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INTRODUCTION










FOR THIS FIRST volume, I didn’t go with much of a theme. The stories range from discovery to revenge to embracing your own path. Some are spooky, funny, or heartfelt. Many combine all that and more. All offer a good time and a look into the vast world of The Unearthly Society. There’s someone (or something) to love for everyone. I sincerely hope you enjoy. 








NO FEEDING AT SACRAMENT




THE ENVOY FLIPPED a page in the tiny notebook she held in her right hand. Her eyes never left Ramohella’s face, hidden behind dark sunglasses to protect her fragile pupils from the glaring sun. “Your feeding may not kill.” 

Ramohella leaned against the doorframe of her hair salon’s open back door. Despite her discomfort, she had to feel a million times better than the vampire envoy before her. While she couldn’t taste the vampire’s emotions (of course, The Forgathering would send an Archetype to speak to her), she knew standing in the sun hurt. The envoy wore layered clothing despite the time of year, kept her (stereotypical) long dark hair around her face, and if her skin wasn’t slathered with a spelled sunscreen, Ramohella would snort a bottle of hair dye. 

But all those precautions did was keep the vampire from dying. They did nothing to minimize the pain daylight caused. 

As owner of the building, manners dictated Ramohella invite the envoy into her salon, Sacrament, offering her reprieve. If the vampire’s visit had been for a different purpose, Ramohella might have been kind, but it wasn’t often she had the upper hand on a member of The Forgathering. The vampire was just a hired goon with little power within the organization. However, it was as close as Ramohella would get to one of the leaders. Gods forbid they do more than judge and bark orders from their gilded perches. 

“I must wonder if this reminder is a courtesy for you, too? Have you been a naughty girl?” 

The envoy’s jaw tightened. The gesture was so slight that Ramohella would have missed it had she not been studying the vampire. 

“Archetypes have self-control.”

“Do you now?” Ramohella laughed. “Then those rumors are incorrect.” 

Long fingers crushed the notebook. A low, feral growl followed. 

Ramohella’s laugh deepened. Either the Archetype was naïve and believed her people’s perfect image, or she knew the truth but clung to the lie to maintain the Archetypes’ power. Regardless, for Ramohella, a lowly wraith, to hint at reality was a greater insult than if she’d dumped holy water on the vampire. 

Was it wise of her to poke at the envoy? 

On the list of stupid things Ramohella could do, giving The Forgathering any reason to dislike her more than they did ranked high. Yet she refused to let them think they had her completely cowed. That wasn’t the way of a wraith. Despite being unconventional in almost every other aspect, Ramohella couldn’t overcome the steeled pride at every wraith’s core.

The envoy’s top lip curled. “How many decades have you lived? Shouldn’t all these years have taught you not to listen to foolish lies?”

Ramohella shrugged. “That would suck all the fun out of life.” 

The envoy flinched at the word ‘suck.’ 

Ramohella rolled her eyes. The Archetypes were so prissy. They still had canines meant for ripping open veins, and the urge to hunt still came whenever the thirst grew strong (even if they denied it). However, when they recreated their image to establish The Forgathering, they abandoned all language alluding to their dark nature. In this way, they mimicked the royal class of humans, who projected importance by crafting an infallible, unobtainable demeanor. 

The thought of humans made Ramohella glance at her watch. She swore under her breath. As much as she enjoyed this pointless pestering, it had eaten into her time. Now she had less than half an hour to finish preparing before her special client came in for her appointment. 

“You need to go,” Ramohella said as she reached for her door. 

“Excuse me? I don’t think we’re finished here.” 

“It’s simple: I can’t murder the human. After all these decades, I’ve mastered my technique. Don’t worry. Unless something goes horribly wrong, we won’t see each other again.” 

“But—”

Ramohella slammed the door in the envoy’s face. A string of expletives followed, but that was the most the vampire could do. If Ramohella remained in the salon, she was untouchable. Unless the envoy called for backup, but it wasn’t likely to come. It wasn’t against the law to be rude. Many of The Forgathering’s laws were ridiculous, but none sank that low. 

