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DEAREST, MOST LOVELY READER,

YOU’RE MY PLUS-ONE!

ENJOY THE PARTY.

JUST DON’T EAT ANYTHING WHILE YOU’RE HERE.

BOOK INK IS REALLY TOUGH ON THE BOWELS.






1 [image: ] IN WHICH MY DEAD GRANDMOTHER FRAMES ME FOR A MURDER, POSSIBLY, I THINK

HAPPY FUNERAL DAY, GRANDMA ROSE: I hope you’re watching this from the cloudy heavens, stuffing your face with home-cooked ziti, perfectly pleased with yourself. You did it. You roped me into returning to Salem, my hometown and personal nightmare. I’ve just spent a whole afternoon with your wannabe-witch cabal of friends, and now that I’m back at your house, they still won’t leave me alone. They’re determined to blight me with threats of their dysfunctional friendship forever.

Okay, so technically, the six of them are busily undressing Grandma’s pink flamingos, divesting the little birds of their festive black funereal finery. My point remains. Clearly, this is a cover for them to watch me. To linger. Grandma didn’t ask to be buried in a lacy black veil, so why would she have wanted a Gothic makeover for her garden ornaments? When I direct a glower out the window at the crones in their campy cloaks, one of them waves back.

Dropping the blinds shut, I wheel back to face the living room. In spite of my genuine efforts this past week, the cluttered, hectic space remains a mess. If I were the dramatic type, I’d sigh at it with anguish. Instead, I hack a little, because the blinds have unleashed enough dust to kill all the crops in Kansas. Also because I’m harboring a tiny bit of irritation at being dragged here the week before I start the job of my dreams—a job that has nothing to do with landscaping hags and spooky whimsy.

I’m not like the other women in my family. I’m like everyone else. Normal. Lame, even. I’m not a witch, or a witch stan, or a crunchy queen who drops homemade sage oil into her water bottle. You definitely wouldn’t know I’m from Salem, Massachusetts—the witch capital of earth—by looking at me. In fact, on a good day, you might not notice me at all, because I’m so unnoteworthy. I’m not just wallpaper; I’m a goddamn human Magic Eye puzzle. At my NYU graduation, my old RA asked for my name three times because I didn’t leave a strong impression. Last week, I was at a food hall eating spaghetti while studying for my CPA exam when a tourist sat on me by accident.

This was The Problem, in Grandma’s mind.

It’s why I was so shocked to find out she’d named me sole heir and executrix of her will. Of all the people who might inherit her apothecary and her pink, cake-sliced triangle of a house, she chose me: the one person determined to sell them off immediately. It was uncharacteristically generous. And strategic. Obviously, it was a Trojan horse–gift, forcing me to come back to my hometown and pay my respects. As unpleasant as I found the prospect of returning to Salem, I knew that selling off the Spük estate would pay off my college loans and leave me with a nest egg of ostrichesque proportions. And if I learned one thing from my summer accounting internship, that was to choose financial security over emotional well-being.

It’s also why I’ve embarked on this house clean-out project. Originally, I planned to hire a company to do the honors. But before I bolted from the post-funeral reception, Grandma’s best friend, Matilda, patted my arm with her gnarled old hand and croaked cryptically about a surprise awaiting me in the house. I’m 99 percent confident she was trying to inform me of buried treasure. As a fledgling accountant, it’s practically my job to unearth hidden funds. That, or hide funds. It seems kind of client dependent.

Anyway, when I resume my treasure hunt, I don’t uncover gold doubloons hidden among the antique cuckoo clock collection. Or a stack of Benjamins behind Grandma’s life-sized cutout of Colin Firth. The shelves of medicinal herbs and that ceremonial dagger… a little triggering, sure, but all in all, probably less valuable on eBay than a vintage Taylor Swift CD. I pause to scrutinize a mysterious bucket of water by the door labeled with a Post-it that reads BULAN in Grandma Rose’s scrawled lettering. I’m not sure when or why she started naming her buckets. Grandma and I haven’t had “quality time” for a decade, barring a brief summer visit three years ago. Aside from exchanging annual birthday cards, we were essentially estranged. Who knows what new habits she picked up? I’ve already learned from her lawyer that she was ignoring her bills and using them as kindling for the bathtub-cauldron in her illegal backyard firepit.

Oh, Grandma. You were always a multitasker. And slightly too fond of setting things on fire.

When I catch myself sneezing, I pop into the kitchen. Under the sink, I find a box of tissues and a bunch of spray bottles with home-made, scribbled labels like Witch Hazel and Unwitch Hazel. Arming myself with rubber gloves, paper towels, and what I hope is cleaning fluid, I resume my search in Grandma’s bedroom. I flick on the light switch and make for the closet, prepared to uncover anything from a pile of oversize black panties to love letters from the Gothic mime who performs on Front Street.

I crack the closet door open. And—I hold it there. Ajar.

Observing the severed head on a shelf that is screaming at me. That’s right: a head.

… Goddamn it, Grandma. This was the surprise, wasn’t it? A murder victim, just for me! It’s what I always wanted!

Well, thanks.

At least it’s not a decomposing screaming head. In fact, it’s so fresh and not-yet-stinky, I can tell it must’ve belonged to a (probably) burly mountain man. Or an old millennial, visiting from a hipster enclave in Vermont or Maine, based on the well-coiffed and waxed nature of his thick red beard. And the clear evidence of more than thirty years of not using sunblock. It troubles me slightly that I can’t see what’s going on beneath the fuzzy chin—my eyes kind of slide around, avoiding the area where a neck should start. Is this magic? It must be.

Gross.

Anyway, when I pick the head up with my rubber gloves, I only feel smoothness at the bottom. No hints of jawline. It’s kind of like the rest of its body got soldered off, leaving behind a giant, anatomically deficient, plastic Ken head. Which is both creepy and offensive.

But not as offensive as the fact that the head keeps shouting at me.

“Don’t spray those icky chemicals on me!” it says, blue eyes fixated on the spray bottle beneath my arm. “My eyes will burn terribly! I’m allergic to Windex!”

“You’ll be fine. This stuff’s organic.” I think. I have no idea what this particular concoction is made from, but it made a satisfying fizzy sound when I tested it on the kitchen counter. “Anyway, you have a lot of audacity complaining about what is and isn’t natural.”

The head exchanges yelling for thoughtfulness.

“You know, I’ve heard that before.”

“I can imagine.”

“You’re Sabby, aren’t you?” says the head as I carry it into the living room. “I’ve seen your picture around here somewhere. Though I don’t recall you being a brunette.”

“Shh, shh,” I say. Then I drop the head into my duffel.

He protests, understandably, but at least he doesn’t seem unhappily murdered. Good. I don’t feel in the mood to play paranormal Nancy Drew, or anything else paranormal, for that matter.

