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He still felt the kiss from that rainy London night, but the
magic it promised had become his

nightmare. They had each forgotten their umbrellas, quite a
foolish thing, so they had stood under an awning and got to talking
while waiting for the storm to pass. The grey cobblestones shone
like silver, and all he had heard was the clip-clop of horses
hooves, the patter of the drops hitting the awning, and his breath
coming quicker with each passing moment as he stood there next to
that remarkable lady. The rain sprinkled down between the cracks of
one building and the next, the only thing that had separated them
on that fateful night. No chaperones were about, quite scandalous
all around.

Her beauty and obvious grace had infused him with wonder.
Watching her talk sent waves of joy through his soul, the sound of
her voice was as melodic as the finest symphony. The way she smiled
as she spoke lit his world. The way her lips formed words and the
way her passionate hands punctuated her story entranced him. Her
green eyes twinkled as she spoke about her writing, and it had
sparked something deep inside him, an immediate connection unlike
anything he had ever known. As he had watched her mouth move,
talking about the inspiration behind her poetry, he could think of
nothing else but wanting to kiss her, wanting to feel those lips on
his own. After gaining the courage to reveal his desire, he had
stammered and stumbled over his words when he said that he wanted
to kiss her.

She did not say a word, but rather just smiled and tilted her
head down, hiding the blush that had risen in her cheeks. Then, to
his great surprise, she just leaned toward him, and the raindrops
decorated her black hair with little points of light when she
crossed that watery barrier, mesmerizing him. He had met her
halfway, and he recalled the softness of her lips and the
excitement that had coursed through him as she parted them,
inviting him deeper. Their tongues had brushed together, just for
the briefest moment, and it stirred something at the core of his
heart. He remembered their first kiss as if that magical night had
passed mere moments ago.

Then he sighed a piteous sigh as he remembered the last one.
“Professor,” a man said from the audience, and it snapped Eliot out
of his bittersweet

memory. With horror, he realized that he had actually stopped
talking this time. He had done this demonstration so very often he
could do it by heart, thinking about anything and just letting his
mouth form the familiar words. But not today. She consumed his
thoughts as she always did, but since she rested so close to this
ancient church, sentimentality overwhelmed him. A useless emotion,
but nonetheless.

“Forgive me, dear sir. Where was I?” Eliot looked down at the
table full of his experiments and tried to remember where he had
left off. The tiny purple lightning bolts still reached their
electric arms from one coil to the other, but Eliot could not
remember the last thing he had said aloud. His notes lay open
beside the electric mechanisms, scribbled in his own hand, but he
had no idea how to continue. Focus, Eliot, he chided himself, but
she still haunted his thoughts.

As the room of well-dressed people looked up at him with eyes
full of expectation, Eliot pulled a handkerchief out of the
tailcoat’s breast pocket and mopped the nervous sweat off his brow.
His thoughts scrambled to find his place and the utter silence in
the back room of the stone church increased his mental pressure.
Tall and thin, most would say lanky, he became all arms, knocking
over one of the coils, breaking its electric connection. He shrunk
standing before them on the stage, scrutinized by all those waiting
faces.

Some began to fidget in impatience. Others checked their time
pieces as he set his experiment back to rights. Then a solitary
giggle made everything much worse. Hot under the collar in his
embarrassment, he looked up, mortified to think someone actually
laughed at his


	
folly. The chortle had come from his wife in the back corner,
chatting with her lady friends. Gossiping and talking through his
demonstration again, and now she had the audacity to snicker during
this unending moment of utmost humiliation. There was something
wrong there. A lack of respect, to say the least. Quite rude,
actually. Certainly she had heard the lecture again and again, as
he did have a tendency to prattle on about his experiments, but she
was his wife after all. How very rude. She rested her hand on her
distended belly, carrying his unborn child, but he felt no love for
her in that moment, only resentment.

“Professor?” the same man said, this time with an annoyed
clearing of the throat before he said the word with an impatient
harshness. Others in the audience began to talk amongst themselves.
The ladies in the back giggled again. Eliot swallowed hard, cleared
his throat, and started speaking.

“Yes, of course. Electricity,” Eliot began again, “is the
future, ladies and gentlemen.” He ignored the frustrated grumblings
of his audience and just continued with his presentation from the
beginning, his face a deeper shade of red than the fine tapestry
hanging on the far wall. His forehead was hotter than the fire that
burned in the hearth beneath it.

