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Wednesday, 1st of May… One am

Candy,

I hate your guts. You should be ashamed of yourself for what you did to me, and for the terrible things you did to Katie. But you don’t care. I know that now. Monsters like you don’t know how to care about anything or anyone.

Don’t follow me. Don’t ask about me. Don’t even think about me. I won’t be thinking about you. I never want to think about you, EVER AGAIN!

And you can let that nasty rat goblin, Jilly, know that the same applies to her.

If I ever see either of you again, I’ll kill you.

Worst regards possible,

David Ferris.

p.s. I swear to God if you come looking for me, I’ll make it my life’s mission to wipe you off the face of the earth. Whatever this life is now, anyway. You ruined any chance I ever had at a normal one. I hate it so much. It’s gross. And just in case you didn’t read it properly the first time, I hate you. You’re gross.

Go to hell, Candy, you vicious parasite. I hope the catacombs cave in and you get trapped for all eternity with nothing to do and no one to talk to. And that’s another thing. You’re really boring. I hope all of your teeth rot and fall out of your ridiculous head.

And you’re ugly.

Bye.

Candy wiped another tear from her cheek and folded the note. “Oh, David!” she cried, breathless.

Doubling over in another fit of laughter, she placed the note lovingly beside her on the edge of her sarcophagus and tried to calm down. It had been a long time since someone made her laugh so much. So mean! she thought. No one had ever spoken to her like that before. The novelty was thrilling! And she’d never felt such a flurry of different things before, either, this dizzying mixture of rage, pride, sadness, and joy, all at the same time.

David’s audacity was rage-inducing, but it gave her a strange sense of pride. It wasn’t clear if she had been responsible for this rapid change in his attitude, but the fiery temper was exciting. If she closed her eyes she knew she’d be able to pretend she was a normal girl for a few moments, and David would be one of those dashing rogues her sister used to have hunted down and hanged, regularly. The ones who lurked along the forest trails, waiting for wealthy nobles to pass by. But David would have been too quick for Sister Dearest. Too tough. Too dangerous!

Candy stopped laughing and sighed. Sister Dearest had been dead for a very long time. And now…

Sadness because he’d left her. Like they always did in the end.

And he’s right. She scrunched up her nose as she reached back into the sarcophagus for the box of matches she had stashed in there. Jilly is a rat goblin. Striking a match, she stood up and began lighting more candles. I’m getting really sick of her pestering me every day to change her over. I don’t want her to be like me.

Sure, Jilly had been a big help. But that was what she was supposed to do, help Candy out. At least, Jilly said she was descended from the original chambermaid. But even if she wasn’t, everything had worked out.

Candy shivered when she glanced at the sarcophagus again. Almost half a century this time. Even if Jilly wasn’t who she said she was, Candy could overlook it. She’d seriously started wondering if she’d been forgotten about. So, Candy did owe Jilly a lot. But she was just so…

“Annoying,” Candy stated, glaring at the chamber door. It stood open a crack because someone had busted the handle off the outside. And whoever opened the door, must have done it so violently, they almost ripped it off its hinges. How that could have happened was a complete mystery. And it bothered her. Not because the catacombs were crawling with all sorts of undesirable things that could walk in at any moment and try to ruin her night. No. None of that bothered half as much as…

Jilly. Jilly was the problem. What if she decided to turn up now? She’d been doing that too often, lately. Showing up at strange hours, bothering Candy with pointless chatter. Bringing little treats; a homeless woman here, a quiet, shy student she’d scavenged from somewhere around the university, who, according to Jilly, wouldn’t be missed. Anything to try and raise her esteem in Candy’s eyes.

Sure, Candy appreciated the treats, but the banter… It was hard to keep up the facade of giving a damn, playing along, and laughing at Jilly’s dumb sense of humour. The act was wearing thin. Perhaps David’s dramatic exit was a blessing in disguise. Now, instead of tearing Jilly to bits and coming off as totally ungrateful, Candy would have a valid reason to leave.

“I’ve got something super important to do,” she’d have to tell Jilly. “And I’d appreciate it if you’d stay here and…”

And what? What could she stay here and do? Maybe you are going to have to kill her.

But no. The line of helpful chambermaids ended with Jilly. If Jilly was dead, and someone, somehow, managed to put Candy back to sleep, how would she ever wake up again? She really would be forgotten about.

Jeez, Candy sighed. Were all the other chambermaids this troublesome? She’d never had to think about them so much, so probably not. She was pretty sure they just did as they were told and left her alone.

But, Jilly… Jilly was into quantum mechanics. Candy rolled her eyes. Peasants who tried to think too much were ridiculous. Because then they started getting big, dumb ideas about things. Things they weren’t really designed to understand. And that’s how Jillies happened. When peasants thought too much.

