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🔥 A taste of what’s inside… 🔥

His hand slid around my hip. My knees buckled when his fingers found the exact spot that sent me reeling. The headstone’s rough surface scraped my palms as his other hand came down hard, the crack echoing between the graves, leaving my skin stinging beneath the latex. I tried to say his name, but all that left me were broken sounds, every thrust driving me harder against the cold stone.

This is only the first haunting. The night doesn’t end here…

Dive deeper into Haunted Desires, where every Halloween comes with a darker touch and a more dangerous thrill.
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Graveyard Smash


Iswear this catsuit is trying to kill me.

The zipper has been stuck halfway up my back for the last five minutes, and I’m pretty sure my ribs are folding in on themselves. Latex squeaks against my skin every time I move, like it wants everyone in a five-mile radius to know I’m losing this fight.

“Jesus, Cass,” Kara teases from the couch, one leg hooked over the armrest, eyeliner pencil dangling from her fingers. “You look like Catwoman if her crime fighting involved wrestling with Spanx. How are you even planning to pee in that thing?”

“I’m not,” I grit out, twisting my shoulders as if the catsuit will magically loosen. Spoiler: it won’t. “This is the price of glory. People will remember this.”

Across the room, Maya is hot-gluing sequins onto a cheap witch cape she scored from Goodwill. “Yeah, they’ll remember when you faint in the graveyard because you can’t breathe.”

I flip them both off and turn back to the mirror. The reflection staring back at me is slick black curves, glossy enough to catch the overhead light, with my makeup already smudged from wrestling with the zipper. I arch my back, plant a hand on my hip, and mutter through my teeth. “Tell me I don’t look iconic.”

“You look iconic. Iconically uncomfortable.”” Kara mutters, smudging her eyeliner.

Maya tilts her head, squinting at me. Then she grins. “Honestly? You look hot as fuck. Like—‘someone’s gonna make a really bad decision tonight’ hot.”

“Exactly.” I smack my thigh and strike another pose. “Mission accomplished.”

The apartment looks like Halloween exploded: wigs piled on the coffee table, glitter stuck to the carpet, half-empty White Claws sweating onto coasters we don’t own. “Monster Mash” is blaring for the third time from the Bluetooth speaker, because apparently Spotify thinks there are only six spooky songs in existence. And the smell? A delightful combo of vodka, burnt microwave popcorn, and the acetone Maya used to glue rhinestones to her fake nails.

I grab my knee-high boots, zip them up, and admire the final form. Latex catsuit, cat-ear headband tilted at the right angle, and a tail that probably makes me look like a sex toy. Perfect.

Kara finally looks up from her eyeliner. “Just so you know, some drunk freshman is definitely gonna ask if they can pet your tail.”

“Let them try,” I say, smirking at my reflection. “This is a look of power.”

“Power until your bladder gives out,” Kara mutters.

Maya raises her White Claw in a toast. “To questionable life choices!”

Kara clinks her can against Maya’s with a sigh. “And to Cassie peeing herself before midnight.”

I snatch my tiny purse off the counter—just big enough for lip gloss and my ID—and sling it over my shoulder. “When I’m getting worshipped in that graveyard, you’ll both regret your slander.”

They laugh, shoving each other into the hallway, and I follow, my boots clicking against the floor, latex squeaking like it’s mocking me. My reflection in the darkened window catches me for a second: shiny, ridiculous, daring.

***

The cemetery gates groan when we step through, but the noise is drowned out by bass so heavy it makes the ground vibrate. Hollow Pines Cemetery—normally a creepy, empty patch of stone angels and mossy graves—has been hijacked by drunk undergrads armed with glow sticks and fog machines.

It looks feral. Like a Halloween store exploded and everyone decided to dance in the rubble.

Fairy lights are strung sloppily from headstone to headstone, casting weird halos over cracked marble angels. Skeleton props lean against actual graves, some already toppled over. Beer pong tables are balanced on caskets that look older than the town itself. The DJ booth is literally shoved up against the side of the old mausoleum, blasting out some EDM remix of “Somebody’s Watching Me.”

“Wow,” Kara mutters, clutching her plastic devil pitchfork like it’s going to protect her from catching an STD by proximity. “Peak college class.”

Maya’s already halfway gone, squealing and running toward a gaggle of witches in fishnets. Her sequined cape flashes under the lights like a disco ball. “Come on!” she calls back. “This iis amazing!”

I can’t tell if the fog curling around our ankles is October mist or just one of the seven smoke machines blasting nonstop in the corner. The air reeks of beer, sweat, and the faint whiff of burning pumpkin—someone definitely set a jack-o’-lantern on fire.

A guy dressed as Frankenstein lurches past us, spilling half his drink on the ground. “Yo, kitty!” he calls, grinning like he’s just seen his first pair of boobs. “Wanna play beer pong?”

“Hard pass,” I mutter, brushing by him with a squeak of latex. My catsuit is already sticky under the fairy lights, but at least it looks good.

Another drunk idiot dressed like Jack Sparrow on spring break tries to hand me a glow stick. I wave him off. Everywhere I look, it’s chaos: zombies puking in the bushes, witches doing shots off a gravestone, frat boys howling like wolves every time the DJ changes tracks.

Kara groans beside me, already regretting everything. “Five minutes in and I want to die.”

“Relax,” I say, scanning the crowd. “It’s Halloween. We’re supposed to make questionable choices.”

She snorts. “You’re dressed like a walking questionable choice.”

I grin, not even mad. She’s right. And honestly? I feel good about it. Everyone’s staring—half in awe, half in horror—but either way, they’re staring. Exactly the kind of reaction I wanted.

A group of freshmen in cheap zombie makeup bump into me, sloshing beer onto my boots. One of them slurs out an apology before immediately tripping over a fake skeleton and face-planting into the grass.

“Yep,” I sigh, brushing a leaf off my thigh. “This is already lame.”

The music, the drunk freshmen, the stench of beer—it’s all too much. Too loud, too messy, too predictable. My friends can dance themselves into oblivion, but I need air. Something quieter.

I peel away from the crowd, the squeak of my latex drowned out by the thud of bass. The fog thickens as I slip between gravestones, farther from the fairy lights and the chaos. The noise fades, replaced by the hush of leaves rustling in the October wind.

Finally—peace.

I hadn’t realized how badly I needed it until the bass stopped rattling my ribs. Out here, the fog didn’t feel like a frat boy’s stage prop—it was colder, heavier, curling over the grass like it had been waiting for me. The air smelled different too: damp earth, rotting leaves, the faint mineral bite of stone. The kind of scent you couldn’t bottle no matter how many “Halloween candle” labels you slapped on it.

I let out a breath and stretched my shoulders, wincing at the squeak my latex catsuit made in the silence. Back at the party it was drowned out by bad remixes and drunk screaming. Out here? It sounded obscene. Every step I took squealed, giving me away with zero shame.

The tombstones rose taller the further I walked. Not the polished granite rectangles with fake cobwebs draped over them by bored frat pledges, but old markers: crooked slabs with letters half-erased, angels with their noses broken off, crosses wrapped in ivy. Some leaned so far sideways it looked like the dead were trying to crawl out and tilt them down.

I trailed my clawed glove across one as I passed. Cold, slick with mist. My reflection was a warped shadow in its polished surface, shiny latex and cat ears ridiculous against centuries-old stone.

A crow screeched from the trees above, the sound so sharp I nearly jumped out of my skin. Its wings beat the air, black feathers tumbling down as it vanished into the fog. My chest jolted, and I laughed at myself a second later. Great. Spooky graveyard, dumb crow, me about to piss myself in a catsuit I couldn’t even get out of without help.

This was better, though. Better than drunk zombies spilling beer on me. Better than listening to Maya scream-sing “Thriller” while Kara looked like she wanted to commit homicide. The noise was still out there, echoing faintly through the fog, but here? Here it felt like I’d stepped out of time.

I slowed down, boots crunching over damp leaves. My breath puffed in the cold air, visible for a second before it vanished into the mist. I wondered how many people had done this before me—slipped away from the noise to wander alone through a place meant for the dead.

The statues seemed to watch me as I passed. An angel with a cracked face, one wing chipped down to a stump. A hooded figure clutching a book whose words had been worn to dust. Their eyes were blank marble, but I swear they followed me, pale smudges against the dark.

A shiver crawled through me, more hunger than fear, as if the cemetery waited to see what I’d do.

I told myself I should turn back. Go find Kara, haul Maya out of the dance circle, call it a night. But I kept moving, swallowed by fog, the party shrinking to a distant echo.”

For the first time all night, I felt like myself. No noise, no crowd, no eyes on me except the ones carved in stone. Just me, latex squeaking, heartbeat loud in my ears, walking into shadows I probably had no business exploring.

The mist shifted, curling away from one of the taller headstones like something unseen had disturbed it. At first I thought it was just the wind—until I saw him.

He was leaning against the stone, half in shadow, half caught in the pale glow of the moon. Not dressed like anyone else at the party—no fake fangs, no neon wig, no polyester cape. Just a worn leather jacket, dark jeans, boots planted solid against the ground. Simple. Effortless. But somehow it was the hottest thing I’d seen all night.

He looked… older. Definitely older. Not a sophomore in a spray-painted skeleton hoodie, not a frat boy wobbling in a toga. Thirty, maybe? Thirty-five? Hard to tell in the dark, but his jaw was sharp, his shoulders broad, his stance steady in a way no drunk undergrad could fake.

A little gasp slipped out before I could catch it.

He didn’t move right away. Just stood there, arms crossed, eyes fixed on me through the fog like he’d been waiting for me. His expression wasn’t obvious—no smirk, no grin, no “hey baby” bullshit. Just… calm. Confident. The kind of presence that made it feel like the rest of the world was background noise.

The cemetery felt different with him in it. Less like a place I was trespassing in, more like a stage where he belonged. Like he’d been carved from the same stone as the headstones he leaned against.

I slowed without meaning to, dry stems snapping faintly as I shifted my weight. My latex squeaked, too loud in the hush, and I wanted to curse myself for sounding ridiculous. Here I was, dressed like a bad porn parody of Catwoman, staring at a man who looked like he could eat every frat boy on the dance floor for breakfast.

The party was still out there somewhere—thudding bass, screaming laughter—but here it was just him and me and the mist. And Holy shit, he was hot. The kind of hot you didn’t even see in movies anymore, because everyone my age was obsessed with soft boys and skater haircuts. He had that older, harder edge. The kind that didn’t apologize for taking up space.

For a second, I convinced myself he had to be faculty. A grad student, maybe, sneaking into the party for nostalgia. Some English TA with a secret motorcycle and a knack for making freshmen cry in office hours. That had to be it.

Because the alternative—the way his presence made the hairs on my arms lift, the way the mist seemed to bend around him—was too ridiculous to consider.

Still, I couldn’t look away.

His eyes were locked on me, steady and dark, following every step I took. The kind of stare that wasn’t hungry, not yet—but promised it could be.

I swallowed air, pulse banging harder than it had when that crow came out of nowhere.

Whoever he was, he didn’t belong to the chaos of the party. He belonged here, in the silence and the shadows.

And for reasons I couldn’t explain, I felt like I belonged here with him.

I should’ve turned around. Any sane girl would’ve seen a strange man leaning against a gravestone in the fog and headed straight back to the safety of drunk witches and coffin beer pong. But my boots kept moving, crunching the leaves one by one, latex squeaking like a soundtrack to my own bad decision.

He didn’t move, not even when I stopped a few feet away. He just tilted his head slightly, eyes trailing down the length of my catsuit in a way that made my skin heat under the latex. That calm confidence again, as if the whole place belonged to him and I was just passing through.

I arched a brow, forcing my voice steady. “Nice spot you’ve got here. Real romantic ambiance. Ten out of ten fog machine work.”

A trace of amusement slipped through, there and gone before I could call it a smile.

“You don’t like the party?” His voice was low, rough around the edges. His voice was low, rough around the edges — not loud, but heavy enough to settle under my skin.

“Love the part where I almost got puked on by a zombie,” I shot back. “That was peak nightlife.”

His eyes flicked toward the distant glow of fairy lights, then back to me. “You don’t really belong with that crowd.”

I snorted, planting a hand on my hip. “What, and you do? You look like you wandered out of a motorcycle commercial. Let me guess—grad student? Crashed the undergrad rave for nostalgia?”

He laughed, sudden and uneven, like the noise caught him off guard.

“What else am I supposed to think? You’re way too old to be shotgunning beers and screaming along to ‘Thriller.’”

He pushed off the gravestone, taking a step closer, and I had to tilt my chin up to meet his eyes. Definitely older. Not wrinkly-old, not dad-bod old, but solid, carved, the kind of man who knew what to do with himself. A very dangerous kind of older.

“Maybe I just like the view,” he said, gaze flicking down my body in a way that made the latex feel like it wasn’t nearly enough coverage.

I rolled my eyes, even as my heartbeat tripped over itself. “Subtle. Real subtle. What’s next, you gonna ask to pet my tail?”

His smile deepened—just slightly, but enough to send a shiver through me. “Not unless you want me to.”

God. He was smooth. Too smooth. Nothing like the stammering frat boys tripping over themselves to call me “hot kitty.” This was… steady. Intentional. Like he already knew exactly where this was going, and he was just waiting for me to catch up.

I folded my arms across my chest, partly to look unimpressed, partly to keep from fidgeting. “You don’t exactly blend in out here, you know. People are gonna start wondering who the hot biker guy creeping around the cemetery is.”

“Let them wonder,” he said simply, and his tone made it clear he didn’t give a damn what anyone thought.

It hit me fast, like a spark under my skin. Maybe it was the fog. Maybe it was the vodka. Or maybe it was the way he looked at me like I wasn’t just another drunk girl in a costume. Like I was something worth noticing.

And for the first time all night, I wanted to be noticed.

The fog pressed in closer, thicker now, as if the dark itself wanted me swallowed whole.

He stepped out of the shadows just enough for me to see the strong lines of his jaw, the faint silver in his stubble, the worn leather jacket molded to him, broken in all the right places. Older, steadier, more dangerous than any college guy had a right to be.

We stood there in silence, the graveyard too quiet around us, the party nothing but a faint bass-thud in the distance. I swallowed hard, breaking the tension the only way I knew how.

“So,” I said, tilting my head, “do I get a name, or are you just gonna keep staring like a creep?”

He didn’t grin — he let my name fall like a secret I wasn’t meant to have. "Elias."

I repeated it under my breath, tasting the syllables. It fit him—sharp, solid, old-fashioned in a way that made him feel even more out of place among the glow sticks and beer pong tables.

He cocked his head, waiting.

“Cassie,” I offered, finally. My voice sounded steadier than I felt.

“Cassie,” he echoed, dragging it out like he was claiming it for himself. Then he stepped closer, and air suddenly felt like a scarce resource.

His hand came up, fingers brushing along my jaw. Rough and warm against my skin, like he’d been working with his hands all day—like he belonged to another time, another life. I should’ve stepped back. Instead I tilted toward him, hungry for more of that touch.

And then he kissed me.

It wasn’t soft. It wasn’t hesitant. His lips found mine with unshakable intent, and my body caved to it before I had a chance to resist. His other hand gripped my waist, dragging me flush, latex squealing in protest.

Fire licked through my chest so sudden I gasped against him. This wasn’t fumbling or sloppy or drunk. This was a man who kissed like he knew exactly what he wanted—and exactly how to take it.

When he finally pulled back, his mouth hovered just over mine, breath hot against my lips. His voice was low, rough, still vibrating against me.

“That suit…” He let the words drag. “Don’t take it off.”

I huffed a laugh, shaky and defiant. “You have any idea how impossible this thing is to breathe in?”

His grip on my hip tightened, the faintest scrape of teeth against my jaw. “Then don’t breathe.”

God help me, part of me liked the sound of that.

So I kissed him again, harder this time, pulling him closer by the lapels of his jacket. The fog wrapped around us, the headstones loomed, and somewhere deep inside I knew I was already in over my head.

The kiss broke, leaving me breathless, my lips still buzzing with the heat of him. Elias’s eyes burned into mine, steady and dark, like he was daring me to tell him to stop. I didn’t. I couldn’t.

He sank to his knees so fast I gasped. The ground was wet and unforgiving beneath us, the fog pressing tight as he closed his mouth over the latex seam of my catsuit. His teeth skimmed, caught—then bit down, hungry and controlled.

The latex surrendered with a sharp sound, like scissors through ribbon, and cool air rushed against my newly exposed skin. My catsuit—the one I'd spent an hour squeezing into—split beneath his teeth. Something between panic and desire fluttered in my chest, my face flushing even as my hips tilted toward him.

