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(A Vampire Eternal Love Short Story by Kathryn Meyer Griffith...*Finalist* in 2011 Just One Bite Anthology Contest at All Romance eBooks.)

They say no one lives forever, and oh, how well I’d learned that sad truth. In the space of a short month I’d lost my husband of fifteen years, Jeffrey, and my eccentric mother, Evelyn. I lost one to a freak car accident and the other to a quick-spreading cancer. They were the only people in the world who’d ever loved me and the only people I’d ever cared about in my entire strange solitary life. A life I sometimes felt wasn’t even mine.

Now here I sit in my mother’s empty house, the night before it’s to go on the selling block. Bargain seekers, and some old friends of my mother’s, but mostly strangers, have traipsed through it in the last three days scooping up whatever was in it. Some stuff I sold cheaply and some I gave away. I wanted little from my childhood home, mainly mementos, letters, various precious books and photos. That’s all. Tomorrow morning I’d drive back to my home hundreds of miles away leaving the selling of the nearly worthless house (it really is in terrible disrepair and needs so much work I can’t afford to have done) to a friendly real estate agent who promised she’d sell the place and get something, at least, for it, eventually. I hoped she was right. I could use the money. My mother’s medical bills, my own huge remaining mortgage, and the tiny problem of my husband’s nonexistent life insurance policy had devastated my financial life. I was flat busted broke.

Damn, and as of this morning, with a cold-blooded phone call from my heartless boss, I was also jobless. Could things get any worse? I didn’t think so. How in the world had I ended up at thirty-seven, husbandless, motherless, jobless and broke? What a pickle I was in.

I ran my hands through my short hair and dropped my head into my arms. I was so tired, tired of fighting to keep my head above water, tired of being lonely, scared and worrying constantly over what I’d do next.

Sitting alone in the echoing house made me restless and so uneasy I could hardly bear it. This house and I had a history and it wasn’t a good one. Since I’d been a child whenever I slept under its roof I’d lay shivering in my bed, terrified that around the next shadowy corner of the upstairs floor a giant furry spider with wriggling legs and dripping fangs would lunge at me or that there were ghosts in the dim mirrors if I looked too closely. Or I’d be terrified of the night’s mysteries beyond the windows fearing there were ghosts, zombies or worse things hovering or lurching out there looking to hurt me. I don’t know why I thought such frightening thoughts, I’d grown up a normal child after all, I just did. It was if my ears, my inner most sensitivities were attuned to another world. Not my world.
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