


 
 
 

 
Undead and Unreturnable

 

 
MARYJANICE DAVIDSON

 
 
Hachette Digital

www.littlebrown.co.uk




MaryJanice Davidson has written in a variety of genres, including contemporary romance, paranormal romance, erotica, and non-fiction. She lives in Minnesota. Visit her website at www.maryjanicedavidson.net.




Also by MaryJanice Davidson

Undead and Unwed 
Undead and Unemployed 
Undead and Unappreciated 
Undead and Unpopular




 
 
 

 
Undead and Unreturnable

 

 
MARYJANICE DAVIDSON

 
 
Hachette Digital

www.littlebrown.co.uk




 
Published by Hachette Digital 2010

 
Copyright © 2005 by MaryJanice Davidson Alongi

 



 
The moral right of the author has been asserted

 
All the characters in this book are fictitious and any resemblance
 to real persons, living or dead, is entirely coincidental.

 



eISBN : 978 0 7481 1985 1

 



 
This ebook produced by JOUVE, FRANCE

 



 
Hachette Digital
An imprint of
Little, Brown Book Group
100 Victoria Embankment
London EC4Y 0DY

 



 
An Hachette Livre UK Company





In honor of my grandfather,  
John Opitz,  
who taught me to do the best I could without complaint.  
Which, like all important life lessons,  
is lost on me.
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AUTHOR’S NOTE

After seeing all the books, movies, magazines, and National Enquirer articles out there about serial killers, I got a little curious. After some research, I found that the actual number of estimated psycho killer nutjobs running around is anywhere between ten and five hundred. (For obvious reasons, it’s tough to come up with an exact number.)

Let’s say the experts are way off, and triple the guesstimate: one thousand, five hundred. There are about three hundred million people in the United States. So roughly .0000005 percent of the population is made up of serial killers. Needless to say, chances are you’re not going to trip over one in your driveway.

Betsy, of course, has problems most of us will never, ever have to deal with. She and Detective Nick Berry win the serial killer lottery in this tale, but, like drinking blood and endless police paperwork, it’s not something most of the rest of the population has to worry about.

Also, colic is bad. But it doesn’t last forever.




From the Book of the Dead:

 



“And the Queene shall noe the dead, all the dead, and neither shall they hide from her nor keep secrets from her.”

 



 



And:

 



“And she will noe Evil in many forms, and defeat it should that be her will, and be the Protector and Avenger of all the dead, for as long as shalt be the will of the Queene.”




“Just like a spider with a line of silk! Did you ever see them throw themselves out into space to weave? They’re taking a chance, every single time. They got to do it or else they’d never create anything. But I bet it don’t feel good, even to a spider.”

—OLIVIA GOLDSMITH,
 Fashionably Late



 


“It’s not a bad little tree, really. It just needs a little love.”

—LINUS,
 A Charlie Brown Christmas



 


“There’s more of gravy than of grave about you, whatever you are!”

—CHARLES DICKENS,
 A Christmas Carol





 PROLOGUE


From the St. Paul Pioneer Press
 December 15, 2005



THIRD WOMAN FOUND SLAIN. Minneapolis, Minnesota.

The body of an Edina resident was found this morning at approximately six-thirty A.M. Cathie Robinson, 26, was found in the parking lot of the Lake Street Wal-Mart. Forensics show that she had been strangled. She had been reported missing on December 13. She is believed to be the third victim of the so-called Driveway Killer, who has so far claimed at least three local victims. 

Detective Nick Berry, who has been working with the FBI since the second victim, Martha Lundquist, was found on November 23, said the investigation is pursuing several leads. “This is our top priority,” Berry said. “Nothing else even comes close.”

Ms. Lundquist was reported missing on November 8, and her body was found in the parking lot of a White Bear Lake Target store on November 10.

The FBI has profiled the killer, who appears to be choosing tall blond women with light-colored eyes and short hair. Although an arrest is “imminent,” Berry warns Minneapolis women to use caution when leaving their places of business.

It is believed that the Driveway Killer has also struck in Iowa, Missouri, and Arkansas.

The FBI and local police believe that the first local victim was Katie Johnson, 27, who was reported missing on October 28 and whose body was found on November 4 in the parking lot of the Lakeville McStop.