And now that she was dropping little hints, practically begging for Candy to do the thing, Candy was losing her patience.

“No,” Candy said. She shook her head and bit her bottom lip, frowning as she gazed around at the rough walls of the chamber. “I don’t want Jilly to have the gift. I couldn’t put up with her for the rest of eternity. Unless…” She could always get rid of her if things got out of hand.

Candy shook her head again. What if she did change her and the little pest got away, like David? The thought was almost unbearable.

“Well, whatever. She has to do what I say. She has to stay here if I tell her to. It’s her family’s time-honoured duty… Right?” Candy folded her arms and began pacing. At least, she said she was descended from that chambermaid from all those centuries ago when Candy – Mirasol – had become the best version of herself. The chambermaid who trapped a dining hall full of people for Candy and…

The count.

A sharp pain twisted in Candy’s chest and she quickly brushed away the thought. Remembering him was the last thing she wanted to do right now.

Reaching into the sarcophagus she found the phone that Jilly had given to her. The one they’d taken from Katie and re-programmed so that Candy would have something to contact Jilly with whenever she needed to.

01:10.

Candy rolled her eyes.

“I’m so bored!” she complained, rolling her eyes again at the way her voice echoed around the empty chamber. Too empty, she thought. She suddenly wished Katie was still around… There’d be a lot of screaming and crying, but at least she’d have someone to talk to.

“Why am I keeping myself shut away like this?” 

But she knew the answer to that question. David told her to wait till the apartment was ready. The one he said he was fixing up for her in the city so she wouldn’t have to stay down there in the filthy catacombs surrounded by lurking scum. Somewhere nice that suited her better.

He was never fixing up an apartment.

She looked at his folded letter on the edge of the sarcophagus and smirked.

“It was all just lies so you could plan your getaway, wasn’t it, David?” she said. She sat down beside the letter. What an amazing actor, pretending so well to give a damn about me and the gift I was promising to give him.

Maybe that’s why he ran off, she mused. Maybe he’s upset that I made him wait. She sighed and shook her head. No. That wasn’t it. She could tell by his angry handwriting that he genuinely disliked her.

Candy loved that. It wasn’t often she came across someone who disliked her, let alone “hated her guts.” But when she did, she rejoiced. She loved putting her skills of persuasion to good use. Of course, she always won in the end.

Maybe my old room is still here. She tilted her head to the side, trying to remember how to get there from where she was. She hadn’t thought to ask Jilly or David if it was still up there. She hadn’t asked Katie either. But then, Katie had never really felt like answering questions. Just screaming. Katie liked to scream a lot.

Heavenly Katie. Candy smirked again. That was fun… I think. She slumped, sighing again. Fun for a while. But now…

Well, Katie was gone, and David was gone, and Candy was all alone. And Jilly didn’t count because she was a world-class pest.

Candy frowned. Where did he go?! She had no idea. And no way of finding out.

“Wait a minute!” she jumped up to her feet. “Why am I keeping myself locked away?” It was David who told her to stay put, but he was gone. Of course she’d never find him if she stayed where she was.

Joy! A heady surge of happiness whirled around Candy. She snatched up the letter and skipped to the chamber door.

Candy froze. Stop that, she scolded herself. Come on. The door won’t even close properly anymore. It’s a sign. A sign to leave. Candy tried to lift her hand but it wouldn’t budge from her side. You’re being ridiculous, like David said. There’s NOTHING stopping you from leaving.

Except, there was. Anxiety. Candy really hated this new thing she’d woken up with. It had been a very long time since she’d felt that way. Pre-vampire, to be exact. She’d put it down to being asleep for so long. It should go away eventually. But now she was starting to wonder.

She’d never been afraid of going outside before.

Pull yourself together! She tried to ignore the shivers that raced up and down her spine. Once you get out there, you’ll forget this nonsense. Think about something else.

Okay, okay.

Why shouldn’t I leave?

David’s a liar and an idiot, and I want to find him. He “hates my guts,” but I know he doesn’t mean it. He’s just in shock. Still just overwhelmed by…

He’s not the only boy on the planet. Sure, David was amazing to look at, but there’d be plenty more of those out there. They weren’t hard to find.

Or were they?

I just need to find him, thought Candy, grateful for the firm resolve she felt sweeping away the anxiety. He’ll come around to my way of thinking. They always do. And then I’ll drag him back to the city so he can FIX UP THAT APARTMENT for real.

Plus, I’ll be getting away from Jilly.

“Oh, no!” she hissed, shrinking back from the chamber door. She pressed herself against the wall.