Sacrament wasn’t a large building. Its quaint size aided the charming air Ramohella had established. She could have gone for a more cliché atmosphere akin to her nature, but, while she felt no shame, she didn’t want her place of work to drip with reminders of it. She didn’t think it’d alert any of the humans in town to the truth about her, but she was more than a wraith, even if many Unearthlies didn’t treat her so. Even those of her species couldn’t understand why she lived as she did. 

Every other wraith thought her insane. To exist so close to humans, Ramohella had agreed to only feed every three months. To go any longer would leave her a raging mess that could ravage the small town she inhabited. It was a risk, but she’d made it work for the past forty years. 

Plus, Ramohella didn’t wholly adhere to The Forgathering’s conditions. She’d paid a sorceress to spell several of the art pieces that hung in the main room of the salon. They harvested the lesser negative emotions her clients and employees gave off daily. If Ramohella touched the pieces, the emotions they’d gathered would help restore a bit of her energy. It was never enough to satisfy, but it kept her levelheaded. 

For as odd as it may be, Ramohella loved working with hair. She would have preferred to work on Unearthlies, but none had ever sought her services. Though her reputation was the best in the tri-state area, and celebrities fought for appointments, non-humans didn’t trust her. Unearthlies clung to their prejudices as if they’d cease to exist without them. 

Maybe one day they’d realize what they were missing. Until then, to the Netherworld with them. She’d continue her craft on humans, even if it wasn’t as fulfilling. 

After entering the main room, Ramohella checked that each of the eight styling stations’ mirrors was covered with the black translucent silk she used when she fed. Had this been any other booked client, the mirror coverings would have been solid black silk. Unlike the average human, Ramohella needed her victim to catch glimpses of her true hideous form. This built fear: the tastiest, most filling of emotions. The longer she drew out the moment before she revealed her actual appearance, the more satisfied she’d be. 

Doing this also made it less likely she would fully drain the human’s energy. 

To aid the buildup and decrease the chances of causing a heart attack, Ramohella drugged the human. The sedative wasn’t strong enough to knock the human unconscious, but it helped at the end of the feeding session when she lied that all they’d seen was a dream. 

Ramohella hid the sharp taste of the drug in a heady wine she served in a golden goblet encrusted with raw, priceless gems that she used with her personal clients. To have Ramohella tend to one’s hair was the height of luxury, and the wraith pulled out all the stops to deliver on her carefully curated fame.  

If the victim was a typical client, Ramohella would have also served imported cheeses and meats and truffles she had made in Switzerland. But fear was harder to cultivate when a human was full (and sober). Plus, Ramohella was in no mood to clean up vomit. As it was, she expected to be scrubbing piss out of the styling chair most of the afternoon. 

As always, Ramohella checked that the salon’s frosted storefront window would reveal nothing of what was about to transpire. Any human glancing in would likely only see the client in the styling chair and Ramohella beside her, which was normal. However, the wraith feared they might glimpse her true appearance in a mirror. Although it was likely they wouldn’t trust their own eyes, Ramohella wasn’t willing to take the risk. 

To avoid all this, the wisest choice was to feed in a more private setting. Ramohella had petitioned The Forgathering for such a place, but they’d denied her request. They felt that if she jeopardized all her hard work, she was less likely to kill. Ramohella hated how right they were. 

Unlike most wraiths, though, Ramohella had never enjoyed killing the handful of humans she had in her youth. She’d only done so because that was how she’d learned to feed, but it had never felt right. 

And not because she was a human sympathizer. They were such obnoxious, egotistical creatures for not knowing what really happened around them. They all deserved the consequences they faced for interfering in Unearthlies’ affairs. 

But killing them during feeding was wasteful. For all their faults, the intensity and spectrum of flavors of their emotions were incredible. And those tastes got better the more their suspicions rose. Even their positive emotions were a treat, even if they weren’t what a wraith needed to survive. 

Sanctuary lamps Ramohella had gathered from a condemned church years ago hung from the ceiling. Most didn’t know, including her employees, that the candles inside the lamps were real. Those had also come from the church, though Ramohella had had the blessings removed. 

Although it was a chore, Ramohella lit every candle in the ten sanctuary lamps. They provided the perfect mood lighting for the feeding to come. She also appreciated how their mere presence filled those who understood their significance with ire. Several angry churchgoers had made it a point to tell her she spat in the face of their god. 

