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A month or so later 
In the car with Maeve, Umbrosia and Dolan 
 
“So, did you two...grow up together.” Sia speaks into the oppressive silence. “I mean...not grow 
up, obviously, but…” 
 
“Oh, Maeve was adorable as a child. Even more of a motor-mouth than she is now.” Dolan’s 
head bursts forward from the back seat, chomping on cinnamon gum. His eyeliner smudges 
dangerously close to his cheekbones and eyebrows in the car’s oppressive heat. 
 
Maeve lets out a short, sharp sigh as she turns the car onto the highway. “Mom and I lived in 
the same house as Dolan and Aunt Linda when I was very little. Then we moved into the house 
down the road after an...incident. Mom moved back into the old house now. My older cousin just 
turned 18 but the younger one is only 15. ” 
 
“You know…” Dolan rests his elbow on the center console and places his chin on his hand, 
“With as much as she likes to talk, it was absolute misery trying to keep secrets. We were 
considering homeschool for a while. Took forever to teach her she couldn’t run about the town 
yelling, ‘Look at me, look at me! My mom and aunt are witches and my uncle’s a vampire!’” His 
tone took on a sing-song quality. “Not surprising it took her less than a month to tell all her 
friends about me.” 
 
“Well, they would have figured it out anyway.” Maeve changes lanes, bumping her elbow into 
Dolan and knocking his head off its perch. 
 
He shrinks back into his seat, pouting his lower lip. Maeve steers the car, refusing to look back 
at him, and Sia attempts to steer the conversation. 
 
“Dolan, you stayed with Maeve’s aunt Linda when Maeve’s mom moved?” 
 
“Yes, of course, she and I were lovers for most of Maeve’s life.” 
 
Maeve clenches and unclenches her fingers on the steering wheel. “Not to mention that she 
was your primary food source.” 
 
“You didn’t ever feed on Maeve as she grew up? I imagine it would be hard for a human body to 
give blood on a daily basis as they get older.” 
 



Dolan shifts and chuckles uncomfortably in his seat, “Well, Maeve moved away pretty much the 
second she turned 18.” 
 
“Five years of sweet, sweet freedom. Linda would never let him feed on me as long as she was 
alive, anyway.” Maeve’s voice echoes hollow in her own throat and she swallows to rid herself 
of the sensation. 
 
“More importantly your mother would have killed me if I even suggested it before you were an 
adult.”  
 
The car sinks into silence and Dolan retreats into his headphones and 20-year-old heavy punk 
rock. Sia’s eyes slide from Dolan to Maeve’s twitching bicep as she taps the wheel. She settles 
her elbow into the ledge on the car door and leans her head against the window.  
 
“So, you can be killed.” She whispers to the trees slipping by on the side of the highway. 
 
Behind her, Dolan’s pupils dilate slightly. As he crushes another piece of gum between his 
teeth, a glistening white point peaks out from under his upper lip. 
 
 
After the road trip 
Maeve’s family home 
 
The front door of the old mining era two-story home swings open directly onto a small kitchen. 
Immediately, a knife clatters against a cutting board as Eliza Warren’s jaw drops into a shocked 
smile. She leaps forward around the kitchen island to wrap both arms around her only daughter. 
 
“Maeve, I thought you weren’t going to make it until tomorrow!” She pulls Maeve into the room, 
knocking the chook off the young woman’s head in her enthusiasm.  
 
Maeve drops several bags to give her mother a long, warm hug. Even through the winter coat 
she can feel the moment her mother sees Dolan step onto the snow-covered front steps. The 
older woman steps back abruptly, unconsciously pulling Maeve around behind her so she 
stands between her daughter and the vampire. 
 
“Hello, Eliza.” He smiles stiffly. The room is silent and a cold wind blows in through the open 
door. A sharp cough comes from the other side of the kitchen and Maeve snaps her head 
around towards the noise. 
 
A round-faced young woman stands in the inner doorway holding a basket of root vegetables. 
The domestic chore clashes sharply against her attire - solid black from head to toe down to the 
heavy-looking pentacle hanging from her neck. The right side of her head is shaved in a short 



buzz-cut, while the other half hangs down well past her shoulders, black with fire-red highlights 
and a single white skunk stripe.  
 