Two sets of footsteps, Jilly’s familiar, irritating scent, and another one. She could hear the hushed conversation as the two girls made their way down to Candy’s chamber, and the second girl, the one Jilly had lured down there, sounded like she was putting on a brave show. But Candy could smell the fear. The usual excitement sparked in her icy veins, making her blood race quicker to and through her heart. On any other evening, she would have pounced on Jilly’s offering. But tonight, she had to get away.

But you don’t even know where David went, she argued with herself.

Candy drooped. She really didn’t know where David had gone. She’d have to ask around the university to find out.

So what’s the problem with that? Just go ask.

Candy shook her head. It was really easy to send out simple mind tricks to make people think she was standing right in front of them. She’d done a lot of that after Katie woke her up. But actually being there…

“You’re being pathetic,” she hissed at herself, scrunching up her face when the voices got close enough for her to hear Jilly making some sort of ridiculous joke about the skulls lining the walls of the passage. The girl she was with laughed nervously.

Bless her heart, thought Candy. She’s really trying.

It was a shame that she’d have to ask Jilly where David might have gone.

Life was funny that way. Always so unexpected.

Candy squared her shoulders, went back to the sarcophagus, and sat down, ready to greet her guests.

And besides, if she really thought about it, she was a little hungry, and Jilly was bringing food…








  
  
  Chapter 2

  
  




“How strange.” Candy frowned at the girl, Kristy, who sat on the ground in front of her, shuffling a deck of tarot cards. Candy had never liked those things. In her opinion, you made your own destiny and a stack of rectangular slips of cardboard was never going to convince her otherwise.

“So, David got out?” Jilly asked. She was standing in the middle of the chamber, a couple of paces behind Kristy, arms folded, looking nervous.

“Yeah, well, I guess that’s what happens when someone keeps leaving the door open,” Candy said, sarcastically.

“I didn’t leave it open,” Jilly protested. “And where’s–”

“My grandmother gave me these cards,” said Kristy, cutting off Jilly’s next sentence. She seemed to have forgotten that Jilly was even there.

Candy smiled. She enjoyed making people forget things.

Jilly frowned at Candy.

Candy shrugged and looked back down at Kristy.

“And when Jilly…” she looked up, confusion playing across her face as she remembered suddenly that she hadn’t come down there alone. “When Jilly said she had a friend who was into esoterics,” she looked back to her cards, smiling as she shuffled again, “I got excited. People usually roll their eyes at me these days whenever I mention anything like this.”

I’ll bet, thought Candy, rolling her eyes.

“Candy?” Jilly broke in.

Candy held up a finger. “And where is your grandmother now?” she asked Kristy.

“Cemetery,” Kristy stated without emotion. “Hey,” she smiled up at Candy, mistaking the silence for shock. “She died when I was a little kid. I’m over it.”

“Oh,” said Candy. She couldn’t get enough of looking at Kristy. She’d never seen anyone like her before. The last time Candy had been awake, in nineteen-seventy-something, fashion seemed to have reached an all-time high. But, clearly, it was not the case. Hippies, she scoffed, gazing up at the ceiling, remembering. Their style was fun, but, all those drugs. Such a messy time.

But Kristy’s style… Was it intentional? How had she managed to make being dishevelled look so stylish?

Candy looked down at the plain jeans and hooded sweatshirt Jilly had given her and scrunched up her face. She suddenly wondered if Jilly had given her such poor things to wear on purpose. To be mean. She glared at Jilly and her eyes drifted to their guest. Kristy looks better.

“I’ve been taking a course on lifestyle coaching. And last week I went to a yoga retreat–”

“Where did you get that dress?” Candy cut Kristy off in the middle of her sentence. Kristy was starting to sound like an idiot.

“Oh, uh, I think from that store across the road from the cathedral,” replied Kristy, looking surprised. “You know? The one with the moon and the cat?”

“Kitten On The Moon,” said Jilly. She was standing by the door, looking like she’d rather be anywhere else.

Good, thought Candy. About time something knocked you off your weird pedestal. She sneered at Jilly, suddenly disgusted. Normally, cruelty in others didn’t bother her. Humans were cruel to each other all the time. But the way Jilly had delighted in Katie’s torment, the things she’d done… Even Candy had given Jilly’s antics the occasional side-eye. And when she brought Zak down here to join in…

Candy quickly shut off the thought. Something about that whole experience had turned her stomach. What a lot of people didn’t know was that vampires got just as queasy as normal people. She’d really had to put on a show that day. Pretend that she didn’t care.

No wonder David hates us, she realised suddenly, while Jilly continued to fidget at the door, and Kristy prattled on. Well, hates Jilly, anyway. She’s positively demonic.

And Zak.

Cold, quiet fury replaced the nausea in Candy’s stomach.