I gasped his name—"Elias"—the syllables catching between shock and need. "Don't talk," he murmured against my skin, his breath hot where the latex had torn, and then I felt the first stroke of his tongue.

I braced against the gravestone behind me, plastic claws scraping granite with a sound like nails on chalkboard. Cold stone pressed into my shoulder blades. His tongue parted me, hot and wet where the night air hit my skin through the tear in the latex. My spine arched, heels lifting off the ground. The distant thump-thump-thump of "Monster Mash" faded beneath the wet sounds between us, beneath the roar of my own heartbeat. His nails bit into my thighs, holding me still even as my knees threatened to buckle. Each breath came shorter than the last, catching in my throat, the catsuit suddenly two sizes too small.

The orgasm tore through every nerve, overwhelming and unstoppable. I cried out, the sound bouncing between gravestones before dissolving into darkness. My legs threatened to buckle beneath me, but his grip was iron, his mouth relentless against my flesh until every muscle in my body quivered with aftershocks.

By the time he rose back to his feet, I was shaking, trying to pull myself together and failing. His mouth glistened in the dim light, and the look he gave me said he knew exactly what he’d done.

And then my eyes dropped lower.

Oh. My. God.

Magnificent didn’t even cover it. His cock strained against his jeans as he shoved them down, thick, imposing, perfect, almost terrifying in its size. My awe must have shown, because his smirk deepened.

“Bend over,” he demanded, the words vibrating with a need that set fire to my veins.

I spun around, pressing my hands against the gravestone's icy surface. My body knew what it wanted—back arched, hips tilted toward him. The catsuit hugged every inch of me except where he'd torn it open, and I trembled as the night air kissed the ache between my thighs.

His first push stole my breath away. He entered with such force I gasped, fingers scraping against cold stone as I struggled to take him in. There was no gentle easing—just a driving pace, his body hammering into mine, every thrust stripping the world down to nothing but him.

His hand slid around my hip. My knees buckled when his fingers found the exact spot that sent me reeling. The headstone’s rough surface scraped my palms as his other hand came down hard, the crack echoing between the graves, leaving my skin stinging beneath the latex. I tried to say his name, but all that left me were broken sounds, every thrust driving me harder against the cold stone.

The second wave hit harder than the first, tearing a scream from my throat. My body convulsed as he kept the pressure steady, his fingers working me without pause. Behind me, a rough sound broke loose from him—a low groan that rattled through his chest and into my back as his thrusts lost their rhythm. His body locked tight against mine, and the two of us shook together in the aftermath, every nerve strung out and spent.

When it was over, I collapsed forward against the stone, panting, sweat cooling under my catsuit, legs shaking so hard I wasn’t sure I’d be able to stand.

And still, wrecked as I was, I wanted more.

My legs were jelly. My lungs felt like I’d run a marathon in six-inch heels. And my poor catsuit—ripped open, sticking to my skin, squeaking every time I shifted—looked like it had fought a war and lost.

Elias tucked himself away and zipped up, his movements calm and collected, as if he hadn't just left me trembling and broken against cold marble.

“Oh my god,” I whispered, pressing a shaky hand between my thighs. My palm came away wet. Not just me—him. I stared down, dazed and more than a little horrified. “You didn’t even… I mean, seriously?”

He smirked, the kind of smug look that made me want to slap him and kiss him all at once. “What? You wanted me to stop?”

I opened my mouth, then closed it again. No comeback. My brain was scrambled eggs. My body was still humming from the aftershocks, and between my thighs… yeah. Let’s just say my latex catsuit was not designed to handle cum leakage.

I shifted, and the slick warmth trickled down my inner thigh. “Oh, fuck me,” I groaned.

Elias’s smirk deepened. “I already did.”

“Not helping!” I hissed, clutching at the torn seam of the catsuit like I could magically fix it. My claws snagged uselessly at the latex, leaving little crescent marks. “Do you have any idea how expensive this thing was? I can’t exactly walk back in there looking like…” I trailed off, motioning weakly to the mess dripping down my thighs.

He lounged against the headstone, arms crossed over his chest, watching me with the satisfied look of someone enjoying a private joke. Not a hint of chivalry—no jacket offered, no helpful suggestion, not even a tissue pulled from his pocket. Just that infuriating half-smile that said he was enjoying every second of my predicament.

“I don’t—god, I don’t even have tissues,” I muttered, rummaging in my tiny purse. Lip gloss. ID. No tissues. No chance in hell of salvaging my dignity.

The cum kept sliding, sticky and hot, and I tried awkwardly to pinch my thighs together, like I could somehow keep it contained until I got home. It didn’t work.

“This is a nightmare,” I groaned. “Do you know how much drunk freshmen love pointing out bodily fluids? They’re going to eat me alive.”

Elias chuckled low, deep in his chest. The sound vibrated through me, annoying and hot all at once. “Maybe you should just tell them the truth.”

I shot him a glare. “Yeah, right. ‘Oh hey, don’t mind the rip in my latex and the fact that I’m dripping cum down my leg—it’s just from the hot biker who railed me against a gravestone.’ Totally believable.”

He just leaned there, arms folded, looking so smug it was like the darkness itself had been waiting for him.

I groaned and bent to check my purse again, knowing damn well it was useless. I swore under my breath and tried wiping at my thighs with the inside edge of my catsuit, but that only made the latex stickier. Perfect. Just perfect.

“Seriously, I’m screwed,” I muttered, half to myself. “No tissues, no backup panties, no dignity.”

When I glanced back toward him, ready to demand at least his number—because hot sex or not, he owed me something after wrecking my outfit—he wasn’t there.

I froze. Straightened. Spun in a slow circle. The fog clung heavy to the stones, but the patch where he’d been leaning was empty.

“Elias?” I called softly, like maybe he’d just stepped into the mist for a smoke break. Nothing. No shadow. No sound of boots crunching leaves. Not even a silhouette walking away.

My stomach flipped. Less horror-movie, more oh-my-god-he-actually-ditched-me.

“Unbelievable,” I muttered, dragging my torn catsuit back into place and squeezing my thighs together like that would stop the steady trickle sliding down my leg. “Hot older guy fucks me stupid, ruins my costume, and then bails without even a phone number. Classic.”

I let out a breathless laugh, half mortified, half delirious. My body still buzzed from his touch, skin hypersensitive, every inch on edge—and all I could think was how badly I wanted more. Wanted him pressed against me again.

But all I had was empty fog, a sticky mess between my thighs, and a walk of shame waiting for me back at the party.

By the time I managed to tug the torn edges of my catsuit into something resembling modesty, I already knew I was screwed. There was no hiding the rip. No hiding the mess. No hiding the way my thighs kept sticking together every time I moved.

The fog gave me cover at first, clinging thick and cold around my legs, but the closer I got to the thumping bass of the party, the thinner it got. The fairy lights glowed again between the gravestones, strobing off the mist like the world’s cheapest haunted house, and I could hear Maya shrieking over the music.

My boots slipped a little on wet leaves as I stumbled forward, my thighs clenched in a desperate attempt to stop any… leakage. Every step squeaked against the latex, loud to my ears, humiliating in a way nothing had ever been before.

God. What if it was obvious? I smothered a laugh, half-panicked.

The laughter of drunk students grew louder as I approached the edge of the crowd. Two frat boys in zombie makeup were pretending to sword fight with broken tree branches, knocking over a fake skeleton in the process. Someone had set a pumpkin on fire. A witch was peeing in the bushes with zero shame.

And there I was, latex catsuit torn wide open at the crotch, sticky and sore, trying to glide back in like nothing had happened.

“Cassie!” Kara’s voice cut through the noise before I saw her. She was perched on the arm of the beer pong coffin, arms crossed, devil horns crooked on her head. Her eyes narrowed as I stumbled into the fairy lights. “What the hell happened to you?”

I froze, my face burning hotter than the bonfire some idiot had built on a headstone. “Nothing. Absolutely nothing.”

Maya appeared a second later, breathless and glittering with sequins stuck to her face. “Cassie!” she squealed, throwing an arm around my shoulders. Then she froze, leaning back to look me up and down. Her eyes went wide. “Um. Did your costume just… explode?”

My stomach dropped. Of course she noticed. The tear was impossible to miss, jagged and gaping where Elias’s teeth had been. I tugged my tiny purse in front of me, clutching it low like it could somehow disguise the disaster zone between my thighs.

“It’s fine,” I said too quickly. “Wardrobe malfunction. Happens all the time.”

Maya's eyes narrowed at me. “Since when?”

“Since right now,” I snapped, trying to shuffle us away from the beer pong crowd. My legs didn’t want to cooperate, every step sticky and awkward, thighs dragging with the mess between them.

Kara slid off her perch, eyes narrowing further as she circled me like a detective. “You’ve been gone half an hour. You look like you ran a marathon, your lipstick’s smeared, and your outfit’s shredded in one very specific spot.”

My heartbeat spiked, loud enough I was sure Kara could hear it. I plastered a weak smile. “Graveyards are dangerous, okay? Sharp branches. Angry squirrels. Don’t ask questions.”

Maya giggled, clapping a glitter-sticky hand over her mouth. Kara just gave me the kind of look that said she was filing this away for interrogation later.

I yanked my purse tighter against my crotch and tried to pretend my legs weren’t trembling, my body wasn’t buzzing, my heart wasn’t still tangled up with the memory of Elias’s hands.

If I could just make it through the rest of the night without anyone else noticing, maybe I’d survive this.

I should’ve known there was no chance of slipping back into the party unnoticed. Kara’s detective glare was bad enough, but Maya? Maya had already switched from suspicious to gleeful, which was worse.

We’d barely made it three steps before she leaned in, eyes sparkling with mischief. “Sooooo,” she sang out, voice pitched high enough to cut over the music, “what exactly were you doing in the fog, Cassie? Because you look like you just—” she wiggled her eyebrows “—got handled.”

I could feel the blush giving me away. “I was walking. Alone. Clearing my head. That’s it.”

“Walking,” Kara repeated flatly, raising one brow. “And your outfit ripped itself open out of solidarity?”

I clutched my purse tighter against my crotch. “I told you. Wardrobe malfunction.”

Maya giggled so hard she nearly fell into me. “Girl, you are literally glowing. I’ve never seen you look like this. Who was he?”

“There wasn’t—”

“Uh-huh,” Kara cut in. “So your lipstick smeared itself. And your hair? You’ve got twigs in it. Very mysterious.”

I reached up, mortified, and sure enough—there was a tiny branch tangled in my hair. I yanked it free and tossed it aside. “Okay, fine, I maybe… talked to someone.”

"Talked?" Maya cackled. ‘That’s not small-talk shine, Cass. That’s post-orgasm sparkle.’”

I shifted, trying to play it cool, even as my body lit up in all the wrong ways.

“Spill it!” Maya demanded, bouncing on her toes. “Who? What’s his name? Where is he?”

I hesitated. Elias. God, even thinking his name made my chest squeeze. But when I spun around—ready to insist I hadn’t just wandered off and imagined him—the words caught in my throat.

Because he wasn’t there.

The headstone where he’d leaned, the patch of fog where he’d kissed me, the shadows where he’d taken me apart—it was all just empty now. Empty and silent, like he’d never existed at all.

I swallowed hard, my voice thin. “He… he was here. Deeper in. I swear.”

Kara folded her arms. “Convenient.”

Maya gasped, her grin widening. “Oh my god. Did you just invent yourself a hot graveyard hookup? That’s commitment, babe.”

“I didn’t invent him!” I snapped, too loud, drawing a few stares from nearby drunk vampires. I lowered my voice, wishing the ground would swallow me whole. “He was real. I swear.”

Kara gave me a long, slow look, barely holding back a grin. “Real men don’t vanish into the mist five seconds after sex.”

“Unless,” Maya chimed in gleefully, “he was, like… a sexy cemetery spirit.” She wiggled her fingers like a ghost and moaned, “Ooooh, come ride my haunted dick.”

I buried my face in my hands. “You two are insufferable.”

“You’re the one coming back from the fog with ripped latex and mystery fluids,” Kara shot back.

Maya howled with laughter, looping her arm through mine. "Don’t worry, Cass. Even if he was imaginary, at least your fantasy dick game is strong."

I groaned, letting them drag me deeper into the chaos of the party, purse still clutched tight to cover the evidence. Elias was gone, my dignity was in shreds, and my friends were never going to let me live this down.

“Real or not," Kara said, slinging an arm around my shoulders, "you owe me details tomorrow.”


Ghosted, Not Ghosted


By morning, I’d almost convinced myself it had to be the vodka.

Not the sex—that lingered in every muscle, thighs sore in ways I didn’t want to explain. Not the way he’d kissed me either, or the maddening smirk he wore while I wrestled with my catsuit. Those were real. Those happened. No amount of hangover hydration packets or greasy breakfast sandwiches was going to erase them.

But the part where I thought he was actually interested in me? Yeah. That had to be the vodka.

The guy hadn’t even left me a name, a number, or a fake Instagram handle. No “see you around,” no lame excuse about needing to find his friends. Just poof—vanished. The Houdini of one-night stands, leaving me with nothing but sore thighs and a story no one was going to believe.

And here I was, twenty-two, sitting on my couch in sweatpants, Googling “hot biker guy Elias + Hollow Pines” like an idiot. All I got was Yelp reviews of a barbecue joint two towns over and some blurry Facebook profile pictures that definitely weren’t him.

Kara shuffled past me with her morning coffee, still in her devil horns from last night, giving me the side-eye. “You look like you crawled out of a crypt.”

I did. Pretty sure I left my dignity buried in there.

Maya popped out of her bedroom, still glittery, holding up her phone. “By the way, the graveyard hookup story is already circulating on campus. Someone saw you stumble back looking like roadkill Barbie. You’re famous.”

I groaned, faceplanting into the couch cushions. “Kill me.”

Maya flopped down beside me, scrolling TikTok. “Honestly, I respect it. I mean, if you’re gonna hook up with an imaginary boyfriend, at least you picked the setting. Graveyard sex? That’s iconic.”

“He wasn’t imaginary!” I shot back, muffled into the pillow. Then, quieter: “I just… don’t know how to find him again.”

Kara snorted into her mug. “So he ditched you after blowing out your outfit. Sounds like a keeper.”

I sat up, glaring. “You don’t understand. He was… different. Older. Hotter. Like, the kind of guy you don’t meet at keg stands.”

“Yeah, Cass, because you didn’t meet him at a keg stand,” Kara said dryly. “You met him in the fog like some horny crypt keeper.”

I threw a pillow at her. She dodged, smirking.

The truth was, she wasn’t wrong. I had no way of tracking him down. No phone number. No Instagram handle. No proof he was anything but a very realistic vodka hallucination.

And even if he was real, what were the odds he’d be back at the cemetery? None. Zero. The party was over. The kegs would be gone, the smoke machines off, the fairy lights unplugged. It would just be stones and silence.

Still, I couldn’t shake him. Close my eyes and there was his mouth. Shift on the couch and I felt him again, the memory of latex giving way under his teeth still sparking across my skin.

Going back was a dead end. A total waste of time.

What can I say? Bad decisions are kind of my brand.

***

By the time midnight rolled around, I’d already given myself at least twelve very reasonable arguments not to go.

Number one: he ditched me.

Number two: the party was over.

Number three: there was no way in hell he’d still be hanging around a cemetery like some sad graveyard security guard.

Number four: hoodie and leggings were not exactly latex catsuit levels of seduction.

And yet—there I was, tugging on sneakers, yanking my hair into a messy ponytail, and whispering, “This is stupid” at my reflection in the bathroom mirror.

Kara was in her room, snoring softly, a devil horn still stuck in her hair from last night. Maya had passed out on the couch, glitter glued to her cheek, phone balanced on her chest. Both of them would roast me alive if they knew I was sneaking out again.

So I tiptoed to the door, hoodie zipped, purse slung across my body like I was about to rob a gas station, and slipped outside.

The night was colder than it had been, the kind of sharp October chill that cut through thin leggings. The streets were empty, littered with fake spiderwebs and a few abandoned Solo cups. Halloween had already gone to bed.

Every step toward the cemetery felt dumber than the last.

“What am I doing?” I muttered to myself, hugging my arms around my chest. “Who actually does this? ‘Oh hey, I’ll just stroll into a foggy graveyard alone at midnight because I got railed once by a stranger who doesn’t even own a phone.’ Totally normal behavior, Cassie.”

A motion light flicked on in someone’s driveway as I passed, spotlighting me mid-grumble. I froze like a criminal. A raccoon darted across the lawn, staring at me like it was judging my life choices. “Don’t look at me like that,” I hissed at it. “At least you’re dumpster-diving for food. I’m dumpster-diving for dick. Different dumpsters.”

The raccoon blinked and waddled away, unimpressed.

