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  Buried Desires 3 – A Horror Anthology


  More tales of love, death and love after death.


  Buried Desires is back. And now there’s even more to love. From the ghostly to the grotesque, this time around Buried Desires 3 brings you three tales from horror authors, both old and new, offering up a perfect collection of romance and the macabre.


  ***


  All you need is love, or so they say!


  Owning a building company means long hours, lonely days and too much physical labour.


  When Adam Barrow employs a fit, capable guy, life begins to look up. His business thrives from the extra muscle, and so does Adam. Being around chatty Johnny really helps the time fly past. Adam is shy and inexperienced in ways of the heart, but very soon his awkwardness eases and he finds himself flirting and having fun.


  Johnny Sparrow has a mysterious past and seems to have a knack of stirring up inexplicable presences. From the day he arrives on a motorbike, weird things begin to happen, like strange noises and creepy mists. Even motorbike Angus has a personality!


  All you need is love, but can Adam find the strength to confront the ghostly goings-on? Can Johnny find a use for the egg whisk, and can Angus really carry them both to safety?


  A story of paranormal divas, supernatural aromas and head-over-heels romance.


  Barrow and Sparrow book one.


  Chapter One


  There he is.


  Johnny Sparrow.


  Twenty yards away, across the busy pub bustling with drinkers. The distance is a chasm the size of a continent, or at least, that’s how it seems. It’s impossible to judge distance when your head disintegrates into goo. No-one can count without a working brain. I can’t hear his rumbling voice, too many others shouting crap. I can’t check if his jacket still smells of winter because my nose is full of pints of beer, perfume, the aromas of life.


  My fingers remember his hair and how those waves cling, curling even after being pulled straight. The memory doesn’t make me smile. Once I’m over the initial shock—is it shock?—I don’t feel anything. Nothing at all.


  He couldn’t have known I’d be here with the other builders. It’s been months since I announced, “Friday piss-up, drinks on me.” Coincidence is such a fucker. I should be home instead of squashed up against the wall drinking lemonade and waiting for eleven so I can pay the bar bill and leave.


  There must be fifty people between me and him. We are apart. A-part. He’s the A grade and I’m in parts. Even if I wanted to get near, it would take a lot of shoving and pushing. Maybe my heart wouldn’t make it.


  I want to look away.


  Gorgeous, like always. Tall, thinner than he used to be, blonde hair tumbling over his collar. Huge smile, exuding confidence that belies the softness underneath. Johnny’s a keeper, the type who cares.


  I don’t feel anything, nothing at all.


  No signs of a crash helmet or motorbike leathers. Handsome, handsome face, laughing as he spots old mates abandoned months ago for the giddy heights of Germany. More people notice, envelop him in hugs. Johnny’s arms move around their bodies in response.


  My back recalls those arms. When he undressed me, it was embarrassing how ready I always was. Foreplay? For-get it. That would come later, after the first frantic sex was done and we were warming up to the second round.


  Sex, cuddling—empires have been built on far less.


  There’s no maybe. My heart wouldn’t make it.


  I want to look away but he’s as addictive as fireworks. Too bright, too noisy, too scary. Fucking brilliant. Don’t touch—don’t touch.


  Everyone knows what happens when you touch a firework…


  Six months before


   


  I poked at the computer screen, fingers too cold to hit the right letters. It was freezing outside, and the cabin we grandly called office didn’t offer much protection from the elements, being paper-thin and stuck together with gaffer tape as it was.


  “We’ve got more work on than we can handle. Something’s got to give.”


  Nick, co-owner of Denning’s Builders, scraped a chair across the floor. Metallic shrieking set my teeth on edge.


  “No, drag it why don’t you?”


  He smacked me round the head, the normal professional discussion etiquette. I didn’t know why cucumber sandwiches weren’t a regular part of our day. “We could ask them to work Saturdays? That or no job.”


  I had already considered that, but only after too many pints. “And risk being set on fire?” Our team was good. Fairly good, as long as we didn’t expect too much—took them to the pub for regular drinks, and tried not to use the W-word.


  He wrinkled up his face. “True.”


  The W-word being work.


  They weren’t good. They turned up late, pissed in the customers’ gardens and buggered off early if they could. They were shit. But they were all we had, and finding new workers grew more and more difficult. We offered better wages than any other construction firm in the area; still, it seemed these days nobody wanted to be outside in blizzards freezing off their arses when they could be working in some cosy office instead. The modern world is a fucked-up place.


  “What we need,” I said slowly, in recognition of Nick’s hangover, “is someone who already knows the ropes. Somebody not new to making conservatories. A person with skills!”


  “Stop talking like I’m an idiot. I wonder—”


  “No.”


  “You don’t know what I’m going to say yet.” He tweaked my nose. I did know, though. He was about to suggest we contact the local Job Centre to ask for candidates. It would mean hours interviewing people as far from being capable of building work as humanly possible. Last time, we got an Italian interpreter with a fear of heights, and a pensioner with two dogs and a fish. I’m not even joking. The fish was the best candidate but it forgot my instructions every three seconds.