“Cousin.” She gives half a smile to Maeve, then flicks her eyes to the doorway. “I see you 
brought the leech with you.”  
 
Maeve drops her bags and steps quickly to the woman’s side. “Kate. I’m so sorry about your 
mother.” She reaches to place a hand on her cousin’s shoulder, then stops and returns the hand 
to her side. “I should have called…” 
 
Kate flicks a lock of hair out of her face. “Forget it.” She sets the basket in a sink behind her. 
“You did us a favor keeping that one away from here for the funeral.” 
 
Maeve shivers and turns her attention back to the doorway, where Dolan is still standing, 
suitcase in hand. He and Eliza continue to eye each other apprehensively.  
 
“Are you going to let all the cold air in the house?” Umbrosia breaks the silence and pushes past 
him into the kitchen, smiling awkwardly and parking her tall frame in the nearest corner, 
bumping her head on a rough wooden cupboard door in the process. 
 
“He can’t come in without an invitation.” Kate gives a smug smile that almost hides the pain at 
the corner of her eyes. “I own the house, now.” 
 
Dolan removes his gaze from Eliza’s face to glower in irritation at Kate. “Don’t be childish. You 
know I go wherever Maeve does.” 
 
“There is a hotel five minutes away.” Kate cuts him off. “The day my mother died was the last 
time you ever stepped foot in this house.” Her voice does not raise much in volume, but booms 
with authority and finality. 
 
The two lock eyes for a moment. Kate lifts her chin, crossing her arms in a line as flat as the one 
her mouth makes across her face. 
 
“Fine.” Dolan concedes after a short pause. He looks to Maeve. “I will need to feed before 
tomorrow morning. I will wait,” His nostrils flare and eyes flash bright, “...in the car.” 
 
Maeve nods, eyes twinging in minor sympathy. “I’ll be there in a minute.” 
 
He turns and stalks away. Eliza closes the door firmly behind him, then turns with a sigh to 
Umbrosia, who has consequently crammed herself even further into the kitchen corner 
somehow. 
 



“Look, we’re being rude to your friend.” She reaches out to take Umbrosia’s bag and clasp her 
hand. “I’m Maeve’s mother, Eliza. And you must be Umbrosia.” 
 
“Yes ma’am. Nice to meet you.” Umbrosia’s eyes flick across Eliza’s face. The woman’s smiling 
eyes are as warm as her cable-knit sweater and as bright as the multiple candles melting wax 
onto the rough-hewn kitchen counters. Her chin and wild hair resemble Maeve’s, although her 
eyes are brown, not green. 
 
“Maeve’s trusted you with a great secret. Anyone Maeve trusts that deeply must be of 
impeccable character.” She releases Umbrosia’s hand and turns away to hand the bag off to 
Kate. 
 
“Yes ma’am.” Umbrosia flashes an incredulous look to Maeve, who smiles and gives her a 
thumbs up. 
 
“Kate, take Umbrosia to the guest room. Maeve, take your bags to your room please.” Eliza’s 
tone remains kind but certainly too stern for even the formidable Kate to consider arguing with. 
 
“Sure mom, but, um,” Maeve glances around the inner door frame to the dining room. “I’d like to 
go see Bec first?” 
 
Kate snorts, stomping away through the living room with Umbrosia in tow. “She’s probably 
outside somewhere, freezing her ass off like an idiot.” 
 
Eliza nods with another sigh, returning to her task of chopping vegetables for a salad. “When 
you find her, please send her in.” 
 
“I will.” She retrieves her chook from the kitchen floor. “Probably shouldn’t 
leave...um...him...waiting too long.” Maeve lets the sentence fade off and steps back out into the 
cold.  
 
No one acknowledges her mention of Dolan, not even with a glance. Kate heads through the 
dining room and past a cozy living room to a stairwell. Umbrosia follows, eyes wide at the 
assortment of witchy accoutrement tucked alongside everyday items; family photos arranged on 
a side table alongside protective salt bowls and incense burners, old family bibles and trashy 
romance novels stacked on a corner bookshelf spine to spine with books on every witchy 
subject from herbs to heathenism. 
 
