's go," Angel said.

The four of them — Eddie, Angel, Mason, and Michael — filed out of the basement bedroom and headed up the stairs toward the living room.

Behind them, the nightlight flickered once.

And somewhere in the shadows of the basement, something watched them go.

—-
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ACROSS THE STREET AT the Hall residence, things had become routine over the last three years since Michael had moved out of the home. What had once felt impossible — letting their son go, trusting another family to raise him — had slowly settled into something almost normal. The Halls had learned to live with the absence, to fill the empty spaces with memories and hope and the quiet reassurance that Michael was still alive, still healthy, still theirs.

Things were hard at first. Tina had cried every night for the first month. Bill had thrown himself into work, avoiding the silence of the house. Justin and Billy had asked questions that no one could answer. But soon, routine visits — daily visits — became a norm.

Those visits always took place either late at night or during bad weather. Tina and Bill had noticed the pattern early on, but they had learned not to question it. Michael had explained, years ago, that his condition made him sensitive to sunlight — that too much exposure caused him pain, made him sick. They didn't fully understand it, but they didn't need to. They just needed to know their son was safe.

So they could rely on the fact that if there happened to be an overcast throughout any period of time, their son would come over to visit — and sometimes for an entire day, if the clouds held. He would walk through the front door, taller than the last time, his voice deeper, his face more angular. He would hug his mother until she stopped crying. He would shake his father's hand and pretend not to notice the tears in the old man's eyes.

Normally, Michael was accompanied by Angel.

Bill and Tina didn't know anything about Angel's condition — his own sensitivity to sunlight, his strange aging, his inability to be seen during clear days. They only knew that he was Michael's best friend, that he had been Michael's best friend since elementary school, and that he seemed to be a good influence on their son.

They had no idea that Angel was a father. They had no idea that the small boy who sometimes accompanied Michael had a three-year-old son of his own. Angel and Michael both felt it would be weird — and seemed suspicious — if they indicated that Michael's small friend had a child. How would they explain that? How would they explain a boy who looked ten years old raising a toddler?

So Michael's parents only knew what was crucial for them to know. And for the most part, that was that their son was alive and doing very well.

Tina had made peace with it. Bill had too, in his own quiet way. They didn't have all the answers. They didn't understand why their son couldn't visit during sunny days, or why his best friend never seemed to age, or why Michael had grown so secretive about certain parts of his life.

But they loved him. And they trusted him.

And sometimes, that was enough.

Years ago, before Michael was even born, when Tina first moved to Craig, Colorado, she had started working at the Craig Hospital. It was a good job — steady hours, decent pay, and the satisfaction of helping people in their most vulnerable moments. She had worked there through her pregnancy with Michael, through his infancy, through the early years when life still felt full of possibility.

But eventually, they reached the point when Justin, Billy, and Samantha had been born. Three more children in rapid succession, each one a blessing, each one another mouth to feed, another body to clothe, another small human demanding attention. It became too difficult for Tina to work and take care of the kids at the same time. The shifts were long, the children were demanding, and there was only one of her.

And it was too difficult for Bill alone. He tried — he worked odd jobs, took extra shifts, did everything he could to keep the family afloat — but the weight of it all was crushing him.

So it had been decided between Bill and Tina that both of them would switch roles. Tina would now stay at home, raising the children, managing the household, being present for every scraped knee and lost tooth and nightmare in the dark. And Bill would find various jobs around the community, piecing together an income from whatever work he could find.

It wasn't easy. Over time, Bill had step by step found himself better paying jobs — construction, landscaping, maintenance at the local school district. Each new position brought a little more stability, a little less stress. But sometimes, between jobs, Bill and Tina would have to rely on state assistance through the State of Colorado — food stamps to keep the pantry full, help with the rent, a lifeline thrown to a family that was just trying to survive.

But now, life had become routine. Bill had been keeping one good, consistent job for almost six years straight now — maintenance at the county offices, with benefits and sick leave and even a small retirement plan. It wasn't glamorous, but it was steady. It was enough.

Tina had gotten herself into the routine of taking care of Justin, Billy, and Samantha. The days blurred together — school drop-offs, soccer practices, doctor's appointments, homework help, dinner on the table by six. She had become an expert at stretching a dollar, at making leftovers last, at finding joy in the small moments.

And always, always waiting for the visits from Michael and Angel.

Those visits were the highlight of her week. Seeing her oldest son — her firstborn — walk through the door, even if it was late at night, even if the weather was bad, even if he couldn't stay long. He was alive. He was healthy. He was hers.

And for Tina Hall, that was enough.

—-

[image: ]


"HI, MASON. HOW ARE you doing?" Sterling said as he sat on the couch next to the boy.

The sixteen-year-old ghost — forever frozen at the age he had died — settled onto the cushion beside Mason, his translucent form barely disturbing the fabric. Mason looked at him and smiled, his small face lighting up with the kind of pure, unguarded joy that only a three-year-old could express. He didn't question why Sterling looked different from the others. He didn't wonder why the teenager's feet didn't quite touch the floor or why the light passed through him instead of reflecting off his skin. To Mason, Sterling was simply there. And that was enough.

They both kind of looked toward the television that Angel, Michael, and Eddie were watching. The screen glowed in the dim room, casting flickering shadows across the walls. Some program on Netflix was playing — a show called Young Sheldon, which had become a popular program for them to watch together over the past few months. The characters bantered back and forth, the laugh track played at regular intervals, and the three vampires on the couch were half-watching, half-dozing in the comfortable darkness.

Sterling continued to interact with Mason, keeping his voice low so as not to disturb the others. He had grown fond of the boy over the past three years — everyone had. There was something about Mason that drew people to him, something warm and magnetic and utterly disarming.

"You're getting so big," Sterling said. "I remember when you were just a baby, sleeping in your crib. Now look at you. Sitting on the couch. Watching TV. Almost a real person."

Mason giggled, though he didn't fully understand what Sterling meant.

Obviously, Mason was the only one seeing the ghostly figure. Angel and Eddie and Michael had long since stopped being able to see the ghosts except during seances. They could sense them sometimes — a chill in the air, a flicker of movement at the edge of their vision — but they couldn't see them clearly. Not like Mason could. Not like the boy who existed somewhere between the worlds.

"It's nice having you here," Sterling said, his voice soft. "You make this old house feel new again."

Mason smiled and giggled as Sterling purposely tickled the side of the three-year-old's rib cage. The boy squirmed, his laughter ringing out through the living room, bright and joyful and impossible to ignore.
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