By the time I reached the iron gates of Hollow Pines Cemetery, my ribs felt tight, every breath shallow. The fairy lights were gone, the music silent. Just the locked mausoleum, cold stone markers, and fog hanging heavy over the grass.

It was eerie without the crowd, like the place had swallowed all that noise whole and spit out silence.

I stood there for a full minute, gripping the cold iron gate, fighting with myself. This was insane. I wasn’t going to find him. I was going to find wet leaves, a stray cat, maybe tetanus. I should turn around. Go home. Pretend last night had been a bad dream involving vodka and poor life choices.

But I went anyway, feet dragging me through the gate and straight into the fog

Silence pressed in, thick enough that every squeak of my sneakers against the gravel felt like an alarm. My breath smoked out in quick bursts. The hoodie was useless against the chill, and I found myself missing the ridiculous armor of the catsuit. At least that had felt like protection. This just left me bare.

Five minutes in, I was already ready to admit this was pointless. He wasn’t here. Of course he wasn’t here. The man had vanished on me like smoke—why would he just hang around waiting?

I muttered under my breath, “Congrats, Cass. You’ve officially become the girl who chases after random hookup guy. In a cemetery. At midnight. What a glowing résumé.”

The silence didn’t answer. Just more fog, more cracked marble, more empty dark.

I sighed, slowing to a stop, my breath puffing white in the air. My chest hurt with the admission: he was gone. Maybe he’d been a one-time thing. Maybe he was laughing right now with his friends about the dumb girl in the catsuit. Maybe he hadn’t even been real.

I was just about to turn back when I saw him.

He was exactly where I hadn’t expected him to be—leaning against a tall headstone, arms crossed over his chest, casual as if this was his living room and not, you know, a graveyard. His leather jacket caught the faint light of the moon, his boots planted steady against the earth. And that smirk. God, that smirk. Like he’d known I’d come back all along.

I drew in air too fast, like he’d knocked it out of me just by looking.”

For a long second, neither of us moved. The silence wasn’t awkward—it vibrated between us, sharp and alive. My skin tingled, every sense pulled tight toward him.

I wanted to demand why he’d ditched me last night. I wanted to ask if he’d just been lurking here waiting for another girl dumb enough to stumble his way. I wanted to laugh in his face for thinking he could look at me like that after leaving me dripping and humiliated.

But none of that came out.

All I managed was standing there, rooted in place, staring at him like an idiot with everything in me tensing, waiting.”

I tried to steady myself, but each step pulled me toward him as if the whole cemetery sloped his way.

Because even dressed down, messy and ordinary, his gaze tracked me like the catsuit had never come off. Steady and certain, like he’d already peeled me open a dozen times before—and with that look, he might as well have done it again right there.

He didn’t say a word. He didn’t have to. The smirk on his mouth and the heat in his eyes said everything: I knew you’d be back.

And here I was.

All the hours I’d spent trying to talk myself out of this, all the reasonable arguments, all the doubts that had kept me pacing my apartment—it didn’t matter. Not when he was standing there like he’d been waiting just for me, like this was inevitable.

I didn’t even think. I was already moving.

One second I was frozen in the fog, the next I was crossing the space between us in a rush, dry leaves scattering beneath me. His smirk widened just slightly as I collided with him, my hands knotting into his jacket, and then my mouth was on his.

The kiss was nothing like last night.

Last night had been shock, adrenaline, the thrill of a stranger pinning me against cold stone. This was different. This was hunger. I kissed him like I’d been starving for twenty-four hours—and maybe I had. His lips met mine and it was fire in disguise—steady at first, then spreading until it owned me. He kissed me like he had all the time in the world, every slow pull and return daring me to beg for more.

And God, I did.

His hand came up to cradle the back of my neck, his thumb grazing the sensitive spot beneath my ear. My head tilted back, following his lead without resistance. His other hand found the small of my back, leather sleeve brushing against my hoodie as he drew me in until my hip bones pressed against his. The zipper of his jacket bit into my palms as I gripped the lapels, pulling myself closer until I could feel his heartbeat through the layers between us, pulling myself closer until the space between us was gone, the air itself too thin to breathe.

I bit down on his lower lip before devouring the rest of him. He made a sound—something between a growl and a groan—that vibrated from his chest straight into mine. Like a match dropped in gasoline, heat exploded through me.

Then his tongue found mine, and everything went liquid. The cemetery tilted sideways. My legs threatened to give out completely, and if his hands hadn't been gripping my waist, I'd have ended up a puddle at his feet.

The fog swirled around us, thicker, colder, but I barely noticed. All I felt was him—his mouth, his hands, the steady heat of his body pressing me into the stone at my back. Every kiss dragged me deeper, every second wound the tension tighter.

I broke away just long enough to gasp out, “God, I—”

He silenced me with another kiss, slower this time, teasing, making me chase it. His lips barely grazed mine, his breath hot against me, his eyes steady on my face like he was memorizing every twitch, every shiver.

It was infuriating. And intoxicating.

“Elias,” I whispered, tugging at his jacket, desperate to pull him closer.

“Patience,” he murmured against my mouth, savoring the way I shuddered against him.

Patience. As if that word had ever existed in my vocabulary.

I slammed back into him, reckless and hungry, and caught the edge of his smile before he took over—his tongue sliding against mine, his hands pulling me closer until my knees threatened to buckle. When we broke apart, I couldn't catch my breath, couldn't steady myself. My lips burned, and desire hummed through me like electricity finding the path of least resistance.

I should’ve pulled back, asked him questions, demanded to know who he really was. Instead, I sank down onto my knees right there in the grass, tugging at his belt like I’d been waiting all night for this.

Elias arched a brow, amused, but he didn’t stop me. His jacket creaked as he braced one hand against the stone behind him, watching me with that infuriatingly steady gaze. My fingers fumbled the button open, tugging his zipper down, and there he was—hard, hot, and perfect against my palm.

“Jesus,” I breathed, wonder tangled with a trace of shock.

His expression darkened with satisfaction, like he already owned me, and I swear it went straight to my clit.

I bent my head down, tasting him with a slow, careful stroke of my tongue. The taste of him—earthy, electric—set my blood thundering. When I took him between my lips, his sharp intake of breath gave me courage. I started with a gentle rhythm, exploring him with my mouth, using my hand where my lips couldn't reach. A deep sound rumbled in his throat as his fingers found my hair—not pushing, just resting there, a silent appreciation that sent electricity down my spine.

The sound made me ache. I wanted to make him lose that calm.

I pulled back with a wicked smile, wiping my mouth with the back of my hand. Tell me that wasn’t exactly what you wanted.

His eyes darkened, and for once his composure cracked. “Ride me, Cassie.”

Desire hit me in a wave, sharp enough to make me shiver.

He sank down onto the grass, back against the gravestone, watching as I straddled him. My leggings were already shoved down, underwear pulled aside, and when I sank onto him, the stretch stole my breath.

“Fuck—” I gasped, clutching at his shoulders.

He filled me completely, the delicious pressure making my head spin. I rocked my hips slowly at first, testing, savoring, and his hands slid to my waist, steadying me, thumbs brushing my skin through the thin cotton of my hoodie.

“You feel—” I moaned, grinding harder, chasing the friction.

“Say it,” he murmured, eyes locked on mine.

“Perfect,” I gasped, bouncing now, faster, the wet slap of our bodies echoing in the still graveyard.

My hips rolled against him, the friction sending sparks up my spine with each movement. His jacket bunched between my fingers, leather creaking as my nails dug in. I bit my lip, but couldn't hold back the sound that escaped my throat—something between a gasp and his name. His hands gripped my waist, holding me so close it felt like the rest of the world had dropped away, my thighs trembling, my whole body clenching around him in waves that wouldn't stop.

Before I could catch my breath, Elias flipped us, laying me back in the damp grass. His mouth trailed down my body, tugging my hoodie up, kissing every inch until his head disappeared between my thighs.

“Elias—” I gasped, already oversensitive.

He didn’t care. His opened me up with his tongue, teasing at first with gentle strokes, then building into a steady rhythm that left me writhing, my body arching involuntarily toward the heat of his tongue.

My fingers dug into the cold earth, dirt wedging under my nails as I grabbed fistfuls of his dark hair. I couldn't form words—just ragged gasps that fogged in the night air. Then everything flared, dazzling and overwhelming, as if the night itself exploded behind my eyes, my spine arching off the damp grass, toes curling inside my sneakers. A sound I didn't recognize ripped from somewhere deep in my chest. Still his tongue moved against me, the stubble on his jaw scraping my inner thighs raw as I trembled, my legs turning to water, the cemetery spinning above me.

Only then did he finally lift his head, his face wet, eyes darker than before. I pushed myself up, still trembling, and before he could reclaim control I shoved him back, lowering myself between his legs. He was already hard, waiting, flushed in the cool night air.

I wrapped my hand around him first, then took him into my mouth in one steady motion. His groan cracked the silence, low and rough, his hand threading into my hair as I worked him deep. I gave him the same torment he’d given me—slow at first, then faster, licking, sucking, until his hips jerked up helplessly into me.

When he came, his whole body trembled, release spilling hot against my tongue. I took every drop, then lifted my head slowly, catching my breath, my lips still damp from him.

“Still on your feet?” he asked, quiet. I managed a shaky laugh and swatted his chest, too wrung out to do more.

I lay there wrecked, every nerve still sparking. Elias loomed over me, steady as ever, while I felt like I’d just been steamrolled by sex incarnate.

He kissed me slow this time, lazy and thorough, like he was tasting me instead of devouring me. My thighs still trembled around his hips, the aftershocks rippling through me as his hand stroked absently up and down my side.

“Holy shit,” I whispered, trying to catch my breath. “You… you’re like… really good at that.”

He gave a crooked grin, all arrogance. “Practice.”

I laughed weakly, shoving his chest. “God, what does that even mean? You’ve got a girlfriend hiding behind a mausoleum somewhere?”

Instead of answering, he rolled to the side, lying back in the grass, eyes fixed on the stars like they were his personal playlist. I turned on my side, propped up on an elbow, studying him. Up close he was unfair—sharp jawline, the kind of stubble that would sandpaper burn my thighs if I wasn’t careful, eyes dark enough to drown in.

It was ridiculous how calm he looked, like we hadn’t just gone full porno against a grave.

“So…” I picked at the grass. “Where do you even live? You don’t give off the basement-apartment vibe. Are you, like… crashing here for the weekend? Visiting family?”

His expression didn’t flicker at first, but the silence stretched. Too long.

I tried again. “You work nearby? Or—wait—are you, like, some professor creeping on undergrads?” I forced a laugh, though my chest tightened. “Because, uh, just FYI, that would be super awkward later.”

Finally, Elias turned his head. The amusement was gone; something darker settled there instead, unreadable. “Cassie.” His voice carried a weight that made me still.

My stomach dropped. “Yeah?”

“I don’t live anywhere.”

I stared at him. “…What, like couch surfing? Or—you mean you’re homeless?”

A shadow crossed his features, nothing like a smile. “I don’t work nearby. I don’t teach. I don’t… exist here the way you think I do.”

The hairs rose on the back of my neck. “Okay, what the hell does that mean?”

He pushed up on an elbow, leaning closer. The seriousness in his face scared me more than the idea of actual murderers hiding in the cemetery.

“I’m dead, Cassie.”

I froze, his words echoing through my brain like a badly buffered TikTok clip.“Cassie.” He spoke it softer than I expected, like it mattered.

“Ha,” I said weakly, searching for the smirk, the joke, the gotcha. “Right. Funny. Dead sexy, sure, but—”

“I’m serious.” His tone left no room for sarcasm.

The ground tilted beneath me, my post-orgasm haze evaporating like mist in the sun. I stared at him, at the too-perfect leather jacket, the eyes that suddenly seemed older than thirty-five years should allow, and felt my blood run cold.

“You’re… you’re kidding.”

Elias didn’t even blink.

And that was the moment the night stopped being just crazy good sex and turned into something else entirely.

I barked out a laugh, even though my heart was thundering like I’d just sprinted across campus. “Okay, wow. That’s… that’s a line. ‘I’m dead’? Really? You couldn’t go with ‘I’m a vampire’ or ‘I’m Batman’? At least those come with perks.”

Elias didn’t laugh. He just stared at me, unblinking, and something in my chest shriveled.

“Seriously,” I said, shoving at his shoulder. “What is this, like, a role-play thing? You get off on pretending to be a ghost?”

His jaw tightened. He didn’t answer me with words—not right away. Instead, he pushed himself up to his feet, brushed grass off his jeans, and nodded toward the next row of headstones.

“Come here.”

My stomach twisted. “What?”

“Cassie.” The calm in his voice felt wrong. “Just look.”

I hesitated, every horror movie I’d ever seen screaming at me not to follow the hot older guy deeper into a foggy graveyard. But my feet moved anyway, because apparently orgasms had fried my survival instincts.

The slab he nodded at was a gray rectangle, older than most around it but still legible under the moonlight. I read the name slowly, each letter hitting like a sentence I hadn’t been told:

ELIAS KANE

1963 – 1998

My throat closed.

The name hit first, slamming into my brain like a drunk frat boy into a beer pong table. Elias. His name. The dates followed, sinking in like ice water pouring through my veins. Thirty-five years old. Dead before I was even born.

I forced a laugh, high-pitched and shaky. “Okay. Wow. You’re really committed. Did you, like, have this made for the bit? Etsy does custom grave markers now, right?”

“Cassie.” His hand brushed mine, steady, but his expression had lost all trace of play.

I laughed because laughing is the thing you do when your brain needs time to process whoa-that’s-not-normal energy.

“Okay, spooky-season performance,” I said, waving a hand like he was delivering a bad bit. “You could’ve gone with ‘vampire,’ at least then I’d have cool teeth to show off.” I forced the joke too loud, the kind someone throws at a mirror to prove they aren’t actually terrified.

“It’s mine,” he said. Not a joke. Not a tease.

He watched me, expression flat, then nodded, the kind of nod that says: fine, here’s the ugly truth, no dressing it up.

“I lived here,” he said. “Not in a house on Main Street—here. My family owned a little stretch of land that bordered Hollow Road. Used to be a farmhouse, years back. I grew up riding down that road, stupid, fast, thinking I could beat anything.” He gave a humorless little half-shrug. “October, ’98. Wind picked up, the road got slick. I misjudged a corner—Hollow Road is a nasty curve if you don’t respect it—and I hit a tree. Killed me just off the property.”

He said it like he was telling me the weather. Flat, factual, like the way you say “it rained” or “the bus was late.” No melodrama, no sob story. Just the plain mechanics of it, as if that was the only way he could bear to say it.

I forced out a laugh that sounded too small. “You died… here? Right by the cemetery?” The words stuck in my throat, ridiculous and terrible all at once.

He nodded. “Right there.” He pointed—just a patch of dark ground, a shallow dip in the earth that didn’t look like much. “Ran off the road, hit the tree. Didn’t even get to apologize to anyone.”

My mind tried to file it under “nope” and failed. “So you never… left?” I said. The absurdity of it—hot stranger who literally never left the place he’s haunting—was supposed to make me laugh, but my throat kept catching on the fact that the stone said it in black letters and that he’d spoken the dates like a receipt.

There was a shift in Elias’s stare that caught me off guard. “I’m still here,” he said quietly. “This is where I am.”

My knees wobbled. The joke in my throat shriveled. What came out instead wasn’t a laugh and wasn’t a cry—just a strangled sound that hung between us.

“Oh. Fuck,” I whispered, because there wasn’t a better phrase for the mix of mortification, horror, and some reckless, guilty wanting that pulsed under it all.

He didn’t argue. He only watched me, as if he already knew every possible reaction and had practiced waiting for them.

“Nope.” I shook my head so fast the world tilted. “No. Absolutely not. You’re not dead. You can’t be dead. I just—” My voice cracked, and I slapped a hand over my mouth like I could shove the words back in.

The headstone loomed beside us, smug and solid and impossible to argue with. Elias Kane, right there in granite.

“This is some kind of… of elaborate prank, right?” I stammered, words tumbling out like loose beads on a string. “Like hazing? Did my friends set this up? Hidden cameras? Are we on some twisted YouTube channel?”

Elias didn’t move, didn’t flinch. His eyes held me, calm in a way that felt wrong.

“I—God, no.” I wrapped my arms tight around myself, like holding my body together would help. “You can’t—people don’t just…” My voice faltered. “You don’t look dead. You don’t act dead.”

“I told you the truth,” he said softly.

“That’s not the truth!” My voice cracked into a near-shout. “The truth is that I’m twenty-two and I went to a stupid Halloween party and got fucked by the hottest guy I’ve ever met, and now he’s telling me he’s—he’s—” I flung my hand at the stone. “That! That is the truth? You expect me to swallow that?”