From the Star Tribune
 December 17, 2005



BORN, to Antonia Taylor and John Peter Taylor of Edina, Minnesota, a boy, Jonathon Peter Taylor II, at 12:05 A.M. on December 15 at Fairview Ridges Edina.






 CHAPTER 1

This is how my tombstone read:
ELIZABETH ANNE TAYLOR
 APRIL 25, 1974-APRIL 25, 2004
 OUR SWEETHEART, ONLY RESTING





“That’s just so depressing,” my best friend, Jessica Watkins, observed.

“It’s weird.” My sister, Laura Goodman, was staring. “That is very, very weird.”

“Our sweetheart, only resting?” I asked. “What the hell’s that supposed to mean?”

“I think it’s nice,” my sister said, a little hesitantly. She  looked like a dirty old man’s dream with her long, butterscotch-blond hair, big blue eyes, and red peacoat. You know how ministers’ kids will sometimes go wild when they finally get away from their parents? Laura was the devil’s daughter (no, really), so her way of rebelling was to be as nice and sweet as possible. A dastardly plan. “It’s a little different. Most of the people I know would have gone with a Bible verse, but your mama certainly didn’t have to.”

“Given how things turned out,” Jess replied, running a hand over her skinned-back black hair, “it’s a little prophetic, don’t you think?” As usual, when she put her hair up, she pulled it back so tightly, the arch of her eyebrows made her look constantly amazed. Though it’s possible, given where we were standing, that she really was amazed.

“I think standing in front of my own grave is the last place I want to be on the seventeenth day of December, is what I think.” Depressing and creepy. Must be the holidays.

Jessica sighed again and rested her forehead on my shoulder. “Poor Betsy. I can’t get over it. You were so young!”

Laura smirked a little. “Like turning thirty wasn’t enough of a trauma. Poor Betsy.”

“So young!”

“Will you pull yourself together, please? I’m right here.” I stuck my hands into my coat pockets and sulked. “What is it, like ten below out? I’m freezing.”

“You’re always freezing. Don’t bitch if you’re going to go outside without your gloves. And it’s thirty-five degrees, you big baby.”

“Would you like my coat?” Laura said. “I don’t really feel the cold.”

“Another one of your sinister powers,” Jessica said. “We’ll add it to the list with weapons made of hellfire and always being able to calculate a 22 percent tip. Now Bets, run this by me again . . . how’d your tombstone finally show up here?”

I explained, hopefully for the last time. I had, of course, died in the spring. Rose in the early dawn hours the day of my funeral and gone on undead walkabout. Because my body was MIA, the funeral was cancelled.

But my mother, who had been in a huge fight with my dad and stepmom about what to spend on my marble tombstone, had rushed to order the thing. By the time it was finished, no funeral, no service, no burial. (My family knew the truth about what I was now, and so did Jessica. My other coworkers and friends had been told the funeral had been a joke, one in very poor taste.)

So anyway, my tombstone had been in storage the last six months. (My stepmother had been pushing for plain, cheap granite, with my initials and my dates of death and birth; a penny saved is a penny earned, apparently. My dad, as he always did when my mom and Antonia were involved, stayed out of it.)

After a few months, the funeral home had politely contacted my mother and asked what she’d like to do with my tombstone. Mom had the plot and the stone paid for, so she had them stick it in the dirt the day before yesterday, and mentioned it at lunch yesterday. You know how it goes:  “Waiter, I’ll have the tomato soup with Parmesan croutons, and by the way, honey, I had your tombstone set up in the cemetery yesterday.”

Jessica and Laura had been morbidly curious to see it, and I’d tagged along. What the hell, it made for a break from wedding arrangements and Christmas cards.

“Your mom,” Jessica commented, “is a model of scary efficiency.”

Laura brightened. “Oh, Dr. Taylor is so nice.”

“And just when I think your stepmother can’t get any lamer . . . no offense, Laura.” The Ant was technically Laura’s birth mother. It was a long story.

“I’m not offended,” she replied cheerfully.

“Have you two weirdos seen enough?”

“Wait, wait.” Jessica plopped the bouquet of cream-colored calla lilies on my grave. I nearly shrieked. I’d sort of assumed she’d picked those up for one of the eighty thousand tables in our house. Not for my grave. Ugh! “There we go.”

