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Enitra burst out of her grave with a big
“kaboom,” sending six feet of dirt barfing skyward as her pine box
exploded, spraying half the cemetery with wooden shards – one of
which skewered a man standing by a nearby tombstone.

Enitra hovered a dozen feet in the air,
staring at the man as he fell onto his ass, his back slamming
against the tombstone as blood gushed from the wound in his
stomach.

“Sorry about that,” she said, and fell back
into her hole.

What the hell is going on? What am I doing in
a graveyard in the first place?

She had a vague memory of lying in a hospital
bed, then floating halfway up a tunnel of light, which suddenly
winked off, plunging her into darkness. And now she was...

Dead? Yes, that was the only logical
explanation. Or to be more precise, she had been dead. And
now she wasn’t anymore. That seemed rather odd. Apparently death
was like meaningful relationships and gainful employment and fad
diets; she just couldn’t stick with it over the long haul.

She tried to fly out of the hole again, but
whatever force had blown up her grave and hurled her into the air
was no longer working, so she had to get out the hard way – clawing
with her fingers, digging with her toes.

It took a bit of time, but she finally made
it, and as her head and shoulders emerged from the hole she
extended an arm toward the man.

“Uh, you wanna give me a hand, buddy?”

But the man just stared at her, his hands
clutching the chunk of wood protruding from his gut. He was no
longer trying to yank it out; couldn’t even be bothered to
blink.

“Lazy ass,” she muttered, and clambered out
of the grave by herself.

She stood there a few moments, gazing up at
the full moon and breathing deeply to calm herself, then she looked
down at her body, taking stock of the situation. She was wearing a
frilly white dress, something she’d never be caught dead in – if
she were alive – and it was covered with splotches of mold. (At
least the mold gave the dress a much needed dash of color, and an
intriguing pattern that livened up a rather bland design). She
looked at her shoes – red patent-leather high-heel shoes with
pointy toes. Not something she’d wear normally (who the hell
dressed her in this getup, anyway?), but at least they’d helped her
climb out of the hole.

No need for them now, though. She kicked them
off ... and saw mold all over her toes.

“Oh gross!”

She peered down the front of her dress and
noticed some mold on her chest as well. She ran her hands all over
her body and found still more mold, and a few mushy spots where the
flesh was starting to decay, but nothing too bad.

I guess I’m in pretty good shape, all things
considered. Maybe I haven’t been dead that long. Or I had one
helluva embalmer.

But her surroundings were not in good shape.
Some of the tombstones were pitted and listing to one side, and the
grass was a half-foot high, the weeds even taller. And the
wrought-iron fence was missing its gate ... No, there it was, in
the bed of a pickup truck parked on a gravel road just outside the
cemetery. The road curved down a shallow hill to a two-lane
blacktop highway flanked by farm fields, and in the distance the
lights of a small town twinkled. Her town, maybe? She wasn’t
sure.

She turned and walked over to the injured
man; crouched down and stared into his glassy eyes.

“Sir?” she said, shaking his shoulder.
“Sir?”

No response.

He was definitely dead. Deader than her. But
maybe he’d come around after awhile, like she had. That was some
consolation.

She noticed a chisel and a small brass vase
lying in the grass near his right hip, a knapsack next to them. She
peeked in the knapsack and counted a dozen more vases. She picked
up the one lying in the grass and returned it to the metal holder
mounted on the tombstone.

What an asshole, robbing the dead! Maybe this
place is deserted and nobody ever puts flowers in the vases
anymore, but that’s no excuse.

She noticed a ring on the man’s right hand. A
pretty one with a green stone.

Fair exchange. He ripped off our vases, I’ll
rip off his ring.

She grabbed his hand and pried his fingers
loose from the wooden shard, then tugged at the ring, but couldn’t
get it off. She started to let go of the hand – and hesitated, as
an odd sensation came over her. She turned the hand over, bent down
and sniffed the palm. Licked it. The flesh tasted like soil and
sweat and copper. Drool formed in her mouth. Her stomach growled.
She lifted one of his fingers, stuck it in her mouth and sucked on
it – then bit down, hard, her head wiggling back and forth as her
incisors tore at the flesh.

“Hey, save some for me!” a voice said,
scaring the crap out of her.

Enitra released the hand and jumped to her
feet, looking around. The voice – a woman’s voice – had been right
beside her, but there was no one there now.

“Down here, dummy.”

Enitra looked down and saw a head protruding
from the grave.

“Yikes!” she said, jumping back a few
paces.

The face was deathly white, the cheeks
sunken, the lips bloodless, the hair long, black and tangled. The
head rose, followed by thin shoulders, rotating slowly, churning up
the dirt and grass like an auger. A lanky body followed, clad in a
red silk blouse and black leather vest, a black mini skirt and
boots. She either wore green paisley stockings or her thighs were
covered with patches of mold.

As the soles of the woman’s boots emerged
from the ground she stopped rotating and spread her legs apart, her
feet straddling the gopher hole she’d made. She put her hands on
her hips and smiled at Enitra.

“Hi there,” the woman said. “Mind if I join
you for dinner?”

“I ... don’t know what you’re talking
about.”

The woman gestured at the dead man. “I’m
talking about that snack pack there. You can’t finish him all by
yourself, can you?”

“You think I was trying to eat this guy?
That’s ridiculous!”

“Oh? Then you don’t mind if I help
myself?”

“Uh...”

“Thanks.”

The woman knelt next to the man and picked up
his hand, peering intently at the finger Enitra had gnawed on.

“Bite marks,” the woman said reproachfully.
“Hmm. I wonder how those got there.”

“Beats me.”