My stomach churned like I’d just downed jungle juice on an empty stomach. Heat pricked behind my eyes, humiliating and impossible to hide, and I blinked hard, refusing to let it win.

Elias didn’t move closer, didn’t try to touch me. He just let me unravel. “I don’t expect you to believe me,” he said quietly. “I just needed you to know.”

“Know what?” My laugh cracked in my throat. “That I let a ghost get under my skin? That tomorrow I’ll wake up and realize this was just me losing it?”

“You’re not crazy, Cassie.” His voice was steady, calm enough to make me want to scream. “And I’m not going to hurt you.”

I stumbled a step back, hugging myself. The hoodie might as well have been paper; the cold sank straight through, and my skin prickled like a hundred unseen eyes were on me.

“This is impossible,” I whispered, half to him, half to myself. “Impossible.”

His gaze softened, the faintest trace of regret around his mouth. “I’ve had a long time to get used to impossible.”

My knees wobbled, and I nearly tripped over a crooked headstone. I wanted to laugh, to scream, to run—anything but stand here staring at him while my entire worldview cracked open.

Instead, I did what I always do when my chest went tight and my breath felt like it might snap. I made a joke. A terrible, brittle joke.

“So what now? You gonna start rattling chains? Moaning ‘boo’?”

He almost smiled. Almost.

And it left a chill in my gut I couldn’t shake.

I didn’t wait for him to say anything else. My legs jolted into motion like I’d been yanked by a string. One second I was staring at him—at that gravestone with his name carved into it like a bad punchline—and the next I was running.

Fog blanketed everything, thick as cotton, drifting between the gravestones. My sneakers slipped on the damp grass, and my chest felt too tight, every inhale shoving up against the panic rising in me. The hood of my sweatshirt bounced against my back, leggings plastered cold to my thighs as I ran.

“Cassie—” His voice carried after me, calm, maddeningly calm.

I didn’t look back. Couldn’t. If I looked back, maybe I’d see him vanish. Or worse—maybe I wouldn’t, and he’d still be there, watching me flee like some pathetic horror movie cliché.

The air was wrong—wet, sour, sticking in my mouth like rot. I gagged, tripped, caught myself on the grass, and forced my body back up before I could think about staying down.

Keep running.

The cemetery stretched longer than it had last night. Rows of stones blurred past, their names unreadable in the fog, their edges jutting out like teeth. My chest felt too tight, each inhale scraping as I pushed myself faster.

There was no thumping bass, no laughter or chatter in the distance this time. No party. No human noise. Just silence broken by my own gasps and the slap of my shoes against the uneven ground. The world felt empty—eerily, impossibly empty—like the whole town had vanished and left me alone with him and his damn gravestone.

Sweat plastered my hoodie to my spine, the damp fabric making every movement drag. My tights clung like a second skin, sneakers skidding on slick grass. For one insane second I thought, This is how I die—suffocated by polyester and panic in a graveyard.

My chest seized, every breath a knife. Gravestones shot past in the fog, their edges jagged, shadows stretched wrong. I went down hard, skin splitting against stone, and shoved myself upright on shaking hands.

Don’t cry. Don’t you dare cry.

The cemetery gates finally appeared, black iron bars like skeletal fingers clawing upward. Relief surged so hard I almost sobbed. I barreled toward them, practically throwing myself through the gap where the latch never quite closed.

And then I was out.

Out on the cracked asphalt road, the same one he said he’d died on. The air wasn’t much warmer, but it felt different—lighter, freer, like stepping out of a nightmare. My legs kept moving, carrying me farther from the gates, farther from the fog that still curled and twisted like it had teeth.

I didn’t stop until the cemetery was just a shadow behind me, the fog swallowed by distance. My lungs screamed, my calves burned, and my heartbeat rattled harder than it had even when he was inside me.

This wasn’t fun anymore. This wasn’t thrilling. This was terrifying.

By the time I made it back to my apartment, my lungs were on fire and my legs felt like wet noodles. I slammed the door behind me, the bang echoing too loud in the quiet building. My fingers fumbled over the locks—deadbolt, chain, slide—every click louder than it needed to be. I pressed my back to the door, heart pounding like I’d outrun something that hadn’t even chased me.

The hoodie I’d thrown on clung damp to my back, sticky with sweat. My tights were streaked with dirt from when I’d tripped, the knees smudged like evidence of my panic. My hair was a mess too, pulled into a sloppy bun that hadn’t survived the sprint through fog.

I tried to breathe. In, out. But every inhale carried that damp cemetery weight, settling in my chest like I hadn’t really left.

My eyes caught the mirror over the entryway table, and against my better judgment, I looked.

It wasn’t great.

Pale face, wild eyes. Sweat shining on my skin. Hair sticking up in damp clumps, party curls flattened into chaos. And behind all of it—the look. That mix of terror and disbelief that made me look like I didn’t even recognize myself.

I pressed both palms against the edge of the table, grounding myself. “You’re fine,” I muttered. The words came out thin, wobbly. “You’re fine, Cassie. You just… imagined it.”

Except I hadn’t.

The stone was still burned into my vision. Elias Kane. 1963–1998. The road where he’d died. The way his voice hadn’t wavered when he said, This is where I am.

I squeezed my eyes shut. My skin still remembered him—his mouth on me, the way he’d held me. The heat of it, even though logically it shouldn’t exist. I tugged at the hem of my hoodie like that could erase the memory imprinted on my body.

My reflection didn’t care. She stared back at me, pale and jittery, but with a flush still lingering high on her cheeks.

I spun away from the mirror, pacing the small living room. My socks squeaked against the floorboards. The fridge hummed. The heater kicked on and made me flinch.

It wasn’t just fear. It was fixation, a thought I couldn’t shake no matter how hard I tried: I wanted to see him again. Needed to. Even after everything he’d said. Even knowing what he was.

I pressed harder against the door, as if bracing myself against my own thoughts. My chest ached with the effort of holding it in.

“He wasn’t real,” I whispered, barely audible. “He can’t be real.”

But I didn’t believe it. Not really.

Because the way he’d kissed me, touched me, seen me—that had been real. And no lock on the door was going to keep that out.


Digging Up The Dirt


By the time morning rolled around, my phone was already buzzing like an angry beehive. Group texts, memes, “ where are you” messages. My friends were relentless, the kind of people who wanted a full post-mortem after every party like it was a team sport.

I stared at the screen from where I was still curled on the couch in my hoodie and tights, hair sticking up in a half-broken bun. My stomach twisted at the thought of explaining anything.

I typed, Hungover. Dying. Please deliver bagels to my corpse, then tossed the phone facedown like it had bitten me.

It wasn’t a total lie. I felt hungover, sure—except the pounding in my head wasn’t from booze. It was from last night. From him. From the gravestone.

He wasn’t real. He can’t be real. I’d whispered it to myself until I fell into a fitful sleep. And yet, I’d woken up with his name still on my lips. Elias Kane. Thirty-five. 1963–1998. The facts etched in granite, the story etched in my skin.

I dragged myself into the kitchen and poured cereal I didn’t eat. The milk smelled fine, but my stomach recoiled at the thought of it. All I could think about was the way my body had hummed under his touch, and the way my bones had iced over when I saw the stone.

How do you tell your friends that?

Hey guys, remember that hot biker dude I disappeared with? He’s a ghost now. Wild, right?

Yeah, that would go over real well. They’d stage an intervention before I finished the story. Maybe even check me into the campus counseling center.

I shoved the cereal bowl into the sink untouched, bracing my hands on the counter. My reflection in the microwave door looked pale and strung-out, the kind of girl who’d either pulled an all-nighter or joined a cult.

I knew what I should do. Forget it. Write it off as some weird hallucination fueled by booze, adrenaline, and questionable pizza rolls from the party. But instead of clearing my head, the thought made my pulse race.

Because what if it wasn’t?

What if I hadn’t imagined him?

My phone buzzed again. “Brunch?” one friend asked. “We need deets,” another demanded.

I typed, Still dead. Coffee later maybe, then deleted it. I couldn’t do brunch. Couldn’t sit there and listen to them laugh about costumes and hookups while the only thing I wanted to talk about was how my hookup came with his own damn obituary.

I grabbed my hoodie strings, tugging them tight around my neck until the hood shadowed my face. I couldn’t tell them. Not yet. Maybe not ever.

I wasn’t done with him.

Fear should have been enough to make me delete his name from my memory. It wasn't. Something else had taken root beneath my ribs—a hunger that made my fingertips tingle and my thoughts circle back to him like moths to flame. I couldn't stop now. Not when every question about Elias felt like a thread I needed to follow, even if it led somewhere I shouldn't go.

And for once in my life, the library actually sounded like the most dangerous, thrilling place to be.

***

Stale air and academic anxiety hung in the campus library like a fog, the last refuge of students with nowhere else to hide.

I wasn’t supposed to be here on a Saturday afternoon. Not when my friends were blowing up my phone with brunch invites and memes. But I wasn’t hungover—I was obsessed.

I tugged my hoodie lower over my face as I slipped past the front desk. The student worker barely looked up from her phone. Good. The fewer witnesses, the better.

The computer lab in the back was quiet except for the hum of machines and one guy drooling into his econ textbook. His snoring echoed like a warning: turn around before you humiliate yourself.

I didn’t.

I slid into a chair, the vinyl cold against my legs through my tights, and stared at the glowing screen, bracing for whatever fresh hell it was about to throw back.

What was I even doing? Researching a hookup like he was a history project?

Normal people stalked Instagram, maybe scrolled through an ex’s Facebook to see if they’d gotten ugly. I was about to dig through dusty archives from the Clinton administration because I thought the guy who went down on me in a graveyard might have an obituary.

Totally healthy.

I logged in, the cursor blinking, impatient, while my palms went damp navigating to the library’s digital archives. The interface looked ancient, all clunky gray menus and “search by microfilm.” It felt less like research and more like séance prep.

My fingers hovered over the keyboard. I typed: Hollow Road motorcycle crash 1998.

The search bar hesitated, spinning. My chest tightened. If nothing came up, maybe I could laugh this whole thing off.

But I didn’t believe that. Not really.

The screen refreshed, and suddenly there they were: little links, headlines dated October 1998. Local stories. Blurry black-and-white thumbnails. My pulse kicked up.

I clicked one, then another. The pages loaded slow, yellowed scans of old newspapers. Ads for Blockbuster rentals and Windows 98 updates cluttered the margins. I bit my lip, staring at the words.

The name wasn’t there yet, but the dates matched. The location matched.

I leaned closer, hoodie strings brushing my cheeks, the glow of the screen making me look even paler than I felt.

I was really doing this. Researching a guy like he was… history.

No. Like he was dead.

My stomach turned.

I scrolled further, hunting through the archives, knowing exactly what I was looking for but terrified to find it.

And then my eyes stopped on a headline. Short. Plain.

The date: October 1998.

The place: Hollow Road.

I sucked in a sharp breath, heart pounding so hard the snoring econ guy stirred in his seat.

There it was.

The proof I wasn’t ready for, glowing at me from twenty-seven years ago.

“Local man Elias Kane, 35, dies in motorcycle crash on Hollow Road.”

I froze, dragging my eyes over the words again and again, praying they’d shift, rearrange, anything but this. They didn’t. They sat there, stark and unmovable, the exact nightmare I’d come looking for.

The article was short, maybe three paragraphs. But every single one felt like a nail in the coffin of my denial.

“… Kane lost control of his motorcycle late Friday night on the upper winding stretch of Hollow Road. High winds and slippery pavement are believed to have contributed. Witnesses reported hearing the crash, but Kane struck a tree just off the cemetery property line and was pronounced dead at the scene.”

I leaned closer, hoodie brushing the edge of the keyboard, my breath fogging the screen. The curve. The wind. The tree. The cemetery. Every word matched what he had told me. Not almost. Not kind of. Exactly.

I could see it in my head: headlights cutting through fog, tires slipping on wet asphalt, that sharp bend in the road I’d practically sprinted down the night before. A tree that had probably been there for decades, waiting. Him. Thirty-five years old. Ending right there.

Goosebumps prickled up my arms, my jaw clicking as the cold cut deep.

This wasn’t some prank. This wasn’t a frat guy in a costume spinning a story to get laid. This was Elias. His story. His ending. And I’d kissed the lips that obituary said had been still for almost three decades.

I pressed my palms flat against the desk, grounding myself, but the laminate surface felt flimsy, unreal. Like if I pushed too hard, I’d fall straight through it into the dark curve of that road.

I tried to laugh, but it came out thin and cracked. “You’ve officially lost it, Cassie,” I whispered to myself. “Researching your hookup like it’s a crime scene.”

But there was no crime. Just tragedy. Just a man who’d misjudged a corner in bad weather and ended up buried in the same ground I’d stumbled across looking for peace and beer.

My throat tightened.

It wasn’t fair. That was the first thought that hit me. Stupid, selfish, but real. It wasn’t fair that someone who kissed like that, touched like that, lived like that, was gone before I was even born.

I rubbed my eyes, but the headline burned behind my lids. Dies in motorcycle crash. Cemetery property. Pronounced dead at the scene.

I sat back, chair creaking too loud in the empty library. The snoozing guy muttered in his sleep, and I jumped like I’d been caught red-handed.

But I couldn’t look away from the article. I read the same lines over and over until they blurred, no longer sentences, just evidence staring me down.

Proof that he was dead.

Proof that I hadn’t imagined him.

Proof that I had kissed a ghost.

And wanted to again.

***

The article still burned in my brain, but my fingers kept moving, like they belonged to someone else. I clicked out of the crash report and scrolled further through the archives, chasing the inevitable.

And there it was.

Obituaries – October 1998.

The page loaded slow, black-and-white text filling the screen, grainy photos lined up like ghosts frozen in mid-smile. I scanned until my stomach dropped.

Elias Kane.

The picture wasn’t high-res—it looked like someone had scanned it off an old family photo. But the face was clear enough. The jawline. The leather jacket. The half-smirk that had been driving me crazy since the graveyard. It was him. Exactly him.

Not a lookalike. Not a weird coincidence. Him.

I made a sound I didn’t mean to, too loud for the library hush.

The obituary text was short, just a column. I read it three times, then once more. My chest felt tight.

“Elias Kane, 35, of Hollow Grove, died Friday night in a motorcycle accident on Hollow Road. He is survived by his parents, Harold and Jean Kane, of Hollow Grove. Services will be held Wednesday at the Hollow Grove Cemetery Chapel.”

I scrolled lower, my eyes skimming the condolences section. Each line was another gut punch.

“Beloved son and brother, gone too soon.”

“Always remembered for your laugh and your stubborn streak.”

“Rest easy, Elias.”

The screen blurred. I blinked hard, fighting it back, but the tears came anyway. The words didn’t move. They never would.

Gone too soon.

I gripped the edge of the desk until my knuckles whitened, but it didn’t make the sinking in my chest stop.

This wasn’t a prank. No one had faked an obituary. No one had Photoshopped a twenty-seven-year-old newspaper just to screw with me. This was real. His name, his photo, his story—it was carved into history as much as it was carved into that gravestone.

My reflection ghosted back at me in the dark monitor glass, pale and wide-eyed, hoodie strings dangling like noose ropes. I looked like someone researching a midterm paper on ghosts who’d accidentally summoned one instead.

I thought about the way he’d kissed me, the heat of his hands, the smug little grin when he disappeared into the fog. That face, alive in my memory, matched the grainy black-and-white photo of a man who’d been dead since before I was born.

My stomach lurched.

If I’d needed proof, this was it. He was real. Not a hallucination. Not some frat guy with good bone structure and bad jokes. Real.

And dead.

The room tilted. I leaned forward, pressing my forehead to my palm, laughing once—sharp and humorless. “Oh my God. You’re actually real.”

Saying it didn’t make it easier.

It made it real.

And once it was real, I couldn’t let it go.

I should’ve stopped at the obituary. That should’ve been enough. Proof, photo, condolences—it tied everything together too neatly. But my fingers kept clicking, restless, searching. Because if the official records made my skin crawl, what would the unofficial ones do?

The answer was: way worse.

A rabbit hole of old forums and dusty blog posts opened up, links buried deep in the search results like weeds. Websites that looked like they hadn’t been updated since dial-up. Pixelated banners, neon text on black backgrounds, usernames like SpookyChick87 and GraveWatcher.

I clicked one at random, and there it was, right at the top of a thread:

“Ever heard of the graveyard ghost biker?”

I felt myself tip forward, keyed up, restless.

