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The Fletcher Estate Chelmsford, England, 1888
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On the snow-covered grounds of the two-hundred-acre estate, held captive within the confines of twelve-foot-tall stone and brick walls, Castle Fletcher overlooks the frozen shoreline of the River Chelmer. The temperature dives to a bitter cold of twenty-two degrees for yet another night, leaving only the deer and a lone white wolf to wander dangerously close to the castle. Though the snow continues to mound against the castle’s massive stone walls, it doesn’t stop the wolf from snatching a prize pig from the livestock barn. The pig’s screams pierce the quiet night, catching the ears of the head cook, Charlie Buchanan. “Damn filthy wolf!” Charlie yells. He grabs his shotgun and bursts through the kitchen porch door. Though his rescue attempt was far too late, he caught a glimpse of the white wolf as it bolted through the barn door with the screaming pig in its mouth. A big man with a gray-flecked beard to match his graying hair, Charlie Buchanan stomped his heavy boot into the snow. “Damn it to forty hells, how did it get into the barn? However, you did it, I saw you this time!” he shouts into the night as he raises his shotgun and fires into the air. “You hear me, wolf? I will be waiting for you! And when I catch you, mush and meal for the pigs you’ll be!”

Hearing the gun discharge, the first-floor chambermaid grabs her coat, throws it over her nightdress, and runs out into the snow toward the barn. Relieved to see the cook walking back toward the castle unharmed, she stops her pursuit. A plump girl of twenty-five, she works to catch her breath, sending large puffs of mist into the cold night air. “Oh, Mr. Charlie, you scared me to death. What’s wrong?

“I just saw that foul wolf run off with the pig I’ve been grooming for Master Fletcher’s dining table. The horrible noise it made. You could hear the tough skin being ripped to shreds.” Shaking the snow from the hem of the long wool coat that drapes over his six-foot, four-inch stature, Charlie plods back toward the house. On the kitchen porch steps, he glances once more toward the barn. Satisfied that the creature has not returned, he grabs the twisted maple handle of the broom propped up in the corner and begins brushing the snow from his boots. This task now accomplished, he pulls them off and places them near the door. Gesturing to the chambermaid.

“Come here, Marinda. Let me clean your shoes. My dear girl, you ran outside without your boots and in your night clothes. You will catch your death.”

She grips the cook’s strong shoulder for balance while he brushes her shoes free of snow. “I was afraid for you, Mr. Charlie. I’m unsure what I could have done had I encountered the creature, but I was rushing to your rescue nonetheless.”

The cook chuckles. “Child,” he said as he opened the house door and ushered her inside, “you wouldn’t believe how big that wolf was. I would imagine close to twenty-one hands long.”

“That’s as big as the horse’s new colt.” Miranda grabs Charlie’s forearm, followed by a gasp. “Oh my God! Why do you share those details with me? I will have nightmares that it will capture and devour the new baby goats.”

Charlie shakes his head and then sighs. “I’m sure it will, my dear. It’s just a matter of time. Wolves have no conscience. They are sinister creatures. The deathly squeal from that helpless little pig resonated so loudly and clearly that I am sure it warned all those who dare to roam the woods to stay away this night.” He opens the cooking tool drawer, lifts out a large butcher knife, and holds it before his eyes, observing how the lamplight glints off its sharp edge. “Maybe I should return to the barn and wait with ole’ Glenda here. If I’m fortunate, I will catch that beast red-handed.”


“Glenda?” Marinda asks.


“My friend here,” chuckling, turning it around with his fingers. “My favorite butcher knife. Named her, I did after my first wife. God, do I miss that woman. Full of spunk and spice, she was. And a real looker too.” Charlie pauses for a moment. She and my daughter, Amie, died of Smallpox. ”

Marinda puts her hand gently on Charlie’s shoulder. “I didn’t know any of that. I am so sorry. But, Mr. Charlie, it’s late, would you please just remove your coat and stay inside? There is nothing you can do to save any creature from that wolf right now. Perhaps you should go up and tell Master Fletcher.”

“I will tomorrow.” Charlie removes his coat and hangs it by the back door. “He and Madam have gone out for the evening.”


“What about Miss Ariae? You could tell her.”


He shakes his head. “Miss Ariae is tucked away upstairs.” He stokes the large kitchen fireplace, then swings the kettle back over it, preparing for tea. “I dare not disturb her. Or my poor niece, Sara Mae.” He sighs heavily and shakes his head again. “I can’t imagine the life that child has endured at the hands of her rude, cruel mistress. I remember the day I brought her here to spend the summer. Give her a better life, my brother said to me. A better life, indeed. She is a prisoner to the constant demands of that vile young woman. You would think, as kind as Master and Madam Fletcher are, they would have an angel for a granddaughter. What a horrid little witch. I am quite sure the twisted broom that rests upon the porch is her means of transportation.”

Giggling, Marinda holds out a crockery mug for him to fill with hot water. “She’s not a witch, Charlie. Quite beautiful and spoiled, yes, but not a witch. Her misfortune is that she has everything her status can give her, except compassion.

Regardless, keep your thoughts about Miss Ariae to yourself, and do not dare let the Master hear you. He worships the ground his ‘little rosebud’ walks upon.”
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Meanwhile, in Ariae Fletcher’s Chambers...

Peering through her bedroom’s heavy velvet draperies, observing the weather outside, Ariae Fletcher turns to glance toward her door as it creaks open. Sara Mae Buchanan, her sixteen-year-old servant and the cook’s niece, tiptoes in, removes her coat, and hangs it on a nearby peg to warm by the fire. She shakes the snow out of her curly auburn hair. “Forgive me for overstepping my bounds, Miss, but I’ve been pondering your travel plans. Your grandma and grandpapa are going to be so angry with you for leaving. And even more so since you are sailing away to that horrible place. They have forbidden it. You do remember that, Miss?”