I am so past this, Grandma Rose. I’ve graduated college, I’ve spent the summer completing the last credit hours for my CPA license, and I’m finally less than a week away from starting my best, basic life as a first-year associate at EFG, one of the Big Four international accounting firms. Imagine a kitchen pantry filled with handsomely shelved cereal boxes. That’s me, and this is my perfectly mainstream life, ready to be consumed with the bland, unsweetened nut milk of my choosing. Back in Manhattan’s Midtown East, my first post-college apartment is a postwar walk-up stocked with Target, HomeGoods, and Kirkland furniture. I have a new roommate named Jane Willoughby, who I like to think of as Jane Doe—we roomed together at EFG’s onboarding weekend—and I’ve nominated her to be my normalcy life coach and mirror. I’m going to copy every single thing she does. Which should mean spending my days curled up in bed with matcha-vanilla bubble tea and soaking in the angelic voices of BTS. Melting into the sheets to the sound of “Butter” played on repeat while eating flaky pastries made from butter. Or dressed in athleisure, pretending to run along the East River, while harmonizing to the chorus of “Blood Sweat & Tears.” Or studying for my CPA licensing exam. Basically, doing anything but… whatever this is. I’ve put myself on track to become a white-collar keyboard jockey with a steady job and stable future. In other words? The polar opposite of everything you stand for, Grandma Rose.

Which apparently might include murder?

I bet you left this head in the closet as a sinister postmortem machination. That’s why your kooky friend was in on it! You hoped I’d be so desperate to avoid police involvement that I’d deliver the head to the cabal; that I’d ask them to dispose of it for me. Well, as happy as I know it’d make you if I burst open the metaphorical door of paranormal friendship between me and your bizarro friends, it’s not happening, Grandma Rose.

I zip the duffel bag shut, step back, and ponder it—along with my options. My spooky, non-magical options.

“Please don’t do this,” the head moans from within my bag. He presses its face against the fabric, creating a woeful indentation. I wince, because ugh, I liked that bag once. “Let me go. I’ll be good. A good doggy. Arf.”

“Sorry, Head,” I say. “Grandma made me an offer I can’t refuse. If you know what I mean.”

“I don’t. What does that mean?” replies the head, muffled.

That I’m not sorry about what I’m planning to do, obviously. If I’m going to sell off Grandma’s house and return to my New York City life, I need to get this head out of here posthaste. And I’m willing to do whatever it takes.

Even if that means briefly dabbling in criminal activity.
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I’M AT THE CEMETERY, SCOPING out the dark, grimly manicured lawn riddled with tombstones and bent-over, judgy trees. So far, I think I’ve done a decent job of clearing the graveyard perimeter. I wouldn’t usually be caught dead in a place like this. Right now, I’m mostly concerned about being caught, period. Being forced to return to Salem has been enough of a prison sentence. I don’t want to get locked up for real.

I tuck away the pair of heavy-duty scissors I bought to cut the security camera wiring, then launch myself up the stabby-topped iron gate. The duffel on my shoulder gets jostled as I ascend.

“Oof,” says a voice in the bag. Which I ignore, appropriately. I know I’m doing the right thing by not turning this severed head in to the Salem Police Department. The town’s reputation notwithstanding, the Salem homicide department has zero experience with magical murder cases. Trust me, I looked it up.

Besides, dead people and dead things in general belong in graveyards. It’s science.

I finally topple over the iron gate onto grass, the duffel bouncing a bit until it stops against a grave marker—more annoyed sound effects ensue—and I scope out my path.

“Please don’t do this,” the head whines. “I don’t want to be buried again. It’s so dark and wormy down there!”

I scowl. This brings up so many questions, and I literally do not want to know.

“My name is Bulan, by the way,” adds the head.

So is that what was going on with the labeled bucket in Grandma’s living room? Was she keeping this head as a freaky pet? Either way…

“I don’t care,” I mutter under my breath. I shoulder the bag again and retrace my steps to my destination: Grandma’s grave. It was hardly ten hours ago we laid her to rest. The only ones gathered for it were me, Grandma’s witch cabal, the probate lawyer, the undertaker, and some unhinged tourists who claimed to be LARPing and wanted in on the fun.

“Oh, come on,” says the head. “You have to care a little, Sabby. You’re a nice girl. I can see it in you. I also heard you singing karaoke before you found me. No one who sings BTS that passionately is heartless.”

I’ll show him heartless. “You can sing to the worms.”

“They’re a terrible audience. Even the beetles—”

“Listen. With the exceptions you just mentioned, dead things go in the ground,” I say. It seems safest to assume that despite the talking, the attitude, and the fact that he has a name, Bulan the head is dead. “I’m selling Grandma’s house, and I’m not letting the inspector find any part of a corpse in there.”

The head harrumphs. I harrumph back. Mine’s grumpier, and it settles our argument for the moment.

“If it makes a difference,” Bulan says, “you only found me because I wanted to get caught by you! I’ll hide better next time, I promise!”

He says more after that, but I tune him out.

Filtered light of the full hunter’s moon guides me through the graveyard, illuminating tombstones in patchwork states of disrepair. When I get to Grandma’s over-the-top resting place, I drop the duffel bag and step back to observe the spectacle of her magnum opus. I’m talking a black marble gravestone, with an oversize skull and crossbones over her name, Rosamund Spük, scrawled in a decadent swirly font. What is this, the Constitution? Of course there’s more. A fresh wreath of black-dyed roses and black dahlias crowns the top of the tombstone. A low iron fence stabs at the sky. And lastly, black irises lie strewn across the dirt shoveled atop her coffin.

If I were still the little girl who adored her grandma, I’d clap in awestruck appreciation. Maybe I’d clasp my pointed hat to my chest and recite some Edgar Allan Poe. These days, I’d do practically anything before being caught dressed like Grandma, in a witch hat and intentionally mismatched socks. But my chest twinges with unexpected sadness to think she won’t be traipsing through Salem in her funky outfits anymore. I guess even a thorn in your side can get familiar enough that you don’t want it gone.

Anyway, don’t worry, Grandma—I won’t mess with your macabre memorial. In fact, I’ll clear off the chipper yellow ash leaves that fell over your flowers, ruining your perfect Gothic vibe. That’ll be our compromise for me desecrating your burial site with your unknown victim.

I unzip the duffel, ignoring the head’s doleful, pleading eyes while I search for the gardening trowel.

“Hello?”

I whip around.

There’s a guy standing a stone’s throw away. He’s come out of nowhere, a tall, solid-looking guy, rocking a fade haircut and a jawline that’s gift wrapped in either shadow or stubble. His face places him somewhere near my age, early twenties, but his shoulders could rival the wingspan of an eagle’s. Yes, I’ll admit it: graveyard boy is hot. He’s got a great body and “sensitive man” eyebrows, the kind that are currently drawing together with empathetic, masculine whimsy. But what’s he doing hanging out here in the middle of the night, like me?