The audience before him flickered in the gaslamps lighting the
dark room, and his confidence returned as he watched their eyes
shine with the purple glow of his demonstration. For he could
control electricity. Just with the sound of his voice, those purple
bolts would dance with the cadence of his speech. He could marvel
the haughtiest of London’s High Society with his knowledge of the
new, exciting science. If only he could keep his mind in the
moment.

Another giggle came from the back of the room, and Eliot just
closed his eyes and concentrated on his presentation.

The rain drenched the felt of his top hat, making it weigh heavy
on his head, but Eliot

couldn’t bear to go back inside the dingy old church full of
people. He had nothing more to say to them, especially in his
shame. He had done his part of the gala. However humiliating it had
been, he had gotten through it with a mere shred of dignity. Now
this was his time, even if just a few stolen moments to himself.
Here, alone, he could be with her at long last.

She lay in this very graveyard, and his memories of her smile
and her voice assaulted his mind, but he didn’t shake them away
this time. His new wife, still inside with the others, chatted
away. She was a fine woman, really, but she wasn’t Deirdre. No one
compared to Deirdre. The tragedy of her loss only served to
strengthen his love for her, but it was an impossible love. The
worst and most wondrous kind. Chloe, his new wife, tried her best,
but he couldn’t give himself to her the way he knew he should. And
not for lack of trying, but their souls didn’t connect in the way
his would always be connected to Deirdre. It had been two years
since her death. Childbirth had left him a new father and a widower
all at once.

Chloe was a good mother to Hope, who looked more and more like
Deirdre with every passing day, and now Chloe, too, was pregnant
with their very own due within the month, but he could not find the
joy a man should have with a pending arrival. Everything since
Deirdre’s passing had been grey, as grey as the dark rain clouds
covering the moon. He caught the barest glimpse of it now and again
when it would peek out from behind the clouds, gracing the sad
night with its hopeful light. Full tonight, just like the night she
had left him alone in this darkness of life. Just like the night of
their first kiss in the rain.

The pain of her loss hit his heart, and he gasped for breath,
exhaling a fine mist into the darkness. He had held her as she took
her last breath, covered in blood from the waist down. Hope had
wailed as the midwife tried to soothe her, as if she knew her
mother lay there dying.


	
As if she somehow knew it was her fault just for being born. And
Eliot had held Deirdre with her blood on his hands and tears of
regret filling his vision. “Care for her,” Deirdre had said, and
Eliot blinked the tears away. Then just four more words escaped her
lips: “Kiss me, my love.”

And he did. He kissed her with all the life and love inside him,
willing it to be enough to save her, but she exhaled her last
breath between his very lips. She went limp in his arms, and he
cried out in that dank room, scaring his new daughter into
momentary silence. Those few seconds of quiet, after his wail faded
and before Hope cried anew, haunted him. For Deirdre’s heart lie
still beneath her breast. Her breath came no more. That awful
second of silence filled every second from that one to this.

“Just one more kiss,” he whispered into the rain. “I would give
my life just to hold her one last time, to kiss her one last time.”
His voice barely audible between the wind and the rain and the din
wafting out from inside the church, but he said the words again, as
if by repeating them he could will it to be so.

He turned his collar up to the wind and shoved his hands in his
pockets. Just a quick visit, he thought as he moved toward the
marble headstones stretched out behind the church. The heavy fog
suspended near the ground swirled around his ankles as he walked.
He needn’t look at the engraved names, for he could find her grave
blindfolded.

His shoes squished in the mud as he approached the overgrown
grave, sinking into the earth with each step. The quiet night
screamed in his ears, reminding him of that horrible night two
years ago. From here, he could no longer hear the din of the gala
back at the church. Only the hollow sound of raindrops on the rim
of his top hat filled the void as he knelt down onto the soft
earth. He didn’t care about getting his fine suit dirty, not now.
He wept there, in silence at first, taking his hat into his hands
and lifting his face up to the grey night. The cool rain mixed with
the hot tears on his cheek, masking his grief, but no one saw. He
cried to God. He cried to the stars, their light hidden by the grey
clouds just as the dank earth hid her light, took her light away
from him and the world.

He put his hat down on her tombstone and kneeled before it,
pushing his hands into the soft earth covering her grave, as if he
could reach down and pull her back into his life. He so longed to
be with her, even if it meant his own death.

“Will this torment never end?” he asked the night. Even after so
much time and another wife, the pain of her loss tore at his
shattered heart. He longed to be unconscious. Sleep offered the
only reprieve from the memories, the regret, the endless questions
of what could’ve been if he had only done something differently. If
only they had not made love on that particular night, she would not
have gotten pregnant, then Hope would never have been born. But
then he wouldn’t have Hope, but he would still have her. How could
he lament even one night with her? Every time they had made love,
it had been pure magic, full of joy and desire and ecstasy. A true
union of heart and body and soul. How could so much joy turn into
unending pain?