Receiving no answer, Sara Mae moves to the fireplace, opens the screen, drops a fresh log on the fire, and sweeps the scattered embers into a copper bucket hanging by the hearth. She returns the bucket to its hook and as she wipes her hands on her apron, suddenly Ariae whips her around. Face to face, she now tightens her grip as Sara Mae tries to squirm free. “You close that fire screen right now, you wretched little bitch” she demands. “Are you deaf and dumb? Those embers might catch the hem of my dress on fire. You should know better than this. What has gotten into you?”

Ariae drops Sara Mae’s arm and walks over to her wardrobe. She unfastened the heavy doors, tugged at a tiny wooden drawer until it opened, and removed a handkerchief embroidered with a gold F. “I must calm down. Why do you try to make me angry? You know it’s not safe.” After a few calming breaths, she turns toward her servant. “Be silent about our trip. The falling snow does nothing to muffle your loud, shrill Irish voice. Do I need to remind you again what your place is in this household?” Sara Mae takes three steps back from Ariae, assuring herself she is sufficiently out of range before speaking. “No, Miss, I’m simply saying...”

Ariae steps forward, bridging the gap, and grips Sara Mae’s thin shoulders. But as soon as she does, she recoils. “For all the saints who are holy.” Ariae covers her nose with her handkerchief. “You smell putrid, just like a wet dog. Where have you been? “

Sara Mae stares down at her feet, smiling sheepishly.

“Hunting, Miss. The moon it calls out to me.” She turns to sweep a few more embers back into the fireplace.

Ariae rolls her eyes. “Then, why did you not lock yourself up in our stockyard. Better yet, learn to control your appetite.” Still covering her nose in disgust, she adds, “And not another word about my journey, do you understand?” When her servant nods, Ariae begins to meander around the large room, her impending journey very much on her mind. Her eyes sparkle in the firelight. “We live in advanced times now, Sara Mae. It is all the while 1888, and I am 17 years old. By social standards, that makes me quite old enough to travel to Massachusetts alone. You do not need to announce to my family or the other servants that I’m leaving tonight. Now be silent, or I will not allow you to accompany me. And please, for the sake of all that is good, go bathe!”

Cowering closer to the door of Ariae’s elaborate bedroom, Sara Mae is unable to let go of the subject of their journey continues. “But, Miss, you simply must tell them. They will be worried senseless otherwise—especially after all those poor young girls have had their throats slashed.” She grips her own throat in horror. “Murdered, you know. That’s what your grandpapa says.”

Ariae scoffs. “Jack the Ripper is just a fantasy character fashioned by the Queen to keep young women of promise from leaving England—to keep us all under her thumb. Everyone who can read is aware of that.” She smiles, gazing upon her servant. “Now, once again, Sara Mae, please hold your tongue. This is my little secret. You are the only soul who knows of my plans, and I choose to keep it that way. Plus,” she adds with an impish smile, “you, of all people, know I am very capable of protecting myself against any peril.”

“I know that, Miss, but I just cannot help but worry. You heard the rumors from the ladies in the sewing circle. They said that Alexander Gillespie vows to capture and bed you. All the ladies agree that he is an evil man, Miss. He has a black soul.”

Sara Mae placed both hands on her chest. “And a raven’s lifeless black heart in the place of one that should be beating.”

“I hope I do stumble upon him again.” Ariae twirls around, admiring her full, flowing skirt, resplendent in golden satin. “He does so intrigue me as well. Have you heard the latest town gossip? The locals say he is planning to take the ship tonight. And to make it more intriguing, they say he may be in the company of his twin brother.”

“They are not good men, Miss.” Sara Mae says. “You mark my word. Men with good hearts do not have eyes that black. Those men are not to my liking at all.”

“Then I suggest you keep it that way,” Ariae says menacingly as she walks toward her servant. Twirling her left hand in a circle and mumbling under her breath, she began to chant, “I call upon forces higher than I to invoke this spell of great.” She smiles at the girl, an evil gleam in her eye. “It would be quite harmful to you if I finish my spell, so hush. You see, I plan to claim one of them as my betrothed.”


Sara Mae gasps and backs away in fear. “No, Miss!”


Ariae stopped abruptly before the gilded mirror over her dresser, ignoring her servant’s fear. “They are so handsome, both of them,” she says, admiring her bright blue eyes, long blonde hair, and ample figure for her age. “My favorite is Alexander. He is not only handsome, but also very well...put together...so to speak. I can tell through those snug trousers he wears.” She glances over at Sara Mae to make sure the girl is sufficiently horrified by her implication. Satisfied that Sara Mae’s cheeks were flushed a bright red, she continues. “I will enjoy making beautiful children with him one day. Now go. Finish packing my trunk. The ship sails at midnight.”
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The Gillespie Estate, 1888

Joanna Gillespie, a beautiful yet thin and pale woman seemingly in her mid-30s, sits alone in the stone parlor within the castle’s extensive wine cellar. Candles and lanterns cast a dim light throughout the room, highlighting Joanna’s silky black hair. She folds a letter, tucks it back into the Gillespie Book of Shadows, and returns the large, leatherbound book to its resting place beneath her side table. Tapping her fingernails nervously on the arms of her chair, she closes her eyes to gather her courage and calls out to her husband’s twin sons.

