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      The dead of night was dark and eerie, the only light came from a flickering candle, casting eerie shadows against the frosted glass of the Victorian greenhouse. Deadly Nightshade climbed the trellis, as Snake plants twisted upwards intermingling with the lavender, and English Ivy skulked across the floor.

      Two people stood shoulder to shoulder, their backs to me, their breath ragged, as tendrils of fog rose from their lips, completely unaware of my presence.

      I was in a dream, I knew that, yet it felt as real as if I was there, hiding in the shadows behind the tall Fir.

      Amethyst Alexander stood before them, her arms raised as she held aloft the bouquet of Valerian, a powerful sleep-inducing plant. She inhaled deeply; her sigh blissful

      “You know what you have to do,” she drawled stepping close to the men.

      One of them towered over her, yet his head was bent, his hood covering his face. “But...how am I to do that?” His deep muffled voice was laced with fear.

      “I have a plan. And it starts with you.”

      “What do you need from me?” His voice trembled

      “You will wait for my further instructions but be ready. If my coven is to rule this town, you must be prepared to do whatever it takes. Including killing anyone that stands in my way.”

      His head snapped up to face her. “Kill?”

      “Yes. My daughter failed leaving a weapon that has the power to destroy me. I can’t have that.”

      “What kind of weapon?”

      “The worst kind. One that has the same DNA as I do. But at the moment she knows nothing of my weaknesses. She knows not of her ability to end it all.”

      “She?”

      “Yes. It’s a woman. And she sleeps deeply, unaware of what is about to unleash.”
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      I sat up startled, my eyes wide taking in my surroundings. My breath was fast, and my heart raced as the stranger’s dream sat forefront in my mind.

      The bright overhead fluorescent lights of the hospital transit ward pushed the darkness aside, as the bustling sounds of nurses going about their day soothed my racing pulse.

      “Wow. That was something,” I whispered shaking my head hoping to dislodge the fear that sat in my throat.

      “Are you okay?”

      I turned my gaze to the gorgeous man lying in the bed alongside me and blinked.

      “Yeah. I just saw something that I don’t think I was supposed to be a part of.”

      “Judging by the size of those baby blues of yours I’m guessing it wasn’t a good something.” Charlie winced as he adjusted is position against the pillow.

      “No it wasn’t. You’re in pain, aren’t you? The doctors did tell you that you’re supposed to swallow the pain medication, not leave it in the box on the table,” I reminded him.

      He grinned and the world tilted on its axis for a second. But then that could have been an illusion caused by the crooked Christmas wreath that hung on the wall behind his bed.

      Typically the week leading up to Christmas was always a big one. As a florist I was inundated with orders for wreaths, table arrangements, and end of year work gifts, as well as the occasional sorry-I-drank-too-much bouquet. Town was filled with festive cheer, decorations bringing the season to life. People seemed happier, and the world felt like a better place. I loved it.

      This year however, was anything but typical. I pulled on the loose thread that hung from the hem of my Christmas print pyjamas and sighed. If I’d known that someone would try to kill me, leaving me stuck somewhere between life and death wearing them I may just have upgraded and purchased some new ones before I was left in a coma. Ones that made me look sexy and not like a frumpy Christmas decoration.

      I groaned and fell back against the chair that sat alongside Charlie’s bed.

      “Want to tell me about the dream?” he asked. Charlie was one of the few who could see me, and I must have done something very right in life to have been given such a reward.

      “It was nothing. Just a stupid illusion caused by lack of sleep.” Apparently, spirits didn’t sleep. A fact I was having difficulty coming to terms with.

      “Daisy, I’m going crazy sitting here with nothing to do. I need something to keep my mind busy at least.”

      “Really? I’d love a break from reality for a while.”

      We were presently waiting (Charlie much more patiently than me) for transport to take him home. He was pretending to talk into his phone so that the doctors didn’t think he was crazy and talking to himself, earning him a trip to the psych ward. The transit was a relatively busy ward with patients wanting to be discharged for the holidays. The staff had done a semi decent job cheering the place up with decorations and streamers taped to the back of the nurse’s station. A tiny tree that was missing more than one branch was perched on a nearby desk, and a glass bowl full of Candy Canes taunted me from across the room.

      “Okay. How about I bring you up to date with what’s been happening?”

      Charlie nodded. The last few weeks had been a roller coaster starting when I woke up in Charlie’s room, and learning that my body and my spirit were no longer connected. “You already know that my spirit is hanging around like a bad smell.” I scowled.

