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Crela took the bags from Winnie and Anders and waited as they clambered over the broken stone wall on the east side of the cemetery. They’d avoided the main gate for obvious reasons, namely the nosy neighbor who opened and closed it each dawn and dusk. She was often out “checking her mailbox” around the time Winnie came or went, forcing her to change her pattern. 
Crela shook her head when Anders tried to take back the bags he’d been carrying. “I don’t get much chance to show off my strength for my lady,” she said, winking her half eyelid at Winnie.
“You’re so dreamy,” Winnie cooed, squeezing Crela’s bicep.
“I prefer to think of myself as nightmare-y.” She flashed her teeth at Anders, who recoiled a bit before he recovered his composure and his smile. “Don’t worry, friend,” she said. “I was just saying to Winnie the other day that I don’t think I’d have eaten you even back in my murdering days.”
“I will endeavor to take that as a compliment.” Anders retained his smile but walked a half-step farther from Crela as they continued. She hoped he wasn’t really afraid of her, but a little fear wasn’t a bad thing. She’d only been non-murderous for half a year. Who was to say she wouldn’t revert to her old ways at some point?
Winnie stopped just outside the crypt stairs and put a finger over her lips. “Shhh.” She lifted the finger to her ear, which she cocked in the direction of the lake.
Crela smiled when she heard the echo of a haunting melody. “Weeping Willow,” she said to a visibly confused Anders. “Our singing ghost.”
His mouth dropped open, but for once he did not speak. The song was no louder than the whisper of wind in the trees, but it transformed the place with its mournful beauty. When at last the song ended, Winnie trundled down the stairs with her heavy backpack and carpet bag. She was strong for her size, as evidenced by the bounce of her behind with each step. Crela looked away on instinct; she’d apparently had a chivalrous streak in life. In unlife, she turned back and stared gleefully at her girlfriend’s plump ass, counting the hours until she could grab hold of it with both hands so hard that Winnie squealed.
“Just put that here in the workroom with the rest of it,” Winnie called. Anders stepped to the side so Crela could shuffle through with her load, which was unwieldy even with her undead strength. She set it down with relief.
“Anders, be a dear and take the carpet bag into the unliving room.” Winnie indicated the bag on the floor. “You can put the books on the shelf and the games over on the table with the stone letters.” Anders picked up the bag with alacrity and scurried off with it. “Crela,” she continued, as if she were giving orders to a large team, “would you mind bringing these two bags of clothes to the boudoir?”
“Yes, ma’am.” Crela gave a little salute and picked up the bags. Winnie sighed a smile and leaned in for a quick peck on the lips, which warmed Crela to her core.
“Sorry, I hope I’m not being too bossy, it’s just—”
“It suits you.” Crela winked and headed off with the bags. One was heavier and contained mostly shoes, while the other was enormous and tightly packed but lighter.
“You can lay out the dresses on the bed!” Winnie called after her.
“Yes, morsel,” Crela called over her shoulder as she entered the unliving room.
Anders looked up from the stacks of books he was removing from the bag. “Morsel?” he asked with a smirk.
“Keep it up and I’ll make a morsel out of you.”
He held his smile this time. However afraid he might be, he seemed to be growing more comfortable with her. Just as long as he didn’t get too comfortable; he was, after all, one of the few men she’d met without eating since her return from the grave.
She set the shoe bag on the floor and laid the dress bag on their newly widened bed. Crela had used up the last of the good coffin oak for the frame, and Winnie had bought a mattress, which had been quite a chore to get in. They’d had to widen the opening from the entry crypt just to fit it through, which meant shuffling coffins around to block the entrance from view. Anders had been such a dear throughout, and he was stronger than his size might have led her to believe.
Crela had just begun to lay out the dresses when Winnie bustled in with another bag and her backpack, which she set down on the floor with a great huff. “Remind me never to move again.”
Crela turned from the bed and put a hand to Winnie’s soft cheek, warm and damp with exertion. This in turn led to a kiss, which ended up with Winnie straddling her on top of the dresses. “Never move again,” Crela said to the goddess above her, which earned her several more of Winnie’s sweet kisses.
“You have a lot of dresses,” Crela remarked once they’d disentangled and begun unpacking in earnest. “I don’t think I’ve seen half of these before!”
“Most of those are from a while ago.” Winnie stepped to the bed and ran her hands over a blue dress with yellow flowers. “I wear pants to work, and I honestly don’t have much occasion to wear them, except to see you.” She glanced down at her shirt and pants. “Moving day being the exception.”
“I like it when you wear dresses,” Crela replied, sliding her fingertips down the back of Winnie’s pants. “They’re easier and more fun to take off.”
Winnie smacked her hand away playfully. “Behave!” She glanced at the doorway, biting her lip. “At least until Anders is gone.”
“Sound carries quite well with these stone walls,” Anders called from the unliving room, his voice growing closer as he continued. “Not that I’m trying to eavesdrop.” He peeked shyly around the doorframe, entering when Crela waved him in. “But I must say I’m a bit curious to see what you’ve done with the place.”
“It’s a work in progress,” Winnie said, lifting a stack of dresses on their hangers. “But Crela’s handy and I have good taste.” She hung the dresses in the armoire Crela had fashioned for her. It was her finest piece, a labor of love, lined with cedar she’d harvested from a fallen tree just outside the cemetery. “Speaking of which, would you like to go to the flea market with me this weekend? I still need to pick up a few things.”