“Theodore! Alexander! Please come here now. I must speak to you.” She removes her reading spectacles and places them on a small, round table. She stands and gently relocates a white cat from her lap onto the castle’s stone floor. “I’m sorry, my little one, I know the floor is cold to your little paws. But only for a moment. I promise.”

Alexander rummages through the corked bottles shelved in the wine cellar. Finding one to his liking, he uncorks it and takes a drink. Then, bottle in hand, he proceeds through the arched entranceway into the room where he has been summoned. Strikingly handsome in a black waistcoat and trousers, a red silk scarf at his throat, he smiles and bows down slightly to his stepmother as he moves closer to her.

“You are so beautiful in this candlelight, Mother. Your ebony hair glistens like the feathers of a raven.“ Cutting his eyes toward the cat, he stomps his foot in the pet’s direction. “I am surprised Father allows you to keep such a foul animal in this house.”

Alexander moves closer to Joanna, looking down into her large, dark brown eyes. “Your eyes so captivate me,” his breath cold on her face. “Tell me, why do you insist on hiding them behind those horrible spectacles?” Glancing down at the side table, he pushes her glasses onto the floor and then lifts her half-An empty glass of a thick red liquid. “I understand why Father loves you so much. You are utterly irresistible.” He drinks from the glass and adds, “If I were Father, I would never let you leave my bed.”

“Tighten your tongue, Alexander,” Joanna commands as she leans over to retrieve her spectacles. “First of all, I am not your mother. Secondly, Nicholas would be extremely disturbed if he heard your forward talk. We have important matters to discuss.” She snatches her wine glass from his hand, spilling a few drops of the thick liquid onto the floor. “This is mine. I am not compelled to share with you. Drink from your bottle.”

Alexander chuckles, “Father isn’t here now, is he?” Suddenly, he slips his arm tightly around her waist and pulls her body against his. When he speaks, his lips touch the base of her neck. “From what I understand, Father is not coming home until after the next sunset.”

“Silence, Alexander,” Theodore says, allowing Joanna to pull away from Alexander’s grasp. Attired more casually than his twin, Theodore’s bibbed white cotton shirt flows about the hips of brown tweed trousers. “Father deserves more respect than this.” Then to Joanna: “I apologize for my brother’s deplorable behavior. You wanted to see us?”

“Thank you, Theodore.” Joanna glares at Alexander. He responds to her icy demeanor with a smile and walks toward his brother. Stopping at Theodore’s side, he sniffs the air. “Why, brother, you have eaten without me.” He grins. “I smell a maiden on your lips.”

Theodore ignored Alexander and turned back to Joanna. “What can we do for you?

“Nicholas asked that I speak with you,” her hands resting on her slim him. “Both of you. According to your father, a prophecy foretold that one of you must marry on All Hallows Eve—the Samhain. And it is also foretold that your betrothed is sailing to the New World tonight, precisely to Massachusetts. This woman may be from the same powerful family as your mother, and Nicholas believes...”

“Joanna,” Theodore interrupts, “how are we to be sure tonight is that prophesied travel date? It is eight calendar months before All Hallows Eve. Do you not think this is quite early for travel?”

“You question your father’s wisdom, Theodore?” Joanna asked. “I might expect that attitude from Alexander, but not from you. I am disappointed.”

“Theodore,” Alexander quips with mock dismay. He folds his arms over his chest. “You have disappointed our mother. Shame on you.”

As Theodore turns to respond, Joanna interrupts, “Ignore him. Regardless, the prophecy foretells your travel day to be on the second full moon of the year, which is tonight. The SS St. Alyssa will leave port at midnight. Nicholas believes this woman may be more powerful than your mother. So?” She looks from one twin to the other. “Which one of you will be making this voyage?”

“I will stay here and keep you company, Mother,” Alexander bows dramatically in her direction. “You go, Theodore. As much as it pains me, you should go. Sail the seas and find your beloved. I prefer this wonderfully dark castle to a damp ship’s hull any day.”

“Unacceptable.” Theodore shakes his head. “We must let the fates decide which one of us will marry. We both travel tonight. It’s settled. Joanna? Would you have the servants pack our travel chests, please?”

“Certainly,” she said. “As expected, your father has left quite a fortune for you to take along. I’ll fetch the purse now. He wants to make sure you establish a strong foothold in Massachusetts society. I will also send two servants along with you. They have been loyal to this family and can only be forfeited if you cannot uncover any other nourishment.” She turns and glares at Alexander. “Is that understood?”

Alexander shrugs. “I am not concerned about my ability to forage for food, but thank you for caring.” An evil grin curls his lips. “After all, we will have a captive audience on the ship. As for you, dearest Mother, lest you admit it, I am sure you will enjoy our absence. I understand the Vicar plans to drop by tonight.”

“He does.” Joanna allows a smile to cross her face. “He will be entertaining to me at best. It seems the church is utterly distraught as to why we do not attend morning services. Tonight, I will explain that to him—in no uncertain terms.”

“And I hope for his sake he will keep the family secret,” Theodore says quietly. “If not, I am sure Father will see to his demise.”

“The Church has many secrets,” Joanna responds just before leaving the room. “I seriously doubt the Vicar will share ours. I happen to know he enjoys the company of many young parishioners, both male and female.”

“Despite my aversion to practicing any religion,” Alexander interjects. “I do enjoy watching the evil seeping from the boughs of religious leaders. So much more than even I could ever conjure.”

Theodore couldn’t help but laugh. “Brother? I have seen some of the horrible things you’ve conjured. I well remember that two-headed toad that screamed instead of croaked.”