“Please help me,” he whispered down to her grave. “Please save
me from this empty life. Please release me from this chasm of
regret.”

He covered his face with his muddied hands and wept. His suit,
soaked through with rain, began to chill him, but he did not budge
from that spot so close to her. Here, he felt close to her, and it
provided him at least that much comfort. And he wept.

“Eliot?” Eliot sat up, eyes wide. He looked around, but saw no
one there. “I’m going mad,” he said,

running his muddied hands through his salt and pepper hair. He
must be quite a sight out there, wet and smeared with mud. How
would he explain any of this to the party? How could he return


	
in this state, especially after his humiliating performance
tonight. He’d be the laughing stock of the scientific community. A
true mad scientist. No, he would just go home and send the coach
back for Chloe with a message that he had fallen ill, for he had
been gone far too long already. They must be wondering where he got
off to, and he just could not explain his state.

The voice came again. “Eliot, I’m here.” It was her voice.
Deirdre. He’d know it anywhere, but that was impossible. “Now look
here!” Eliot demanded, standing up and wiping his tears away with
fierce and

angry hands. His mud-soaked trousers stuck to his knees as he
looked around, but still, he saw no one, but the scent of her
perfume permeated his nostrils.

“I am truly mad! But, no. A madman doesn’t know he’s mad. Surely
that is worth something. I will be all right. I just need to get
out of this cemetery...and stop talking to myself!”

The mist at his feet began to swirl in a most unnatural way.
First just near the ground, but then it twisted around his legs and
up his torso. Eliot caught his breath as he watched the fog rise
around him.

“Eliot. I’m here, my love.” “Who’s there!” Eliot spun around,
first to the left, then the right. The mist continued to rise

around him until it started taking a definite human shape.
Although not a religious man, Eliot crossed himself and backed away
from the grave. He turned to go, wanting to run, but Deirdre stood
there, blocking his way. Transparent at first, but as he gaped at
her in wonder, the vision became opaque.

“Dear God!” “Do not be afraid, my love,” she said, reaching out
to him. He recoiled from the thing’s

touch, but the pained look on her face at his reaction warmed
his heart. It was his Deirdre after all, and in that moment, he
didn’t care how or why or anything. She stood before him once again
and nothing else mattered.

“Deirdre?” Caution permeated his whisper, not out of fear that
she truly stood before him, but out of fear that she did not.

“Yes, love. Oh! How I’ve missed you.” The night seemed to
brighten around her. The pale figure caught the moonlight, and
she

almost glowed. Perhaps his love for her shone in the night, and
she reflected his love like the full moon reflected the sun. She
was as beautiful as he remembered. No, actually, her beauty
exceeded even that of his memory.

She moved closer to him, and this time he did not recoil.
Reaching out, she touched his cheek and he tilted his head into her
hand. Cold, but solid. The night air caught the tears on his
cheeks, stinging. Not wasting another moment, he grabbed her around
the waist and pulled her tightly against him, kissing her again in
the rain. Her cold, hard lips softened as his love warmed them, and
she melted against him. He breathed her in, her scent so familiar
even after all this time.

“Oh, my love,” he whispered into her mouth. “How is this
possible?” “Does it matter?” “Not in the slightest.” He forced
himself to stop smiling so he could kiss her again. Their

arms surrounded the other, each desperate in their embrace. She
withdrew and slipped her hands beneath the silk lapels of his coat,
running her hands

along his chest up to his shoulders, pushing the tails off. He
let go of her for a second, just enough to let his black dinner
jacket fall into the mud, and then encircled her waist again with
renewed passion. She pressed her hips into his, and his eagerness
met hers, pushing his erection


	
against her soft stomach. “How can this be real?” “Shhhhh. Just
be here with me now. Don’t worry about the future. We’re here
together

now, and we’re in love and it’s beautiful.” He devoured her
mouth anew, kissing her with more passion then he ever had
before.

Grasping her thin frame with the desperation of someone who knew
it would be over too soon, for it always was over too soon. Her
breasts pressed against his chest, and he hardened further. So long
the memories of their love had haunted him, and now, despite all
impossibilities, he held her in his arms once more. He knew that he
must be dreaming, but it was so lucid, so very real, he did not
care. He never wanted to wake up. He just wanted to stay in this
moment forever, locked in this kiss in the rain.