Oh god, what if he’s a security officer?

In a denim button-down and rolled-up jeans?

Hmm.

“Hey!” I say casually. As if I’m not in the process of committing multiple well-reasoned crimes. “What’s up?”

He gestures to his bespoke leather knapsack. “I’m collecting pine cones.”

Wow, okay.

I feel my shoulders drop with relief at the revelation that he isn’t a security officer in woodsy camouflage. It’s possible he’s a groundskeeper or maybe a lumberjack model-in-training. Yeah, that could be it. Too bad his Vermont Magazine cover-boy body is wasted potential, because I’m 1,000 percent sure “pine cones” is some kind of slang for magic mushrooms.

“Pine cones, huh?” I say. “What are you, a squirrel?”

“Ha. Funny. You out foraging too?” As he closes the bag, he smiles at me the way people do when they’re smiling back at someone. Fun fact: I’m definitely not smiling. I’m offended to my core at the suggestion I might have such a crunchy hobby. Which I don’t, because I’m 100 percent normal and boring. I’ve been working on it for years.

“No,” I say through clenched teeth. “Nothing like that.”

“Uh,” says something behind me. The head?

I push my duffel back, hoping that’ll keep the head from sight—and more importantly, quiet—so naturally the scissors wedge themselves out of the duffel at my rough handling. Okay, technically, they’re a pair of wire cutters. Still not great. I can’t let this guy think I’m the most suspicious person on the planet. Desperately, I explain: “I was arranging the flowers on this grave.”

“Huh. I did think they looked messy earlier.” He nods. “Nice work.”

Wait a second. What kind of person even notices that about a grave? Maybe a grave robber. If this guy’s a criminal, he definitely won’t report me for deviant behavior. But then again: that would mean he’s a criminal. And that means it’s time to nip our conversation in the bud.

“Thanks,” I say. I get down on my knees and hum to myself, gathering the yellow leaves and roses and laying them out in the shape of an inverted pentagram. It’s what Grandma Rose would’ve wanted.

The guy bends to investigate my work. “Is that your job?” he asks. “To arrange flowers?”

Oh my god. Why won’t he just walk away? And why does he smell so good?

“Yeah,” I laugh as I shuffle over to the tombstone. “I’m a florist.”

“A florist? For funerals?”

Why not? I nod. “And other events.”

“Do you do weddings?”

“Oof,” says a voice behind me. A voice from within my duffel bag, presumably, because of course the head won’t let me flirt OR bury him in peace.

The guy cranes his neck, searching for the source of the sound. “Oof?”

I laugh tinnily. “Oof course I do weddings! Ha ha. Ha. It was a joke.”

The guy’s confused smile makes my heart beat faster. I feel light and fluttery, like whipped sugar and butter flying out of a hyperactive stand mixer, which is ridiculous. He’s at best a forager, most likely a magic mushroom addict, and at worst a grave robber. Yet all I want is for him to keep taking an interest in me.

Sometimes I really, deeply, truly resent myself.

“So tell me,” Graveyard Guy says. “What kind of weddings do you—”

“Agh!” says the head behind us, louder now.

“Agh!” I echo. In desperation, I grasp onto Grandma’s death-wreath and cough. “Keh, kleh. Something caught in my throat!”

“Are you okay?”

The guy looks like he wants to help. I kind of want that too, but I throw out a hand to keep him at bay while I replace the wreath on the tomb. “Yeah, ahem, agh-s it happens, I plan lots of weddings. It’s like that show Chopped, but for events: give me four weird ingredients, and I can pull off anything. That’s me, that’s my brand.”

Why am I talking about wedding planning? I thought I was a florist. Oh well, doesn’t matter. Amazingly, the guy doesn’t notice my slipup or hear the bag rustling again behind me.

“I knew our meeting was lucky!” He snaps his fingers. “I have some friends getting married next weekend.”

I feel like I missed something. “Umm… okay?”

“And they’re in a real bind,” he continues. “They’re looking for last-minute help. But none of the planners in town have the unique vibe they’re going for, you know?”

Oh no. No. This cannot be happening. I cannot be actually kneeling six feet above my dead grandmother’s body, in the process of covering up a murder in the middle of the night, getting recruited to help some random guy’s friends’ wedding. Except it is happening, obviously. This good-looking, late-night lumberjack wasn’t flirting with me; he was interviewing me for a job.

Well done, Sabby. You let your lumber-lust lead you into a weirdly embellished cover-up story. And now you’ve tied yourself to an anchor that’s sinking you into a nightmare.

“Cool,” I manage out loud.

The guy seems pleased. “I think they’ll like your style. I’ll be in touch soon. See you!”

Whoa, wait. Absolutely not.

“Hey!” I interrupt his attempted exit. “You can’t do that. You don’t even know my name.”

“You’re Samantha Spük,” he answers. I follow his gaze to my duffel—where my name is monogrammed, courtesy of EFG’s HR department. Before I can make a snappy comeback, the guy shoots me one last sensitively eyebrowed smile.

“See you soon,” he says.

“But,” I try in vain. He’s already sauntering off to the entry gates, as chill and hot as ever. Well, I’m not. Chill, at least. Listening to the callously enthusiastic graveyard crickets, I realize:


	Someone has seen me in the middle of the night messing with Grandma’s grave. And,

	Said someone knows my name.



Shit. There’s no way I can bury the head here now.

With a groan, I toss the wire cutters back into the bag and zip it up. Then I slip the duffel back over my shoulder far too easily.

My breath stutters in my chest. When I drop the bag again, there’s no bounciness or muffled protests. The fabric merely sags emptily, horrifically, in front of my feet.

“Hey!” I whisper-shout. “Head! I mean Bulan! Where’d you go?”

A wind tickles the ash tree over Grandma’s grave, and its dead leaves seem to giggle. At me, at my predicament. I have no idea how this is possible, but Bulan the head is gone. Could he have rolled away, maybe, while I was talking with that guy? Is this why there’d been so much grunting? But how could a head unzip a duffel and escape on its own?

I search the grave mound, kicking up flowers. It’s no good. I can’t find the head anywhere.

Maybe it’s just me—or maybe it’s Grandma’s frozen pesto lasagna, threatening to climb back up my esophagus—but I’m pretty sure having a severed head go missing is even worse than walking around with a severed talking head on your person.

Cool cool cool cool cooooool.
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PER THE PARCHMENT SIGN GRANDMA affixed to the door with egg yolk and horse hair, the Spük Apothecary of downtown Salem opens at noon. Per a new sheet of cheap printer paper I’ve affixed with Scotch tape—a significantly less noxious adhesive than Grandma’s favorite multipurpose potion—Spük Apothecary now opens never.