“Are you okay?” asked Kristy. She dropped her deck of cards and wrapped her arms around herself, shivering. “Hey, do you think maybe we could prop that door closed with something?” she turned to ask Jilly. “Can’t you feel that icy draft?”

Jilly lifted her brows and shrugged. She made no move to prop the door shut, but she didn’t move away from it, either.

Oh, Candy realised. She’s freaked out about the broken door.

Candy smiled. Good.

“Did David do that?” Jilly asked, crossing the chamber suddenly to sit down beside Kristy.

“What?”

“The door.”

Candy shrugged. “Probably.”

“And–”

“So, who wants to go first?” Kristy chirped, happily shuffling her cards again. “You know, Candy, it was genius of you to set yourself up in this place. I love how creepy it is.”

Candy grinned. “Thank you, Kristy.”

Kristy grinned back up at her, and from the corner of her eye, Candy saw Jilly pout.

Get over it, Rat Goblin, she thought, still smiling at Kristy. “Well, I don’t really want a reading,” she said, putting up a hand when Kristy began to look crestfallen, “but Jilly certainly might. I’d say her destiny is looking a little uncertain right now.”

Jilly stopped glaring at Kristy and turned fearful eyes to Candy.

Candy winked at her.

“Great!” Kristy beamed at Jilly. Shifting her position so she faced Jilly.

“I didn’t ask–” Jilly began.

“Oh, come on, Jilly,” Candy said. “Did you bring Kristy all the way down here just to insult her?”

“No, I, I just–”

“Just think of something you really want to know about right now,” Kristy instructed as she began laying the cards out on the ground between them.

Jilly threw Candy a questioning look.

Candy stared at her, unblinking.

“Okay,” Jilly relented, seeming to crumple in on herself. Remembering the bag of chocolate-covered malt balls she still clutched, she reached in and pulled out a handful, stuffed them in her mouth.

Candy wrinkled her nose.

“Ready?” asked Kristy when all the cards were laid out.

“I guess,” Jilly mumbled around her mouthful of chocolate. “What is this, anyway?” she asked, pointing at the tarot spread.

“It’s a Celtic Cross reading,” Kristy replied. “The most basic one.”

“Basic?” Jilly looked disappointed.

“It’s the one I’m best at,” Kristy explained. “And besides, it’s good enough for whatever your problem is. You just want to know about it in general, right?”

Jilly sighed and rolled her eyes.

“This is fun,” Candy spoke up, startling Jilly. She grinned, playfully at the two girls. “Kristy, go ahead. I’m looking forward to finding out about Jilly’s problem.”

For a moment, Kristy looked uncertain, then her features softened and she smiled, too. “Okay, let’s start.” She reached for the card in the middle of the spread that sat beneath another one sitting diagonally on top of it. “This is your first card,” she explained. “And it represents you.” She flipped over the card and gasped.

“What?!” cried Jilly.

Candy giggled.

“Well,” Kristy said, frowning, “it’s the Queen of Swords. Reversed.”

“What does that mean?” Jilly said, frowning back at her. She was starting to look angry.

Kristy shrugged, but she wasn’t looking hesitant anymore. “It kind of means you’re a cold-hearted bitch.”

Jilly’s mouth fell open.

“And it’s really easy for people to tell you what to do,” Kristy went on.

“Hey!” Jilly snapped.

Candy laughed. “Oh, come on, Jilly. Don’t take it so personally. It’s just a card game.”

Kristy threw her a withering look.

Woah, thought Candy, still laughing. This really is fun! Everyone’s getting so upset!

“Just turn the next card so we can get this over with,” said Jilly, shoving another handful of chocolate balls into her mouth.

“This second card means the challenge you’re facing,” Kristy said, flipping the card. It, too, was upside down. Reversed. It depicted a man hanging from his neck by a rope tied to a tree branch.

The Hanged Man.

“You mean the thing that I really want to know about right now?” Jilly asked.

Kristy nodded, gazing thoughtfully at the cards. “Says here that things aren’t going the way you want them to. There’s something you desperately want, and it should be easy to get. But nobody wants to give it to you.”

Candy bit her bottom lip to stop herself from laughing again.

Jilly swallowed her mouthful and shook her head as Kristy flipped card number three.

“Seven of Swords, upright. The past. There was a whole lot of back-stabbing recently,” she said as she flipped the fourth card. She tapped it. “Nine of Swords, upright. The future. It’s about to lead to worry and sleepless nights.”

“This is lame,” Jilly said. She yawned and stretched.

“Is it?” Candy asked. “I think it’s really interesting.”

Kristy nodded as she turned the fifth card. “But here’s what you really want. It’s The Fool, upright. You just want things to be easy. And freedom. You
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