Passion like he hadn’t felt since before she died, since their
last embrace, filled him from head to toe. His entire body sang
with desire for her, and all his senses heightened to his
surroundings. He heard the leaves rustle in the wind. He heard the
drops of rain hit the tops of the granite gravestones in repeated
dull thuds. Pit. Pat. Pit. Pat. Pit. Pat. He heard the birds in the
trees, tweeting the glory of his love for her, and hers for him, in
the darkness of this night.

Then everything else fell away–every sound, every smell, every
sight–until nothing remained but they two, together. His breath
warmed her cheek, her neck, her shoulder, as he worked his kisses
down her body, slipping the white satin nightgown off her shoulder.
She gasped, breathless, and his hungry mouth found her full breast.
Its nipple hardened beneath his encircling tongue.

“Oh, Eliot,” she breathed. “How I’ve missed you, love.” He
cupped and caressed her other breast as his tongue continued to
stimulate the first. She

arched her back into him as his warm tongue swirled and sucked
and nibbled, enticing her yearning for him.

He slid the nightgown down further past her fleshy belly, a
perfect, shallow hill that rose and fell between her slender hips.
His kisses continued exploring down her torso, and he let the
nightgown fall into a puddle of satiny moonlight at her feet,
freeing his hands to caress the soft skin of her back as his kisses
bathed her in his love. He looked up at her, and her smile lit up
his insides, as if she had infused him with his own electric
experiments. Those purple lightning bolts reached from where he saw
her through his very own eyes and sparked down his entire body,
stimulating every part of him. Although naked on this cold, autumn
London night, she didn’t shiver. Her flesh did not show a trace of
chill. Rather it was sweet and soft and smooth and supple and
beautiful and pale, silvery in the light of the moon.

He crouched down and licked the inside of her knees, making her
giggle, then traced his tongue up her inner thigh. She spread her
legs, eager to be tasted. As he reached her wet lips, she angled
her hips forward, allowing him easier access, and he licked,
tasting her again, finally. He had given up all hope of ever
tasting her sweet nectar again, for how could he have? But that
delicious flavor once again delighted his tongue. Circling.
Circling. Circling around her clitoris until her elation caused her
to cry out, frightening away the birds in the nearby tree. Their
wings flapping against the wind; their fear of the sudden sound
taking them far away.

He continued in his task and brought her again, her juices
drenching his chin. The ambrosia slid down his throat, his cheeks,
his neck, and he reveled in the heaven of her savor.

Her hands putting gentle pressure on his shoulders urged him to
stand. He kissed her again full on the lips, pulling her nakedness
into him.

She tasted herself on his tongue, and she moaned, the sound
muffled by his mouth, by the


	
envelopment of his kisses. “I need you,” she whispered. He
pulled back from her just enough to unbutton his shirt as she
worked on his trousers. His

eyes never left hers, and he didn’t even blink. He just drank in
every curve, every pore, every glorious muted color of her in that
grey night. Pure joy filled his soul as he gazed at the miracle
before him. Never again did he think he would ever feel such
elation, such love. For all that had died with her, but here they
were. Together.

She slipped each button of his trousers through its hole with
one hand while the other caressed his erection beneath, screaming
for release. With a quick slide of her hands around his sides, she
pushed the trousers over his hips, and they fell down past his
knees, exposing his engorged shaft to the cool night air. He
stepped out of his crumpled pants, knowing he would be buried deep
inside her just mere moments from now. But instead, she knelt in
the mud eager to return his gift. There in the rain, as it baptized
both of them anew in their love, she took his hardness full into
her hands and squeezed.

Her touch, unlike any other before or since, occupied his every
sense on this magical night. He had indeed been given a gift.
Although the questions of how and why would pop into his head, he’d
just push them away because he didn’t care how. He didn’t care why.
This was his reality right now in this moment, and he would not
miss a second of it.

She licked along the length of his erection and swirled her
tongue around the tip, wetting it for her gift. Then, taking him
completely in her mouth, his eyes rolled back in his delight.
Feeling her lips encircle him almost proved more than he could bear
after so long, but he waited. He held back. She plunged to the base
of him and then slowly withdrew, flicking her tongue back and forth
along the underside, driving him wild with her skill. With her
hand, she followed close behind her mouth so as not to leave an
inch of him unloved, she squeezed him and then slid him into her
mouth again. Up and down and up and down and up and down.

He grabbed onto the headstone and braced himself, focusing on
the moment, on the cold granite biting into his hand, willing
himself not to come. Not yet. Still so much more to enjoy. So much
more in this moment. In this beautiful moment of love and desire.
But as she sucked and twirled and plunged, even the rough granite
could not keep him at bay much longer. Placing his hands on her
shoulders, he pushed her away.