“Let’s bow our heads,” Laura suggested.

“No way. You’re both fucking ill.”

“Language,” my sister replied mildly.

“We’re not praying over my grave. I’m massively creeped out just being here. That would be the final, ultimately too-weird step, ya weirdo.”

“I’m not the one on a liquid diet, O vampire queen. Fine, if you won’t pray, then let’s book.”

“Yeah,” I said, casting one more uneasy glance at my grave. “Let’s.”




 CHAPTER 2

“Good evening, Your Majesty.”

“Tina, baby,” I called, dumping more cream in my tea. “Have a seat. Have a cup.”

“How long have you been up?”

“Two hours or so,” I said, trying not to sound smug. God had answered my prayers and lately I’d been waking up around four in the afternoon. Of course, I lived in Minnesota in December, so it was just as dark at four as it was at eight, but still.

“But you . . . you haven’t seen the paper?” Tina sat down across from me, the Trib folded under her arm. She put it next to her and ignored the teapot. “Not yet?”

“I don’t like the sound of that. Not one bit.”

Tina hesitated, and I braced myself. Tina was an old vampire, ridiculously beautiful like most vampires, totally devoted to Sinclair and, to a lesser extent, me. She had made Sinclair, way back when, and helped us both win our crowns more recently, protected us, lived with us (not like that, ewww!) . . . she was like a major domo, except little and cute. So I guess she’d be a minor domo.

She had long, taffy-colored hair, which she usually piled up in an efficient knot, and enormous dark eyes. Big brownish-black anime eyes. Though she barely came up to my chin, she gave off an almost noble air. Like Scarlett O’Hara’s mother Ellen, I’d never seen Tina’s shoulders touch the back of any chair; I’d never seen her even slouch. She was also insanely smart and never forgot anything. She was a lot more queenlike than me, to tell the truth.

Anyway, my point was, she handled with aplomb the sort of situations that would drive most of us clinically insane or at least irritable. And she was hesitating. She was nervous.


Lord, help me be strong. “I guess you better tell me.”

She silently unfolded the paper and handed it to me. Births and deaths. I read the announcement. “Huh,” I said with total unsurprise. “My brother was born days ago, and they didn’t bother to tell me. How about that.”

Tina was actually cringing in her chair and opened her eyes wide at my remarks. “That’s . . . that’s all? That’s your only comment?”

“Oh, come on. I grew up with those people. This isn’t exactly atypical behavior. I guess I better get over to the house  and pay my respects. Let’s see . . . we’re supposed to meet with the florist tonight, but I seriously doubt Sinclair’s gonna mind if I reschedule that . . . and Jess and I are supposed to have a late supper, but she won’t want me to miss this . . . yeah, I’ll go see the baby tonight.”

Tina’s perfect, smooth forehead was wrinkled in surprise. “I must say, Majesty, you’re taking this much better than I anticipated.”

“I was sort of expecting it. I’ve been keeping half an eye on the birth announcements . . . just haven’t had a chance to get to them today. The baby’s early . . . I didn’t think the Ant was due until January.”

“She might have gotten her dates mixed up,” Tina suggested. “It’s possible she miscalculated the date of her last menstrual—”

“I’m trying to kill my unholy thirst, here,” I reminded her.

“Sorry.”

I took another look at the paper. “So brother Jon. You know, the last baby the Ant had was the daughter of the devil. Wonder what you’re gonna be like?”




 CHAPTER 3

“Your father’s not here,” the Ant said. Although she looked haggard, her pineapple-colored hair helmet was in perfect shape. She was clutching a baby monitor in her unpolished fingers, and a steady, monotonous crying was coming out of it. “He’s not back until tomorrow.”

“I’m here to see the baby, Antonia. You know, my brother? Congratulations, by the way.”

She was still hanging in the doorway, keeping me standing on the front step. “It’s not a good time, Betsy.”

“It never is. Really, for either of us. You look terrible,” I said cheerfully.

She glared. “I’m busy now, so you’ll have to come back.”