Ideally, I wouldn’t have to attend to the shuttered place at all. But in case the chaotic contents of the shop harbor another “surprise” on the scale of a talking head, I’m taking on the task of organization myself. I’ve also asked Grandma’s lawyer to meet me one last time before I head back to New York, to discuss what’s left in settling the estate. For better or for worse, he agreed, and here he is: the day after Grandma’s funeral, at exactly 7:59 a.m., Baldy the probate attorney rolls up to the shop.

I try not to be impressed by his slick black Tesla or his punctuality. It’s early October, and a Saturday, so the holiday traffic is already threatening to stack vertically. Car exhaust battles the scents of spilled pumpkin spice lattes and moldering leaves crunched into Salem’s bloodred brick sidewalks. It isn’t easy to navigate this witchy town, is what I’m getting at. But I refuse to acknowledge that Grandma’s lawyer does it well, because even the impressive things about him are off-putting and lumpy.

Case in point? He double-parks.

And now, as I let him in, Baldy awkwardly clears his throat. His checkered bow tie stifles the noise from reaching its true potential.

“Do you need some water?” I ask. Unlike Baldy, I was brought up with social graces. If I had a car, I would have at least attempted to introduce it to a curb.

“Unnecessary,” he says. “You and I have bigger priorities to address.”

Oh, goody. “As long as I don’t have to lick any envelopes.”

“No envelopes are involved.”

Baldy surveys the shelves of Grandma’s occult-leaning pharmaceuticals, probably to avoid sighing over me again. He and I have known each other for a week, and he couldn’t make it clearer that I grate at the scratchy wool fibers of his being. I suspect he has an eldest daughter he’s projecting onto me. At least this would explain why he’s so invested in micromanaging my handling of Grandma Rose’s last will and testament.

“So,” I say, hoping to keep his visit short, “funeral’s done. Peachy. Now that that’s over, the probate should all just be downhill from here, right?”

Baldy rubs his unpleasantly wet-looking, stumpy nose. “Not quite.”

Rather than simply explaining like a normal person, Baldy drags himself theatrically into the center of the room. He settles for standing directly beneath the giant, dusty, and low-hanging chandelier. A blinding sheen bounces off his head. I consider grabbing sunglasses. Or SPF 50+ sunscreen. But I don’t, because that would be rude, and I’d prefer to stay in Baldy’s good graces. He holds my future in his pale, sweaty hands.

“There is a… hiccup,” he says at last.

Oh, crap. I can see from Baldy’s face that he’s about to do it again. He’s going to cruelly code-switch out of English into the foreign languages of Business and Law.

“It has,” he begins ominously, “come to my attention that your grandmother confirmed receipt of a creditor’s validation notice. A collections agency has petitioned the Massachusetts probate courts for possession of a portion of Rosamund’s estate, requiring us to follow the judge’s order to set up a payment plan to resolve the debt. Being that this is the case, I will need to intervene with a legal motion of…”

“Uh-huh,” I say. “Yep. Uh-huh.”

These are lying noises.

Because as might be expected of a twenty-two-year-old girl fresh out of college, I am lost. Completely in over my head. I have no idea how to read wills or contracts or IKEA instruction manuals, and not for lack of trying. The fact that I have been hired to perform audits at a professional level remains deeply mysterious to me.

Also, I suspect Baldy rambles like this to pad his legal fees.

“… and of course, that stipulation is magically binding.”

I blink. “Sorry, what?”

“This requirement of Rosamund’s will and testament is magically binding,” Baldy repeats, sniffing emphatically. I’m tempted to offer him a Kleenex and pretend I didn’t hear him mention magic, but with yesterday’s head discovery, I can’t let this go.

“Explain,” I demand. “But simply.”

“Until the will releases you, you will have to remain physically, corporeally in Salem.”

I take a moment to process this.

“No. I can’t do that,” I say once my blood remembers how to carry oxygen through my body. “I’m not staying.”

“You said you would uphold the requirements of this role, Samantha, when I called you to inform you of Rosamund’s most sorrowful passing—”

I interrupt. “My mom informed me of Grandma’s death. And if I said yes to staying here, I meant for a few days, a week at most. It’s been a week. You told me I would be named executrix within the week, and guess what, I was! What more could she want?”

“Part of the instructions for the executor include guarding Rosamund’s spirit until it ascends.”

“You can’t be serious. That sounds like a quote from a nineties goth rock ballad!” Baldy shakes his too-shiny head at me. “Why hasn’t she ascended yet?”

“Per the wording of her will, ‘Once I am returned to the earth, my appointed must guard my spirit until the passing of seven tides, low and high, twice over.’ ”

“I don’t remember you reading that part to me in your office a few days ago. Why would you leave that out?”

Baldy leaves my question unanswered as he rambles on mercilessly. “As I mentioned, the matter of the debt is indubitably keeping your grandmother’s spirit here. I suspect that she will need to remain until that piece is resolved. And of course, she must be waiting for the passing of the—”

“—seven high tides,” I finish with a groan. Then I groan again, louder, when it doesn’t improve my mood. So I turn my back to the lawyer, take up a broom, and start sweeping.

Grandma Rose, why would you do this? Who puts a magical stipulation on a will!? Or who claims to do so, I should say? Because I know you weren’t magical, Grandma.

To be fair, this is all par for the course. My grandmother’s loony lunacy looned deep.

Pretty much every summer of my childhood, Mom spent a couple months test-driving a new boyfriend in Canada or wherever. She would drop me off in Salem with Grandma. Taking advantage of the situation, Grandma leaned hard into the kindly matriarch schtick: she fed me a diet of home-cooked food and gingerbread cookies laced with medicinal, possibly illegal herbs; she took me shopping, outfitting me in a black and purple Gothic wardrobe; she regaled me with legends of our eccentric and paranormally inclined clan. When I was little, I ran with it. Sure, kids at the playground stared at us in our Addams Family cosplay, and the librarian banned us after Grandma kept sneaking in stray, flea-trafficking cats. But Grandma Rose encouraged me to ignore them all. After all, weren’t the little families she invited to her house cute and fun and accepting? Even if they were unusually hairy or had pets with tentacles, not arms?

I can’t believe I trusted Grandma when she said that was normal for homeschoolers.

Everything changed the last time I stayed with Grandma. Mom was excited about her most recent boyfriend, so she extended her vacation time with him into September. This meant Grandma had to enroll me in one of Salem’s public middle schools for the fall. I must’ve been handling the transition too well, because Grandma’s friends persuaded her that this meant it was time to introduce me, an innocent and unsuspecting twelve-year-old, to their favorite local community event. On Halloween night, Grandma brought me to a “very special” party in the Salem Woods. There, her best friend, Matilda, unsheathed a dagger and held it against my heart, her silvery eyes boring holes into mine. This is it, I thought. I’ve been Hansel-and-Greteled. Fattened up and dressed up and now I’m going to be dinner. I was sure I was going to die.

Of course, I didn’t.