In her perusal she nearly trips over a fluffy calico cat that appears seemingly from nowhere at 
the bottom of the steps. The kitty, clearly unabashed by being almost stepped on, chirps happily 
and rubs against her legs. Umbrosia reaches to pet the animal, who instantly begins to purr. 
Kate stops at the bottom of the steps to look back at the pair with a smile. 
 



“That little fluff-butt is Beatrix.” She says affectionately, “She loves everybody and is a total 
dumbass. The real trick is the kitten. She’s very distrustful of strangers and usually doesn’t 
come out when we have guests.” 
 
Umbrosia straightens up, lifting the cat into her arms and scritching at the animal’s very pleased 
chin.  
 
“What’s the kitten’s name?” She calls as Kate continues up the steps. 
 
“We just call her Kitten.” Kate says, lugging Umbrosia’s bag over her shoulder. The two of them 
reach the landing quickly, purring cat still in tow. “Maeve says it told her it’s name once, but 
Maeve was drunk and doesn’t remember what it was. Kitten is a secretive, sneaky little shit.” 
Kate flashes a smile over her shoulder as she and Umbrosia turn into a small bedroom a few 
doors down the hall. “She’s my favorite.” 
 
As if perturbed by that statement, Beatrix hops out of Umbrosia’s arms and onto the bed, fluffing 
the blanket to her liking before curling into a fluffy ball and feigning sleep. The feline watches 
Kate with narrow eyes as the woman sets the bag on the bed. 
 
“Speaking of names, Umbrosia. That’s one you don’t hear often.” Kate raises an eyebrow, 
having to tilt her head back to look up into the much taller woman’s face. 
 
“I usually just go by Sia, actually.” 
 
“Yeah, I get you. My real name’s Hekate.” She shrugs and gives a grin, “Mom named me after a 
dark Goddess then acted super shocked when the whole goth thing hit.” A wave of sadness 
passes across her eyes, but she shakes it off gently, “The blood-sucking asshole totally stole 
my look, by the way. He was a freaking lumberjack model before I started dressing like this.” 
 
Sia smiles back, but her forehead crinkles in confusion, “Why do you hate him so much? I 
mean, I’m not a fan of Maeve being in this...situation...but why hate him? Maeve doesn’t seem 
to.” 
 
Kate’s expression falls like an iron gate. “You don’t know the whole story. And Maeve doesn’t 
really have a choice but to be civil with him, at least.” 
 
“I’m sorry, it isn’t my business.” Sia shakes her head, sitting on the bed to pet the cat, who 
begins purring again. 
 
“No, it’s fine. You’re in on the secret. If Maeve wants you to know...better to know more than 
less.” Kate runs a hand over the short side of her hair and leans against the door frame. 
“Although to be fair I don’t think even Maeve knows the whole story.” 
 



“Wasn’t he like, your father...sort of?” 
 
Kate’s eyes grow cold, the same look comes over her that she had for Dolan in the kitchen. 
“Dolan never had any interest in nurturing anyone without the potential to become a future food 
source.” She shoves off the door frame. “Bathroom is down the hall if you want to shower before 
dinner. Towels are under the sink.” She turns and heads back downstairs before Sia can even 
apologize. 
 
Sia lets out a long breath and flops backwards onto the bed. Beatrix rises to sniff and then licks 
her face in mild concern. 
 
“If this is what living with blood relatives looks like, man am I grateful for my foster parents.” Sia 
remarks to the cat who, now satisfied the tall human is unharmed and still capable of 
ear-scritches, flops down onto the bed, offering no answers beyond a short meow. 
 
——————————————- 
 
Outside, Maeve follows a snow-blown path around the house to a small backyard space 
surrounded by trees. Snow and ice provide a monochrome backdrop. Off to one side of the 
yard, a thin figure in a reddish-brown coat sits facing the forest, strawberry blonde hair whipping 
in the breeze beneath a wool knitted hat. She sits on a short stone bench in a small 
shoveled-out circle, surrounded by foot high snow banks that serve only to make her look 
smaller and more solitary. Maeve approaches the figure and quietly sits next to her. The stone 
is rough and ice cold against her bare hands, seeping the warmth out through her jeans. 
 
“Hey Bec.” She says softly, looking at her baby cousin and slowly feeling her heart break. 
Damnit. I should have come home sooner. She turns her face away and the two of them stare 
into the forest for a long moment. Winter birds hop and chirp on bare, icy branches and the wind 
ruffles the green needles on the evergreens. 
 