“Look, Antonia, how do you want to do this? I can keep  calling and keep coming by and you can keep blowing me off, and I can bitch to my father who will eventually get tired of being in the middle and make you let me see the baby, or you can let me in tonight and get it over with.”

She swung the door open wide. “Fine, come in.”

“Thank you so much. You’re too kind. So have you gained a ton of weight lately?” I asked, shrugging out of my coat. Then I remembered that I was constantly cold and wouldn’t be staying long and put it back on. “Not that you don’t look, you know, good.”

“I have to check on Jon,” she said, scowling at the monitor. “The doctor says it’s colic. Your father left me with him.”

“Yeah, that’s kind of his thing.”

“We named him after your father,” she added proudly, if inanely.

“But Dad’s name is John. With an H. The baby’s name is Jon, which, as I’m sure you know, being his mother, is short for Jonathon, which is spelled totally differently.” My lips were moving; could she understand me? Maybe it was time to get out the Crayolas.

She glared. “Close enough. He’s Jon Peter, just like your father.”

I gave up. “Which bedroom have you set up as a nursery?”

She pointed to the south end of the hallway at the top of the stairs . . . the bedroom farthest from the master bedroom. Surprise. I mounted the stairs, and she was right behind me.

“You’d better not bite him,” she snarked, which I didn’t dignify with an answer. The Ant felt (and said, loudly, all the  time) it was really thoughtless of me to not stay dead, and felt my fellow vampires were a bad element. That last one was a tough case to argue against. “You just better not. In fact, maybe you shouldn’t touch him at all.”

“I promise, I don’t have a cold.” I opened the door—I could hear the baby yowling through the wood—and walked into the nursery, which was overdone in Walt Disney Pooh. “Ick, at least do the original Pooh.”

“We’re redoing it next week,” she replied absently, staring into the crib. “All my Little Mermaid stuff showed up from eBay.”

Yikes, no wonder he was screaming. I looked down at him and saw nothing special: a typical red-faced newborn with a shock of black hair, little eyes squeezed into slits, mouth open in the sustained “EeeeeeYAH eeeeeeYAH eeeeeeYAH” of a pissed-off young baby.

He was dressed in one of those little sack things, like Swee’Pea, a pale green that made the poor kid look positively yellow. His little limbs didn’t have much fat on them; they were sticklike. His teeny fists were the size of walnuts.

Poor kid. Stuck in this overly big house with a Walt Disney theme, the Ant as his mom, and green swaddling clothes. It was too much to ask of anybody, never mind someone who hadn’t been on the planet for even a week. If I could have wept for him, I would have.

“Here,” the Ant said, and handed me a small bottle of Purell.

I rolled my eyes. “I’m not contagious.”

“You’re dead. Ish.”

I debated arguing but then just gave up and gave my hands a quick wash. Baby Jon wailed the entire time. I felt a little like wailing myself as I handed the bottle back.

I didn’t ask if I could pick him up; I just did it, carefully supporting his head. (I remembered that much from my baby-sitting days.) He finished up a final “EeeeeeYAH!” and then just laid there, gasping.

“I don’t want you to—” the Ant began and then cut herself off and stared at her son. “My God, that’s the first time he’s stopped crying in hours.”

“I guess he likes me.”

“Give him back.”

I handed Baby Jon over, and as soon as he was out of my arms he started howling again. The Ant hastily handed him back to me, and he quit.

I grinned—I couldn’t help it. A new vampire power! Newborns did my unholy bidding. Even better, the Ant was looking as green as Baby Jon’s outfit.

“Well,” I said loudly, because I’d handed him back again and I had to be heard over the shrieking, “I’ll be going now.”

“Wait!”

Heh.




 CHAPTER 4

I popped open the kitchen door and practically leaped into the middle of the floor. “I have returned!” I cried.

“Yeah, so have I,” Jessica said. She was still in her caramel-colored coat, a man’s coat that came almost to her ankles, and had her knitting bag in one hand and her gloves in the other. Nobody else looked up. Maybe I’d better rethink the dramatic entrance; too many people were used to it. “Thanks for canceling on me, you evil whore.”

“Oh, come on, like you really cared that I went over there and bugged the shit out of the Ant. And I have to cancel on you tomorrow, too, because I’m”—I paused for dramatic impact—“baby-sitting my baby brother.”