Crela felt a pang of jealousy, followed by a brief but visceral desire to rip Anders’ heart out. It was silly; she couldn’t be jealous, least of all of a man.
“Oh! Of course! Any excuse to poke around in the book stalls. Most of my occult library comes from there. There’s a fellow who brings books from estate sales by the wagon.”
“Then it’s settled!” Winnie picked up the rest of the dresses and hung them in the now nearly full wardrobe. “We need a few paintings, I should think, nothing fancy; just enough to break up the walls a bit.” She gestured here and there; Crela had never thought much about it and wouldn’t have been able to do much decorating even if she had, but the walls were dreadfully bare. “And maybe some curtains between the rooms. Not that I don’t appreciate what you’ve done with the doorways.” Winnie blinked at Crela, whose heart warmed in response. She’d squared and cleaned up the holes she’d broken between the various vaults, which thankfully had been constructed with only thin concrete walls between them. She was glad Winnie had noticed.
“I’ve got a hot-and-cold ordered, which I expect I’ll need some help with. I’m having it delivered to my apartment, since I can’t exactly have them bring it here, can I?”
“We could use the hearse,” Anders suggested, face twisted as if trying to figure out a complicated formula. “As long as we go out after midnight and have it back by fifth bell.”
“Hopefully it won’t wake the neighbors,” Crela commented. “It would make quite a spectacle for the midnight viewer.”
“We’ll figure something out.” Winnie’s irrepressible smile lifted Crela’s spirits. “What else do we need, dear?”
Crela massaged her bony chin. “I wouldn’t hate some more games. I get tired of beating you at Rule the Skies over and over.”
“I’ve let you win a few times so you won’t get too demoralized, but the honeymoon’s over now.” Winnie’s eyes sparkled with competitive fury.
“And here I thought it was just beginning, morsel.” Crela chomped her teeth at Winnie, who stuck out her tongue.
Anders watched them with an amused smile on his face. “You two give me hope.”
“Why wouldn’t you have hope?” Winnie asked, her voice suddenly serious.
Anders shook his head, gesturing at his body. “I don’t date much, as you can imagine. Too risky.” Crela’s shriveled heart swelled at the thought. She wasn’t sure, but the ghost of a memory surged in her mind, or perhaps more of a feeling: taking off her clothes for the first time with a lover, showing the body she’d been born with, knowing she was risking her life in so doing. Despite Winnie’s insistence that things were changing, that people were more accepting, she certainly understood Anders’ concern. Winnie took his hand like it was the most natural thing in the world; Crela wished she had half of Winnie’s gentleness sometimes.
Anders patted Winnie’s hand. “Seeing the two of you together reminds me that love finds a way, no matter…” He trailed off, pulling his hand from Winnie’s and turning around. “I’m going to go finish up with the books.”
Winnie and Crela stowed the rest of her affairs in silence. Winnie slid her arms around Crela, pressing her soft body against Crela’s back. “I’m glad love found a way with us.” Her warm lips on Crela’s ear were like sunshine on a flower.

      [image: ]Crela stood lookout while Winnie and Anders rolled the hot-and-cold through the cemetery gate on a battered wagon. They’d brought it to the edge of the lane in the hearse, stashed it in the bushes along with the wagon, and returned on foot. The lights in Ms. Noseypants’ house hadn’t gone on, and Crela saw no movement in the darkness.
“Bastard of fuck!” Crela growled through clenched teeth as she took the brunt of the machine’s weight down the stairs, with Anders helping as much as he could from above. Her back throbbed with pain; she’d pulled or torn something. “You owe me a fresh liver for this.” She pointed at Anders, then Winnie, grinning through the pain.
“Why do I owe you a liver?” Anders objected, heaving for breath. “I’m just here to help move your girlfriend’s hot-and-cold in!”
“I’ll give you two.” Winnie kissed Crela’s cheek. “And if we only get one in the morgue this week, you can have his.”
Their banter continued as they wrangled the blasted device through the crypt. Crela had to break a notch out of one of the doorways to get it through, which would mean more patching tomorrow. They finally got it to the unliving room and set it by the doorway to their bedroom. Crela studied the machine, which was the height of a coffin standing upright, with a squared bottom twice the width. It was divided into two sides, a metal cabinet for the cold side and a miniature stove for the hot side. A set of tubes, reservoirs, and valves ran between the two, with an opening like a tuba sticking out the top.
“So, this runs on wax oil?” Crela examined the machinery between the two sides and located what must have been a reservoir. There’d been nothing like this in her lifetime.
“Yes!” Anders stepped in close. “That’s the reservoir, which holds up to four cans, enough for a month of normal operations, or half that in heating season.”
“Which will be longer down here,” Winnie added. She’d been a trooper, but Crela could tell the temperature was hard on her, even in summer.
“I expect so. The heat comes out of this horn here, which can be swiveled in different directions.” Anders demonstrated; the horn moved easily and silently. “The exhaust comes out here, and you’ll need some tin piping.” He pointed at a pipe jutting out next to the tuba, then traced a finger along the ceiling to the light hole. “You’ll either need to lose the reading light or make another hole. What’s above this?”
“Not much,” Crela said. “A little hill with some bushes on it. We can make it work.”
“That seems to be your specialty.” Anders indicated
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