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      Maya Pendleton locked the door of Rowena’s Coffee, putting an end to a long and exhausting day. She’d finished the night shift after attending her botany classes at the local community college. She yawned as she zipped her keys into the side pocket of her backpack.

      Her house was a thirteen-minute walk away. Not quite far enough to make it worthy of driving, yet far enough away to let her imagination run wild. No one else walked the streets of Gideon’s Hollow, Massachusetts, a sleepy little college town, especially the night of Friday the 13th. Only her own footsteps echoed off the sidewalk.

      Some of the locals believed the witches that had been burned in nearby Salem roamed the area this time of year on Devil’s days like Friday the 13th and Halloween, looking to exact revenge on descendants of those who burned them at the stake.

      Silly superstition.

      Maya didn’t believe any of that nonsense, and she loved rather than feared Millie, her black cat, and the cute white tip on his nose.

      A cold October breeze swirled dead leaves into the air from the gutter on Main Street, chilling her to the bone. She shivered and jammed her hands into the pockets of her black wool coat. She yearned for a hot bath after devouring whatever her mother had waiting for her in the microwave at home. Mom might not be a renowned chef, but in Maya’s eyes, she was the best cook in the world and her best friend. All they had was each other since her father had died of cancer three years earlier.

      She increased her pace as she neared the end of Main Street and turned into the neighborhood she needed to cross to get to her own small house.

      A few stray leaves flapped in the breeze on mostly naked maple trees on either side of the street. They would be dormant, unable to bear witness to anything happening around them until spring.

      The rhythm of her footfalls no longer matched the sounds echoing off the pavement.

      Another set of footsteps?

      She stopped and spun around, scanning the nearby hedges, sidewalks, and driveways around the single-story homes lining the street.

      No one.

      Her spine tingled, and a hint of adrenaline broke through her exhaustion. Silence closed in around her once again. She resumed walking and accelerated her pace to a near jog, striding along the sidewalk.

      Not much farther to go.

      She rounded the next corner at the community mailboxes four blocks away from her house.

      A tall shadow elongated on the pavement beside her.

      She darted away as fingertips brushed the wool of her coat sleeve, then she broke into a run, screaming, “Help!”

      Would anyone tucked inside their warm houses hear her scream?

      Maya held down the buttons on her cell phone in her pocket to trigger voice controls. No! Her charger was at home and the phone battery had died hours ago. She glanced over her shoulder.

      A man, double her size, with dark features, maybe inches away from her. He’d come into the coffee shop an hour before close and had bristled when she refused to go on a date with him.

      She faced forward and ran faster. She didn’t dare tear her eyes away from the pavement. If she stumbled or tripped…

      If she could just outrun him long enough to get home. She pushed her legs to their limits and pumped her arms to squeeze out as much speed as possible.

      Her straps dug into her arms as he yanked on her backpack, dragging her backwards.

      She slipped her arms out of the straps, and he stumbled back a few steps but didn’t fall.

      Damn!

      If he’d fallen, her chances of making it home would have increased exponentially.

      Maya gulped air into her burning lungs and ran like her life depended on it. Her gut told her it did. This creep hadn’t gone to the trouble of following and chasing her for nothing.

      She stole another peek over her shoulder. This time she’d managed a bigger lead. She turned back in time to see her foot colliding with a thick branch in the road. Her right foot went out, and she tried to compensate with her left. As her chaser’s running steps came closer, she stumbled almost in slow motion and her knees collided with the pavement.

      Maya ignored the pain in her knees and scrambled to her feet. Her house with the green shutters and the spooky witch blowup decoration on the lawn was visible a few blocks ahead. The familiar and distinct unpleasantness of body odor crept into her nostrils as something hard connected with the back of her head.

      Black spots danced in front of her eyes as she scrambled away from him on her hands and knees, then the world, and all her thoughts faded into darkness.
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      Maya’s eyes fluttered open. Darkness closed in around her. The floor was moving beneath her, and a waft of exhaust fumes turned her stomach. That didn’t make sense. She shifted her head, and the world tilted as a sharp pain shot through her head, jogging her memory.

