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​Chapter One
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Zaville, ND 

October 31st

It was a typical Halloween.  Fall leaves twirled around gravestones like leaf devils.  A witch was performing magic in this graveyard while Daisy Heyer sat on her tombstone, one of many, which read: 

Daisy Heyer 

1859-1884

Here lies Daredevil Daisy, may she find peace in the afterlife. 

Some peace. She’d been forced into hiding the last one-hundred and thirty-eight years. Daisy watched as Collette Stewart performed the same spell the Stewart witches had cast every year. Colette was nice enough, but she was accident-prone when it came to magic.  

Daisy found the Stewart coven quite by accident some fifty years ago. They were her salvation. Colette’s grandmother had cast a hidden spell that shielded Daisy’s soul from the Grim Reaper. Well, not Grim, but a Reaper named Simon Travers who had been hunting her since her demise. 

Unfortunately, Nana Stewart died last December and though Daisy had been at risk these past ten months, she was more fearful on All Hallow’s Eve when the veil was at its thinnest.  

She prayed young Colette would get the spell right, but she had little faith. 

“That should do it,” Colette announced as she pushed her glasses back up the bridge of her nose. 

Daisy looked down at her ghostly form. “I don’t feel any different.” In the past, when Nana performed the ritual, she would have a sinking feeling. Now she missed the heaviness of her soul bound into the ground.  

Colette shrugged her shoulders. “It won’t take effect until after midnight and before dawn. You can stay in the manor. The wards are still in place.”

Daisy nodded. “I think I will, just to be safe.” 

***
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SIMON TRAVERS FELT Daisy’s earth-bound soul flitter in his bones. She was loose in the world and he needed to collect her.  

Every Hallow’s Eve, her soul would vibrate across his skin until it induced the most wretched headaches. He would rush to her grave only to find her soul had disappeared from Zaville as if it had never existed.  A reminder that he had forgotten a precious commodity.

He suspected the Stewart witches were involved. A hidden spell could be placed upon nearly everything, including a human soul.  When the crone Stewart died last winter, his suspicion was confirmed by the faint hum of Daisy’s soul, but it wasn’t enough to cause him to abandon his post.  Simon anticipated young Colette would try to recreate the spell of her grandmother this very evening and so was driving his Lincoln to North Dakota to collect his outlaw, Daisy Heyer. 

He pulled the car over when his headache started, wondering briefly if he should call The Big Grim and let him handle the collection. After Daisy had been earthbound for more than twelve Lunar cycles, she was given ghost status. And the longer a spirit was on the earthly plane the more likely they were to cause trouble.

Simon stopped in Hare Creek, MT, to grab some coffee. He was exhausted. In the old days, reapers were allowed to travel on the astral plane to collect souls, but a few mass events changed the rules. Collecting at the time of death was a slower process, but it allowed for a better transition.  It gave the body a chance to live, for the soul to be evaluated, and possibly for the person to change.  However, in his opinion, it was more likely for someone like Daisy to escape.  

He stopped at a gas pump in front of Bud's Biker Bar, filled his car up, and refilled his ‘Give me Coffee or give me Death’ travel mug. He was so ready to check Daisy Heyer off his kick-the-bucket list. 
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Daisy woke with a kink in her neck. Weird. She stretched on the sofa. Wait! She didn’t sleep or get kinks. She shot straight up. Too fast, she realized, when a pounding started in her head. She placed her left hand on her temple, willing it to stop. “Collette!”

Colette came running down the basement stairs. 

“Holy craft. You’re flesh and blood.” 

Daisy didn’t bother to hide her sarcasm. “Really? I hadn’t noticed. What did you do?”

Colette looked at the beige carpet as if fascinated by a non-existent pattern. 

Daisy tapped her boot on the carpet. “Well?”

The witch pinched her index finger and thumb together. “I may have tweaked Nana’s spell a bit.” 

She threw her hands up. “A bit!?”

Colette crossed her arms and rolled her eyes. “I just wanted you to find true love.” 

“True love?” Daisy suddenly felt a great desire to go back to sleep. 

“Yeah. I’ve given you forty-eight hours in mortal form.”

“Collette, I haven’t been mortal in a hundred and twenty-five years. What the hell am I supposed to do in two days?” She was suddenly anxious to return to her former self. 

“Daisy, if you find true love, your soul won’t be bound for hell.” 

“I get into heaven?” Could she after all these years? 

“I’m not a hundred percent certain but my research clearly indicated a soul could not go to hell if it felt love.” 

“Anything to not go to hell.” Daisy hadn’t lived the best life. She had been an independent woman of the west and rather than earn money in easier ways, she’d taken to a life of crime. “Okay, so how do I find true love?” 

“Well, first we need to change your wardrobe.” 

Daisy looked down. She was wearing the clothes she’d died in, with a crimson starburst pattern on her chest and her six-shooter strapped to her hip. A change was definitely in order. “I’ve always wanted to be a blonde.” 

“We’ll stop by Barb’s Boutique,” Colette assured her. 

Her stomach growled.  “And maybe get some food?”

***
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SIMON KNEW DAISY’S soul was in this grim forsaken bar. Loud music - country by the sounds of it — blared from the back of the building. Who could even hear the lyrics? The crooner sounded as if he was part banshee. Wait, was he? Simon scrutinized the stage - no he seemed human enough. However, not everyone in this establishment was human.

Simon navigated past the patrons to the back of the bar.  He didn’t see any ghosts, but she was in here, he knew it. He cast his eyes over the array of patrons, specifically the females. A redhead was dancing on the dancefloor with a blonde in a straw cowboy hat. He looked again past the surface.  There was Daisy’s soul pounding like a beacon, hiding in a very live human. He mentally tisked.  Shame on her.  She was now his dead-to-rights. 

Simon approached the blonde, grabbed her arm, and started dragging her off.  

The woman protested. “Let go of me!” and pulled back digging her boots into the ground. 

He was so focused on collecting his bounty that he ran right into a large muscle of a man. No, make that a bear-shifter. A rather large one.  

“I don’t think the lady wants to go with you.”

“Look, shifter.” Simon didn’t have time for this, because the longer Daisy possessed the living, the harder it would be on both her and the poor blonde.

The bear crossed his arms. “You can call me Officer Finn.” 

“Look, officer, this woman is possessed. I’m here to collect the spirit inside her.” Why couldn’t he just do his job in peace? 

The bear sniffed the air. “Nope, she’s human.” 

A pixie face with brown hair peeked from behind Officer Finn. “What’s the trouble, Andy?”

“Grim damn pixies,” Simon muttered. 

“Excuse me, Mr. Rude. I will have you know, I’m not a pixie.” She now stood between him and the officer with her hands on her hips. 

“And I’m not possessed.” Blondie shook free of his hold.

The redhead grabbed her friend. “Let’s go, Daisy.” 

“Daisy?” He looked her up and down. Really looked. He’d never seen her before. He’d caught a wispy glimpse a time or two before she would disappear without a trace. She was stunning
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