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      For my grandmother. Thank you for your tales of the Sidhe. Love you forever!
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      The Night Hag is a modern, dark fantasy fairy tale, intended for an adult (17+) audience.

      

      After losing her family in a tragic accident, Morgan O’Cuinn drowns in debilitating grief despite her loving partner. Unable to eat or sleep much, she struggles to get through each day without a panic, anxiety, or asthma attack.

      

      To make matters worse, a recurring nightmare triggers horrible sleep paralysis and exacerbates her health issues. As Halloween approaches, Morgan’s dreams intensify, and she begins to fear the monster in her head is very, very real.

      

      Morgan wants nothing more than to crawl out of the well of sadness and reclaim her life. But first…she’ll have to defeat the Night Hag.
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      The fog rolled in on a brisk evening breeze, slithering over the Sausalito hillside behind Morgan’s floating house and blanketing Richardson Bay in a thick, white shroud. She didn’t mind it obscuring her view of the water, though, since the object of her full focus held her in his arms.

      Ethan kissed her the way he drank his whiskey—slowly, methodically, savoring every drop of flavor. With a moan, she melted against his body, supported by his tight embrace, her slight curves crushed against his larger, muscular torso. She kissed him back, soft and equally languid, as she ran her hands along his bare back, relishing the warmth of his skin under her palms.

      Beneath her feet, their wooden deck creaked and moaned, as if objecting to the sudden uptick in the wind. It had picked up speed, whipping about them while she lost herself in her boyfriend’s touch. He sank his fingers into her hair, palming her nape with one hand while the other held her hip, tugging her taut against all his delicious hardness.

      Around the deck the curtain of fog churned, stirred into a frenzy as speedy as Morgan’s pounding heart. Doesn’t matter. Only Ethan mattered. She jumped and wrapped her legs around his waist, earning herself a sexy growl as he gripped her ass and ground his erection against her.

      “I want you. Now.” She yanked at the hem of her baby-doll nightgown, freeing it from between their bodies.

      Ethan nipped her neck. “Time to take your medicine,” he rasped, his hot breath teasing her ear.

      “You’re my favorite drug.” She bit his neck in return then reached between them to—

      Morgan landed on her ass on the deck. “Ow! What the hell, Ethan?”

      No reply.

      “Ethan?”

      No Ethan. No wind, either. An eerie silence surrounded her, along with the fog obliterating the world beyond a few feet from where she sprawled.

      Where was he? Unease twisted her stomach.

      A sudden alien buzzing sound bounced around her as if a horde of otherworldly bees flitted and dipped and dove in the ever-thickening mist.

      “Ethan!” She scrambled to her feet, dizziness taking her head for an unpleasant spin as she scanned the gloom, frantic to find him.

      Trapped. She was trapped by the field of white, with no idea which way to move to find the door to her cute little house and the comfort of her man’s arms.

      “You’re late, Morgan,” a melodic feminine voice trilled from behind her.

      No. No, no, no! Morgan shrieked and whirled to face the stranger—who had no business being on her deck.

      Nothing. No one.

      “Who are you?” she shouted at the unseen interloper. “What have you done with Ethan?”

      The buzz of imaginary bees grew louder. The invisible female laughed…

      Right by Morgan’s head.

      Morgan screamed. With tangible hands of swirling mist, the fog punched her square in the chest.

      She flew high and fast, the breath knocked out of her.

      Any second now, she’d crash into the side of her house, or possibly catapult over the railing. Dread clogged her throat. Either option promised pain.

      Her flight changed course, angling her downward. Yep, railing for the win. Or for the loss, in her case, because now she plunged down, down, ever closer to the cold bay water. She could swim, sure, but—

      Her back hit something firm yet it yielded to her weight.

      It took her several seconds to recognize her bed. “What the fuck?” she tried to say, but her mouth wouldn’t move.

      No part of her moved, actually, because try as she might, no matter how many commands she sent to her various body parts, nothing responded.

      Her heart thumped a rapid cadence behind her rib cage. What is happening to me?

      Next to her, Ethan rolled over, seeming so far away in their king-size bed.

      None of this makes a lick of sense. Seconds ago, they stood outside, making out like the hungry-for-each-other couple they used to be in the Beforetimes.