      The creep from the coffee shop. What an ass!

      She reached around the back of her head to assess the damage and her elbow hit something hard. Her funny bone tingled, then her heart pounded in her ears as the space closed in around her.

      She rolled onto her back. A handle glowed above her head in the darkness. She stuck her hands out and moved them along a hard surface, and the horrid reality of her situation became clear.

      Metal. He stuck me in the trunk of a car!

      Panic scrambled any attempt at coherent thought, and she gasped for air. She forced deep breaths into her lungs, and her brain cleared.

      The glowing handle. A trunk release.

      She tugged on the release, and nothing happened. With the handle in her grasp, she pushed on the trunk with her feet at the same time. Nothing.

      Her creepy captor must have anticipated that means of escape. Not escaping, giving up, and dying at age twenty wasn’t an option. Her mother must already be losing her mind with worry.

      Now what?

      Maya groped around in the darkness for her backpack. She found it near her feet and dragged it closer. What did she have in her bag that could be used as a weapon? A pen?

      Dammit!

      She should’ve listened to her mother’s suggestions to carry a panic alarm.

      Hold on.

      The jerk might have left her a weapon without realizing it. She ran her hands along the trunk floor, clasped the fabric's edge, and scooted backward to expose the cavity beneath.

      She put her knee on the fabric she’d pulled back to keep it in place and ran her hands along the spare tire, a jack, and something more useful in her plight—a tire iron. She yanked the tire iron out of the compartment and pushed the fabric back in place.

      A wave of dizziness hit. She lay on her side in a fetal position with both hands wrapped around her weapon, as if it were a teddy bear, and waited for the dizzy spell to pass.

      Ahead of her would be the backseats. Could she push her way through and clock him in the head? The car might crash, but what did she have to lose at this point? Only psychotic people locked someone in a trunk for refusing a date.

      She braced her feet against the back of the trunk and pushed with every ounce of strength in her legs. The trunk wall didn’t give an inch. She could keep trying, but then she’d be expending all her energy and needed to save her strength to fight.

      With the tire iron close, she pulled a protein bar and her water bottle out of her backpack. Her stomach churned from the motion and her head injury, but she hadn’t eaten since lunch. She choked the bar down, then took one deep drink of water and saved the rest. Who knew how far he intended to take her?

      The car slowed, turned, then hit a bump.

      Her backpack and the tire iron slipped away into the far corner. As she reached for the tire iron, the car dipped to the right, jostling her. She put her palms on the trunk floor to steady herself, then grabbed the tire iron.

      The car stopped.

      Maya scrambled onto her hands and knees, ending up in a half push-up from the lack of head space, and clutched the weapon.

      Footsteps moved from the driver’s side of the car towards the trunk.

      She forced the panic down, keeping her breaths slow. She held perfectly still. She wanted him to believe she was still unconscious to give her the element of surprise. With him being twice her size, she needed any advantage she could get.

      The trunk lid lifted inch by inch.

      The second she had enough head space, Maya squatted with the tire iron over her shoulder like a baseball bat.

      The trunk raised the rest of the way, and she came face to face with her captor. She barely registered his dark hair and eyes as she swung at his head.

      He ducked, then smirked. “You are a feisty…”

      She swung the tire iron and planted it in his stomach, cutting him off mid-speech.

      His face turned red, and he folded at the waist. “Oof.”

      She leaped out of the trunk. The world tilted as she flew through the air, but she planted her feet and managed to stay upright with the tire iron firmly in her grasp.

      He’d driven her along a dirt path into the middle of a dark, dense forest.

      Tall trees surrounded her, including evergreens, able to provide some cover. With her balance questionable, she’d never be able to outrun him. She needed to hide. She fled into the nearest patch of forest.

      The calm winds intensified, blowing hard at her back.