No one ever planned to sacrifice me. It was all a joke they were playing while Grandma picked up pizza. When she returned, Grandma didn’t notice my shaking, my terror. The fact that I’d peed myself. She just cackled around the fire with her wannabe-witch coven while I stress-vomited into a barrel of bobbing apples. I still wake up sweating from nightmares about it, sometimes. The dagger part, sure—but the pants-peeing part especially, because on my way home from the forest, I bumped into a popular kid who witnessed my wet-jeans waddle of shame. His discovery ushered in new and horrible humiliations. Between every class period, I was afflicted by water bottles “accidentally” squeezed in the direction of my pants. In math, the substitute let us play hangman, and the answer was “Only gross girls pee their pants.” Thanks to social media, even the kids who’d skipped school nursing candy hangovers knew what happened and joined in the mockery. Overnight, I’d become something worse than “the new girl” or “another strange Spük.”

I’d become an actual pariah. A pee-riah.

After that, I decided to stay as far from Grandma—more specifically, from the unstable people orbiting her—as I possibly could. I called Mom, pleading with her to come pick me up. She sacrificed the nascent bud of whatever was happening with her then-boyfriend to rescue me and move us all the way to the West Coast. To the far-flung city of Portland, Oregon.

Unfortunately, life with Mom was only two degrees saner than with Grandma. That’s when I drew a line in the sand: I gave myself a nickname, less witchy-sounding than Samantha, and I made it my mission to become as un-Spüky as possible. I’m holding to that, too. By the time I’m thirty, I aim to be as boring as Baldy. To be the wallpaper of people, an owner of 2.5 children and/or dogs living in a suburban McMansion. To be graced with a back-buckling mortgage and a partner with no ambitions beyond making money and watching Sunday football.

The dream, basically. The goddamn, paranormal-free American dream.

Which I can’t achieve while I’m stuck in this dysfunctional witch shop. In this dysfunctional witch town. When I need to be starting my new job elsewhere in two days!

“Samantha,” says Baldy. “Would you kindly refrain from sweeping dust over my feet?”

I’d rather not. I feel a flicker of joy at the pained bob of his Adam’s apple above his bow tie.

“You’re a true believer,” I say, sweeping more dust over his shoes. “I can tell. You really bought into the whole witch-town tourist package. But the joke’s on you, Baldy.”

“Bhauldeen.”

“Like I was saying, my grandma was a cosplayer. The furthest thing from a witch. There’s no magical binding on the will, no matter what she said, but if it helps, I’ll pay you to figure out a legal workaround to Grandma’s request—a magical workaround, if you will. Just call me before you send the invoice. I expect there will be a reasonable fee. And when you need me to do anything with the courts, I’ll come back. As of tomorrow, though, I’m—”

I wiggle my index and middle fingers like they’re running away. Baldy watches with intense, if pallid, concern.

“That is not possible, Samantha.”

“Believe me, it is. I know a lot about quasi-legal wiggle room.”

“Your continued presence in Salem, guarding your grandmother’s spirit, was one of Rosamund’s last requests. It deserves to be honored.”

Good lord. What does he think Grandma was, a Gothic saint?

“Well, tough for her. I’ve told you, I can’t stay here,” I say firmly. “I start work Monday. In Manhattan. You might have noticed that’s not in commuting distance.”

From his blank expression, Baldy does not comprehend distance. This must be an advantage of owning a self-driving car.

“Don’t you kids all work from home these days?” he asks.

“I’m twenty-two, not a kid. Besides, aren’t you here in person?” I remind Baldy. “Same deal.”

“I see,” says Baldy, unaware it’s not even close to the same deal. I didn’t gun for a job at an accounting firm with a remote work model. I chose EFG New York because it insists on its employees living locally and working on-site. While I build up my suburban home savings fund, New York is where I have to be—mainly because it’s a place you can’t help blending in. In the city, no one will flag you down and expect you to stop walking. You can cross at an intersection wearing nothing but a brazen rainbow beach towel and the oiled-up pecs of a god and still get hit by a taxi. I would know. I’ve seen it happen. The oily man got away largely unscathed, if more naked.

Besides, it’s a big deal to get to work at a corporate headquarters in the world’s financial hub. The way I see it is, most people want the best job they can get. That’s why I wanted it too. Because I’m so average. Average-zilla.

But I’m obviously not going to bare my soul to this Grandma Rose sympathizer.

“How about this, Baldy. When I’m done cleaning, we can resume this chat on a call,” I say. “All right? Off you go. On to a new lawyering adventure.”

I make shooing movements with the broom. Once he realizes I’m putting him to best use as a human dustpan, Baldy sighs with resignation and shuffles toward the door.

“Very well,” he says as he comports himself. “I will find you when you do not call, since you don’t answer your phone.”

At last, the world’s lumpiest lawyer dips out of the shop. Good riddance to him, to his resistance to oil-cleansing scalp products, and to his allegedly magical contract that I’m not buying a word of.

As loath as I am to admit it, watching Baldy drive away, I feel a pang of longing for my mom. I wish she were here. Or more accurately, I wish she had the presence of mind to be here in Salem, performing the role of executrix and alleged spirit guardian instead of me. The way a daughter should. Grandma was a lost cause, but sometimes I wonder what Mom would’ve been like if she hadn’t surrendered to the paranormal life.

When I was a kid, she cycled through a zillion crunchy jobs she could do from home: reading tarot cards, selling MLM leggings and mouthwash, filling our living room with homemade soaps that she claimed were cupcake-scented, but mostly smelled like yeast and toe lint. She was weird even by Portland, Oregon, standards. I learned to hide my friends’ existence so Mom wouldn’t besiege their parents with invitations to join pyramid schemes. Still, we got along pretty well, the two of us, with the help of my mostly AWOL dad’s child-support checks.

Until Mom discovered plants. Supernatural, succulent ones. This led to another quick packing of bags and the purchase of a one-way ticket, and suddenly, I was living alone in our apartment, dodging child services while Mom pursued her paranormal dreams in Mexico. After she stopped paying rent—having apparently forgotten that parents are supposed to house and feed their children—I sold everything I could and finished my senior year of high school while crashing on pullout sofas at random friends’ houses. I swore to myself I’d never go through houselessness again. Or insecurity in general. Benjamin Franklin once said, “Nothing can be certain except death and taxes.” It’s what inspired me to become an auditor.

The weird thing is, Mom’s been staying in a Baja California hotel ever since. She hasn’t come home for my graduations or birthdays. She didn’t come to Grandma’s funeral. At this point, it’s kind of unclear if she can even leave.

All the more reason to complain to the room, with Grandma’s knobby broom in hand.

“Who knew that dying could be so damn complicated?” I ask the air.

“That’s why I declined,” says a voice behind me.

I nearly die right then.

But instead I turn around and bop what I find—the stupid head from Grandma’s house—with the end of my broom.