The thread was a mess of typos and overexcited punctuation, but the gist was clear. People had been talking about Elias for years—decades even. The crash, the graveyard, the sightings. One user swore they’d seen “a tall man in a leather jacket leaning on a headstone” on Halloween night in 2005. Another insisted they’d walked past the cemetery at midnight and felt “eyes on me, like he was right there.”

Then came the stories that made me shift uncomfortably in my chair.

“Girls say he talks to them.”

“My cousin’s friend swears he kissed her by the chapel steps one Halloween.”

“People say he seduces girls who wander too far into the fog. Some don’t come back.”

I swallowed hard. The air shifted against my skin, hot and cold at once, and the vent overhead wasn’t to blame.

Seduces.

The word sank deep, threaded through with the memory of his mouth, his hands, the way I’d folded under his touch.

I clicked another blog, some ancient LiveJournal knockoff with pumpkin clipart in the margins. The post dated back to 2009.

“Saw him again this year. Same leather jacket. Same smirk. Didn’t speak, just stared until I left. Swear on my life it’s real.”

My lungs froze mid-breath, like the air had turned to ice water in my chest.

It wasn’t just me. I wasn’t crazy. Other people had seen him. Kissed him. Felt him.

But the stories never went further than that. Always vague. Always secondhand. Always a rumor from a cousin’s roommate’s best friend.

Except me. I’d had him.

I leaned back in my chair, nerves buzzing, palms clammy against the keyboard. I should’ve been horrified. A sensible person would’ve logged out and walked away, gone back to their dorm, and drowned themselves in pumpkin spice lattes until the memory faded.

Instead, I found myself leaning closer to the screen, my fingers trembling over the trackpad. The rumors didn’t repel me—they pulled me in like a current. Every story about him lit something under my skin. He wasn’t some urban legend anymore; he had breath and touch and a mouth that knew exactly what to do with mine. And out of all the midnight wanderers, he’d appeared to me.

My reflection stared back from the darkened monitor, eyes fever-bright. “He chose me,” I whispered, the sound too loud in the empty lab, impossible to take back.

***

My apartment door slammed behind me. I dumped my bag, kicked my shoes across the entryway, but couldn't stop moving. Electric currents seemed to race through my veins, making my hoodie cling to my suddenly feverish skin and my tights feel like they were crawling with invisible ants. Three steps to the kitchen. Four steps back to the couch. Repeat. My fingers twisted the hoodie strings tighter and tighter until the plastic tips dug crescents into my palms.

The screen was gone, but the words stuck. Obituary. Articles. Rumors. Every line etched behind my eyes: Local man Elias Kane, 35, dies in motorcycle crash… Beloved son and brother… seduces girls in the graveyard. They circled my thoughts, relentless.

I pressed my hands flat against the counter, tried to steady my breathing. Tried to tell myself to be normal.

It didn’t work.

The problem wasn't fear anymore—it should have been, but it wasn't. My heartbeat lurched up into my throat, my hands trembled, but these weren't warning signs. They were symptoms of something worse: craving. Like an addict who knows better but reaches for the needle anyway, I needed to see him again.

I realized with a jolt what was happening to me—this wasn't fear anymore. This was desire, and it was spreading through me like wildfire.

I bit my lip, laughing once, sharp and nervous. “You’re insane,” I muttered to myself. “Absolutely insane.”

But it didn’t stop the truth from unfurling in my chest like a flag. I wanted him. Even if he wasn’t alive. Even if every single website screamed that I should run the other way.

The rational part of my brain—tiny, weak, shoved into a corner—tried to argue. He’s dead, Cassie. He’s a ghost. You don’t mess with that.

But the louder part of me—the part still humming from his touch, the part that remembered the way his smile made my stomach flip—was winning.

“If he wanted to hurt me, he would’ve already,” I said out loud, voice firmer this time. Saying it made it sound reasonable, even though I knew it wasn’t.

It was true, though. Wasn’t it? He could’ve done anything to me that first night. He hadn’t. He’d kissed me, touched me, made me cum harder than anyone ever had. And when it was over, he let me walk away.

That wasn’t danger. That was… choice.

I scrubbed my palm across my face, wearing a path in the carpet as I moved back and forth. Each step felt like striking a match—tiny explosions of restless energy shooting from my feet up through my limbs.

A normal person would've seen that obituary and bolted.

Would've buried the memory, chalked it up to a Halloween hallucination, and never set foot in that cemetery again.

But my fingers kept clicking through those websites, my mind kept replaying his touch, and my body kept humming with the need to feel it once more.

Logic couldn't compete with the ghost-shaped hunger growing inside me.

***

The cemetery gates parted with a slow, inviting groan that sent shivers down my spine.

The air was colder tonight, biting at my cheeks, fog hanging low over my sneakers as I slipped through the iron bars. Every sensible part of me said to turn around, go home, call it quits. But sense wasn’t winning. Obsession was.

I found him exactly where I knew he’d be.

Leaning against a headstone like it was a barstool, leather jacket catching the moonlight, leather jacket catching the moonlight, watching me with that steady, impossible calm. He didn’t even flinch when I stormed toward him, fists balled tight in my hoodie pockets.

“You,” I snapped, breath clouding in the night air.

His mouth quirked, the ghost of a smirk. “Me.”

The calm in his voice only rattled me more. “You could’ve told me.” My voice spiked higher than I meant, splintering with everything I’d just uncovered. “You could’ve said something before—before all of that.”

He tilted his head, casual, like I’d just accused him of stealing my fries. “Would you have believed me?”

He was right. I just didn’t want to admit it.

I shook my head hard, biting down on the panic rising in my throat. “I had to find your obituary to know you weren’t full of shit. Do you have any idea what it’s like, looking up your hookup in the damn library archives?”

His expression finally shifted, wry and entertained. “Sounds like you went to a lot of trouble.”

I wanted to scream. Instead, I laughed once, high and jagged. “You think this is funny? That I’m losing my mind over some ghost biker urban legend? You could’ve just—just told me the truth.”

“I did,” he said simply.

The calm, matter-of-fact tone made my chest burn. I paced a tight circle in front of him, hoodie strings whipping with every turn, trying to burn off the energy clawing at my insides. “God, you drive me insane. I should be running the other way. I should be—”

“—home in bed, pretending this didn’t happen?” he finished, raising a brow.

“Yes!” My voice cracked, but I didn’t stop. “Yes, exactly that! But instead I’m here, yelling at you, because I can’t stop thinking about you, and it scares the hell out of me.”

That shut him up for half a second. Whatever flickered in his eyes, I couldn’t name it, and the almost-smile he wore didn’t help.

Neither of us spoke. The air between us felt charged, dangerous. My hands relaxed at my sides, fingers tingling as the fury drained from me, replaced by a rush that left me unsteady on my feet.

I stepped closer, chest tight. “I hate this,” I whispered, still leaning toward him despite myself. “I hate that I want you even now.”

Elias remained perfectly still, only his eyes moving as they captured mine with an intensity that made my skin prickle. "So surrender," he said, voice low and certain.

The words caught me off guard, digging in where I couldn’t reach them.

And I didn’t know if I wanted to scream in his face or grab him and never let go.

The fog between us felt like it might spark if I touched it. My chest heaved from all the yelling, but the silence that followed was worse—heavy, waiting, pulling me closer. I meant to be furious; instead my voice went softer and stupid.

“Tell me you weren’t one of those guys who thought dial-up was cutting-edge,” I said.

That earned me the faintest twitch of a smile. “It was cutting-edge.”

I rolled my eyes, sharp enough to cut through the fog.

And just like that, the heat of our fight cooled, melted into something warmer, lighter. Humor weaving between the cracks, binding us together again, even when everything else screamed it should’ve pushed us apart.

The sound died off, but what filled the space wasn’t empty—it buzzed, thick with everything unsaid.

I couldn’t stop looking at his mouth, the ghost of a grin I recognized from that obituary photo. Except this time it wasn’t ink on paper—it was right here, breathing in front of me. The realization jolted through me: I’d kissed someone who shouldn’t exist.

I lunged before doubt could stop me, my fingers twisting into his leather jacket, yanking him toward me. He met my lips without hesitation, like he'd been waiting. This wasn't the careful kiss from before—this was a collision, reckless and desperate, tasting of warning signs I chose to ignore. I moaned into him, the sound muffled against his lips as his hands slid under my hoodie, strong and deliberate.

Tendrils of mist wrapped around our bodies, concealing us from the world beyond the cemetery gates. My skin buzzed with electricity, every touch amplified in the night air, and when his hands gripped my waist and placed me on the cold marble headstone, nothing else existed but the heat of his body against mine.

“Still think I’m not real?” he murmured against my mouth.

I gasped a laugh. “You feel pretty damn real.”

That crooked half-smile flashed, and then his mouth was on mine again, fiercer now. I locked my legs around him instinctively, pulling until there wasn't space left between us. Even through the thin fabric of my tights, I could feel him burning against me. I rocked forward, past caring how desperate I looked, lost in the contradiction of craving someone who, according to every natural law, couldn't possibly be here with me.

He yanked my hoodie upward, exposing my skin to the cemetery's chill, but wherever his lips touched—my throat, my collarbone, my ribs—left trails of fire. I clutched at his hair as he eased me backward, his body sliding lower between my thighs. With deliberate patience that made me want to scream, he peeled my tights and underwear to the side, then devoured me with the desperate hunger of someone who is starving.

His tongue found me and I cried out, my body arching against his grip. He held me firmly against the stone, his hands like anchors while the world spun. The cemetery mist swirled around us as reality blurred—the forbidden nature of it all making every sensation sharper, more intense, until I could barely breathe through the pleasure, my fingers tangled desperately in his dark hair.

“Elias—oh God—”

The pleasure crested through me like a lightning strike, leaving me shaking against the cold stone, my vision swimming. His mouth never stopped, drawing out every last tremor until I had to shove weakly at his shoulders, gasping out a laugh between breaths. "Stop, I can't take anymore—"

He rose, lips twitching into that almost-smile I was starting to recognize, then kissed me. The salt-sweet taste of myself lingered as I gave in, body already aching for more.

Then he unzipped, and I couldn't look away. The sight of him made my throat go dry—solid and substantial in a way that defied everything I knew about ghosts. My body responded instantly, a hollow ache spreading through me.

His hands gripped my hips, spinning me around. The headstone's marble pressed against my stomach as he guided me forward. I braced my palms against the cold surface, fingers curling over the edge. His breath hit my neck in hot bursts. One hand slid up my spine, pressing me down until my cheek nearly touched the stone. When he entered me, the world narrowed to that single point of connection—my gasp echoing across the empty graveyard, my knuckles whitening against granite that leached warmth from my skin while he burned against my back.

He fucked me hard, steady, each thrust deep enough to make me gasp. One hand tangled in my hair, the other working lower, his fingers grinding tight against me, relentless, perfectly cruel.

“God, yes—” I moaned, arching back into him. The mix of his cock slamming into me with his fingers grinding my clit sent me spiralling, pressure mounting until it shattered in a rush. I came hard, shaking, my voice breaking on his name as I pulsed around him.

He groaned, his rhythm turning frantic as his fingers dug into my hips. With a final, desperate thrust, he shuddered against me, his whole body going rigid. Something electric passed between us—a current that left me gasping, clinging to the stone as my knees threatened to give way beneath me.

We remained frozen like that—my lungs struggling for air, my body still quivering beneath his weight. He panted against my skin, each breath shallow, as if holding himself together took effort. The thought sent an odd chill through me, even as heat still pulsed between us.

When it was over, I stayed bent against the headstone, forehead pressed to the cool granite, forehead pressed to the cool granite, chest heaving, every inhale thin and unsatisfying. My thighs trembled, my hoodie clung damp to my back, and every part of me felt wrung out. Not just the usual post-orgasm buzz—but something deeper, stranger. Like the marrow had been sucked straight out of my bones.

I pushed myself upright, wobbling on unsteady legs. The ground tilted for a second, and I had to grab the stone just to stay upright.

“Whoa,” I muttered, trying to laugh it off. “Guess I’m more out of shape than I thought.”

His mouth tightened at the edges, like he was holding something back, but his eyes… his eyes didn’t meet mine.

My chest tightened. “Hey,” I said, forcing lightness into my voice. “Do I look that wrecked?”

“You look…” He hesitated, still not meeting my gaze. “…beautiful.”

Normally, that would’ve melted me. Now it just made my stomach knot.

I rubbed my arms, hoodie strings dangling loose. My body still hummed from him, but under it was something else—an ache, a heaviness that made my knees want to buckle. “Seriously, though. I feel… off.”

His jaw flexed. He didn’t answer.

I narrowed my eyes. “What?”

“Nothing.” The word was too quick, too clipped.

“Bullshit.” I took a step closer, nearly stumbling again. My laugh came out sharp, covering nerves. “Don’t tell me you’re shy now, Mr. Ghost Rider. Something’s up.”

His gaze flicked to me then, brief, like he couldn’t help it. And for just a second, there was guilt there. Real, raw guilt.

A shiver ran down my arms. “Elias.”

He shook his head, looking away. “You shouldn’t push yourself so hard. That’s all.”

It wasn’t all. I knew it. I could feel it.

Something had changed in the atmosphere between us, the fog no longer just weather but a living thing that clung to my skin, invaded my lungs with each breath. A hollowness spread through my chest, my limbs, as if he'd taken something vital from me when our bodies separated. Ridiculous thought. But then again, I was standing in a graveyard with a man who shouldn't exist.

My stomach flipped, but instead of pulling back, I laughed again, softer this time. “God, I should be terrified of you.”

“You should,” he murmured.

But I wasn’t. Not really. Even with my legs shaking, even with his eyes darting away like he was keeping a secret, even with the weight dragging me down, all I wanted was to step back into his arms.

I pulled my hoodie closer, trying to hide the smile I couldn't quite control. "Still," I whispered, my voice barely audible even to myself, "I'm already counting the minutes until next time."

The mist thickened around us, as if responding to my confession.

My feet traced an unsteady path back toward the gates, each step both leaden and electric. The cemetery blurred at the edges of my vision, but the hunger inside me remained crystal clear. This wasn't just desire—it was something wilder, more dangerous. Something that should have sent me running, not stumbling back for seconds.


Friends Don't Let Friends Bone Ghosts


Icould feel them staring at me before anyone said a word.

We were crammed into the living room—me curled up on the couch in my hoodie, the others cross-legged on the floor with mugs of coffee, with mugs of coffee, the faint smell of last night’s pizza still clinging in the air. I picked at the frayed cuff of my sleeve, avoiding their eyes, pretending I was fascinated by a loose thread.

“Okay,” Jess finally said, her voice too bright. “What the hell is going on with you?”

My head snapped up. “What?”

“You look like you’ve been hit by a bus,” she said bluntly, sipping her coffee. “You’re pale, distracted, and you keep zoning out in the middle of conversations. We thought you were hungover yesterday, but now…” She gestured at me like I was a science experiment. “Now you look possessed.”

“Gee, thanks,” I muttered.

Kara snorted. “She’s not possessed. She’s dickmatized.”

The others laughed, but the sound made my skin crawl.

I forced a weak smile, tugging my hood lower. “I’m fine. Just tired. Classes, you know.”

“No,” Jess pressed. “This isn’t tired. You’ve been… weird. Since Halloween.”

Maya stayed quiet, her eyes steady on me. She wasn’t laughing.

I felt the heat rise in my cheeks. My throat tightened. I could’ve kept dodging, brushed it off again, but something in me cracked under the weight of their stares.

“It’s him,” I blurted before I could stop myself.

The room went still.

“What?” Kara asked, grinning like she smelled gossip.

“The guy,” I said, fingers twisting in my hoodie strings. “From the graveyard. Elias.”

Jess arched a brow. “You mean your spooky hookup? The one who ditched you before you got his number?”

“He didn’t ditch me,” I snapped. Every nerve in me went taut. “He’s real. I’ve seen him again. And—and he’s not just some guy.”

Kara leaned forward, voice dripping with anticipation. “Oh boy, here we go.”

My chest tightened. The truth broke loose before I could stop it. “He’s dead.”

Silence.

Then Jess burst out laughing. “What?”

“I’m serious.” My voice cracked, thin with panic. “He’s dead. I found his obituary. His crash was in ’98. He died right there, on the cemetery road.”

Kara slapped the couch arm, howling. “So your imaginary boyfriend is a ghost biker? This is amazing. Do we get to call you Mrs. Casper now?”

Jess wheezed into her coffee, shaking her head. “Cass, come on. You’ve officially lost it.”

I looked at Maya, praying for something other than laughter. Her forehead creased with something between concern and confusion, lips drawn tight as if holding back words she wasn't ready to say.

“You’re serious,” she said softly.

I nodded hard, relief spilling out of me. “Yes! I’m not making this up. I’ve seen him. I’ve been with him. He’s real.”