      Branches snapped behind her, and the creep yelled, “I’m coming for you, bitch.”

      Maya came upon a cluster of four evergreen trees growing so close together they were touching. She slipped between two trees. The opening was just wide enough for her face to escape injury. Branches rustled, snagging on her black coat. She gently bent them out of the way, so they wouldn’t make a loud snapping noise.

      She kneeled in a tiny opening in the center of the four trees, sheltered from the worst of the wind. She pulled her black coat over her head, so what little moonlight seeped through wouldn’t shine off her pale skin and give her away.

      She dared not move and prayed the howling of the wind covered what little sound she’d made climbing into the trees. Twigs snapped, and leaves rustled as footsteps moved closer and closer to her hiding spot.

      She trembled and fought to keep her teeth from chattering as she awaited her fate. Would he pass her by? Or did she inadvertently leave a path to her hiding spot?
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      Branches snapped and rustled farther and farther from Maya’s spot in the cluster of evergreens until the sounds of his movements were too far away to reach her. She released a breath and inhaled a comforting whiff of pine and earth.

      With the immediate danger distanced enough to allow her to breathe again, the pounding in the back of her skull moved to the forefront of her attention. Until the cold from the ground of the forest beneath her seeped into her bones. She shivered and breathed into her hands to warm them.

      How long could she stay in one spot without food and water before hypothermia set in?

      Given she had no idea where he’d taken her or how far of a walk it would be to a busy road, her chances of surviving, even if she avoided her captor, were slim.

      A brazen idea crossed her mind—what if she backtracked to his car and used the tire iron to pry the ignition open to hot wire the car? She couldn’t count on the keys being in the ignition. That would be too much to hope for.

      She pulled her coat down, parted the branches of two trees in front of her, and stuck her head out. An owl hooted in a nearby tree, but other than the owl, the forest seemed empty. She couldn’t help but imagine the creep hiding behind a tree, waiting for her to pass by to grab her.

      Maya mustered her courage and climbed out of the copse of trees. Using the light of the harvest moon, she stepped over twigs and leaves and carefully retraced her steps. All the while, she kept her ears tuned to the forest around her.

      Running steps crashed through the forest. She ducked behind a bush and peered through its naked branches. Fear climbed into her throat as whoever, or whatever it was, came closer. A brown furry head with antlers appeared between the trees three feet ahead of her.

      A deer. Thank God.

      She stood and continued picking her way through the forest, resisting the urge to break into a run which would create too much noise. Not much further ahead, the moon reflected off the black metal roof of the creep’s car. The wheel wells had a layer of rust on them, and the muffler hung a few inches off the ground.

      She dodged from tree to tree, circling the car in case he’d returned. The car was empty.

      Maya took a deep breath, desperate to steady her nerves to slow the tremors in her hands, then ran to the driver’s door. She tugged on the handle, and the door opened. The old metal hinges squeaked loudly.

      Oh no!

      She gritted her teeth and slipped into the driver’s seat. The hinges betrayed her a second time as she shut the door. She hit the lock button on the side of the door, locking herself in, but most importantly, locking the asshole out.

      She stuck the tire iron under the edge of the ignition and wedged it off, expecting to find wires. But there were none.

      Out of the corner of her eye, she detected movement outside the car.

      She tensed but resisted the urge to turn her head, wasting precious seconds. Her gut told her what she’d find anyway, and it wasn’t anything good.

      Tears prickled the back of her eyes as she pried at the seams in the plastic around the ignition. Where could the wires be?

      A fist slammed into the window beside her. Her captor tugged on the door handle.

      Her hands trembled as she continued pulling at the seam. The seam split open, and wires dangled through an opening. The glass shattered in the corner of the driver’s door beside her, and a black-gloved hand reached into the car and pulled the lock.

      As he opened the door and reached for her arm, she leaned away and scrambled across the seat. She jumped out the passenger door with the tire iron and fled back into the forest.

      She steeled her nerves and snuck a glance over her shoulder.