“He’s still here isn’t he?” Bec finally turns her face to Maeve, hair whipping thinly across her 
face. Her skin is more olive toned, not as pale as Maeve’s, and her face is peppered with 
freckles. Grey eyes well with anxiety and moisture, caused by grief or the wind, Maeve cannot 
tell. 
 
“He’ll be gone soon. Kate won’t let him stay.” Maeve reaches over and wraps her bare hand 
around Bec’s bemittened one. She feels low, blue energy seeping out of the young girl in 
waves, and tugs it gently, letting her own warm, loving energy and grief wrap around it until the 
two are inseparable. 
 
Bec gives a small smile and nods. “Hekate will always protect her home. She takes more after 
your mother that way.” 
 



“Have you been doing ok?” 
 
The teenager lets out a long breath and closes her eyes, “I like to listen to the birds and the 
trees. They sound different with mom gone. But they sound different with him gone too.” She 
lays her other hand over Maeve’s, then raises it to the woman’s cheek. “Much as I miss her, I’m 
glad he’s gone.” She drops her hand abruptly and stands, “I should go inside.” She gazes at the 
house, then drops her chin sharply to look at Maeve, “And you shouldn’t keep him waiting. The 
sooner you feed him, the sooner we can talk without him listening.” 
 
---------------------------------------------------- 
Maeve wraps her arms around herself as she trudges back along the narrow path, focusing in 
on the soft, indifferent energy seeping up from the snow and the way it crunches under her feet. 
She’s only a few feet from the car when she finally looks up to see Dolan pull the gum from his 
mouth and toss it into the snow. He rolls the window up as she climbs in the passenger door. 
The interior of the vehicle smells to her like waiting and irritation, and she can’t tell if it is the 
residual energy from the car ride or her uncle. 
 
Once she shuts the car door behind her, the only sound is the zipper of Maeve’s jacket as she 
slips out of the left sleeve and tugs her amulet off over her head. Dolan pays no attention to her 
offered arm, staring out the windshield as Bec makes her way back into the house. 
 
“They despise me.” He runs a hand through his hair, clasping his fingers around the roots as if 
he could pull his thoughts out by them. “You have no idea what it’s like to be banished from the 
home you shared with the person...people...you loved. Still love.” He drops his hands to the 
steering wheel. “You’re the only person I have left in this world, and even you would rather I 
disappeared.” 
 
Only then does he turn his eyes to look at her. She looks away, shifting uncomfortably in her 
seat. He lifts her arm, bringing her wrist to his lips. His teeth slice through her skin and she lets 
out a long slow breath, trying to release her tension and the flow of magic at the same time. He 
sucks at her wrist, and she can feel his desperation and grief settle as guilt in her stomach.  
 
She turns her head back towards him and studies what little she can see of his face. He hadn’t 
shown his grief over Linda to her. She hadn’t truly grieved her aunt either, to be honest. It hadn’t 
felt real until she walked into that house to feel the woman’s lack of presence there. He’d lost his 
lover and instead of reaching out to connect over their mutual grief, she had treated him like a 
burden, forgetting he was as cursed as she was.  
 
The guilt digs its talons deep within her gut and twists, bringing a new wave of nausea even as 
his hunger pangs cease. Moments before he licks her wound closed, she sends a wave of sad 
comfort to him through her blood.  
 
Dolan sits up and releases her arm, wiping blood from the corner of his mouth.  



 
“I don’t want you to disappear.” Maeve says quietly, trying to meet his eyes, “I just wish…” 
 
“You wish you had your freedom, I know.” He cuts her off, his tone bitter. “Well, your great-great 
et cetera grandmother sold that away 400 years ago.”  
 
She lets out a small sigh through her nose, and his tone softens. 
 
“I am glad you and I get to spend time together again, though. Aren’t you?” His eyes find hers 
and they meet each other’s small smiles. 
 
“Of course.” Maeve places a hand on his shoulder. “You and I have always been close. And we 
always have a good time together.” The lines in her forehead crease. “It’s just been rough 
adjusting to our new...situation. Maybe this trip will give us a little space.” 
Dolan pats her hand with his own long fingers, then waves her away.  
 