Jessica gaped. “You’re doing what to the baby?”

Tina and Sinclair actually looked up. “We didn’t catch that one, dear,” Sinclair told me.

“You all caught it. You heard exactly what I said.” I pulled my cold hands out of my pockets and blew on them, which did zero good. “Yeah, that’s right. I’m baby-sitting. The baby likes me, and even though the Ant doesn’t, she’s desperate to get out of the house. So I’m going back tomorrow night.”

“Back . . . into your stepmother’s home.”

“To be alone with her baby,” Tina clarified.

“Your stepmother’s baby,” Sinclair added.

“I know! It’s a Christmas miracle!”

“Well, I’ll come with,” Jessica decided. “Keep you company. And I’d like to see—John, is it?”

“Jon. Yeah. It’ll be fun! Weird. But fun. We can zap some popcorn and ‘forget’ it in the back of her closet.” I tossed my keys on the counter and crossed the room. “What are you guys working on?”

Eric Sinclair leaned back so I could take a look. He was the king of the vampires, my lover, my fiancé, my nemesis, and my roommate. It had been, to put it mildly, an interesting year.

As usual, I was so distracted by Sinclair’s essential deliciousness, I almost forgot to look at the book they were so engrossed in. He was just so . . . well, yummy. Yummy and great-looking and tall and broad-shouldered and so so fine. Should-be-against-the-law fine. Big hands. Big smile. Big teeth. Big everything. Oofta. After months of fighting my attraction to him, I didn’t have to anymore, and baby, I was  gorging. We both were. It was nice not to be looking at him out of the corner of my eye all the time. We were getting married. We were in love. We were supposed to be drooling all over each other.

I brushed some of his dark hair off his forehead, tried not to stare longingly into his black eyes, let my hand wander down to his lapel, and finally tore my gaze back to the table. In half a second, my good mood evaporated like the Ant’s taste at a sample sale.

“What the hell is that doing here?”

“Darling, your grip—” He put his hand on my wrist and gently disengaged me, because I’d twisted the cloth of his lapel in my fist and, knowing him, he was less worried about the damage to his windpipe than ruining the line of his clothing.

“Don’t get upset,” Tina began.

“Ahhh! Ahhh!” I ahhh’d, pointing.

“The UPS man brought it,” she continued.

Jessica and I stared at her.

“No, really,” she said.

“The UPS guy brought that?” Jessica squeaked, also pointing at the Book of the Dead.

“And a box from your mother,” Tina added helpfully.

“Christ, I’d hate to see what’s in the other box!”

“I thought we—” Jessica glanced at Sinclair, who was as smooth-faced as ever, though his black eyes were gleaming in a way that made the hair on my arms want to leave. “I thought it was gone for good.”

“Shit, shit, shit,” I muttered. It was open—open!—and I slammed it closed. “Shit! Don’t look at it. Shit! Why were you looking at it?”

“Oh, well, the best-laid plans and all of that.” Sinclair smiled, but he didn’t look especially happy. “Better luck next time, and by that I mean, don’t you dare try it again.”

Long story short: I’d read the Book of the Dead around Halloween and had gone nuts for a while. Really nuts. Biting and hurting my friends nuts. Even now, three months later, I was still so desperately ashamed of how I’d acted, I could hardly think about it. I had punished myself by wearing Kmart sneakers for a month, but even that didn’t seem to strike the right note of penitence.

The up side was, now I could rise from my deep, dark slumber in the late afternoon, instead of being conked from dawn to dusk. But it wasn’t enough of a trade-off for me, and I’d thrown the Book into the Mississippi River, and good riddance.

Sinclair had been coldly furious, and Tina hadn’t been especially happy with me, either. Historical document, priceless beyond rubies, invaluable soothsaying tool, blah-blah. He hadn’t shut me out of his bed, but the entire time we were having sex that night, he never stopped with the lecturing. And in his head (I can read his mind, though he doesn’t know that—yet), he was pissed. It had been a new kind of awful. But at the time, I thought it was a small price to pay to be rid of it.

And now it was back.

“Shit,” I said again, because for the life of me, I couldn’t think of anything else.

“Well,” Jessica said, staring at the Book, “I have some good news.”
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