      Before she’d gotten so physically sick from lack of sleep. Before her anxiety grew like a festering weed in her psyche, pouring on the panic attacks, killing her appetite. Before she’d lost her parents and sister in the car crash two months ago. Before her whole world basically morphed into a living nightmare.

      Was she dreaming? Hallucinating? Her daily meds weren’t supposed to make her see things, but then again eight weeks of little to no quality sleep would probably make anyone a little cray-cray.

      “Ethan, wake up, please,” she pleaded, willing her mouth to cooperate. Not a single facial muscle so much as twitched to help her out.

      Across the room, the sliding glass door leading to the deck opened. Fog poured inside like creeping vines, and with it came a slender woman.

      Her willowy frame melted and solidified as she stalked toward the bed, her moon-white dress dancing around slender limbs. Waist-length platinum hair snaked around her head, tendrils reaching forward as if tasting the air, as if seeking out Morgan. Glittering red eyes set in a pale gamine face focused on her. The woman reminded Morgan of an evil Audrey Hepburn, the actress in all those classic old films she used to watch ages ago with her long-deceased and sorely missed Nana Shannon.

      Evil Audrey hovered at the foot of the bed by Morgan’s feet, canting her head as if listening to Morgan’s thoughts. A wicked grin flashed and disappeared on the entity’s haunting, beautiful face. “Evil Audrey.”

      Crap, the scary-as-snakes ghost thing could definitely read minds. The tightness in Morgan’s throat increased, and she struggled to catch a full breath. Fight-or-flight flooded her system, yet she remained paralyzed, which was bad, bad, bad, what with a spook in the room and the fact a panic-induced asthma attack was on the way.

      Thanks for nothing, hallucination. God, she hoped this was a figment of her messed up mind. Or a dream. Whatever the case, not real.

      “You’re late, little Morgan. Where have you been?”

      She pronounced it More-REE-Un, in her lilting, musical tone, as if Morgan’s name was Mór-Ríoghain one of the Gaelic versions Nana had taught her when she was “a wee lass” as Nana used to say, curled up on the woman’s lap, listening to the many fantastical tales of the Tuatha Dé Danann. It meant Great Queen, Nana said, not that Morgan was ever, or had ever, felt great or royal. Certainly not feeling that way now. Terrified out of her flippin’ mind? Yes. Regal? Not so much.

      “Answer me.” Ruby eyes flared bright, tiny electric flames crackling outward.

      A thin trickle of air wheezed from Morgan’s mouth as she thought at the creature more out of her habit of always being polite than about obeying the not-real thing. “Ethan and I, we were—”

      “I told you we don’t like him, More-REE-Un. Why don’t you listen?”

      She had? When? Morgan didn’t know her, had never met… The entity set one knee on the bed and leaned forward onto her hands, her arms bracketing Morgan’s ankles.

      If Morgan were able to move her eyelids, they would’ve widened in utter fear. The way the woman moved, and with those jewel-ruby eyes, the eager expression on her beautiful face, all of it had déjà vu dancing through Morgan’s brain. I think I do know her. How do I know her?

      Evil Audrey lowered onto all fours, straddling Morgan’s bare legs. A stinging trail of biting cold scraped along the skin of her exposed shins, her knees, and quads as the entity prowled up her body.

      Acid burned a hot trail up Morgan’s throat and the pain in her constricted airways intensified. No. This isn’t happening. It’s a dream, a nightmare! This can’t be reality. No!

      The scary-beautiful entity paused over the vee of her thighs, waving one elegant hand in the air above Morgan’s torso. She stroked a mere inch away from her chest, not in a sexual way, more like the thing was…was…

      “Hungry,” Evil Audrey supplied, to complete her thought. The not-real Audrey straddled Morgan’s waist, settling down on her stomach, its hands pressing on her chest.

      Morgan’s already speedy heart rate skyrocketed. Too little air wheezed in and out of her frozen body, and her lips tingled. Alarm bells clanged inside her head. She needed to move, to buck the crazed ghost thing off her, then grab Ethan and flee as far and as fast as they could run—

      It laughed. The sound gusted over Morgan’s body, bringing with it the scent of rain, of damp dirt after a storm, wet leaves, and decaying sandalwood, all prickly and camphorous.

      That laugh. Her smell… Everything clicked into place.

      And Morgan remembered.

      Every night since she lost her
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