“Go on, I’ll call you in the morning for breakfast. I’m sure you all have a lot of catching up to do.” 
 
-------------------------------------------- 
Maeve returns to the house, finally pulling off her coat and boots and stashing them in the closet 
near the kitchen entrance. Her mother and Umbrosia stand over the stove, the tall young 
woman leaning over Eliza’s shoulder as the older woman explains the proper way to season 
spaghetti sauce. The two of them turn as they hear Maeve come in. 
 
Umbrosia’s eyes scan Maeve quickly from head to toe, “Are you feeling ok, hon?” 
 
“Yeah, actually.” Maeve steps further into the kitchen, sticking her hands in her back pockets. 
“Dolan and I had a good talk. He’s going to stay in a hotel and call me in the morning.” 
 
“That’s nice.” Eliza says, her words stumbling over each other slightly, “Have you two 
been...getting on well? How’s it been, well...adjusting? Your aunt Linda wanted to teach you 
how to release the energy for feedings and such but…” She sniffs and stares at the ceiling for a 
moment, blinking several times, “Well, she thought she’d have more time. Damn heart attack.” 
 
Maeve places her fingertips on her mother’s trembling hand, “It’s been fine mom. A few bumps 
here and there, but nothing to worry about.” Maeve takes the wooden spoon from Eliza, lifting it 
to taste the sauce, “Besides, I’m not sure I would want Linda teaching me her way of feeding 
Dolan.” 
 
Eliza takes a beat, then raises her eyebrows and chuckles, taking the spoon back before it can 
reach Maeve’s mouth. “Go help your cousins get the table ready.”  
 



Umbrosia, Maeve, Hekate and Bec set the table in relative quiet, with light chatter about classes 
and gossip at Maeve’s old high-school. Soon the five women are seated around the table with 
full plates of spaghetti, meatballs and garlic bread.  
 
“So, it’s just really frustrating,” Kate continues her rant, “Like I have a very cultivated aesthetic 
going on, I can’t just boil it down to answer a stupid questions like, ‘So, are you dressing like a 
slut because you’re a witch or because you’re a lesbian?’” She takes an aggressive bite of garlic 
bread, “Both? Neither? None of your damn business?” 
 
“Hekate,” Eliza warns, “Mind your language at the table. Especially in front of guests.” 
 
“Sorry.” Kate shrugs and uses her fork to gesture to Sia, “But, like, you get it right? Who even 
uses the word slut like that anymore? It’s outdated. Like calling someone a tranny.” 
 
There is a split second of tension at the table which Maeve immediately jumps on, “Hey 
dumbass, just because you’re 18 doesn’t mean you can throw words around however you 
want.” 
 
“What? I didn’t mean-!” Kate’s eyes shift between Maeve and Umbrosia anxiously, “You swear 
all the time!” 
 
“Yeah, because I know where the line is. Some words are just words and some words are really 
shitty to throw around in casual context--” 
 
“I’ve got this, hon.” Umbrosia finishes a bite of salad, “I’m not sure I would put “slut” and “tranny” 
in the same category.” She pins Kate to her seat with a pointed stare, “As someone who has 
been called both, they are each harmful for their own reasons. As are faggot. And dyke.”  
 
She pauses for another bite. No one speaks.  
 
“And a few other words with enough sting in them that reclamation is a long road we’ve just 
started down, if it is even possible.”  
 
Kate’s eyes slide down to her plate, “I’m sorry. You’re right. I run my mouth too much 
sometimes.” 
 
Umbrosia smiles, letting her gaze soften.  
 
“That being said, I’ve been caught between a discomfort with clothing that feels masculine and 
the pressure to dress “slutty” ever since I told my foster parents I’m a woman and they took me 
shopping for my first women’s clothes. There is a huge pressure on all women to sexualize 
ourselves, and a lot of stereotypes surrounding that. It makes it really hard sometimes to know 



whether I want to show my body off because I’m feeling more comfortable as a woman or 
whether I feel like I have to show my body off to be a woman.” 
 
Kate brings her eyes back up, “Yeah that’s...I mean, that’s sort of all I was trying to say.” 
 
The table falls into heavy, awkward silence. Maeve forces a laugh, “Well, so much for no heavy 
topics over Thanksgiving Break.” 
 
 