“What the hell!” I say. Then I bop it again, twice, for good measure. “How did you get here? How did you get away from me last night? I figured an owl got you. Or a raccoon.”

“I asked some crows to drop me off,” Bulan the head replies buoyantly. He seems relatively unharmed, considering he’s missing most of his organs. Which is unbelievable. Possibly less believable than his existence.

“Some crows,” I repeat.

“They’re quite friendly.”

I stare at him until he laughs. “Don’t look so angry, Sabby.”

“I’m going to drown you in a sink.”

“I like baths,” he replies.

“Then how am I supposed to get rid of you?”

“I’m not going to give you suggestions,” the head whines. “I came back because… Well…”

Because what? Is his gluttonous masochism the reason he’s dead, or undead, or whatever? And why would he come find me after narrowly escaping being buried against his will? He better not think I’m going to keep him as my pet. A body-impaired, lighthearted curiosity cannot replace a golden retriever.

Our conversation, stilted as it is, gets cut off by the door opening. Two strangers stride into the apothecary clutching huge black parasols. They distress me in a way I can’t identify. It’s probably the outfits.

The woman has a long neck, like a giraffe’s, wrapped tightly in about a half foot of fluffy, purple-feathered boa. She has bound the rest of herself in a black dress that might actually be a spray-painted roll of Bubble Wrap. Her nails are bright red, but not with polish.

She’s still kind of pretty beneath the mess. I give her face an 8/10.

Meanwhile, the man is dressed in a blazer with joggers and hiking boots. His handlebar mustache seems to be twitching. Did a very slender mouse crawl onto his face? Or is it a fake mustache that’s losing its stickiness and about to fall off? I think about the one and only time I tried wearing sticky boobs. No idea why you would do that to yourself.

All in all, I don’t know why they’re giving me weird vibes. A good half of the pedestrians in downtown Salem are parading around in absurd outfits right now.

Maybe that’s my salvation. The spirit of the season might keep these weirdos from thinking my whole head-pet situation is too abnormal.

“He’s a Roomba,” I explain. “The head. Happy Halloween.”

“I can be of assistance,” says Bulan instead of acting like a Roomba, which would actually be helpful.

The visitors stare at me, then the head, then smile close-lipped in unison. I feel my hackles rise. Nothing good can come from such synchronicity.

“What do you two want?” I ask. “Because this shop is unfortunately—”

“We’re friends of Hanry’s,” says the man.

I frown. “Henry who?”

“Han-ry. Hanry Burleson,” says the woman.

With that, they devolve into silence. I refuse to be the first to speak. It’s not my responsibility to push this conversation along. They’re the ones who traipsed in here like misguided migratory parrots. I seriously should have remembered to lock that door.

After a painfully drawn-out minute, the woman says: “He said you help with weddings.”

Oh, shit. Hanry must be the name of the forager-guy I met in the graveyard. This is his doing, inviting these people to come visit me—presumably, the couple in need of help with their wedding. Why is he friends with such weirdos?

Because he’s one too. Obviously.

At my feet, the head starts making vacuuming noises and rolling around the floor.

Maybe I’m not really in a position to judge.

“I do like these,” says the man, motioning toward a selection of brittle, browned lotus pods.

“You have great taste,” I say dryly. “Want them?”

“Mmm, yes. We can pay up to four thousand dollars for all you have to offer.”

“Do you mean… the shop?” As I try and calculate the value of dumping Grandma’s inventory on her, the woman crosses the room. She steps over the head casually as it pretends to suck up dust in its mouth. Carelessly, she passes Grandma’s floor-length, vintage mirror.

One of the first times I remember visiting her shop, Grandma was waving sage smoke over this gaudy thing. I thought it all impressive and mysterious until she accidentally set it on fire. So the shabby-chic charring on the frame, the cloudy stains in the glass? They’re the real deal.

Also real? The way the mirror reflects the contours of this dark, square room and its exposed brick walls. And me, in my grocery-store-dyed brown ponytail and my beige, basic pants and top I bought on Amazon. And my fake Roomba.

But there is no reflection of the woman. Or the man.

I drop my broom, banging Bulan as he passes underfoot.

“Vroom-ouch,” he grunts.

“Does that work with your rates?” the reflectionless woman asks, oblivious to my stunned silence. “I recognize this payment may not result in lavish, floor-to-ceiling decorations, but the room will be dark.”

“Yes, very dark,” says the man beside her.

“Like a tomb,” she says.

“Ooh,” he says.

“Ohh,” I say, connecting the dots.

“We realize this is last-minute,” says the woman. The not-quite-exactly-human woman. “But would you consider helping us ornament the wedding? And performing any other tasks as required? We can offer cash.”

“Very dark cash,” adds the male, his mustache twitching.

Putting aside the fact that all I want is to be a hundred miles away from Salem and its macabre dessert tray of non-delights, I’m not actually a wedding planner. Nope. Not in any shape or form whatsoever. I have zero interest in considering their offer. I am not making floral arrangements for vampires.

Because that’s what these customers are. They’re vampires.

Dead-on.
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THOSE TWO WERE NOT HUMAN,” I say the moment the vampire couple leaves.

The head rolls himself on the floor, seeming happy to continue functioning like a Roomba on a dry-mop function. Right, of course this revelation wouldn’t impact him; he’s not a real live human himself. At least, not anymore.

“I thought you wouldn’t notice,” he says.

“I’m not an idiot. I know that more than humans live in Salem.”

Knowing and seeing are different things, though. It’s rare for vampires and other paranormal beings to interact with humans. Grandma always said they keep out of sight, avoiding human notice by wearing magical jewelry with markings called runes. Unless, of course, you’re friends.

I bolt the front door and slip the vampires’ contact information into my pocket. Not to save it, though. The phone numbers for Dave and Amanda, whose names hardly suggest creatures of the night, now join a wad of lint and rubber bands in transit to the trash can.

“So this must be why you took my presence in stride!” declares Bulan the deviant head. “You do share Rose’s predilection for the supernatural. In spite of your attempt to bury me—”

“I am taking nothing in stride. I am severely traumatized and masking.”

The head laughs because he thinks this is a joke.

“Also,” I add, “if you’re trying to make me think you knew Grandma Rose, it’s not working.”

“How come?”

“I don’t share a predilection for anything supernatural.”

“I suppose it was a poor choice of words. A penchant, perhaps? A partiality? As I understood from dear old Rosie, your family line is fully human and non-magical yet has been allowed to dabble in the paranormal world ever since your ancestor was scapegoated in a witch trial for an infestation of albino pigeons.”

“Crabs,” I correct. “It was crabs.”

“Be that as it may, with a name like Mortifie, who’s surprised he got targeted? Not me! Ha!”

I fold my arms as I consider the head-turned-dust-collector and his knowledge of my sordid ancestry. “Fine. So maybe you did know Grandma personally,” I allow. “And you two seem to have ended on good terms, in spite of your dismemberment.”