      He was gaining on her fast.

      If only she could slip away and hide again. Maybe duck behind a tree and nail him in the temple with the tire iron. As that thought crossed her mind, a heavy body crashed into her back and slammed her to the ground. The force of the impact jarred her hand, and the tire iron rolled away, out of her reach.

      He grabbed her by the shoulder and rolled her over. “You’ll be mine whether you want to be or not.” He leaned his face an inch from hers.

      The evil, intense look in his eyes bored into her, as did his horrible garlicky breath.

      “I don’t even know you. Why are you doing this to me?” She glanced at the ground beside her for anything to hit him with.

      He wrapped his hands around her throat. “Because no one rejects me.” He squeezed.

      She wheezed and flailed her hands around for a weapon. Not finding anything useful, she dug her nails into his wrist. Her head spun, and stars clouded her vision. She looked away from her attacker’s horrible face. If this was the end, she’d rather the last thing she saw be anything other than her murderer.

      He released her throat and sat on her stomach. “It won’t be that painless for you, bitch. Think you’re better than me? I’ll show you.”

      She gasped air into her lungs greedily. If she timed a perfect lunge, she could get to the tire iron.

      He pulled a knife from his belt and smiled from ear to ear. “The fun is only beginning.”

      Out of time, she twisted sideways beneath him onto her stomach and reached for the tire iron. Her fingers brushed the edge of the metal.

      He leaned over her. “Don’t worry. We’ll find a good use for my tire iron. One you’ll never forget.” He drove the blade of his knife through the top of her hand.

      “Ahhh!” Extreme pain, worse than the throbbing in her head, overtook her.

      Then the pain vanished, even though the knife still impaled her hand into the ground.

      She lifted her head, and far away in the trees stood a woman, stooped over, leaning on a staff. A black cloak covered her head.

      Maya opened her mouth to scream for help, but no sound came out.

      A female voice spoke inside her head. “Close your eyes and relax. I’ll keep the pain at bay. This will all be over soon.”

      Blood pooled beneath Maya’s palm as he pulled the knife from her hand. The wave of pain she expected didn’t come. She searched the face of the woman in the forest. If she had the power to take her pain away, why couldn’t she stop him?

      The woman answered in Maya’s mind, “I’m too old to fight him physically, but we’ll get him.” Her voice raised, taking on an air of authority as she enunciated each word. “Close. Your. Eyes.”

      Maya couldn’t fight the urge to shut her eyes any longer. The knife impaled her back without pain. Wetness pooled underneath her as consciousness slipped.
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      The old witch clenched her fists, powerless to stop the man from killing the young girl. But at least she’d spared her the pain of her impending demise. The girl’s lifeblood seeped out of her body into the Earth as he plunged the knife into her back and shoulders over and over again.

      How dare he trespass in her enchanted forest, soiling the ground with the foul evil of murder? And on the Devil’s Day, no less.

      She sensed he’d done the same thing before, and this time he’d pay. Little did he know the forces of dark magic grew stronger on such a day. And by committing an egregious act on sacred land, he provided the tendrils of darkness even more power.

      A power she’d harness to make him pay for soiling her land with the blood of an innocent.

      He stood over the girl and bared his teeth, like the foul beast he was. “Bitch only screamed once. Boring. What a waste of time.”

      He wiped his knife on a nearby evergreen, sheathed it in the holder on his belt, then walked away with the tire iron, not even bothering to bury the girl to protect her body from the predators in the forest.

      The witch lifted a hand and directed a burst of energy towards the wallet sticking out of his back pocket. The wallet slid out and scurried beneath a bush, where she’d retrieve it before casting her spell.

      With only an hour remaining to work her magic before midnight, she turned and hurried towards her cottage in a nearby clearing to gather her supplies. She needed every ounce of dark magic in the forest to be successful.