“I saw you chewing on him, honey. No point
trying to deny it.”

“Just because a girl puts something in her
mouth and chews on it a little, that doesn’t mean she intends to
eat it.”

“And a good thing, too, or blow jobs would be
a bitch.”

“Huh?”

“Skip it. You’re obviously in denial. Which
is fine by me. If you don’t have dibs on the goodies, I’ll snarf
them down myself.”

The woman bit off the finger with one snap of
her powerful jaws; chewed enthusiastically. She spat out the nail,
swallowed the rest.

“Hmm. Not bad. Tastes like veal.”

She bit off another finger, the fourth one,
then spat the ring into her palm and held it up. “You want
this?”

“Sure,” Enitra said, taking the ring. It was
too big for any of her fingers, so she slipped it into her
cleavage.

The woman chewed thoughtfully on the finger,
then took it out of her mouth. “It’s a little bland. Maybe some
sauce will spice it up.”

She dipped the finger into the wound, took
another bite.

“Better,” she said.

Enitra turned away, clutching her midsection,
as dry heaves wracked her stomach. Yet her mouth was full of drool.
Talk about conflicting urges!

“You OK?” the woman said.

“Of course.”

“You look a little pale.” She laughed.

“What’s so funny?”

“It was a joke. Of course you look pale.
You’re dead. I’m sure I look the same way. ... Never mind. I can
see you don’t have a readily accessible sense of humor.”

“I’m sorry, but I don’t see anything funny
about the situation. I’m not used to waking up dead and finding
myself trapped in a grave and then blowing myself out of it somehow
and accidentally killing a guy in the process, and now I’m watching
someone eat his fingers!”

“And you don’t see the humor in all
that?”

“Frankly, no.”

The woman severed the man’s middle finger,
dipped it in the hot sauce. “You should learn to lighten up.
Laughter is a great defense mechanism.”

“There’s such a thing as proper decorum. The
man’s dead, for heaven’s sake. We shouldn’t be telling jokes and
eating his fingers. Sure, I chewed on him a little. I admit it. But
then I stopped myself.”

“Because I interrupted you.”

“I would’ve stopped anyway.

“Uh huh.”

“You should stop too.”

“I’m hungry.”

“It’s not right. He might have been a thief,
but that doesn’t mean his body should be disrespected like this.
Come on, let’s give him a decent burial.”

“You want to bury him? Bad idea.”

“Why is it a bad idea?”

“For one thing, it’s a lot of work. I never
did manual labor when I was alive and I sure as hell don’t intend
to start now.”

Enitra turned and gestured at the crater that
had once been her grave. “The hole’s already dug.”

“But that’s your hole.”

“So what? I’m not using it anymore.”

“So you want that guy in your hole, huh?”

“I wouldn’t exactly put it that way, but
yes.”

“And what if he comes back to life, like we
did? After we go to all the trouble of covering him with dirt,
he’ll just have to dig his way back out again. Or blast or spin or
whatever. Hell, we’ll probably have to help him. What a waste of
time and energy.”

“You really think he might come back to
life?”

“You never know.”

“If he does, he’ll be pissed you ate his
fingers.”

She laughed. “What’s he going to do, kill me?
He’s a little late for that.”

“True. ... Well if we’re not going to bury
him, we could at least pull the chunk of wood out of his gut. It’s
gross.”

“Nah, let’s leave it. That’s probably the
only woody the guy ever had in his life.”

“Please don’t joke about it.”

“Look, if you wanna pull it out, go right
ahead. I don’t care.”

Enitra smiled queasily. “Um ... could you do
it? I’m kind of squeamish about stuff like that.”

The woman arched an eyebrow. “I hate to tell
you this, honey, but squeamishness is not a good trait for a
ghoul.”

“I am not a ghoul.”

“Oh yeah? Then how come you put the bite on
that guy?”

“A momentary lapse in judgment, nothing more.
A sudden craving. Brought on by stress. It won’t happen again.

The woman smiled. “If you say so.”

“So will you pull the wood out? Please?”

She shrugged. “If you insist.”

She grabbed the wooden shard and slowly
pulled it out of the dead man as his gut made a loud sucking sound
and more blood gushed out of the gaping wound, soaking the bottom
of his T-shirt and oozing down to his jeans, pooling in the creases
of his crotch.

“There,” the woman said, setting the stake
aside. “You happy now, Enitra?”

“How ... how do you know my name?”

The woman pointed at Enitra’s tombstone.
“Funny thing about graves. They come with these big stone markers.
Like nametags, only much heavier.”

“Smart ass,” Enitra said. She looked at the
woman’s own tombstone, but the dead man was leaning against it,
blocking her view of the inscription.

“I’m Adipail Fowader,” the woman said.

“Pleased to meet you.”

“Likewise.” She waved at the foot of the
grave. “Why don’t you sit down? You look a little wobbly.”

Enitra didn’t want to sit down. She didn’t
want to hang out with a smart-ass girl ghoul and a metal thief. She
just wanted to go home – but surely her apartment had been rented
out to someone else a long time ago. She had no home now – except
the graveyard.

So she sat down, wrapping her arms around her
upraised knees and gazing at the stars, the moon, the tombstones –
trying to focus on anything but the chewing sounds Adipail was
making.

“So how come we’re awake and no one else is?”
Enitra said.

“Beats me,” Adipail replied as she shoved the
man’s pinky into her mouth.

(Scientific aside: Unbeknownst to them, the
metal thief was responsible for their resurrection. His name was
Jack and he’d spent most of the day driving from one scrap metal
yard to another, trying to find someone dumb enough to buy a load
of manhole covers with “City
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