“Of course we did! My limblessness was a preexisting condition, nothing to do with dear Rosie. So if you don’t mind, I’d appreciate it if you refrained from another burial attempt. It’s rather rude.”

“Noted,” I say, although it’s not a promise or anything.

Maybe Grandma’s possession of the head wasn’t a convoluted scheme to make me to befriend her little cabal, like I’d suspected. But why is it, or he, still here?

“What do you want?” I ask the head. “Seriously.”

He looks up at me earnestly.

“At present? To know why you aren’t thinking of helping the happy couple,” he says.

Nope. We’re not revisiting that.

“You must be aware already that there’s nothing to fear,” he says as I actively ignore him. I am instead busying my hands with herb organization. It’s concerning how many of these vials are labeled Poison. What’s more concerning are the ones labeled Poison, Maybe. “Vampires aren’t all bad. In fact, they’re kind of wimpy. I’ve heard of their victims biting them back and winning. Of course, they still turned into vampires afterward.”

I pick up a concerning vial of Balm of Kitten. What does that even mean?

“I’m not calling them,” I tell the head. “Or taking on that job. Or staying in Salem.”

“Hmm. So if it’s not a predilection you have, is it fear?”

I roll my eyes. I’m not afraid of the paranormal itself. But do I harbor a fear of falling into Salem’s paranormal world? Of it consuming me, destroying me, making me an irresponsible and inadvertently cruel mess of a person, like it did to my mom and my grandmother and countless Spüks before them?

Maybe.

Also, I would never extract the balm from a defenseless kitten. I’m morally flexible, not a monster.

“All your misgivings aside, Sabby, I think the idea of a paranormal wedding business is magnificent!” says Bulan. “Getting paid four thousand dollars for a handful of bouquets is a good living, especially if you don’t have to pay taxes. And you do have a knack for design. Look how neatly you lined up your belongings on that table. Such effortless style. Mmm.”

Internally I wince. Generally speaking, it’s my goal to avoid compliments. They mean you’ve stood out instead of blending in.

“Design skill or not, I won’t be sticking around to plan weddings,” I say, bumping said table so my sling bag slumps a little less artistically. “You might not have heard, but staying in Salem puts me at risk.”

“The vampires wouldn’t—”

“At risk of losing my job,” I clarify. “My real one. In New York. That I start on Monday.”

With this revelation complete, I retreat to the back of the shop and behind the wooden door to Grandma’s office. Bulan has the audacity to follow, rolling and bouncing with a smile unabated by contact with the dirty floor. I’m not sure how he propels himself, but I don’t know how cars work either, and that hasn’t affected my life or anything.

I sweep aside clutter and loose potpourri to sit on the edge of Grandma’s desk, only to stare into a framed four-by-six of me and Mom. This must be how Bulan recognized me. Mom and I are on a weather-worn dock in coastal Oregon, eating hot dogs and smiling messily at the camera behind windswept blond bangs. That was my thirteenth birthday. The year Mom taught me how to dye my hair from blond to a mousy, run-of-the-mill brown. The year I started to go by “Sabby.”

Considering that Grandma Rose wasn’t with us at the beach, and was in fact supposedly out of contact, I’m not sure how I feel about her having this photo. Maybe a little bad? As much as Grandma aggravated me, I suspect she might have actually liked me.

Or at least, the idea of me.

I tip the frame over so it lands face down, splat. I wait for the guilty feeling to go away, and when it doesn’t, I focus on Grandma’s knickknacks.

“Look at you go,” says the head, apropos of nothing.

“Excuse me?”

Chuckling as he eyes the newly rearranged desk, Bulan says, “You’re making this office more appealing already, Design Queen. For you, decorating would be a cinch. As for the rest of your new wedding planning enterprise—”

I draw my hand back and slide off the desk.

“Here’s the deal, Bulan,” I say. “If you’re going to stick around, I’m putting you to work.”

“As a Roomba again?” he asks hopefully.

“You’ll find out.”

In short order, I enlist Bulan to roll me around the shabby little shop, then later, around Grandma’s house, introducing me to her favored drawers for tucking away money and random papers, her indexing files and Post-it Note novels, her knitted scarf collections—which are definitely getting donated—and her plastic shrine of Dave & Buster’s prizes. Straight to the trash with those. He helps me log on to her computer and regales me with tales of her overzealous use of spelling and grammar checks. I spend a good five minutes holding the door open to Grandma’s freezer, toying with fate. For all I know, tossing out overcooked pasta might trigger some kind of ghostly conniption fit. The last thing I want is to be haunted by oily zucchini pesto.

By the next afternoon, I manage to consolidate all the family heirlooms Mom might want into two storage tubs, slap sticky notes on four boxes of questionably valuable collectibles that might get sold to some sucker online, then lock both the shop and the house up tight. In a few weeks, I’ll come back and do a massive eBay push and prepare the place for a Realtor.

For now, I’m satisfied with a job complete—or at least, complete-enough-for-now—and so I settle atop Grandma’s leaf-strewn porch stoop, dial Baldy, and wait.

“He’s not answering.” Hypocrite.

Bulan, who I had to forcibly remove from Grandma’s house along with the scarves, wobbles around my feet with relief.

“Oh, that’s too bad. I guess you should stay.”

I side-eye him. “Do you know something I don’t?”

“I may have overheard that oddly top-heavy man tell you about a magical contract keeping you here until the passing of seven tides, twice—”

“It’s a will, not a contract,” I correct. “And you said it yourself. Grandma Rose had no actual magic. Baldy might have bought her playacting, but you should know better. Anyway, my work here is done, at least until the next court date.”

“It didn’t sound that way to me.”

At my pointed glare, he explains: “I meant that lovely vampire couple. They’ll be sorely disappointed.”

“All the more reason to nip out of town fast.” I bend and pat the head’s dusty crown. He’s wearing a big-eyed pout, endearing enough to make someone forget he’s an undead abomination. For a split second, I can see why Grandma Rose let him live in her closet. “Good luck with everything, Bulan. By which I mean finding somewhere else to live rent-free.”
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HAVING SAID GOODBYE TO GRANDMA’S freaky yet slightly charming head, I depart for Salem’s central train station. The night air’s growing chillier—that’s fall for you—and within a few minutes, I’m surrounded by a swarm of goths, which is Salem for you. Usually I like scrolling on my phone while I walk, but it’s nighttime. Also, since it’s the first weekend of October, the shops have littered the sidewalks with Herculean pumpkin displays and treacherous cobwebs. It would be safer to jaywalk into oncoming traffic.