      She slung her satchel over her shoulder, containing her athame, chalice, supplies, and red wine as an offering. Inside her wardrobe, she dug through her clothes until she found a long white jerkin her husband had worn three hundred years earlier. Until the day she’d cursed him to death for publicly labeling her a witch during the Salem witch trials, forcing her to flee into the forest.

      She sighed, not wanting to part with his shirt after all these years. It was the only item of his she’d hung onto, but she needed to dress the innocent in white for her spell to work. Next, she filled a skin with water and gathered old fabric scraps to wash the blood from the girl’s skin. She needed to appear pure to appease the Dark God.

      The witch took her supplies to where the poor girl lay covered in blood, her body broken. After collecting some of the girl’s blood inside her chalice, she removed the girl’s clothing. Her black coat could be salvaged with some simple sewing, and the blood would wash out of the pants, but the purple sweater the girl wore was in bloody tatters.

      Thirteen stab wounds covered the girl’s body, including the wound in her hand.

      Inside the pocket of the coat, the witch found a phone. On the back of the case, she found what she sought—the girl’s name. “Maya Pendleton. A sweet name for what was once a sweet girl. Her mother should have had the sense not to give her a thirteen-letter name. Bad luck that.”

      Then the witch reached beneath the bush where she stowed the murderer’s wallet. She folded it open and pulled out a driver’s license. She frowned at the ugliness in the man’s eyes in his photo.

      “Rand Roosevelt.” She cackled. “What a pretentious name for such a smug patty of cow shite.”

      She returned to the girl to prepare her for the ritual. She tugged Maya away from the soiled earth. In the spot where she’d died, the witch dug a shallow grave, then laid Maya’s body within it.

      With the cloths and water, the witch cleaned the blood from her skin. The girl was pale in contrast with her dark-brown hair. She tugged the jerkin over Maya’s head, and it came to the girl’s knees. Then she folded the girl’s hands across her chest and brushed her long hair, draping it over her shoulders.

      “You’re ready, my child. It won’t be long now.”

      The witch poured wine into the chalice, mixing it with the girl’s blood and set it next to Maya. Since the spell centered around the girl, she would make her the altar. She stuck black candles into the dirt on either side of the girl’s head.

      To keep the power contained to the ground where blood had been spilt, the witch would cast a small circle. She stuck her candles in the ground, then poured black witch’s salt around the circumference of her circle.

      Five minutes before midnight, she commenced her dark ritual.

      She snapped her fingers, and the green candle flamed to life. “Mother Earth, I call upon thee to bless this circle and release the dark energy in the blood soiling your ground.” She moved on to the yellow candle, and its wick ignited. “Air, I beckon to thee. Lend speed to our cause and make right the wrong committed on this sacred land.”

      The quarters were on her side tonight. Her nerve endings vibrated as the elements merged their power with hers.

      The red candle lit as she neared it, ready to do her bidding. “Fire, I implore thee to carry the evil doer to the pits of Hell when we’re finished with him.” And finally, she paused at the blue candle. “Water, wash away the impurities on the land.” As the candle flamed to life, a white ring of smoke spread around her circle, containing the power within.

      The witch removed her athame from her satchel, sliced open the meaty part of her palm, and coated the blade with her blood. She held it to the sky as she moved to stand beside the girl in the center of the circle. “As above,” she buried the ritual knife into the Earth beside Maya’s waist, “so below.”

      She lifted her arms to the clear sky where the orange harvest moon held reign over the night, letting the power of the elements fill her. The tendrils of darkness hung in the air nearby, waiting for her to harness their energy. “Dark God. An act most foul, the murder of an innocent, has been committed upon this sacred land. Lend us your strength to right the wrong.”

      The black candles on either side of Maya’s head burst into flame, melting the wax into two small nubs.

      “Yes, my lord. Yes.” The witch smiled. “Dark Lord, lend Maya Pendleton your power. Resurrect her from the land of the dead, so she may bring vengeance upon Rand Roosevelt, the one who wronged her, to restore balance to this sacred land.”