Jess groaned. “You need sleep. Or an exorcism.”

Kara waggled his brows. “Ghost dick’ll do that to a girl.”

The laughter stung, hot in my ears, but Maya’s gaze didn’t waver. She didn’t join in. She just studied me, quiet and unsettled, and that was almost worse than the jokes.

If Maya—practical, skeptical Maya—was taking me seriously, then maybe I wasn't imagining things. And somehow, that possibility terrified me more than being crazy.

***

I should’ve known they wouldn’t let it go.

By the time I dragged myself out of my room that evening, the living room had been transformed into some kind of twisted comedy skit. Jess and Kara had pushed the coffee table against the wall, piled it with chips, cookies, and a suspiciously large bowl of popcorn. A handwritten posterboard leaned against the couch:

“INTERVENTION: STEP AWAY FROM THE GHOST DICK.”

Complete with doodles of cartoon gravestones and what I could only assume were supposed to be penises with halos.

My stomach dropped. “Oh my God.”

Jess grinned, arms spread like a magician presenting a trick. “Surprise! We care about you, Cass. And your tragic addiction to spectral sausage.”

Kara was already doubled over, laughing at her own handiwork. “I wanted to put Phantom Phallus but Jess said it was too much.”

“It was,” Jess said, deadpan.

I stood frozen in the doorway, hoodie sleeves pulled over my hands. “You guys are unbelievable.”

“Unbelievably good friends,” Jess corrected. She patted the couch cushion beside her. “Sit down. Have some popcorn. Let us save you from yourself.”

“I don’t—” My voice cracked, and I hated it. I swallowed hard. “I don’t need saving.”

Kara shook her head, mock pity dripping from her tone. “Classic denial. First stage of ghost dick addiction.” She held up an imaginary clipboard. “Next comes bargaining, then ectoplasm detox.”

A sound escaped me—something between a laugh and a sob, sharp-edged and brittle. "You're insane."

“You’re the one dating a corpse,” Jess shot back.

Her words sliced through me like a knife. I tried to smile but my lips quivered as I drew my knees to my chest, making myself small on the edge of the couch. "He's not—"

“Not real,” Jess interrupted. “Exactly. Cassie, it was Halloween. You were drunk. You hooked up with some guy who left you high and dry, and now you’ve built him into a literal ghost story. That’s… not healthy.”

Kara tossed a kernel of popcorn into her mouth. “She’s not even embarrassed about it. She’s, like, proud. Next she’ll be buying candles and holding séances.”

“Stop it!” The word slipped out harsher than I meant, my throat knotting.

Their laughter quieted, but only a little.

Jess’s expression softened, but her eyes still sparkled with amusement. “We’re kidding, Cass. But seriously. You’ve gotta let this go.”

I laughed again, but tears burned behind my eyes. The sound wavered, humiliating—a broken mix of laugh and sob. “I can’t.”

The silence that followed was worse than the teasing. I felt like they'd cracked me open, scooped me out, and left me hollow.

It was Maya who finally broke it. She sat cross-legged in the armchair, quiet the whole time, watching me like she saw something the others didn’t.

She didn’t laugh. She didn’t smile.

“You really believe this,” she said softly.

My gaze snapped to hers. I nodded, desperate. “Because it’s true.”

Kara snorted, but Maya’s eyes didn’t leave mine. And the unease there—the way she wasn’t joining in—made my stomach twist.

For the first time, I wondered if maybe I wasn’t as alone in this as I thought.

***

“I’m done.”

That’s what I told them after the so-called intervention. I even managed to say it with a straight face, though my eyes still stung from holding back tears. Jess had given me a triumphant little nod, Kara had clapped like I’d just graduated rehab, and Maya… Maya watched in silence, eyes steady but closed off.

So I smiled and lied through my teeth. “I swear. I’m done.”

But of course I wasn’t.

By midnight, the apartment was dark and still, my roommates tucked away in their beds. I lay flat on mine, staring at the ceiling, pulse racing too fast to let me rest, fingers knotting together until they ached.

I couldn’t sleep. I couldn’t eat. I couldn’t think about anything but him. The way he’d kissed me, touched me, the way his voice lingered on my name, making it sound like something secret.

Just one more time.

I repeated it like a mantra. Just once more, and then I’d stop. Then I’d be done.

Careful not to make a sound, I slipped out of bed, tugged my hoodie over my head, and slid my feet into sneakers. My tights clung uncomfortably, static crackling in the dark, but I didn’t care. My hands shook as I eased the bedroom door open.

The apartment creaked like it was alive, every groan of the floorboards threatening to give me away. I held my breath and tiptoed past Jess’s door, past Kara's.

By the time I reached the front door, my palms were slick with sweat. My fingers fumbled with the chain, the lock. The soft click of the latch sounded deafening.

I froze, listening. Nothing.

I eased the door open and slipped into the hall. The cool stairwell air hit me like a splash of water, jolting me awake.

I knew this was stupid. I knew this was reckless. But the hunger gnawing at me was stronger than common sense.

He’d had plenty of chances to hurt me. He never did.

That’s what I told myself as I crept down the stairs, out into the night.

The campus was quiet, lamps buzzing, leaves scattering across the paths. I kept my head down, hands jammed in my pockets, walking fast like if I slowed down I’d lose my nerve.

My body hummed, jittery, not from fear this time but from anticipation. Every step closer to the graveyard felt like a hit of something I couldn’t quit.

Just one more time.

That was all.

What I didn’t see as I disappeared into the dark was the curtain shift in the living room window.

***

Maya didn’t even think before moving. The second Cassie slipped out the door, Maya let the curtain fall back into place, she pressed her palm flat to her sternum, as if that could slow the rush inside.

She moved quickly across the living room and knocked lightly on Jess’s door. No answer. Louder, this time. “Jess. Wake up.”

There was a groan from inside. A moment later, the door cracked open, Jess’s hair sticking up like a haystack, mascara smudged under her eyes. “What the hell, Maya? It’s, like, one in the morning.”

Maya's fingers dug into the doorframe. "Cassie snuck out. Just now. I watched her go."

Jess rolled her eyes so hard they practically squeaked. “Oh my God. Please don’t tell me you’re buying into her whole ghost boyfriend thing.”

“She wasn’t lying,” Maya shot back. “At least, she believes she wasn’t lying. And now she’s sneaking off again—doesn’t that bother you?”

By then Kara had cracked her own door, yawning, scratching her head. “What’s going on?”

“Cassie’s gone,” Maya said. “She’s sneaking back to him.”

Jess threw her arms up. “Or she’s sneaking out to meet some random dude from Tinder and using the whole ‘dead biker’ story because she thought it sounded edgy.”

Kara snickered. “Honestly, points for creativity.”

Maya shoved her hands on her hips. “Are you two seriously not worried? She’s pale, exhausted, hasn’t been eating. Something’s wrong with her, and none of us know this guy. Alive or dead, whoever he is—she’s not safe.”

That seemed to cut through their annoyance, at least a little. Jess rubbed her temples. “So what, you want us to follow her like some low-budget Nancy Drew squad?”

“Yes,” Maya said without hesitation.

Kara snorted. “Great. I’ve always wanted to solve mysteries in my pajamas.”

Jess looked between them, sighing. “You’re both ridiculous.”

“Maybe,” Maya said. “But I’d rather be ridiculous and make sure she doesn’t end up in a ditch than sit here pretending everything’s fine.”

There was a pause. Kara shrugged, already pulling on a hoodie. “Fine. Let’s Nancy Drew it. Worst case, we catch her making out with some dude in a trench coat, and we get to hold it over her forever.”

Jess groaned again but disappeared into her room to grab her sneakers. “I can’t believe I’m doing this.”

Five minutes later, they slipped out the building's side door like reluctant burglars. The night air bit through their hastily thrown-on clothes, a damp chill that made them hyper-aware of every scuff of their shoes, every exhale.

Maya led the way, eyes scanning ahead. Cassie wasn’t far—just a shadow moving quickly down the path toward the edge of campus.

Jess hugged her arms around herself, her laugh a brittle thing in the darkness. "I can't believe we're actually doing this."

Kara grinned. “What’s the plan when she turns around? Hide behind a bush? Do the Mission Impossible theme song?”

Maya shot him a look, but even she gave herself away with the tiniest grin.

They kept the jokes coming, but each one landed a little flatter than the last. The closer they got to the cemetery gates, the harder it became to ignore the question hanging in the air between them—what if there really was someone waiting for Cassie among the headstones?

***

Mist slithered between the headstones as I followed the familiar path, each step on gravel announcing my surrender. Every cloud of breath that escaped my lips seemed to mock me—visible evidence that I was still moving forward, still choosing this, still unable to turn away.

I told myself a hundred times on the way here that he wouldn’t be waiting. That I was insane to even try. But there he was.

Leaning against the same headstone as if it belonged to him, arms folded across his chest, leather jacket catching the weak moonlight. He looked carved out of the night itself. Like he’d known—knew—I’d come back, and all he had to do was wait.

His name caught in my throat, a sound more gasp than word.

His eyes lifted to mine. The crooked half-smile I remembered flickered across his mouth, but it wasn’t playful this time. It carried weight, almost bitter.

“I tried to convince myself to stay gone,” he murmured. “Turns out, you’re not that easy to forget.”

A chill ran straight down my spine, though it had nothing to do with the cold. I wrapped my arms tighter around myself, like maybe that could shield me from the way his words burrowed under my skin.

My mouth opened, but all the sharp comebacks I'd rehearsed in my head evaporated like mist. I should have told him this was insane, should have walked away, should have done anything but stand there, pulse racing beneath my skin. But instead my chest tightened, every beat loud and frantic.

His smirk fell away like a mask, revealing something harder underneath. "You have no idea what you're playing with here," he said, voice low and rough. "What I am."

I had to push the words past the lump in my throat. "Then why are you here?"

His eyes darkened, pupils swallowing the irises.“Because I don’t know how not to be.”

The words lingered, the night closing in around our ankles, and all I could think was that whatever danger he meant, I wanted it.

He stepped closer, shadows clinging to him, and for once there was no hint of play in his voice.

He leaned in, whispering the words like they hurt to say. "Each time our skin meets, Cassie, I'm stealing pieces of you."

I let out a shaky laugh, but it died when I saw his face wasn’t joking. “Take what?”

“Your life.” The words weren’t loud, but they hollowed the air between us. “Not all of it at once. Just enough to feel alive again. But it comes from you.”

My chest tightened until the words barely squeezed out. "That’s not… no. You’re messing with me."

He shook his head once, almost solemn. “You already feel it. Don’t you? After last time—you were weak, shaky. That wasn’t just adrenaline.”

My mind flashed back to that night—me perched on the edge of my mattress, knees knocking together like wind chimes in a storm. I'd convinced myself it was just the adrenaline crash. Looking at him now, the truth was written in every line of his face.

“You’re saying…” I forced the words past the tightness in my throat. “That if I keep coming back—”

His voice cracked like brittle stone. "This place will claim you, bit by bit. Until one day, you'll be just another shadow trapped between the headstones. Like me."

The bottom dropped out of my stomach. For a second, I thought I might actually throw up right there in the grass.

But beneath my terror ran something darker, something I couldn't fight. My body remembered his mouth on mine, his hands gripping my waist. How he'd looked at me like I was oxygen and he was drowning. The memory burned through my veins, making my knees weak even as my mind screamed danger.

“I don’t care,” I blurted, thin-voiced but certain. “If you wanted me dead, I’d already be in the ground. You’ve had chances. And I’m still here.”

The muscle in his jaw jumped, his eyes lit with a fire I had no words for.

“I can’t stop thinking about you,” I whispered, stepping closer even though every instinct screamed not to. “Whatever this is, whatever it does to me—I want it anyway.”

He exhaled like something was tearing inside him, fingers raking through his dark hair as if he could claw out whatever tormented him.

“You don’t know what you’re asking for,” he muttered.

“Yeah, I do.” My heartbeat pounded so loud it felt like the whole graveyard could hear, but I didn’t stop. “And I’ll keep coming back. You can’t scare me off.”

For a long second, he stared at me like he could burn the obsession right out of my body if he tried hard enough. Then, low and almost broken, he said, “Then nothing good comes next.”

His warning hung between us like another presence in the graveyard. I should have been halfway across campus by now, heart pounding with fear instead of... whatever this was. But goosebumps spread up my arm, my lungs struggling against the weight pressing down on my ribs.

“I don’t care,” I whispered, my voice splintering. “I want you.”

His hands flexed at his sides, as if holding himself back took everything in him. “Cassie, I told you—every time—”

“I don’t care!” It came out louder than I wanted, shaking with everything I’d been holding back. My throat tightened, eyes burning. “Do you think I can just walk away now? Pretend you didn’t happen? You’re in my head. I can’t sleep, I can’t eat, I can’t—” My voice cracked, and I hated how desperate it sounded, but I didn’t stop. “Please. Please don’t tell me no.”

He let out a sound that was more anguish than anything else, his face twisted, torn between fury and hunger. "This will destroy you."

“Then let it,” I begged, my voice breaking under the strain. “If that’s the price—I’ll pay it.”

His jaw tensed like stone. For one endless moment, I thought he'd walk away. Then his fingers found the nape of my neck, pulling me to him with a force that left no room for doubt. When his lips touched mine, the kiss wasn't gentle—it was possession, desperation. Something cold and sweet flooded my senses, and I forgot how to breathe.

I collapsed against him, fingers digging into leather, pressing so close it was like I wanted our bodies to merge. His kiss consumed me—all tongue and hunger—as if he could swallow my soul through my mouth. And maybe that's exactly what he was doing.

He slammed me against the gravestone, the cold granite biting into my back as his weight crushed against me. Something crackled between us like static electricity, making every inch of my skin hypersensitive. When his fingers slipped beneath my hoodie, they left trails of fire across my ribs, and I couldn’t stop the moan that spilled into his mouth.

“You’re impossible,” he rasped against my lips.

“So are you,” I panted.

Words dissolved between us. His touch was greedy—digging into my waist, dragging my leggings down, slipping lower until his fingers teased between my thighs. I gasped, surging toward him, all pretense of resistance gone.

“Say it,” he demanded, the words tight with control.

“I need you,” I choked out, my whole body trembling.

He cursed, the sound thick and primal, and then he dropped to his knees.

The cemetery vanished, the fog, the cold, all gone. There was only his mouth. His tongue on me, fierce, dragging me higher with every flick. My hands tangled in his hair, pulling, holding, as if I’d fall apart without him anchoring me.

I couldn't form words anymore, just broken sounds escaping between gasps as my body moved against his mouth without my permission. "Please," I finally managed, the word barely recognizable. "I can't—I need—"

It slammed into me all at once—spine arching, muscles seizing, thighs locked tight around him. My body convulsed against the stone, air stuck somewhere in my chest, as if each tremor was draining something I couldn’t get back.

But he kept going. His mouth moved against me with desperate hunger, each stroke of his tongue pulling another tremor from my body until the world narrowed to nothing but sensation.

When he finally rose, his mouth wet with me, his eyes burned like wildfire. He yanked my leggings down the rest of the way, his belt already undone. His cock—huge, perfect, terrifying—pressed against my stomach as he shoved my hoodie up and dragged me into another bruising kiss.

My fingers dug into his shoulders, the world spinning beneath me as need coursed through my veins like wildfire.

“You’re going to ruin me,” I gasped.

His eyes flashed dark. "I've been ruining you since the moment we met," he said, his voice rough with want as he turned me to face the headstone and pressed my body forward.

The stone bit into my cheek, icy enough to burn, while behind me his skin radiated like fever. My breath smeared damp against the granite as he drove into me in one hard thrust that knocked the air from my chest. His fingers pressed between my thighs, circling with enough pressure to make my legs quake. My palms dragged helplessly over the stone’s rough surface, searching for grip as the whole cemetery seemed to sway around us. His name rose up, tangled in my throat, spilling out rough and unfinished.

“Elias—oh God—”

His palm struck, the sting spreading fast across my skin. I gasped, shock tangled with pleasure, the heat only winding me tighter.

“Take it,” he demanded, every thrust deeper, harder. “Take all of me.”

I shattered completely, my body seizing around him as pleasure crashed through me in violent waves. The world dimmed at the edges, darkness creeping in as my knees buckled beneath me, no longer able to hold my weight.

But he didn't stop. He moved with desperate hunger now, each thrust more urgent than the last, as though he could consume me entirely. When his lips found my neck, I felt the sharp graze of teeth, the hot pull of his mouth drawing something vital from deep within me.

My strength drained like water through cupped hands, my body collapsing beneath his weight. My limbs turned to lead, my thoughts to fog. Nothing left but a fragile whimper as reality swayed and blurred around me.