Alexander turns to face his brother. “I was only a lad of ten years. You must deliver a more current mishap to make your bucket hold water.” He adjusts his scarf as he gazes around the dark room. “I’ll admit that I may have conjured a few frightful creatures, but I have also summoned some very beautiful things as well. The fireflies, for example—those little bugs of light have captivated many a beautiful maiden.”

“Captivated or captured?” Theodore asks, one eyebrow raised toward his twin.

“I will leave that to your imagination,” Alexander smirks. “Now, care to follow me?” He walks toward the cellar stairs. “I dare not leave my clothing choices to the servants. I’ve seen the way they dress. You would think they were blind.”

“They are not blind, brother, they are poor as the parish mouse.” Theodore climbs the steep cellar stairs behind his twin. “They have nothing more than the clothes on their backs. Spare them some sympathy.” “Sympathy?” Alexander stops briefly on the stairs and turns to face his brother. “Have you forgotten with whom you speak?” ...And back at the Fletcher Estate, 10:45 p.m. “Hurry, Miss Fletcher, before we’re caught!” In a panic, Sara Mae peers out of the large window in the massive library. “The carriage driver is waiting. I can see him down below. I fear he may knock on the door, alerting the staff.” “Then go outside and tell him we are on our way!” Ariae commanding, her voice a harsh whisper. “Do I have to think of everything? “No, Miss. I mean, yes, Miss.” Sara Mae rushes towards the library’s heavy double doors, but Ariae stops her. “No, wait. Not yet. I want to finish my letter to Grandpapa, and those doors creak so badly. While I don’t want him to know where I am, I choose not to worry him greatly, either.” Ariae looks up from her writing task at Sara Mae, and a small tear graces the corner of her eye. “This is not easy for me, as you believe it to be. I have things I must do. I know you do not understand, but the sharks are plentiful. I feel their heartbeats and must destroy them. It is my destiny.” Gathering her composure, she continues, “One day I’ll teach you to read and write.” After penning a few more sentences, she dusts the letter with setting powder, folds it, and seals it with the wax Fletcher crest. She places it gingerly upon her grandfather’s large mahogany desk. “Now I will go with you.” She walks to the doors, opening them slowly. 

As both women move into the hallway, “Come to my bed chamber for your coat before you go outside, Sara Mae. I do not intend for you to catch your death of cold when I am going to need you.” Following her mistress to her bedroom, Sara Mae soon locates her red hooded cloak and draws it closely around her body as she begins to tremble. “Oh, Miss, there is a full moon tonight. Despite the magic of this hood, I fear I will be unable to control my hunger.” 

Ariae reaches into her wardrobe to gather her winter coat of thick, red wool, then frowns at her servant. “I will not have it, Sara Mae. Do you hear me? Keep that hood tightly upon your head!” She sighed heavily as she secured the coat around her body. “Tell me again why you won’t let me cast that dog curse from your soul. One day you will be caught and caged.”

“I am not allowed, Miss. It is my curse to bear, just as you have yours.”

“I claim no curses.” Ariae adjusts Sara Mae’s coat to fit her more properly. “Do you know why? Like your coat, the truth is plain and simple. I do not allow my specialness to be a curse. And you are wrong to believe that your infirmity cannot be controlled.” She steps to the bedroom door and opens it. “Go tell the driver to come up. I need him to cart my trunk to the carriage. I have no intention of letting you drag it yourself through the deep snow and risk injuring your back. While I hate to admit it...” Ariae touched a large curl of red hair adorning her servant’s shoulder... “I will need you to help me on this long journey as usual—to be my second set of eyes and ears.”

Moments later, the carriage driver enters the room behind Sara Mae. Encouraged by his silence. “My things.” She points to her trunk at the foot of her bed. “And do be careful. I have several fragile items in tow.“

“Most certainly, madam.” The driver bows slightly towards her. “Will your husband be accompanying you?”

“Miss, not madam,” Ariae snaps at the driver. “I have no husband, nor do I need one to make this voyage, as you seem to imply.” Looking down at his feet, Ariae sighs with exasperation.

“Oh, dear Lord, man, your shoes are dripping on my floor. Were you raised in a barn?”

“Forgive me, Miss,” the driver says with his head bowed. “I did not intend to insult your independence nor dampen your floor.”

“Oh, please forgive my sharp tongue.” Ariae now has a softer, gentler tone, aware that she will need the man’s assistance. “I’m a bit anxious over the journey ahead, and I despise all this cold and snow. I prefer to see leaves on the trees rather than icicles.”

“Yes, Miss.” The driver hoisted the heavy trunk up and onto his broad shoulder with ease. “Perhaps you’ll find sunnier climes at the conclusion of your journey.”
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The Chelmsford Shipyard

The horse-drawn carriage with Ariae Fletcher and her servant aboard bumps along the gravel road, jostling its occupants. “Oh! This is horrid,” Ariae complains.

Suddenly, church bells began to ring in the distance, and Sara Mae gasped, cowering away from the carriage door. “Miss, oh, Miss, we should not board that ship. We should not leave tonight. Listen to those bells! They never ring at midnight!”

Annoyed by her servant’s sudden panic, Ariae scoffs and scowls at the girl. “Pish, posh, Sara Mae, you are such a whiner. Hold your wagging tongue and calm down immediately. You are spoiling my excitement.” And as the carriage bumps its way up to the shipyard, shrouded in darkness and fog, Ariae smiles broadly. Sara Mae, this is the beginning of a new life for us. I can just feel it in my bones. No more hiding what we are or lurking in the shadows. I fully intend to be a prominent figure in the finest ladies’ society. You as well.”