  “You’re going to say,” I adopted his accent, “I know! Why don’t we go down town to that nice little Job Centre—the one where Trisha-who-I-fancy works? Ask her if she’ll advertise free, and in return, she gets her weekly quota and I get…da…da…da.”


  “No.” He tweaked my nose again, but this time it hurt. “Wasn’t. You’ve got a bogey.”


  “A shag.”


  “I was not,” he whined. “I even weren’t.”


  “You were. And yeah, we could do that, except the last five times, we wasted days and ended up with exactly no new workers. Zero. And Trish already has a boyfriend. One who cleans his socks.”


  “I love Trish,” he sniffed. “If she’d let me.”


  “But you wouldn’t wash your socks. Doesn’t Geoff know anyone?” Nick’s bro was in the business, also hot. “Ring him now and suggest dinner tonight. He knows bloody everyone within fifty miles.” Tell him to wear a mankini.


  I got a glare that could freeze vodka. “Only if I can ask Trish. Fair’s fair.”


  As overall boss, it was my job to keep order and be in charge at all times. Sometimes this meant I had to put my foot down with Nick, who was given to overriding sexual ambition at the cost of professional targets.


  I got stern. “Oh, all right. Ring G now.” Geoff really was my idea of a good Friday leading into Saturday. Not that he’d ever shown me any interest, but still. I liked to look. How much is that puppy in the window…?


  “Ring?” Nick’s look of horror almost made me laugh, but I was too cold, and boss-like, for such things. Nick’s family had a fear of making phone calls. Twice, I’d got them onto the Jeremy Kyle show for talking therapy and public humiliation, but they refused to go. Some people you just can’t help.


  “Text.”


  He adopted an expression that suggested he was doing me a great favour, whereas I was only thinking of the business. He prodded his phone with great paws, very like Yogi Bear, and then grunted.


  “He said yes?”


  “Mm.”


  We made our way back outside into the cold and ice to bash holes into a garden. I amused myself by fantasising about Geoff and it got me through the afternoon. Life as a builder was always full, rich and wonderful.


  Chapter Two


  I’m over it now.


  Still, I want him to see me. To look straight through everyone else, the way he used to. Push them aside to get across. To get to me. I want him to grin and wave like Jar Jar Binks, gangly and idiotic. With limbs like that, he shouldn’t be so hot.


  But he is.


  ‘Fuck off!’ I want to shout at the people pawing. ‘Fuck off shaking his hand and clapping his shoulders. Get your filthy selves off!’ Seems like the whole pub is pleased to see him, hasn’t forgotten, though it’s been months.


  He never gave me any reason to be jealous; still, I’m bristling like a dog about to attack.


  The world carries on, ignorant of my exploding head and imploding heart. How can that be?


  From alongside the bar I can see him clearly. It’s weird, like looking at old photos of myself, both familiar and not. Same tousled hair, slightly too long but nice to grip. Beautiful when he’s naked. Beautiful.


  Underneath a red-and-black-check shirt I know there’s a hairy chest and a very kissable birthmark above his left hip. He’s wearing clothes I don’t recognise and haven’t touched, not ever. It cuts, bad enough to make me struggle for air. He’s been shopping alone, made decisions and choices without asking for my opinion.


  The pub door bursts open, and a new wave of Friday-night drinkers enter and block my view. I’m pushed out, squashed by happy people.


  I’m…I’m over him now.


  I want him to see me hiding. I want him to see me losing it. I want him to know about the emptiness of every fucking morning since he left, me sitting with head in hands, unable to face the day.


  A tall woman moves, and I can watch again. He’s animated, talking fast. I guess he’s telling them how fab life is now, how much money he earns, how much fun Germany is. And yeah, maybe he’s even talking about the guys. How many guys have there been? Two? Five? Ten? One? Guys in his place, guys in his bed, guys in his life. Does he hold their heads? Cradle their jaws with infinite care, thumb pressing ever so gently? Does that hint of strength make their bodies vibrate with wanting? Does it?


  My jaw aches. I’m grinding my teeth. From loss. The loss of my life. I bet they love him, in Germany.


  But something’s different. He’s too happy, too fast, too…everything, like he’s putting on a show. Or maybe I’ve forgotten. Six months is long enough for him to have learnt a whole new set of skills.


  I want him to see me, but not like I am now, tonight. I didn’t shower after work because what’s the point? I drove the lads here, and then I found a quiet place where I can count the hours until they’ve had enough. My hair is halfway down my back, overgrown and under-loved. I’ve lost weight. I probably cleaned my teeth this morning. I can’t be sure. No man would bother trying to chat me up.


  I haven’t always been this way.


  I want him to see me the way he did before he left, or I don’t want him to see me at all…


  ***


  Geoff and all his hair sat, legs spread, arms behind his head, somewhere between the Yeti and Knight Rider in his prime.
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