“Now, my love. Let me have you now.” Fire burned in his eyes as
lifted her up to him. “Always,” she said. She kissed him gently,
tenderly, before laying back on her own grave, legs spread and
ready

for him. He knelt before his goddess and positioned himself
between her supple thighs. Priming her, he rubbed the tip of
himself up and down her wetness. Up and down her swollen lips, so
ready for him. Then with one determined push, slid inside her, and
she gasped as he filled her with his love.

One again. After all these years, they were one again. Laying on
top of her, he enveloped her lips in a

deep kiss as he thrust into her. Sliding together. She angled
her hips up into him, meeting every thrust. And they moved
together. And they moved faster. And they moved in their love. And
they moved in their ecstasy. Crashing into her again and again. Her
warmth surrounding him. Her body writhing beneath him. Her lips
devouring his. And he crashed and he moved and he ground into
her.

She clutched his back in her fervor, pushing herself into him,
remembering that mounting feeling of the flesh. Knowing that she
would soon climax right there in the dark graveyard. And


	
he didn’t stop. He ground into her and thrust deeper, pulling
his knees up to gain more leverage. She pressed herself against his
thrusting pubis, and the pressure grew inside her. The pleasure
spread through her belly and over her breasts. The ecstasy building
as it rose and filled her entire body until her frame could hold no
more pleasure, and it burst forth out of her throat in a cry of
jubilation. Loud and explosive bliss filled the dank cemetery. And
he still didn’t stop until she cried out again and again, then with
a shudder that rippled through his entire body, exploded inside
her. His vocalized delight mingling with hers in the dark
night.

Then they lay in each other’s arms, spent. He looked into those
beautiful green eyes as she smiled up at him. Those eyes contained
his very soul.

“Deidre, I love you.” He rested his head against her breast and
held her close to him. She kissed the top of his

head and said, “My sweet Eliot. I love you, too.” Then there
still inside her, perfectly content, he started to drift off to
sleep. Naked with his world in his arms on her grave. Impossible,
but true.

Then in his dream, for this all must be a dream, she began to
sink back into the earth. But the fear of losing her again did not
distress him, for he would not lose her again. He would never let
her go again. Instead, he held on tight to her and descended into
the dank earth with her. He would not let her go into the night
alone, not this time. If she were to return to death, so would
he.

“Eliot!” Chloe’s voice shouted, then echoed by the others’, over
and over as they called out

into the darkness in the wee morning hours, the moon their only
source of light. The rain had stopped, and the bright orb peeked
out from behind the black clouds above them, lighting the edges in
a silver outline. “Eliot? Where are you?”

“Where could he have gone?” she turned to the priest, grabbing
his arm in her desperation. “Worry not, dear lady. We shall find
him.” The search party of about twenty men spread out over the dark
cemetery, searching for her

lost husband. Certainly he did not just leave with nary a word.
How rude! She feared the worst. She knew that being so close to her
grave, that woman–his obsession with that woman–then when he
stumbled in his presentation. Plus he had been so melancholy as of
late. Yes, she feared the worst.

Father Charleston patted her hand on his arm, attempting to
comfort her in her desperation. “It will be all right, dear lady,”
he repeated. “We shall find him.” “Thank you, Father.” But her fear
remained. The baby moved inside her, and she stopped

short, grabbing her large belly, taking several deep breaths.
“Are you ill, my child?” “No. It’s all right, Father. Just the baby
moving. It happens when I feel distress.” “Over here!” a man’s
voice came from their left, deep in the graveyard. They all rushed
over to where the man stood. “Oh my heavens!” Chloe cried and then
turned into the waiting embrace of the priest and

buried her face in his chest and cradled her full belly with
both her arms, protecting it from this horror.

“What happened to his clothes?” one man said looking down at
Eliot’s nude, still figure. He stooped down and felt for a pulse on
Eliot’s wrist, arms situated as if they were around someone, but no
one lay beside him. “Dead.”

Chloe wailed anew and held on tighter to her belly. The priest
pulled her closer to him before turning and leading her away from
the tragic scene, whispering words of support and


	
comfort. The others walked away mumbling about how they must get
the police to come ‘round and

how they suspected foul play–for what other explanation could
there be–leaving Eliot there on her grave, curled as if in a
lover’s embrace, smiling.


	
About the Author O.M. Grey is the author of AVALON REVISTED, a
dark and twisted tale of vampires,

murder and Sex in Victorian England.
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