“Yes, Miss,” Sara Mae said, but her trepidation remained as she twisted knots in the fabric of her thin winter coat.

When the carriage finally pulls to a stop, the driver exits his seat, opens the door, and extends his hand to Ariae. “I trust the trip was satisfactory?“

“Certainly not! All that bumping was simply horrible,” she smooths down her skirt as her feet touch the boardwalk. “Sara Mae, grab my handbag from the seat.”

“Yes, Miss,” Sara Mae responds as she steps from the carriage, unassisted.


“May I cart your trunk aboard the ship, Miss?” the driver asks.


“Of course.” Ariae turns to face him in surprise. “You don’t expect me to carry it myself, do you?”

“Of course not, Miss.” The driver glances at Sara Mae, who rolls her eyes, causing a small smile to creep onto his face.


“Did I say something amusing?” Ariae glared at the man.


“No, Miss, just happy to be of service.” The young ladies walk behind the driver to the queue waiting to board the SS Lady Allysa. Before they could reach the main line, Sara Mae stopped cold when a tall, very handsome gentleman passed by them, his blond hair sparkling in the lamplight. Ariae caught his eye. Turning abruptly, the man pauses to look at the beautiful woman who just smiled at him.

“Miss?” he calls out, then smiles. “I hope I am not being too presumptuous to assume you are a Miss.”

Ariae grabbed the driver’s arm to make him stop. “Why, no, kind sir, you are not presumptuous at all. I have not given my hand to another.” She held out her gloved hand for him to take, which he did, kissing it as well. “Are you also traveling to Massachusetts?” she asks him.

“I am only aboard this ship for a few days,” he said as he looked down at her, still holding her hand. Her breath caught in her throat as he leaned toward her and whispered, “Your hand is lovely, but I’d much rather touch your heart.” Ariae sighs with pleasure, overwhelmed by the attractiveness of this man. Then he set his gaze on Sara Mae. “This must be your handmaiden. She radiates beauty just like her mistress.“

Sara Mae blushed, and Ariae shot her a look of warning. But to the gentleman, she smiles demurely. “Yes, this is my servant. And thank you for your kind compliments.” Her hand released; she slowly twirled a lock of her hair around her index finger.

“Would I be too forward if I were to forego a respectable amount of time and request your presence at my dinner table tomorrow night?” the man asks.

Ariae’s eyes twinkle as a flirtatious grin curls her lips. “You would only be too forward if you asked me to join you for breakfast afterward.”

Delighted by her sauciness, the man returns her grin. “Then I will only request your presence for dinner.”


“I would be delighted.”


“I will come to your cabin to escort you.” With this, he bows to both ladies and walks away.

“But, sir,” Ariae calls after him. “You have not told me your name, nor asked mine.”

The man turned back to her. “Samuel. My name is Samuel. And yours, lovely lady?”


“Ariae. Ariae Fletcher.”


“Well then, Miss Fletcher, I will count the minutes until I see your beautiful face again.” He smiles broadly and strides away.

“Miss,” the moment she was confident, the man was beyond hearing her. “It was very cold when that man brushed by us.” She touches Ariae’s arm. “I felt death.”

Ariae jerks her arm away from the girl’s touch. “Nonsense. Stop being such an ignorant fool.” She sighs dreamily. “He is utterly captivating. I cannot wait to see him again.” Then, abruptly, she pushes her servant towards the driver. “Move along now, both of you.”

When the three finally entered the first-class cabin amidship, Ariae pulled off her gloves and coat and tossed both on the finely appointed bed she would use on the voyage. “Sara Mae, get our bags unpacked.” She turns to the carriage driver and hands him two gold pieces.

“Thank you, Miss,” he says, pleased by the excessive payment.

To the man’s extended surprise, Ariae hands him another gold piece. “This is for keeping my secret,” she said. “You never saw us tonight. Do you understand?”

“Oh yes, quite understood. My gratitude.” With that, the driver tips his woolen cap to the ladies and exits the cabin.

Turning now to Sara Mae, Ariae’s anger flashed once more. “Death may be on this ship,” she hisses at the girl, “but if so, it will be waiting for you if I hear one more word of doom fall from your foul mouth. I will throw you to the depths of the sea myself. Now stop your foolishness immediately and use that dog inside you to gain a bit of courage. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, Miss.” Sara Mae unpacks the trunk as fear causes a tear to slip down her cheek.
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​The heels of Alexander’s Italian leather boots thud against the ship’s wooden deck as he strides angrily towards the posh cabin he would share with his brother. “I swear if I ask one more human to do my bidding and they reward me with a blank stare; I will remove their eyes. Am I not speaking the King’s English?”

Theodore chuckles. “I’m not sure, brother. You often mumble, don’t you? Perhaps that is why you are carrying your bags.” He winked at the servants behind him, who were carrying his bags. “I enjoy the company of these two fine gentlemen.” Then he places a hand on Alexander’s shoulder. “Cheer up, brother. Those bags are light as a feather for a nobleman of your strength.”

“Perhaps.” Alexander shrugs Theodore’s hand off his shoulder. “But it makes me appear as if I have no means to employ assistance.” “The humans on this ship are merely a means to an end, Alexander.

Does it matter what they think?”

“No, of course not, but...”

“But nothing.” Theodore suddenly runs forward so that he can turn and watch his brother tread towards their dimly lit passageway. Walking backward and utterly amused, he adds, “I will try to hide you from society’s disdain until we stash our trunks in our cabins.” He laughs loudly now. “Oh, if only I had Joanna’s photographic device with me. I would post a likeness to her. I am sure she would find this as amusing as I do.”

