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Vincent did remove all of my clothes, even though they were not wet through with rain. We spent the rest of that afternoon, evening, and night in bed. In fact, we spent the rest of that week in bed, if I’m to be honest. We only ever crawled from beneath the sheets to raid the diminishing stocks of food, to change tracks on my iPod, which sat in its dock in the living room, and sometimes to open the curtains a fraction so we could lie next to each and watch the sun set over the sea through my bedroom window. 

Although we spent many hours making love (both of our appetites for that seemed to be at a ravenous peak), there was more to it than just the desire for sex. It gave me a chance to hide away from the world and what had happened. I refused to watch the T.V. and read the mounting pile of newspapers which was growing steadily higher outside my front door each day. The local news bulletins and newspapers would be full of stories about my father. I knew what my father had done. I didn’t need to read a sensationalised version of it in the paper. I had told the police everything that had happened, and although they hadn’t yet suspended me nor charged me for putting my name to that bogus statement my father had written, I suspected that day might soon arrive. No, instead I had been put on “extended gardening leave.” Basically, I had to keep away from work and was on full pay until my senior officers decided exactly what they were going to do to me. To be honest, that suited me just fine for the time being. I didn’t know if I could face returning to work full-time and beneath the glare of all those accusing stares. It was a big thing in any town for the local police sergeant to be arrested for corruption, let alone the murder of a fellow officer. That was very big news wherever you were in the world, let alone in a small town like Cliff View. I knew I wasn’t ready to look my colleagues in the eye, let alone the small-minded, gossip-loving townsfolk. It was bad enough that my father had been charged with murder. I couldn’t even begin to imagine the looks I would get if the rest of the town discovered I was now deeply in love with the ghost of the man my father had murdered. 

So instead of facing the world – reality – I hid beneath the sheets of my bed, locked tightly in Vincent’s arms. We spoke very little of what had happened, as there seemed to be very little point in going over and over it. Instead, we lay in each other’s arms, listening to soft music filtering in from the living room, and making love. Just like it had been the first time Vincent had made love to me, I was never left feeling used or alone. Over that week, Vincent would spend hours just caressing my body with his fingertips, mouth, and tongue. He made me feel as if I were truly special to him. Unlike the other brief and somewhat chaotic relationships, I’d been in, there was something much deeper to the feelings Vincent and I shared for each other. Like Vincent, I would spend hours just simply touching his body, running my fingers over his chest, the scars on his back, and across his brow. In some way, I felt a little guilty every time the tips of my fingers brushed over those uneven bumps and lumps. They were a constant reminder of what my father had done to the man I had fallen in love with.

On the seventh night we had spent hidden away together, I was lying in a deep bath full of warm water with him.  Vincent sat behind me as I rested my head against his chest. From the living room I could hear Coldplay singing Yellow. Delicately, Vincent massaged shampoo into my hair with his fingertips. I closed my eyes, listening to the music and enjoying his touch. In that moment I would have been happy to spend the rest of my life hidden away in my apartment with Vincent. Just the two of us, alone, left to be with each other, undisturbed by the rest of the world. I didn’t want to think about stepping outside of this beautiful bubble I found myself in, but I knew eventually I would have to. I would have to punch a hole in the skin of that fragile bubble and venture out into the real world. That scared me. To think of that moment made my heart race and stomach knot like a fist. I feared that the moment the bubble burst, then so would the overwhelming sense of happiness I now felt. I knew my newfound peace, happiness, and love had come into my life with the arrival of Vincent. But how long would that happiness last once I dared to take a step back into the real world? Ghosts didn’t live in the real world, right? Could I really share my life with someone only I could hear, see, and touch? The thought of Vincent no longer being a part of my life – being a part of me – was too unbearable to even contemplate. But deep inside, I knew the day would come when I would have to face that hurt. It was a bit like dying. I knew in my heart it was coming closer with every passing day. Just like everybody else, I put the thought of that inevitable moment to the back of my mind. Although I was scared of the moment I would lose Vincent, I knew just like death itself, I would have to push my fears away or I wouldn’t enjoy my time left with him. I didn’t want to face the day in which he was no longer a part of my life. But wasn’t that the curse of falling in love? Love didn’t last forever, however strong.