The ceremony of Ramohella’s actions heightened her anticipation, so much so that her fingers shook as she lit a candle. She cursed herself when she fumbled with the match and the flame licked her thumb. She forced herself to calm before she struck another match and finished her task. 

Done, Ramohella took care of the ladder she’d been using. She had just enough time to prepare the goblet of wine and stand behind the check-in counter before her meal arrived. The victim was Deborah Wilson, the mayor’s wife and the town’s biggest gossip. Deborah had never been happy a day in her fifty-two years of life, and she made that everyone else’s problem. The mood of a room instantly darkened whenever the woman entered, making her the perfect choice for a feeding. 

Was it more satisfying to break a cheerful, good-natured human? 

Yes. The negative emotions were sweeter and left Ramohella with a euphoric high that lasted weeks. But she only fed like that once a year, on the anniversary of Sacrament’s opening. For multiple humans’ demeanors to change so drastically every year would draw too much attention. Ramohella doubted the humans would learn her secret, but they were amazing at creating vicious rumors that crippled businesses overnight. 

Over the next few days, Deborah’s increasingly sour and unlikeable demeanor would likely go unnoticed. Everyone would merely think she’d discovered her husband’s newest mistress. Or maybe her last liposuction treatment hadn’t gone as planned. 

As soon as Deborah stormed through the door, the acidic tang of her irritation filled Ramohella’s mouth. Instead of ignoring it like she’d do on any other day, she swallowed the emotion. In doing so, Deborah’s irritation spiked higher. Her pulse had likely quickened, and she wiped her palms against her dark blue pencil skirt as she neared the counter. 

“No need to tell me and make this headache worse. I know I’m a few minutes late,” Deborah huffed. “My damn son woke me up at three this morning, shit-faced, and demanded I come get him. The little bastard was at Jimmy Allbars’ house, all the way in Clymer. Do you know how far of a drive that is?” 

Ramohella stared at Deborah, wondering if the question was rhetorical. With a woman like her, it was hard to tell. 

In the event it was a real question, Ramohella opted not to respond. Instead, she gave Deborah the same blank, uninterested stare she’d given the vampire envoy when she’d first arrived. 

Of course, Deborah noticed. And just like Ramohella had wanted, it drove the woman’s annoyance to new heights. 

Ramohella’s stomach growled, and she licked her lips. Oh yes, she’d picked the right human. 

“Is there a problem with my being late?” 

“I require my clients to arrive on time. I’m extremely busy, you know.” 

Deborah crossed her arms across her breasts. “If you’re refusing the appointment because I came in a little after ten, then I demand my deposit back. Five minutes is nothing. What about bad weather? Or road accidents?” 

“But neither of those scenarios happened. You just overslept because your son is… ill-mannered.” 

Bright red splotches bloomed on Deborah’s cheeks. Her instant rage coated Ramohella’s tongue, and she imagined it was as tasty as a well-prepared steak is for a human. It wasn’t a five-course dinner at the fanciest restaurant, but Deborah’s anger still brought a smile to Ramohella’s face. 

The smile cut through Deborah’s anger, though it brought no positive feeling. “So, are you still going through with the appointment?” 

Ramohella sighed after letting a long moment of silence pass. “I suppose I can make an exception for the mayor’s wife.” 

Deborah’s following grin was that of a spoiled, entitled child. And the syrupy sweet taste of that rottenness made Ramohella’s head swim. 

“Well… thanks.”  

Ramohella gestured to the goblet. “Please enjoy this complimentary wine. I guarantee your nerves will unravel after the first few sips.” 

Deborah snatched the goblet. “This is more like what I paid for.” 

Though her appearance was that of a high-class lady, Deborah chugged the wine like her son had probably done the previous night with his cheap liquor. Ramohella cursed under her breath. The sedative wouldn’t take effect instantly, but it was fast-acting. Usually, it kicked in after she’d shampooed the victim’s hair and started on the cut (yes, Ramohella styled their hair. She had an image to uphold). It fully immobilized the victim and made their thoughts fuzzy by the time she finished. 

But that was when they sipped the wine. 

Ramohella would have to skip the first few steps of the process if she intended to get Deborah’s hair done before she fed. While she was loving the constant stream of impatience, she would have preferred to stick to her plan.

As quickly
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