Alexander glares at him. “You are quite taken with our father’s wife, aren’t you, brother? Maybe once Father tires of her, he will gift her to you.”

Theodore laughs again and walks back to his brother’s side. “I do

not need Father’s hand-me-down. I have no trouble finding and bedding a woman, one of whom is awaiting me on this very ship, I am certain.”

“Then why drag me along?” Alexander asks with obvious aggravation. “I was perfectly amused toying with Joanna. I mean guarding her, of course.”

Chuckling, Theodore stopped and opened their cabin door. “Dear brother, how would I find such amusement if you had remained at home with Joanna?”

Alexander tosses his trunk on the first available bed and glares at the two servants flanking Theodore. “They do not need their eyes, do they? Maybe your betrothed would enjoy plucking them from their sockets. Joanna says Father believes your so-called intended is one of us, you know.”

“Oh, I hope not,” Theodore replies. “I really enjoy the companionship of a warm-blooded human.” He gestures for the servants to think nothing of his twin’s threats. Relieved, the men put down his trunk and began unpacking it for him. “Like Mother, perhaps she will survive long enough to bear a son for me. Maybe even two.”

Finally, Alexander’s anger subsides, and he chuckles as he plops down into a brocaded armchair in the corner of the room. “Greedy bastard.
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​Letter from the Author,
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Welcome to the Twisted and Turned Series.  I know you will love the time you spend with those who live within these pages.  

I am thrilled that you have chosen to explore my series. I hope you love it as much as I did when I was writing it. It has been quite an adventure, and it isn’t over yet. There are four more books to follow this one, and each one reveals a little more than the last. A little spoiler... that necklace from her grandmother Lena is very important to the storyline. Keep a watch every time it shows up... 

The adventure begins in Book #1 of the series, UnHoly Union. It takes place in several beautiful cities, but my personal favorite is the New England town of Chatham, MA.  I have tried to give you a personal tour through the eyes of the residents. We will even take a ferry ride and learn a lot about the Gillespie and Fletcher families.  

Each character has a special place in my heart. Though I do have my personal favorites, I’d be doing you a disservice if I told you their names. I know you will develop your favorite one(s) too.  I really do want to hear your comments, please email me your favorite. 

I look forward to chatting with you soon! So without further delay, I introduce.....UnHoly Union’s Chapter One.

Warmest Regards, tlyn@twistedandturnedseries.com
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walls. Moving more easily than the old woman, she finishes her task quickly, then locates a long box kept in the old choir section and carefully lifts out a cloth banner. With the aid of the old woman’s ladder, she attaches the banner to two hooks in the ceiling above the pulpit and carefully unrolls the likeness of the Baphomet, the winged half-human, half-goat with the sign of the pentagram on its forehead.

The old witch drapes more black velvet over what was originally the church’s heavy wooden Communion table. Upon the dusty cloth, she places two large black candles in silver holders, an ornate silver chalice, and an old bell with a wooden handle.

A blast of cold air slices through the space as the front door flings open. Both witches look up to see their High Priest, Stephen Morgana, walk in, followed by his assistant, Gordon, a priest of a lower order. A tall man in his seventy-seventh year, the High Priest is an imposing figure with long gray hair pulled tightly into a ponytail, a neatly trimmed gray beard, and a deep, booming voice. “Ah! Everything is in order. Excellent job, ladies,” he says. While his assistant secures the door, the High Priest clasps his large hands together and closes his small, pale gray eyes. “Tonight, Master,” he prays, “Your glory will be writ in blood.” With that, he steps up onto the pulpit and begins his ritual of donning a black robe, then the hood, and finally the gloves. Emblazoned across the front of his robe is a silver pentagram.

The assistant walks to the communion table, picks up the two black candles, and moves them to the appropriate location. Looking up at the two witches he mutters under his breath “ignorant old bitches.” Turning to the high priest, he covers his angst with a smile, “I think it would be wise if I go outside and wait for the children to arrive, don’t you agree?

“Certainly! What a grand idea, Gordon. Just make sure you bring them straight in the moment you hear me ring this,” the priest says, holding up the bell he had been cradling in his hand.

“Wouldn’t want you to miss a single word of this monumental ceremony.”

The assistant nods in response and opens the door, but stops as he catches a glimpse of one unlit lantern. “Hey, you, younger woman. That corner lantern isn’t lit.”

“Sir, I’ve tried to light it, but the wick just won’t catch fire. Must be broken,” replies the younger witch.

Nodding, Gordon walks past the crowd waiting outside for permission to enter. He mutters a hello to the members who are brave enough to speak to him. No longer able to contain a grin, he glances over his shoulder as he makes his way to lean against the large oak tree flanking the parking lot. He takes out his cigarettes from his pocket and lights one. Slowly, he looks around, surveying the area. He shoves the pack back into his shirt pocket and mutters to the forest. “Where are you hiding, Death Angel? I know you’ve been here because I can smell your stench.”

The dry leaves crackle underfoot as the coven members walk up the path, each one dressed in his or her own black hooded ritual cloak. Though many coven members are advanced in years, cars are not allowed as the secrecy of the ritual location is paramount. Even so, they move along quickly, their excitement mounting with each step as they become fully aware of what the evening holds.

While at the forest’s edge, less than 100 yards from the old church and unseen by human eyes, a single flash of light signals the arrival of an unexpected guest. Materializing behind the cover of a hardwood tree’s thick trunk, 39-year-old Arella Fletcher adjusts the hood of her black ritual cloak to conceal her long blonde hair and deep green eyes. When she hears a faint popping sound, she steps aside quickly as another flash of light deposits her son Driael onto the forest floor. He stumbles over a moss-covered tree root, scrambling to regain his footing before standing upright, donning a sheepish grin. Arella laughs and holds up a mock scorecard. “Four out of ten for that dismount.”