Vincent must have sensed an uneasiness in me. As he cupped water into his hands and rinsed the shampoo from my long, blond hair, he whispered in my ear. “Are you okay?” 

“I guess,” I whispered back, my eyes closed. 

“Talk to me, Sydney,” he said softly.

“I’m scared,” I said, opening my eyes. I leant away from him and turned around in the water, so I was facing him.

“You don’t have to be scared,” he smiled. “I’m here.”

“That’s what scares me,” I said gently, looking into his dark eyes. 

“Because I’m dead?” he said with an unconvincing smile.  

“Something like that,” I whispered back.

“Like what?” he pushed softly, placing his hands beneath the water and searching out mine.

“Like I’m in love with you, Vincent,” I said just above a whisper, the song Yellow filtering in from the adjoining room almost drowning out my words.

“So, what’s to be scared of?” he asked, looking at me. “That’s a good thing, isn’t it?” 

“It feels too good,” I said. “I’m scared it might one day soon have to end.” 

“Nothing lasts forever.” With a half-smile, he added, “I know that better than most.” 

“I know nothing lasts forever,” I whispered back at him, looking down at his hands; his touch was so real. “But how long have we got together?” 

“I don’t know,” Vincent shrugged. “Does anybody know how long they’ve got together?”

“As far as I know, most people don’t fall in love with a ghost,” I tried to smile. “The person they fall in love with usually has one massive advantage – they are alive.”

“Look at it like this; at least you don’t have to worry about me dropping down dead on you,” Vincent tried to joke.

“This isn’t funny,” I said, splashing him with water. “I’m being serious. How long do we have together? Weeks? Months? Years?”  

Fixing me with his dark stare, Vincent said, “I don’t know, Sydney. I don’t know how any of this works, either. All I know is that I’m here with you now and I don’t want it to end either. I love you.” 

With water dripping from the ends of my hair, I looked at Vincent and said, “If it is forever, will you change like me?”

“Change?” he said, raising an eyebrow at me. 

“Will you grow old like me?” I asked him. “Or will you always stay looking twenty?”

“I haven’t aged since the night...since the...you know when,” he said, as if not wanting to remind me of the fact my father had pushed him into that well.

“Oh, great,” I sighed. “So, I end up looking like some dried-out old prune, while you stay looking like you’ve just left school. This really isn’t gonna last forever with me looking like the old woman who lived in the shoe. I’m gonna end up looking like your grandmother!” 

“I’ll always love you,” Vincent tried to convince me, but all the same, I could see he was trying to mask a smile.

“You say that now,” I groaned. “But when my tits have dropped so much you can’t even see my knees, you’ll be saying differently.” 

“I don’t just love you because of your tits...” he started. “What I meant to say is, that they are nice...more than nice...you know, they are...”

“Just spit it out, Vincent,” I sighed.

“What I meant to say was...I don’t just love you because of the way you look,” he started to explain. “I do think you are beautiful...but not just on the outside.” 

I looked at him and his smile had gone. Instead, he had a look of haunting sincerity in his eyes. Slowly reaching forward and placing the flat of his hand against my chest, he whispered, “I love you for what’s hidden inside here, Sydney Hart.” 

With our faces just inches apart, Vincent kissed me gently on the lips and my heart ached.
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Taking my hands in his, Vincent eased me from the bath and led me into the living room. He didn’t say anything. We stood hand in hand, naked before each other. With his eyes set on mine, and the song Yellow still softly filling the room, Vincent gently placed his hand on the nape of my neck and pulled my face towards his.

“Let’s not waste one moment of the time we do have together,” he whispered, closing his eyes and kissing me again.

His lips were soft yet firm against mine as he lowered me onto the soft carpet. Kneeling in front of each other, we kissed, our tongues entwined as we wrapped our arms about each other. 