      A bolt of lightning forked down from the sky into Maya’s chest. The wound on the girl’s hand closed, and her eyes popped open.

      The witch outstretched her palms over the girl, who was no longer human, but rather an immortal slave bound to the witch. “Arise, my avenging angel.”
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      Light as a feather, Maya’s spirit rose out of the forest and into the night sky. A bright white light appeared in the distance, and she floated towards it. The light should’ve blinded her, but it didn’t. Instead, it filled her with happiness, beckoning her forward.

      She stretched her arms, brushing her fingers along the edge of the light.

      Is this Heaven?

      Before she could go any farther, a huge, dark hand wrapped around her waist, yanking her backwards, away from the light.

      She wiggled and pressed on the hand, trying to loosen its grip. “No, let me go. I want to go to the light.”

      But her struggle was fruitless. She tumbled out of the sky, into the forest, then into her body.

      Her eyes flew open.

      The old woman who’d taken her pain away stood over her in the forest. “Arise, my avenging angel.”

      Forced to obey, Maya dug her nails into the dirt and climbed out of her grave. She stared at the woman and the circle of smoke surrounding them, then down at the awful garment she wore. Red-hot anger coursed through Maya’s veins. So much anger, she couldn’t suppress it. Her pulse raced unnaturally like a hundred-meter dash.

      “You did this to me.” She bared her teeth and growled at the woman who had to be a witch. “You took me away from the light.” She stomped towards her with her hands outstretched, wanting nothing more than to strangle the life out of the old woman.

      The witch held her hand up. “Stop.”

      Maya’s limbs froze. Only her mouth worked. She shrieked, “What have you done to me?”

      “I gave you the gift of immortal life and the strength to kill your murderer. Rand Roosevelt poisoned my enchanted forest with your blood. You must kill him to restore balance to my lands. When he’s dead, I will free you from my servitude. You may roam Earth killing whomever you please as long as you don’t commit murder in my forest.”

      “If I kill him, I’m free?”

      “Aye. I give you my word. Child, I’m sorry I didn’t have the strength to prevent your death.”

      “How do I find him?”

      The witch reached inside her satchel and pulled out a wallet. “I stole this. It has some money and his address inside. If I release you, will you control yourself long enough for us to have a late meal and clean your clothes?”

      Maya’s stomach growled, and she nodded. Never had she experienced such hunger in her life. But beneath the hunger lay the constant rage that wouldn’t abate. She tried thinking of her mother and Millie, but her love for them hid deep beneath the persistent anger, not allowing any other emotions in.

      “All right, then. Come along.” The witch lowered her hand.

      Free from the witch’s magic, Maya could move again. She slipped on her socks and sneakers, then collected her jeans and coat and followed the witch into the forest. The cold no longer affected her, and her pale skin had paled even further, glowing in the moonlight.

      She ran her fingers along the ugly scars on both sides of her right hand. From the state of her coat, she could only imagine the scars on her back. She’d rip out Rand Roosevelt’s throat with her teeth after carving up his body the way he’d destroyed hers.

      Then she would kill the witch who’d turned her into an evil slave.

      Immortal life?

      She’d give it up in a heartbeat to bathe in the white light for eternity. A white light she would never see again after giving in to the evil thoughts and feelings swirling inside her. An avenging angel, as the witch called her, could only belong to the darkness. A darkness she didn’t deserve to dwell in.

      Before Rand Roosevelt killed her, Maya always viewed herself as a kind, loving person. She’d never harmed anyone or anything intentionally. She’d certainly never done anything to merit becoming a being capable of such toxic anger and evil.

      The forest hummed with magical energy as they entered a clearing.

      The witch pointed to a small log cabin. “Welcome to my humble abode. Come, I’ll warm some hearty soup in my cauldron while you sew the slashes in your coat.”

      “I don’t need a coat. Thanks to your witchcraft, I can’t feel the cold anymore.”

      “Aye, but you need to cover that old jerkin and blend into your surroundings. The humans will be wearing coats.”