“I can land just fine when I’m alone,” Driael says. He brushes dirt and debris from his ritual cloak. “I just can’t adjust to traveling with you. It’s like riding a lightning bolt.”

Arella reaches up to pull a twig from her son’s shoulder-length dark brown hair and grins at him.

Suddenly, he grimaces and covers his nose with the sleeve of his cloak. “Damn! What the hell is that smell? Rotting flesh and cat piss?”

Arella nods. “Hell being the operative word.” She points toward

the crowd of witches gathering outside the old church. ”See that one with the glowworm-green hair? She has two shit demons riding piggyback. And that warlock, the one with the straggly black beard, he’s carrying around three, can’t you see them?” When he shakes his head, she scoffs. “Perhaps if you’d remove those sunglasses.”

Irritation in his voice, Driael retorts, “I typically do see them, but only those associated with my target. And stop hating on the shades. They're part of my superhero costume.” He smiles playfully and opens his cloak, revealing tight black leather pants, a long black duster, and an array of guns and knives strapped to his belt.

“Fashionable.” Arella chuckles and gives him a peek at her leather ensemble beneath her cloak. “Maybe I should get some sunglasses myself. We could be twins.”

“That's just weird, Mom,” Driael says. “But thanks for clarifying the stench. I was beginning to think Rupert pissed on my clothes again.”

“Don’t be ridiculous,” Arella says. “Rupert would never do anything like that. He's like the Mary Poppins of Rag Doll cats -perfect in every way.”

“Well, Mary Poppins was caught in the act yesterday pissing on one of my black tee shirts.”


“By whom, and was it on the floor?”

“Amanda, and yes, on the floor in the bathroom. Why?”


“Had your shirt been inside the laundry hamper where it’s supposed to be, he couldn’t have peed on it. Am I right?”

Driael ignores her question and motions towards the last few witches gathering at the church steps. “Are you ready? The crowd is thinning, so we should be able to slip in unnoticed.”

Arella nods sharply. “When we go through the door, head to the right corner. I extinguished the lamp earlier. We should have a dark area for cover.”


“Of course, you did,” Driael says with a warm smile.”


Arella smiles, then pulls her hood forward to hide her face as they walk together towards the church. Pausing, she looks up at her son. “Anything to protect you.”

Ushered in by a young witch, the excited coven members crowd the doorway into the makeshift vestibule. Underfoot of the last few coven members, each dressed in his or her ritual garb, Arella and Driael move unnoticed into the church. Now sequestered in their dark corner, they wait.

Witches and warlocks assemble, standing in rows before the High Priest since the old church’s pews disappeared long ago. Illuminated by the black candles, the High Priest begins the ritual by lifting the bell from the altar and ringing it. Then he and the others raise black-handled athames—ceremonial daggers—high above their heads.

“We now invoke the Four Crowned Princes of Hell,” he calls out, his voice like thunder. Turning counterclockwise with the coven, he points his dagger to the east “for Lucifer,” to the north “for Beelzebub,” to the west “for Astaroth,” and to the south “for Azael.

And together, we recite the Invocation.” In one voice, the coven joins him, growing louder as they conclude:.... “In Nomine Dei NostriSatanas, LuciferiExcelsi. In the Name of Satan, Ruler of the Earth, True God, Almighty and Ineffable, Who hast created man to reflect in Thine own image and likeness, we invite the Forces of Darkness to bestow their power upon us. Open the Gates of Hell to come forth to greet us as your Brothers, Sisters, and friends...”

Arella whispers, “I’m considering sending SJ to a witch training school this summer. Maybe you can go with him and brush up on your apparition skills.”

Driael leans down and whispers back, “Poke fun at me all you want, but it was you and Great-Aunt Ruby who taught me everything magical. As far as S.J., don’t waste your money, my little brother has no magical blood running through his veins.”

“I beg to differ. Not everyone develops their magic early like you did. Many kids wait until well into their teen years.”

“Good to know,” Driael grins. “There may be hope for him after all.” Looking at his watch, he leans in again. “How much longer till the fun begins? I have a date with Samantha, and don’t want to be late.”

“Our new receptionist? I’ve told you not to ever get involved with anyone we employ.”

“But she’s hot,” Driael responds with a grin. “I’ll deal with any fallout if there is any.”

“Fine, but don’t say I didn’t warn you. Humans do not understand our kind.”


“Duly noted,” Driael whispers. “So, how much longer?”


“Once the children are outside. But son, don’t underestimate these people. This is a strong coven, evident by the fact that I was summoned to assist. The minute you remove your superhero cover-up, all hell will break loose, literally. They will do whatever is necessary to protect their Priest, so be prepared. Remember, these people may look human, but they are real monsters. Human killers who enjoy it.”

“I’ll be fine,” he smiles and squeezes her hand. Arella smiles in response. “Anyway, I have you to protect me.”

Arella’s smile instantly fades as she glances towards the door. “The children have arrived. Poor little ones. Their fear is paralyzing.”

Driael looks down, noticing a faraway, pained look in her eyes. He gives her a quick shoulder hug. “Pisses me off too.”

Arella turns toward the door, causing the faint sounds of popping and clicking as she magically seals and locks the coven inside. “Not one of these humans or their demonic pieces of shit counterparts are allowed to leave this place, understood?”


“Thought we were only supposed to take the Priest?”