The song played in the background. To hear those words filter into my sub-consciousness as Vincent laid me down onto the soft rug, made me think of how far Vincent had travelled to be with me. He had crossed time, cheated death, all because he had fallen in love with me. Most men I’d known wouldn’t have even crossed the road to be with me. 

Lying on my back, Vincent eased himself between my thighs and gently entered me. I murmured, but not so much in delight or with pleasure, but because to be with him like this, to feel as if we were one being, made my heart race.  It made me feel dizzy and there was a sense of weightlessness – as if I were floating high above the ground – the Earth. Slowly, Vincent moved his hips backwards then forwards again. I drew my knees up, wrapping my arms about his scarred shoulders. 

The song continued all around us, seeming to drown out every other sound in the world. 

With my eyes closed, I arched my back, raising my hips off the rug so Vincent could push deeper into me. The deeper he went, the more I felt we were one – there was no beginning or ending to us – we were inseparable, unbreakable. I needed to feel that. The wave of security which washed over me was intoxicating. Vincent pushed harder and quicker, his cheek resting against mine, the feel of his breath on my ear sending tingles throughout me. He made a soft groaning sound as he slipped his arms beneath my back and held my shoulders. I locked my legs around him and gripped his arse, pushing him deep inside of me. 

“I love you more than you will ever know, Sydney,” he whispered in my ear.

Coldplay continued to sing, the music now seeming to press down upon us.

“I love you back,” I whispered breathlessly, as my body flushed with a wave of warmth which started to swell deep inside of me. A throbbing ache between my legs which only Vincent could cure began to build up. I pulled him harder into me, an uncontrollable need to feel him, to have him overwhelmed me. Vincent stared into my eyes as he pushed faster, that warm ache now turning hotter. He trembled above me as we came together. In that moment of unimaginable pleasure, I gripped hold of Vincent, never wanting to let him go. Panting, we held onto each other. We didn’t speak, we just lay locked in each other’s arms, our bodies rising and falling against each other as we struggled to catch our breath.

Vincent rested his head against my chest. I stroked the side of his face. With his arms wrapped around me, I closed my eyes, feeling suddenly sleepy and at peace. It was then I heard coughing over the music which now sounded muffled as if being played from the other side of a wall.  

The coughing came again. It wasn’t the sound of a slight cough – like when you have a tickle in the back of your throat – it was a deep, rasping, cackle of a cough. I was in bed and the sound had woken me. The coughing came again followed by an agonising moan. Throwing the bedclothes to one side, I stood up and crossed the darkened room. There was carpet and it oozed between my toes.

Cough, cough, cough, followed by the sound of someone retching as if vomiting. 

The sound was coming from somewhere nearby. I pulled open the door and stepped out onto a landing. There was a staircase that led down into darkness, so I waited silently.

Cough, cough, cough! It came again followed by another agonising groan.

Quietly, I followed the sound and came to rest outside another door further down the landing.

Cough, cough, cough followed by the sound of someone gagging as they vomited. 

I put my hand out and slowly eased the door open. Creeping inside, I peered around the door. There was a man and a woman in this room. The man was lying on the bed, and he was stripped naked to the waist. His hair looked wet and was plastered in black streaks to his brow; his body looked as if it were covered in large purple bruises. 

The man retched again, and as he did, he doubled in half with pain. 

The woman placed a wet sponge against his face.

“It’s going to be okay, honey,” she soothed the man.

He coughed again, and this time, he sprayed thick, ropey clots of blood from his throat. They splattered the wall in crimson streams. 

“Help me!” the man begged the woman, gripping her hand with a set of bony fingers.

As he looked pleadingly up into her face, he caught sight of me standing by the door. On seeing me, he threw both his hands over his face like a mask. The woman followed his gaze and turned to look at me.

“Get out of here!” she screeched. “Go back to bed!” 

I stood a moment longer in the doorway and looked at them – just wanting to scream – but nothing came out, my throat felt dry and raw. I desperately needed water.

“Get out of here!” the woman yelled again in anger. 