      “I’ll return home first for a fresh change of clothes.”

      “Only if you wish to risk murdering your family. Avenging angels do not waver in their rage. Your temper, as you’ve probably noticed, is impossible to control. Especially for an angel in her infancy.”

      “Ahhhhh!” Maya clenched her fists. “I hate you! I hope you’re cursed to burn in Hell the way you’ve cursed me!”

      “Aye. I am.” The witch’s voice stayed frustratingly calm and matter of fact. “Don’t you see how lucky you are? You’ve been given immortal life and a chance to take vengeance upon a murderer.”

      “So, what am I? Vampire? Zombie?”

      “Neither. An avenging angel doesn’t need to drink blood or wander the earth, killing in a mindless stupor. You’re a murderous vigilante.”

      Memories of who she used to be flooded her—laughing with her mother, resting her cheek against Millie’s head, and bringing new life to the world, growing plants from seed. “Will I ever love again? Or will I always be angry?”

      The witch cackled. “Goodness, no. Why would you want to? I’ve walked this Earth for three hundred years, girl. The heartbreak isn’t worth the trouble.”

      Her words fed into Maya’s rage. The life she’d known—gone. And if the witch had told the truth, gone forever, because Maya would be forced to live until the end of time with memories of a past life that were emotionally inaccessible.

      The two responsible would suffer. First, Rand Roosevelt, and then she’d find a way to end the witch. Never again would another murder victim be forced into slavery, robbed of the white light.
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      Maya sat on a stump by a roaring fire, stitching the final slash in her coat while the cauldron of soup heated over the fire. The aroma of beef, carrot, and potato wafted into her nostrils. Her stomach growled. She jammed the needle into one side of the thick fabric, then yanked it out through the other with such force the thread broke.

      Whatever.

      She’d pick up clothes along the way somewhere.

      The witch handed her a big wooden bowl of soup. “Here we are, dear.”

      Maya snatched it from her without acknowledgement and gobbled down piping hot mouthfuls. Her throat burned in complaint, but her hunger was so great and all-consuming, she didn’t care.

      She finished and set the bowl on the ground. With her hunger sated, memories of being chased and stabbed by Rand Roosevelt flooded her. He needed to die, and it wouldn’t be an easy death. “Where am I? And where’s that driver’s license?”

      The witch took her sweet time chewing and swallowing. “His wallet is in my satchel inside the cabin. Go on and take it. We’re about five miles northeast of Salem. You can make your way to Boston from there. That’s where he lives.”

      Maya stomped into the cabin. The satchel hung on a peg inside the door. She flipped it open and took the wallet. A dagger in a sheath caught her eye. She ran her hands along red jewels inlaid into the handle, and

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  


OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Other Titles by Michelle Godard-Richer
      


      		
        Angel of Death
        
          		
            Dedication
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Acknowledgments
          


        


      


      		
        Spine Chilling
        
          		
            Dedication
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Acknowledgments
          


        


      


      		
        Resurrection
        
          		
            Dedication
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Acknowledgments
          


        


      


      		
        Cursed Weather
        
          		
            Dedication
          


          		
            Chapter 1
          


          		
            Chapter 2
          


          		
            Chapter 3
          


          		
            Chapter 4
          


          		
            Chapter 5
          


          		
            Chapter 6
          


          		
            Chapter 7
          


          		
            Chapter 8
          


          		
            Chapter 9
          


          		
            Chapter 10
          


          		
            Chapter 11
          


          		
            Chapter 12
          


          		
            Chapter 13
          


          		
            Bonus Short Story: The Housekeeper in the Veil
          


          		
            Acknowledgments
          


        


      


      		
        About the Author
      


      		
        Publisher Contact Information
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Other Titles by Michelle Godard-Richer


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  


This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/vengeful-spirits---books-1-4.jpg
VENGEEUL
SPIRITS

BOOKS 1-4

" MICHEL
GODARD-RICHER