Arella looks up at her son, her eyes beginning to darken. “If we don’t destroy the entire coven, the carnage won’t stop. It would be like leaving Dracula alive to tend to the blood bank.”

Smiling at her response, Driael comments. “Kill them all then. You know I love a good reaping. If I’m not late picking up Samantha, all is good. I would hate to call her during the screaming to tell her I was running late. She might get suspicious.”

“If it comes down to that, you can always text her, “Arella responds with a grin.

“For the love of Satan,” a blonde-headed, rather chubby woman says as she turns towards Driael and Arella. “I’ve heard enough of your gibber jabber. You boy are an ungrateful bastard, and as for you “Miss Big Mouth,” and old enough to know better, respect your High Priest, and shut up!”

Arella leans in, touching Driael’s hand. Quickly, she grabs the woman by her shoulder, squeezing hard, her lips touching her ear. “Look here bitch,” then squeezing harder, the witch’s cloak lapel opens, revealing a name. “Aw, how cute. You embroidered your nickname on your robe, and in pink, too. Well now, Sparkles or is that Sprinkles, oh never mind,” Arella smiles as she continues, “that’s my son you just called a bastard. Either you turn around and shut up or I will use these,” holding up her hands and wiggling her fingers to draw attention to a razor-sharp version of her nails. “I would love nothing more than to gouge out your eyeballs and feed them to the rats. And trust when I say, I would enjoy every minute of it.” She pauses to lick the tip of her fingers, then winks.

Horrified at Arella’s behavior, the woman quickly turns around.

Driael, you can kill anyone you choose, but that nasty Sparkly Sprinkles or whatever the hell her name is, that witch, she is all mine.” 


“You got it,” Driael responds.


“...fill us with truth, wisdom and understanding, keep us strong in our faith and service, that we may abide always in Thee, with Praise, Honor and Glory given Thee forever and ever!”
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...Meanwhile outside

Gordon looks back at the old church, listening to the faint pops and clicks the windows and doors are making, he grins. “Lennie,” he says, speaking to the coven member guarding the newly arrived children, “How’s it going, man? Dammnnn! You look a little green.”

“The Misses, she was fussing for three hours cause I’m here tonight. I think she must have put something in my food. Terrible upset stomach ever since I ate supper. Been rough, man. Had to shit in the woods three times. No toilet paper either, so I used some leaves. Probably get an asshole rash from it.”

Laughing, Gordon pats him on the back. “Maybe you should have listened to your wife there, buddy. It would have been a little easier on the digestive system and the backside.”

Lenny just grunts as Gordon walks past him and into the forest edge. Taking his phone from his back pocket, he speaks, “Call Valerie.” Waiting for her to answer, he pushes along a trail of ants with the toe of his boot, then squats down and catches them on fire with his lighter.


“Valerie, what the hell”, he says when she answers. 


“I was in the shower, Gordon. Where did you think I was? You sound stressed. Are you okay? ”

“I’m fine,” Gordon says as he stands back up, “but I don’t think that will be the fate of this coven.”

Why, what’s going on? Valerie asks as she wraps a large brown towel around herself.


“It’s Arella. She is here with Driael.”

“Driael? That’s an odd name. Who is that? ” Valerie asks.


“Don’t you remember that dark-headed kid from the Fletcher reunion? His stepfather is Dr Bachman. The doc who treated Sabrina that night in the emergency room when she twisted her wrist jumping from the top of the van roof.

“Now I remember,” Valerie giggles. “That’s the time Sabrina said she wanted to learn to fly, but forgot she didn’t have wings.”

“Yes,” Gordon laughs. “My daughter experiments daily with new ways to give me a heart attack.

“Sabrina takes after your side of the family, you know that, right? I am ever grateful she finally found her magic and wings. I am sure so is the health insurance company. Now, what is this about that doctor?”

“It’s his stepson that I am talking about. The famed demon hunter. God’s warrior and the demon spawn’s pretty boy,” Gordon says sarcastically. “I was wondering where that demon bitch mother of his was keeping herself. Now I know.”

Oh, wait, you mean your sister Arella’s son? He is handsome. Did you talk to them?”

“Yes, that’s who I’m talking about, but I didn’t talk to her or him. But I smelled her stench the minute I walked into the church. I know she was there as ‘Death’ always reeks of old rotted flesh.”

“Gross, Gordon. TMI. So, what happened to Mr. Morgana?” Valerie asks.

“Nothing yet. But he will be dead soon.” Gordon says as he unbinds his blonde hair from the ponytail, letting it fall to his shoulders. He removes his ritual cloak, balls it up, and tosses it into the brush.

“So, what are you supposed to do now? Wasn’t that your assignment? Won’t your boss be angry?”

Gordon chuckles. “So many questions, but in answer to them all, I don’t care. But that means I’m on my way home. Not dressed yet, are you, sweetheart?”

“Nope, babe, still in my towel. But you haven’t told me what’s going to happen to the children?”

“They’ll be fine. God’s cavalry’s
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Chapter One

{ Present Day, October 31 -All Hallows Eve
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Awitches' coven. Stripped of all references to Christiantty, its original
white paint peeled off decades ago, is the sacred destination for this
early. They work in silence. One - an older, stooped woman with wiry
gray hair pulls her black shawl tighter against her body as late
autumn’s cold wind creeps through cracked windows and broken
floorboards. She pushes a ladder around the perimeter and climbs it to
light oil lanterns suspended from hooks. When that chore is done, she
plods towards the church’s former pulpt, where she drapes yards of
dirty black velvet over the old wooden structure.

The cther witch - a younger, railthin ‘woman in a long, black wool

coat - uses a chair to climb upon and nails more black velvet to the
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