I just wanted to tell her how thirsty I was and that I only wanted a cup of water, but no words would pass over my cracked and blistered tongue.

“Go back to bed!” she hissed again.

I forced my fingers between my lips and sucked them, hoping that this would moisten the inside of my mouth. But my fingers were covered in dirt and there was the sound of knocking coming from the front door. 
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I sat up on the living room floor. Vincent had covered me with a blanket sometime during the night. I peered about the room, brushing my hair from out of my eyes. The sound of knocking came again, and with faintest memories of my nightmare lingering like cobwebs at the back of my brain, I got to my feet. 

“Vincent?” I called out, wrapping the blanket about me. The room was cold and my skin crawled with goose bumps. The knocking came again, and I turned around to face the short hallway which led to the front door.

Perhaps Vincent had gone to get some breakfast and locked himself out? I thought, padding across the room towards the front door. No, he couldn’t have gone to buy breakfast, I reasoned. He was a freaking ghost; only I could see him. I fumbled with the lock and yanked the door open.

“Vin...” I started to say, expecting to see him standing there.

“You’re like the hardest person to get hold of,” my friend Lisa said, brushing past me and into my apartment uninvited. “Are you allergic to your phone or something?”

“I’ve just wanted to be alone,” I sighed, swinging the front door closed. “That’s all.” 

I followed Lisa into my living room. She glanced around. “I’ve been worried about you,” she said. 

“I’m okay,” I tried to convince her. 

“Okay?” she spluttered. “You look like shit, Sydney.”

“Thanks,” I grumbled, crossing to the bedroom and peering around the door in search of Vincent. 

“You got company?” Lisa quizzed, eyeing me standing wrapped in my blanket.

“No,” I said back. 

Turning her back on me, Lisa tottered into the kitchen on a pair of shoes with large cork heels. She wobbled from side to side in them, as if only just learning to walk. She had pulled her dark blond hair into a ponytail, and it swished about her shoulders as she tried to keep her balance. She wore a tight-fitting suit jacket and matching knee-length skirt which showed off her shapely legs. 

“Shouldn’t you be at work?” I asked her, heading over to the kitchen, the blanket trailing behind me like some kind of Egyptian robe.

“Thanks to you, I got the day off,” she smiled over her shoulder as she stood at the sink and filled the kettle with water.

“Thanks to me?” I frowned, glancing into the bathroom still in search of Vincent.

“I told work I had a sick relative I needed to visit, so they gave me the day off.” 

“I didn’t think you had any family?” I said, glancing through the gap in the bathroom door. 

Lisa caught me. “Are you sure you haven’t got company?” She grinned, leaving the kettle to boil. “You have got a guy in here!” she beamed. “Come out, come out, wherever you are,” she giggled, pushing open the bathroom door and peering inside.

“Oh, please,” I muttered, dropping onto the sofa. “Do you really think I’d be in the mood for anything like that after what’s just happened?”

“You’re forgetting I’m your best friend, Sydney Hart. I know you better than anyone,” she beamed, crossing the living room and pushing open the bedroom door. “You’re always in the mood.”

“Not anymore,” I groaned, just wishing she would leave me alone. I really wasn’t ready to face people again, especially not Lisa and her theatrics. 

On finding my bed empty, Lisa came back into the room with a disappointed look on her face. 

“See, I told you,” I said, still wondering where Vincent was. Could he just disappear whenever he wanted to? But if he was here – still in my apartment – Lisa might not be able to see him, but I would, right? 

“I’m sorry,” she sighed, flopping down onto the sofa next to me. She leant forward and pecked me on the cheek. “I’ve missed you, Sydney, but more than that, I’ve been worried about you.”

“I’m sorry,” I said, wondering if she had left a smudge of her bright red lipstick on my cheek. “I’ve just wanted to be alone after everything that’s happened.”

“I know, I read all about it in the papers,” she said, a tinge of excitement in her voice. “Who would have thought that your dad...”

“I really don’t want to talk about it,” I said, looking away.

“Oh, but you must
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