I duck beneath a shop awning to send Jane a voice message, letting her know I’m heading home. Prior to signing for our walk-up apartment in Midtown East, we really only spent one weekend together at EFG’s epic orientation retreat to Busch Gardens. From the little I’ve seen, Jane’s personality is flatter than a paper doll’s. Ergo, she is flawless. She hails from the New Jersey suburbs. She fondly remembers visiting the Olive Garden with her family for birthdays. She doesn’t like spicy food, has a knack for B-list celebrity sightings, and visits Target for fun. She listens to K-pop, like me, but not too much. She doesn’t do anything too much. When we first met, she was drinking coffee from the hotel canister and couldn’t tell me if it was good or not. Most incredibly of all, she exchanged phone numbers with a bland, wall-faced guy at our first orientation breakfast.

I have so much to learn from her.

The rest of my walk graces me with an absence of eventfulness. That is, until I’m buying my ticket for the next southbound commuter train and the music in my earbud speakers cuts out for an incoming call.

“Hey, Bhauldeen.” I say the lawyer’s full name with emphatic correctness. That should put him in a favorable mood. “Great timing. I finished packing up the good stuff in Grandma’s estate and set aside what she designated to Mom. I left the keys under a yard flamingo—the one wearing an Egyptian mummy headdress, not the nun. Everything should be good to go.”

“Not quite,” he says.

So much for getting on his good side.

“I know you think I have to stay here to guard Grandma,” I edge in before the floodgates of recriminations creak open, “but I think her spirit will feel light and frothy about what I’ve set up. I’ve hired a junk removal team to come next week to—”

“It pains me that I have to do this,” Baldy says over me. “I’m sorry, Samantha.”

A shot of dread punctures the bland, agreeable balloon I’ve had floating inside me all afternoon, and the feeling drops straight to my toes. It’s a cold, frosty terror, like I’m about to be subjected to the ice bucket challenge.

“Sorry about what?” I ask, suspicion leaking into my voice. “Baldy?”

“Iggo Spiggo





























































































e9781668205204/xhtml/nav.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Chapter 1: In Which My Dead Grandmother Frames Me for a Murder, Possibly, I Think


		Chapter 2: A Justified Breaking and Entering


		Chapter 3: Late-Night Decisions are Always Regrettable


		Chapter 4: A Glass Half-Full… of Irony


		Chapter 5: An October Breeze of Villainous Intent


		Chapter 6: The Only Normal Person in Salem


		Chapter 7: Naturally, Everything Goes Wrong the One Time I’m at Risk of Being Eaten


		Chapter 8: What I’d Give for a Mobile Blood Bank Right Now


		Chapter 9: And Now I’m Dancing with Devils. I Guess This Is My Life Now


		Chapter 10: Consequences, Schmonsequences


		Chapter 11: I’ve Really Got to Start Locking That Door


		Chapter 12: I Receive a Weapon, Romantically


		Chapter 13: I am the Girl Boss, Coo Coo Ca Choo


		Chapter 14: Enter: Momzilla


		Chapter 15: Werewolves and Grannies and Gnomes! Oh, My.


		Chapter 16: Werewolves Can Be Classy, Too


		Chapter 17: A Mystery Is Un-Mystered


		Chapter 18: So Long, and Please Don’t Fall Into the Mop Bucket


		Chapter 19: The AI Autocorrect of Great and Unnecessary Suffering


		Chapter 20: Freedom, Sweet Freedom


		Chapter 21: The Gritty Sandwiches of New York City


		Chapter 22: Desperate Times, Desperate Vegetables


		Chapter 23: The Goddamned Fairy Castle


		Chapter 24: Is This Real Life or Is It a (Really Weird) Fantasy?


		Chapter 25: I am Not a Member of the Broken Hearts Club. Who’s Got Time for That?


		Chapter 26: But Then Again, Crows are the Least of My Problems


		Chapter 27: Behold, The Wuss of Fairyland


		Chapter 28: The Puppets of Darkness


		Chapter 29: And Now for Something Completely Different


		Chapter 30: Relationships are a Disaster, Do Not Recommend


		Chapter 31: All’s Well That Ends Whale?


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Title Page


		Dedication


		Chapter 1: In Which My Dead Grandmother Frames Me for a Murder, Possibly, I Think


		Chapter 2: A Justified Breaking and Entering


		Chapter 3: Late-Night Decisions are Always Regrettable


		Chapter 4: A Glass Half-Full… of Irony


		Chapter 5: An October Breeze of Villainous Intent


		Chapter 6: The Only Normal Person in Salem


		Chapter 7: Naturally, Everything Goes Wrong the One Time I’m at Risk of Being Eaten


		Chapter 8: What I’d Give for a Mobile Blood Bank Right Now


		Chapter 9: And Now I’m Dancing with Devils. I Guess This Is My Life Now


		Chapter 10: Consequences, Schmonsequences


		Chapter 11: I’ve Really Got to Start Locking That Door


		Chapter 12: I Receive a Weapon, Romantically


		Chapter 13: I am the Girl Boss, Coo Coo Ca Choo


		Chapter 14: Enter: Momzilla


		Chapter 15: Werewolves and Grannies and Gnomes! Oh, My.


		Chapter 16: Werewolves Can Be Classy, Too


		Chapter 17: A Mystery Is Un-Mystered


		Chapter 18: So Long, and Please Don’t Fall Into the Mop Bucket


		Chapter 19: The AI Autocorrect of Great and Unnecessary Suffering


		Chapter 20: Freedom, Sweet Freedom


		Chapter 21: The Gritty Sandwiches of New York City


		Chapter 22: Desperate Times, Desperate Vegetables


		Chapter 23: The Goddamned Fairy Castle


		Chapter 24: Is This Real Life or Is It a (Really Weird) Fantasy?


		Chapter 25: I am Not a Member of the Broken Hearts Club. Who’s Got Time for That?


		Chapter 26: But Then Again, Crows are the Least of My Problems


		Chapter 27: Behold, The Wuss of Fairyland


		Chapter 28: The Puppets of Darkness


		Chapter 29: And Now for Something Completely Different


		Chapter 30: Relationships are a Disaster, Do Not Recommend


		Chapter 31: All’s Well That Ends Whale?


		Acknowledgments


		About the Author


		Copyright








		I


		II


		III


		V


		VI


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		IV








e9781668205204/fonts/RobotoCondensed-Bold.ttf


e9781668205204/fonts/EBGaramond-Regular.ttf


e9781668205204/fonts/Sancreek-Regular.ttf


e9781668205204/images/common01.jpg





e9781668205204/images/9781668205204.jpg





e9781668205204/fonts/RobotoCondensed-Medium.ttf


e9781668205204/fonts/RobotoCondensed-Light.ttf


e9781668205204/images/title.jpg
Samantha Spiik:
PARANORMAL

WEDDING
PLANNER

ALEESE LIN

OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO
EEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEEE





e9781668205204/fonts/Vibur-Regular.ttf


e9781668205204/fonts/EBGaramond-Italic.ttf