And then he convulsed against me, his body going rigid with one final, brutal thrust. His release pulsed inside me as he groaned my name, the sound vibrating through the skin of my neck.

His face transformed, pleasure giving way to horror. He withdrew from me, his grip shifting to my shoulders as my body went limp against the cold headstone.

“Cassie!” His voice was rough, frantic. He shook me lightly, trying to make me focus. “Stay with me.”

I tried to answer, but my lips barely moved. My body felt hollow, empty, like he’d taken everything.

His face twisted, raw fear flashing across it. “Goddamn it. I didn’t mean—” He cut himself off, pulling me into his arms like he could hold me together.

My head fell heavy against his chest, my pulse skipping beats like a scratched record. Through the haze of what he'd taken from me, a distant voice whispered: run. But I couldn't move, couldn't think past the ghost of him still burning between my thighs and the hollow ache that begged to be filled again, no matter the cost.

***

Darkness swallows me, then releases me back into consciousness. I'm cradled against Elias's chest, my body emptied of everything but tremors. My hoodie bunches around my ribs, goosebumps rising on my bare thighs as October air bites at my skin. His lips move against my hair, urgent whispers I can't quite grasp, like trying to catch smoke between my fingers.

And then—footsteps. Voices.

Maya's voice sliced through the haze clouding my mind. "Cassie?!"

I groan, too weak to lift my head, but Elias locked up, like the air itself had turned hostile.

Shapes appear through the mist—Maya in the lead, her phone light bobbing wildly, Jess and Kara stumbling behind her. Their laughter is gone now, replaced with shock.

“Oh my God,” someone gasps. “She’s—what the hell—”

Maya doesn’t slow. She storms forward, her eyes locked on me. “Cassie! What are you doing out here?!” Then her gaze shifts—and lands on him.

On Elias.

The other two stop short. I hear one of them swear under their breath.

“Holy shit,” another whispers. “He’s…he’s real?”

Elias straightens, his grip on me protective, almost defiant. His dark eyes flick from face to face, sizing them up.

Maya swallows hard, but she doesn’t back down. “You’re…you’re him, aren’t you?” Her voice wavers. “Elias Kane. The one from—”

Elias cut her off, the kind of calm that made the danger worse.

Time freezes between heartbeats. My friends stand rooted to the ground, their bodies tense as cemetery statues. The fog thickens around us, wrapping cold fingers across our skin, as if the dead themselves are gathering to witness this impossible confrontation.

Finally, one of them blurts out, “Are you—are you actually dead?”

The words chilled the air, leaving silence heavy after them.

The muscles in Elias's jaw flex beneath his skin. His silence hangs between confirmation and denial, but it's the look in his eyes—that flicker of ancient sorrow when he regards them—that makes my stomach drop to my knees.

Maya’s face drains of color. She shakes her head, muttering, “Oh my God. Cassie, he’s—he’s not even alive.”

That rips me out of my haze. “Stop!” I croak, clinging to him. “Don’t—don’t talk about him like that!”

“Cassie, look at yourself!” Maya shouts, her voice breaking. “You can barely stand! He’s killing you!”

The others snap out of their shock, rushing forward. They tug at my arms, trying to pry me from his chest. I resist, weakly, but I don’t have the strength to fight.

Elias's voice sliced into the silence. "Get your hands off her." The words are quiet but carry a promise of violence that makes everyone freeze. Maya, though, lifts her chin and meets his gaze without wavering. "If she means anything to you," she says, clipped and steady, daring him to argue. "then you'll step back and let us take her home."

For one unbearable moment, it feels like he might fight them. Like the air itself could shatter. Then his grip loosens. Just a fraction. Just enough for them to pull me away.

“No!” I cry, struggling against their hold, my voice raw. “Don’t—don’t make me—”

But Elias doesn’t move. He stands there, watching, shadowed and still. The fog thickens until his face is barely visible.

And then—he’s gone.

They pull me away from the cemetery, my legs barely holding my weight, my chest hollow with loss. The gravestones watch our retreat, their shadows stretching toward me like fingers I can no longer reach.

***

By the time they get me back to the apartment, I can finally stand on my own, but they don’t let go. I’m herded inside like I’m breakable, Maya gripping one arm, the others hovering behind me as if I might collapse again at any second.

The second the door shuts, the air changes. No more fog, no more cold night, just the suffocating heat of too many bodies in our tiny living room. I want to run to my bedroom, pull the covers over my head, pretend none of this happened. But Maya plants herself in front of me, eyes red, chest heaving like she’s just run a marathon.

“What the hell was that, Cassie?” she demands, voice shaking.

I swallow, forcing the words past the knot in my throat. “I told you,” I whisper. “He’s real.

“Real?” Jess threw her hands up, pacing. “Cassie, he’s dead. You heard him. You saw—” Her voice cracked. “We all saw.”

I flinch, arms wrapping around myself. The memory of Elias’s hands still burns into my skin. The heat, the way he pulled me apart, the way I almost didn’t come back. I should be horrified. I am horrified. And yet the thought of never feeling him again makes my chest ache so deep I almost double over.

“You don’t understand,” I choke. “I need him.”

Maya's hands clamp onto my shoulders, a single sharp shake forcing my eyes to meet hers. Mascara runs in black rivers down her face, but her stare holds steady, unblinking. "Listen to me, Cassie. Whatever he's doing to you—it's draining your life away. When we found you, I thought you were—"

Kara mutters, “Jesus Christ, we thought you were dead.”

The room spins, all their voices closing in. My chest is tight, my eyes sting, and before I know it, I’m crying—loud, ugly sobs shaking out of me. I sink onto the couch, hands over my face. “I can’t,” I whisper. “I can’t stay away.”

Maya kneels in front of me, grabbing my wrists, forcing me to look at her. Her tears drip hot onto my skin. “Yes, you can. You have to. If you go back, Cass, you won’t come home next time. Do you hear me? You’ll die out there.”

The others crowd around, voices overlapping. “She’s right.” “This is insane.” “Promise us, Cassie.”

Their concern presses down on me like a physical thing. Maya, Jess, and Kara—people I've shared coffee with, cried with, celebrated birthdays with—now look at me like I'm a stranger. In their wide eyes, I catch my reflection: a girl with blue-tinged lips, hair wild with cemetery dirt, trembling for a lover whose heart stopped beating long ago.

Every part of me screams against it, but I nod, slow, broken. “Okay,” I croak. “I promise.”

Maya lets out a shaky breath and pulls me into a hug so tight I can barely breathe. The others pile on, an awkward mess of limbs, everyone clinging to me like they’re scared I’ll slip through their fingers.

I cry harder, burying my face in Maya’s shoulder. “I promise,” I whisper again. “I won’t go back.”

But even as the words leave my lips, I feel the hollow echo inside me. Because deep down, I know the truth.

I’m already his.

And no promise in the world is going to stop me from going back.


Dead End


It’s been a week. Seven whole days since Maya and the others dragged me out of the graveyard, limp and shaking like I’d been wrung dry.

On paper, I look better. I’m eating again, even if food tastes like cardboard. I’m going to class, nodding at professors, scribbling notes that make no sense when I look back at them. I’m sleeping—fitful, restless naps counted as victories—but it’s more than I was managing before.

And my friends? They hover like storm clouds. Every move I make is shadowed, every excuse questioned. Maya barely lets me walk to the bathroom without checking in, and if I leave the apartment, at least one of them “happens” to tag along. They’re subtle about it, but not subtle enough. I know what they’re doing. Babysitting. Making sure I don’t sneak out again.

I don’t blame them. Not really.

They think they're protecting me from him, but they've left me alone with something far worse: his absence.

At night, when I curl under my blanket, I wait for it: the heat of Elias’s mouth, the weight of his body pressing me into stone, the pull that left me dizzy and wrecked. But there’s nothing. Just the hum of the radiator, the faint laughter from the hallway, the ache in my chest.

The days stretch long and hollow. I fake smiles, I laugh at the right moments, I let Maya tug me out for coffee and nod when the others ask if I’m okay. I’m a masterclass in pretending. Pretend you’re fine, pretend you’ve moved on, pretend you’re not empty inside.

But inside, I’m restless. Agitated. Like a limb’s been cut off and I can still feel the phantom pain. My body remembers him, every pulse and thrust and whisper. Sometimes I catch myself zoning out mid-lecture, pen frozen above the page while my mind drifts back to the way he touched me. And then I feel sick, because I know what it cost me.

Maya watches the closest. She doesn’t tease me anymore. No more “ghost dick” jokes, no rolling her eyes when I space out. Now her gaze is soft but sharp, like she’s waiting for me to crack. She asks if I’m sleeping, if I’ve eaten, if I need to talk. She never says his name, though.

I want to thank her. I want to scream at her. Because all her worry just makes me feel caged.

The minute hand crawls across the classroom clock face while my pen taps against blank notebook paper. Three more hours until sunset. Two hours and fifty-nine minutes until I can stop pretending I'm not thinking about him. My stomach twists with self-loathing. I made a promise to Maya, to all of them. No more midnight trips to the graveyard. No more Elias.

But the truth is a pill I swallow every morning: I'm not healing. I'm just learning to breathe around the damage.

And every night I go to bed empty, the craving grows sharper. The silence louder.

I wonder how much longer I can keep pretending before I break.

It starts small.

The first time it happens, I almost miss it. Toothpaste foam dripping down my chin, I'm hunched over the sink when something shifts in the mirror's edge—a darkness where there shouldn't be, tall and unmistakably human-shaped. I whip around so fast my neck cracks, blood roaring through me. The bathroom stands empty. Just the same peeling shower curtain, the same cracked tile I've memorized, Maya's off-key humming filtering through the thin wall.

I whip back to the mirror, but there's nothing behind me there either. Just my own reflection—skin like paper, dark circles pooling beneath my eyes, knuckles white around my toothbrush as if it might protect me from something I can't even see.

I laugh it off, shaky and thin. “Get it together, Cassie,” I mutter to my reflection. “You’re seeing things.”

Except it keeps happening.

I catch a glimpse of him as I pass the science building—his reflection in the glass, shoulders broad beneath that worn leather jacket, hip cocked like he’s waiting. Without thinking, I whip around so fast I nearly crash into a freshman. But there’s no one there. Just students streaming past, backpacks bouncing, laughing about things that suddenly feel impossibly trivial.

One night while studying in the library, I catch movement in my darkened phone screen between messages. His reflection materializes—that knowing smirk, those hungry eyes—watching me from behind the glass. My sharp intake of breath earns me a glare from the girl at the next table, her finger pressed to pursed lips. By the time I gather the courage to look down again, only my own pale face stares back at me.

And the whispers. God, the whispers.

At first I think it’s my neighbors. Then I realize it’s always when I’m alone. Always low, brushing the edge of my hearing, close enough to make me turn.

Cassie.

Come back to me.

You belong here.

The first time it happened, I jolted so hard I knocked my textbook to the floor. My hands flew to my ears, pressing until it hurt, as I chanted "Stop, stop, stop" through clenched teeth. But his voice slipped through anyway, creeping under my skin until I shivered.

And here's the truth I can't admit to anyone: every glimpse, every whisper, sends a thrill through me that I've been starving for.

Every whisper makes my pulse race. Every glimpse winds me tighter, jittery in my chair. I tell myself it’s hallucinations, withdrawal from the most dangerous drug I’ve ever tasted. But deep down, I know I want it to be real.

The craving is unbearable. It’s like my skin hums with static, every nerve tuned to the frequency of him. A week of silence nearly killed me. Now these flickers, these whispers, they feel like oxygen.

I lie to myself constantly. You’re stressed. You’re overworked. You’re imagining it. But when I close my eyes at night, I beg the hallucinations to stay. I arch into the empty air, grinding against nothing, desperate for the phantom touch that always slips away.

If Maya knew, she’d lose her mind. She’d lock me in my room and throw away the key. My other friends would joke, call me “possessed,” tell me to lay off the horror marathons.

But deep in my gut, I recognize the truth. It's Elias reaching through the veil, and with each shadow that flickers at the corner of my vision, with each whisper that slides against my ear, my resistance crumbles a little more. If my friends think this is some sickness to recover from, they're wrong. I don't want whatever antidote they're offering.

***

My fingers hover over the doorknob, the metal gleaming in the dim hallway light. I've already laced my sneakers tight and zipped my hoodie to my chin. Each heartbeat feels like a small explosion in my chest—that same electric terror-thrill cocktail that floods your system right before you hand over a fake ID or whisper answers during a final. Except this is worse.

Because I know exactly where I’d go.

The pull is physical, dragging at my bones, leaving me jittering with an ache that won’t quit. Every inch of me remembers him. The whispers from the night before still echo in my skull, soft and seductive: Come back to me. You belong here.

All I’d have to do is twist the knob, step outside, let the night take me.

My hand brushes the cool metal—and freezes.

I hear Maya’s voice in my head, broken and pleading: If you go back, Cass, you won’t come home next time.

Maya's face flashes before me—red-rimmed eyes, mascara tracking down her cheeks, lips trembling as she begged me to stay. Something caves inside my chest. I drop my hand from the doorknob and step back, lungs burning like I've been holding my breath underwater, muscles quivering from the effort of not turning that knob.

“Cassie.”

I jump, spinning around. Maya stands in the hallway, arms crossed, hair in a messy bun. Her eyes narrow at my shoes, my hoodie, my guilty stance.

“What are you doing?” she asks, voice tight.

“Nothing,” I blurt. “I was—I was just getting some air.”

Her brows shoot up. “At midnight? Alone? Dressed like you’re about to bolt?”

“I wasn’t going back!” The protest bursts out of me, raised and shaky.

The sound draws the others. Doors crack open, sleepy faces poking out. “What’s going on?” Jess mumbles, rubbing her eyes.

“She was about to sneak out again,” Maya snaps, glaring at me.

“I wasn’t!” I insist, hands shaking. “I swear, I haven’t gone back. Not once.”

Kara scoffs. “Yeah, right. You look like a junkie itching for a fix every night.”

My cheeks burned with humiliation, sharp and unshakable. “I’m telling the truth! I haven’t seen him!”

“Then why are you standing at the door like you’re about to sprint?”

The room erupts into chaos. "You're lying!" "We're just trying to help!" "Every night, same thing!" Their words crash into each other, a tsunami of judgment washing over me. My nails bit into my palms, sharp enough to sting as something primal built in my chest, demanding release—a scream, a shattered glass, anything to make them stop.

Finally, Maya steps forward, raising her hands. “Enough.”

The room falls quiet. She looks at me—not angry now, just tired, eyes shining with something softer.

“We’re not trying to trap you, Cass,” she says quietly. “We just want you alive. That’s it. Do you get that? We’re scared. You scared the hell out of us.”

Something constricts in my chest. I try to swallow it down, but my vision blurs anyway, hot streaks of shame sliding down my cheeks. "That's not—I wasn't actually going there," I manage, voice barely audible.﻿

Her hand rests on my arm, steady and warm. “I know you want to. But what you want could get you killed.”

The guilt hits hard, because she’s right. They all are. I wipe at my face, but it doesn’t change what’s underneath—the pull is still there, constant, waiting. I don’t admit it out loud, but I know myself well enough: I won’t be able to stay away for long.

***

I should be asleep. Everyone else is. Maya made sure of it—she hovered until I got into bed, then sat in the hallway with her laptop for half an hour like some kind of watchdog before finally retreating to her own room.

Now it’s past two, the apartment quiet except for the hum of the fridge and the occasional car whispering by outside. I curl tighter under my blanket, phone clutched in my hand, scrolling aimlessly through feeds that don’t even register in my brain. Memes, class group chats, dumb campus drama—it all feels like static.

﻿My screen flickers once, then turns to obsidian. Not powered down—something else entirely. The glass becomes a mirror, and there he is, watching me from inside it. Elias. The faintest shadow of a grin plays on his lips, his stare pinning me in place, electric and consuming.

A startled cry leaves me as the phone tumbles onto my chest. His face should disappear with the movement, but it doesn't. Instead, it dissolves gradually, like breath evaporating from a window in winter.

Blood rushes through my head like a freight train. "Please," I whisper, my neck rigid with tension. "Anywhere but here. Any time but now."

A chill creeps across my skin as the temperature drops. Outside my window, fog presses against the glass, its tendrils forming patterns that couldn't possibly be accidental. I squeeze my eyes shut, but it doesn’t help.

﻿Then his voice slithers into the room.

Cassie.

The voice barely registers above a whisper, yet it sinks into me, becoming part of me with each syllable.

You belong with me.

I shake my head violently, clutching my pillow to my chest. “Stop it. Stop,” I whisper, breathless.

Resisting only makes it worse.

