Deadry, in all her glory, galumpfd down the stairs as only she could! Her translucent skull glittering in the light of a phosphorecent bulb direly in need of replacement. 
“Ah, there you are, love!” Malcolm was quick smile, making his way calmly to the bottom of the stairs, all the better not to give away the longing that had been building in him these last few months. She was well fed, as he’d hoped she would be, and had clearly been keeping herself properly groomed the way he had asked her too!
“Bleemagerple” She burbled in way of greeting, and Malcolm laughed as charmingly as he could as her mouth juices dribbled down her mouth juices dribbled down her chin and onto his forehead.
As was his need, he embraced her gellatinous form, as she affected an adequate impression of such a motion, cleverly utilizing the still digesting arm of her last meal as an appendage with which to stroke her ‘lovers’ cheek.
“I did so miss you, darling!” Malcolm crooned, waxing lyrical the way her gargantuan mass often made him, something about her polka dotted hide, her featureless face, and beautiful speaking voice always made him feel so romantic.
“Glumbagabah!” She growled, a gutteral sound which held with it all the poetic beauty of a thousand sonnets to Malcoms enticed ears. She blobbed her way closer to him, for there are very few other verbs that can describe such a gellatinous method of ambulation.