      His smile momentarily pushed his away his pain. “You’re nothing like a bad smell. Those I try to get rid of. I kind of like having you around. Those blonde curls and super sexy pj’s make me smile.”

      I moved towards him wanting to plump his pillow and make him comfortable, despite the fact that I had no physical body to do the job. Charlie and I had only known each other a few short weeks, and so far the only way he’d met me in the flesh was standing alongside my hospital bed. But as my hand missed the pillow and grazed his temple his heat blasted my soul and surprise flashed in his eyes. It happened whenever we connected and despite it no longer shocking me, I didn’t think it was something I would ever get used to.

      Charlie’s smoke grey eyes moved to mine, and I was sure the heart monitor connected to my body in ward 4 B was now going a little crazy.

      I gulped, remembering that I was actually still engaged and until I woke from my coma and ended that relationship, then my growing feelings for Charlie were wrong.

      His dark brow creased displaying a bevy of adorable creases beneath his golden blonde hair. He hadn’t shaved in a day or so and his whiskers now covered his strong jaw, upping his masculinity and sex appeal into the stratosphere. His full lips parted, and my imagination went into overdrive.

      I sighed, stepped back and dropped back onto the chair that sat alongside his bed completely fed up with this whole spirit thing.

      “Fill me in with everything that has happened since I heroically saved your life getting myself shot in the process.” He grinned and relaxed his head into the pillow.

      The events of the last few days had continuously played on a loop in my mind as guilt pushed all my festive spirit aside. “Well you were taken into surgery to remove the bullet which thankfully only grazed a rib. Once your mom recovered from the shock, she agreed that I could stay and keep an eye on you, so that she could go home and get some much-needed sleep.”

      “I know that bit.” He grinned again and the hollowness in my soul the situation had caused started to fade. “I want to know what happened with Mrs Baker.”

      Mrs Baker had been my neighbor. She was kind, caring and the faux grandmother I lacked in my life. When her spirit was recently found in the ER screaming blue murder, she’d found me.

      Swallowing back my tears, I said, “She’s literally screaming that someone murdered her.”

      I attempted to bite my fingernail, but as my physical body slept somewhere else, it was like biting the fog.

      “You sound like you don’t believe her.”

      “I don’t know what to believe anymore, but I do know she watches too many cop shows. She always had a vivid imagination. Living one floor below me, I heard every episode of NYPD Blue. Repeatedly.” Visions of Mrs Baker retelling me what happened in every episode sat forefront in my memory. I grinned despite the sadness her death had caused weighing me down.

      “So you don’t believe her.”

      I considered what I knew so far. “I don’t have enough facts to decide either way.”

      “Then maybe you need to track her down and find them out.”

      “No.” As much as her death sat heavily on me, I knew Charlie needed me more. “I need to stay with you and make sure that you’re okay. You got shot trying to protect me, remember?”

      It was a fact that I knew I would never forget. Charlie had thrown himself between my sleeping self and a bullet, and the sight of his blood oozing across the hospital floor had caused a fear in me that I never knew was possible. It was something that would haunt me for eternity.

      “You don’t owe me anything,” he said quietly, as if reading my mind.

      “But I would be dead if it weren’t for you. Any chance I have at waking up would be gone.”

      “Yeah, but you’d get to spend eternity with Frank and Elsie, and you may have figured out how to walk through walls.”

      Walking through walls was a skill a spirit stuck between two worlds apparently lacked. He laughed, breaking the heaviness that sat between us.

      “As fantastic as that sounds, I’d rather wake up and get on with my life.”

      “You will when you’re ready.”

      “I’m tired of hearing that!” I stood and paced the room. “I’m ready now. So why won’t I wake up?”

      “Because your brain hasn’t had a chance to fully recover yet.”

      I didn’t add that the shock of what had happened, along with the revelations about my abilities had left me in a spin.

      I closed my eyes as recent memories played through my mind. For a while I hadn’t been able to remember the attack that led to my coma, but

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        
      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Books By Beth Prentice
      


      		
        Prologue
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        That’s the Spirit ~ Book 3. Out now!
      


      		
        More Books
      


      		
        About the Author
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Books By Beth Prentice


      		Beginning


      		About the Author


    


  



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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/heading-gradient-rule-screen.png






OEBPS/images/the-hollyday-spirit-bk-2-ecover-3may25.jpg