The words shiver across me, hot and close, sparking a reaction I can’t control. My nails scrape into the pillowcase, desperate for anchor.

“Leave me alone,” I beg, but the sound is weak, shaky.

You don’t want that. His voice deepens, darker now, threaded with hunger.. You ache for me. I can feel it.

Tears sting my eyes. Because he’s right. My whole body feels wound tight, desperate, starved. Every night without him has been agony, like some essential part of me is missing. And now that I hear him again, see him again, it feels like I can finally breathe.

But I can’t give in. I promised. I promised Maya, my friends, myself.

“I can’t,” I sob, burying my face in the pillow.

The fog outside the window presses tighter against the glass, curling like fingers trying to pry it open. His whisper slides closer, intimate, brushing against my ear though no one’s there.

You’re mine. You’ll come back. You always do.

“I want to.”

I squeeze my eyes tighter, pressing the pillow so hard against my chest it hurts. I tell myself if I can just make it to morning, the whispers will stop.

***

I woke before dawn, my mouth sour, eyes gritty from too little sleep. The apartment was silent, gray light slipping through the blinds as I shuffled toward the bathroom.

When I flicked on the light, I froze.

The mirror was misted, though no shower had run. And scrawled across the glass, clear as breath on cold air:

CASSIE

My name.

Every hair on my body rises. The letters drip fresh, as if someone just finished writing them.

I spin around, heart racing, but the doorway is empty. The apartment is silent.

“No,” I whisper. “This isn’t real.”

But the letters gleam, refusing to fade.

I stumble back, slam into the hall—and nearly collide with Maya, hair mussed, eyes wide.

“Cassie?” she blurts. “What’s wrong?”

I press my forehead to her shoulder, clutching at her shirt like a lifeline. “He won’t leave me alone,” I babble. “He’s everywhere, in the glass, in the fog, whispering when I’m alone—”

Maya’s hands tighten on me, but she doesn’t tell me I’m crazy. She doesn’t laugh. Her face hardens with something like fear.

“This has to end, Cassie,” she says quietly, firmly. “You can’t keep living like this. You have to say goodbye. For real this time.”

I shake my head against her, tears soaking her sleeve. “I can’t.”

“Yes, you can.” She cups my face, forcing me to meet her eyes. “Whatever he is, whoever he is—you have to let him go. Or he’s going to take you with him.”

Her words land like a slap. My body shakes, my heart still beating that awful, hungry rhythm.

I nod—because what else can I do?

She pulls me into a hug, whispering, “We’ll help you through this.”

But my eyes stay fixed on the bathroom door.

And in the fog, I swear something waits. Smiling.

***

Maya falls asleep in the armchair across from my bed, laptop still open on her knees. She’d sworn she wouldn’t leave me alone tonight. Sworn she’d come with me if I tried to do anything stupid.

But she’s human. She’s exhausted. And I’m a liar.

I slide out from under the blanket as quietly as I can, hoodie already on, tights sticking to my legs. My sneakers are by the door. I slip them on, fingers trembling, every sound in the apartment amplified—the creak of the floorboards, the whisper of my zipper, Maya’s soft, steady breathing.

“Don’t,” she’d said earlier, gripping my hands so hard it hurt. “If you have to face him, I’ll go with you. You don’t have to do this alone.”

But this isn’t something she can fix. This isn’t lust anymore, or even obsession. It’s survival.

I can’t drag her into it.

I ease the front door shut behind me, holding my breath until the latch clicks. The hallway is empty, dimly lit, the kind of dead-of-night quiet that makes you feel like you’re the last person on Earth.

Outside, the October air hits me like ice. My lungs seize, but I force myself down the street, hands jammed into my hoodie pockets. Every step feels like walking into a storm.

The town is asleep, dark windows and quiet porches. No music, no laughter—just my sneakers scuffing pavement. When the cemetery gates come into view, my stomach twists so hard I have to pause, swallowing against a wave of nausea.

The gate shudders as I push it, groaning as though it doesn’t want me to pass.

Inside, the silence feels alive. My breath fogs the air, lingering too long. My pulse pounds, urging me to run back to Maya and her promise of safety.

But if I don’t end this, there won’t be any safety left.

I weave between headstones, sneakers sinking into wet grass. The fog thickens until the path vanishes, stones looming like shadows. My fingers skim one—cold, slick.

And then I see him.

Exactly where he always waits, propped against a headstone. But the smirk is gone. The leather jacket hangs darker, heavier. The faint light flickers in his gaze, cold, fathomless, refusing to soften.

A vise closes around my lungs. I freeze in place, air catching in shallow gasps between my lips. I say, my voice thin, almost swallowed by the fog.

He doesn’t so much as blink, his stare fixed, inhuman in its stillness.

I shiver, pulling my hoodie tighter. “This isn’t about you anymore,” I tell myself under my breath. “It’s about ending this.”

But I feel it anyway—my chest tight, breath shallow, skin alive with his ghost.

Elias tilts his head, the motion slow, assessing. Fog wraps around him like it belongs there. No words come, only the weight of his gaze. This isn’t a game anymore.

He doesn’t move when I step closer. Fog seeps between us, cool and damp against my face. His shoulders blur in the haze, hands hanging loose at his sides like he’s holding himself back.

“Elias,” I whisper. “Why are you doing this to me?”

His eyes lift, shadowed, almost pained. “Don’t fight it. You’re mine already.”

The words land sharp. My fists ball inside my hoodie. “No. I’m not yours.”

A flicker of a smirk. “Then why do you keep coming back?”

“I came to end it,” I snap, though my voice shakes. “You’re draining me. I can’t sleep, I can’t eat—I want my own future.”

He steps forward, silent in the grass. “Cassie,” he murmurs, my name heavy on his tongue. “This isn’t hunger. It’s belonging.”

I stumble back, chest tight. “No,” I choke. “It’s killing me.”

“I’m not trying to hurt you,” he says, and now there’s a crack in his voice. “I don’t even know how to stop.”

For a heartbeat, everything inside me screams to just give in—close the distance, bury myself in his arms, let the ache dissolve. The memory of his hands, his mouth, his weight, flares through me so hot my knees go weak.

But I force myself to stand my ground. “You can’t have me,” I whisper. “Not like this.”

The fog presses tighter. His jaw works, muscles shifting like he’s holding something back. “You don’t mean that.”

“I do,” I say, even though my body shakes with the lie. “I have a life. I have friends. I have a future. You’re dead, Elias. You can’t take that from me.”

His eyes spark—fury, grief, and a darkness that doesn’t belong to this world.

“No,” I say again, firmer. “You’re taking everything.”

We stand locked in silence, the pull between us like a rope cinched around my ribs. Every nerve screams to give in, but I don’t move. For the first time since the graveyard, I hold my ground.

Elias’s hands curl into fists. “If you walk away now, you won’t come back,” he says, voice low, almost breaking.

“That’s the point,” I whisper.

His eyes close briefly, and when they open again they’re darker, bottomless. “You’ll regret this.”

“I already do,” I murmur.

The fog thickens between us. For a heartbeat I’m still standing—then Elias’s stare hardens, fury burning away whatever softness was there.

“You think you can just walk away?” His voice slices through the fog.

My throat tightens, but I hold my ground. “I have to,” I whisper.

His jaw clenches. He takes a step closer, and the fog seems to follow, wrapping tighter around us both. “You don’t get it, Cassie. You’re mine. You always were. You’ll come back. You always come back.”

My chest heaves, tears burning down my face. “I can’t keep doing this. You’re killing me.”

“Then let me!” he snaps, voice raw. “If it takes every breath you’ve got, then so be it. At least you’d be where you belong.”

I press my hands to my face, hating how part of me almost says yes. “I can’t,” I choke. “Not now. Not yet.”

His fury flickers into something jagged, desperate. “You don’t mean that.”

“I do,” I whisper, though my voice breaks. “I want my own life.”

For a moment he looks like he’ll fight, but then his shoulders sag. His edges blur, form unraveling into fog.

“No,” I whisper, reaching for him. His face flickers—furious, broken, then gone.

“You’ll come back,” his voice echoes, stretched thin. “You always do.”

The fog pressed in on all sides, damp and heavy, smothering the place where Elias had stood. I stayed on my knees, my palms digging into the wet grass, sobs shaking through me until I could barely breathe.

I told myself it was over. I told myself I’d won. But the emptiness in my chest laughed at me.

“Cassie!”

The shout cracked through the cemetery. Lights bobbed in the fog — flashlights, phone screens — and then shapes rushed toward me. Maya in the lead, hair wild, hoodie half-zipped, looking more furious than terrified. Behind her, Jess and kara stumbled, their sneakers squelching in the damp grass.

I barely had time to swipe at my wet face before Maya dropped to her knees beside me. “Jesus Christ, Cassie, again?!” Her voice wobbled, though, more relief than anger.

“I—” My throat closed. No excuse would sound sane.

“Help me,” Maya snapped over her shoulder, and suddenly I was lifted, arms under my shoulders, hands gripping my legs. I sagged between them like a drunk girl at the world’s worst frat party.

“Damn,” one of them muttered. “Damn. She feels like dead air."

“Shut up!” Maya barked.

Despite everything — the tears, the shaking, the hollow ache — a broken laugh bubbled out of me. “Wow. Thanks. Really flattering.”

“You’re alive, aren’t you?” my friend shot back. “You’re allowed to get roasted.”

It was ridiculous. All of it. Me, half-carried through a cemetery at three a.m., makeup smeared down my face, friends bickering like we were walking home from a tailgate instead of rescuing me from a ghost lover.

By the time we reached the apartment, the tension had cracked into exhausted laughter. They kept up a steady stream of commentary, probably so no one had to think about the fact that I’d nearly collapsed again.

“Next time, we’re chaining her to the couch.”

“Don’t tempt me, I’ve got duct tape.”

“I’ll make popcorn.”

Maya didn’t laugh. She didn’t let go of me either. She kept her arm tight around my waist, her jaw clenched, her eyes bright in the streetlight glow.

Inside, they dumped me on the couch like a ragdoll. Someone shoved a water bottle into my hands. Someone else brought a blanket. Maya crouched in front of me, close enough I couldn’t avoid her gaze.

“Cassie,” she said softly. “This has to stop. Tonight. You can’t keep doing this.”

My lip trembled. I hated the tears that threatened again. “I know,” I whispered.

“Promise me.” Her hands gripped my knees. “Promise us you’re done.”

I looked around. Their faces — worried, tired, pale — hovered in the dim light. For once, no teasing, no disbelief. Just fear. Fear for me.

Something in me gave way. Tears spilled over, my voice cracking. ‘I promise. It’s over.’

Maya exhaled like she’d been holding her breath for hours. She surged forward, hugging me so tightly my ribs creaked. “Thank God,” she whispered against my hair.

The others piled in too, an awkward dogpile of limbs and blanket and too many emotions. One of them muttered, “Jesus, I thought we were gonna have to call an exorcist.”

That got a watery laugh out of me. “Do you even know how much priests charge these days?”

“Bet it’s less than your therapy bill will be.”

More laughter, soft and tired. It helped, even if it stung. The pressure in my chest eased just enough to let me breathe. For a second, I let myself believe it — that it really could be over.

Eventually, they drifted back to their rooms, muttering about early classes and hangovers waiting to happen. Maya lingered, hovering at the edge of the couch.

“You scared the hell out of me,” she admitted quietly.

“I’m sorry,” I whispered.

Her eyes searched mine. “It’s really over?”

I forced a nod, even as guilt twisted my gut. “It’s over.”

Satisfied — or maybe just too exhausted to keep arguing — she kissed my forehead and disappeared down the hall.

I shuffled into my bedroom, collapsing onto my bed fully clothed. The ceiling loomed above me, cracked paint and shadows. My body felt heavy, drained, but my mind spun.

“It’s over,” I whispered into the dark.

But the words rang hollow.

Even now, my skin buzzed with the memory of him, my lips still burning from his kiss. I pressed the pillow over my face, whispering, “It’s over.”

But it wasn’t. Not with him etched into me this way.

A weak laugh slipped out. “God. Ghost dick really is gonna kill me.”

I shut my eyes, holding my breath, trying not to imagine what would happen if he came back.


Forever Boo'd Up


It’s been a month since I told Maya it was over.

A month since I swore to my friends I’d never sneak out again.

A month since I pressed my face into my pillow and whispered the biggest lie of my life: It’s over.

And for a while, I almost believed it.

I went through the motions: classes, coffee runs, study groups. I smiled at people in the quad, laughed at dumb jokes, even let Maya drag me to a party off campus. Guys flirted, bought me drinks. One of them kissed me at the bar, sloppy and sweet, and my first thought was: Elias would’ve made me cum just by looking at me.

I pulled away before the poor guy even realized what he’d done wrong.

Nothing compares. Not the frat boys with their sticky hands, not the Tinder dates with their bad lines, not even my own fingers when I tried, desperate, late at night. No matter what I did, my body ached for him. Always him.

The whispers never really stopped, either. Not every night, not as strong, but enough. Just faint murmurs curling under my skin: Cassie… mine… come back…

At first I fought them. Buried myself under blankets, blasted music, prayed for silence. But the longer it went on, the more I realized fighting was useless. Because I didn’t want silence.

I wanted him.

And so, one month later, I find myself here again, standing at the cemetery gates at midnight. Hoodie zipped, tights on, sneakers wet from the grass. The fog drifts in slow ribbons, slipping through the gate as if it’s pulling me with it.

I should be scared. I should be running. Instead, my chest feels light, almost giddy, like the night of the graveyard party all over again.

It groans like it always does, dragging through the silence.

He’s waiting, of course. Leaning against the same headstone, arms folded, gaze sharp as ever. But tonight, his expression carries no amusement—only weight.

“Took you long enough,” Elias says.

I laugh, soft and shaky. “I tried.”

He studies me, the fog shrouding him, his outline breaking and reforming in the haze. “And?”

“I don’t want to fight anymore.” My voice cracks. I swallow, stepping closer. “If this is what it takes—if this is what being with you means—then fine. I’d rather haunt this graveyard forever than spend another second pretending anyone else is enough.”

His expression flickers, like he wants to argue. “Cassie—”

I cut him off with a smile, wry and trembling. “Don’t ruin it by warning me again. I know what I’m doing.”

For the first time, he looks almost…relieved. His hand lifts, brushing my cheek, thumb tracing my skin so lightly it feels like smoke. “You’re sure?”

“Yes.” My chest heaves. “Take me.”

And then he does.

This time, there’s no hesitation, no frantic tearing at clothes. Just his hands sliding under my hoodie, tugging it off in one smooth motion, his lips pressing hot against mine. I clutch at him, greedy, desperate, my body already thrumming.

He lays me down on the grass, the fog cool against my skin, his weight pinning me to the earth. His jacket is rough under my fingers as I drag it off his shoulders, needing him closer. His mouth finds mine again, then my throat, then lower, each kiss softer but hungrier, as if he’s savoring every second.

When he pushes into me, it’s not brutal like before. It’s deep, slow, filling me so completely I gasp. My nails rake down his back, my hips lifting to meet him. Every thrust is deliberate, claiming, like he’s writing himself into my body.

“You’re mine,” he whispers against my mouth.

“I’m yours,” I breathe, no hesitation this time.

The pleasure builds slow and relentless, wave after wave, his hand finding mine and pinning it above my head. My body arches, legs trembling around him, every nerve on fire. I moan his name like a spell, binding me tighter with every breath.

Orgasm tears me apart, my body shaking, tears hot on my skin. Elias groans, stuttering inside me, clutching me tight enough to feel like we could fuse into one.

And then—it shifts.

The world sharpens. My skin tingles, not just from release but from the echo of him moving through me. My body feels weightless, like the ground no longer matters. I look up, dazed, and see my own hands flicker in the moonlight, edges blurring like smoke.

I’m not afraid.

I smile, breathless, as Elias leans over me, eyes burning. “You’re mine now,” he says, but it’s not a threat. It’s a vow.

The fog closes over us like a shroud, and when it loosens, I’m standing. Whole. Changed. Not tired, not hollow. For the first time in weeks, I feel alive. Or whatever comes close enough.

Elias grins, more relaxed than I’ve ever seen him. “Told you you’d come back.”

I laugh, wiping at my tear-streaked cheeks. “Guess I’m stuck haunting frat parties with you forever.”

He smirks, pulling me closer. “Better than speed dating, right?”

We walk into the fog together, our hands twined, the graveyard stretching endless and waiting.

“Guess I finally found a man who’ll never ghost me,” I mutter.

Elias groans. “Really?”

“Too soon?” I tease, bumping his shoulder.

He shakes his head, but he’s smiling when he pulls me into another kiss.

And just like that, eternity doesn’t sound so bad.
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