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Blurb:

Jillian is planning her first big Halloween party and hopes the weather holds out.

Well, the weather does...but after lJillian, in her witch's outfit playfully chants the
following from a prop witch's spell book:
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Not many but a few

To meet your history
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Ghosts will abound

Trekking all around

For you will now travel
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everyone is in for the surprise of their life. Her backyard is gone. In its place
greenery filled with tall trees, a variety of bushes, and...DINOSAURS?

Excerpt:

Jillian opened the bedroom window, poked her head outside, and peered at the
sky. The sun warmed her face.

Clear, clear, clear. Better stay like this until my Halloween party.

October brought cooler temperatures, rumbling thunder, and dark gray clouds,
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shut her window but not before one last glance up.

Jillian walked around the white-bleached canopy bed, her bare feet sinking into
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A smile flittered across her lips before turning into a pout. Only thing needed is a
new robe she thought, poking her fingers through torn slits on the right sleeve.
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She pulled on a pair of socks and dashed out the door.
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Jillian jumped the last couple of stairs, landing right in front of her lanky friend.
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her hips waiting for a response.
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Daisy appeared out of nowhere, barking loudly, and startling the girls. She jumped
from one to the other, sniffed, and pawed the girls for their attention.

~
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scooping her in her arms.
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when the pup licked her hand like a Popsicle.
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through her back pocket taking out a scrunchie. She tied her long hair in a
ponytail.
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asked.
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The pup rolled over, exposing her pink belly. Barbara laughed, petting her softly.
Within seconds, Daisy scurried across the hallway straight into the kitchen. The
scent of cinnamon with a hint of honey tickled the air around them.
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Nodding, Barbara followed lJillian through the country-style kitchen. Copper pots
hung over the wood beam ceiling. Along the wall beside the patio doors, wooden
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Mrs. Waylan.

Jillian ran from the room, and within seconds, she returned sporting running
shoes.
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The girls giggled and scooted out the backdoor.

A huge black tent covered half the yard on the right side. Gaming booths in
different sizes were set up on the other side.
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bouncing with every head turn.
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Suddenly, a bright flash lit the inside of the tent. A wind moaned and breezed past
them, shaking the big Maple tree branches.

a h K Y 2nHushedWidide thé\tént followed by Barbara. Catching her breath,
she turned on the light, and inched forward, inspecting all around. Everything



appeared in perfect working order. When her jangled nerves relaxed, she let out a
deep sigh.
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As she was about to leave, Jillian noticed something at the far end of the tent. She
walked to the front of a stand with an old and tattered black book resting on it.
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The girls left the tent and headed back inside the house.
The wind picked up once again.
The branches swayed.
And a glowing orange halo slithered inside the tent.
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR:

Lea Schizas considers herself one lucky gal to have come across many
extraordinary cyber pals over the course of her career. It's to these writers she
owes her career and enthusiasm indebted to because they keep her on her toes.



She is the founder of the award-winning ezine Apollo's Lyre, co-founder of the
very FREE and award-winning Muse Online Writers Conference held each year
during October, founder of the award-winning MuseltUp Community, and
publisher of MuseltUp and MuseltHot Publishing. She bit her nails like every
writer when she submitted her tween manuscript to the editorial department
using a pseudonym to make sure the editors had no clue who the writer was.
When the votes and assessments came in with an acceptance she finally stopped
biting her nails.

She lives in Montreal with her husband, five children, two dogs, and numerous
fish.
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Land of the Midnight Sun. The Aurora Borealis. Valley of Ten Thousand Smokes.
Dog sleds. Mount Denali. 60 degrees below zero. Moose. Grizzly bears. Salmon.
Gold nuggets. Blueberries. Bunny boots and duct tape.

¢2 Y2aild LIS2LI ST GKS & 2aMil, mistedobs &arid ot S P2 | S
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wilderness, she eagerly anticipates her first sojourn at the Borealis Academy of

Magical Arts. Nothing dampens her enthusiasm; not the creepy bookseller, her
AAAUSNEQ yIF3I3aAy3d 2N 0KS g2NI RQa yl adasa
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draws her into a dark mystery. Can a twelve-year-old witch, together with her
wheelchair-bound cousin and new found friend from Wyoming, uncover the
identity of the evil behind the chilling events?

Fromthewind-4 § SLJG Gdzy RN} (2 GKS FNRIT Sy LISI {a
struggle to protect the school and her fellow students encompasses a journey of
far more breadth than she expected.
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Excerpt:

Fallon heard Eddie laugh just before she heard a loud growl. She paused, one foot

in the stirrup, to see something huge lumbering through the thick trees toward

KSNX» CNIyiGAOFttes &aKS fSILSR 2y {ylI STIE
trees and rushed the final few yards toward her.
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creature anticipated the move. With a wrench of horror, Fallon glimpsed a hairy,

fanged face as it bounded in front of Snaefaxi. She released the reins, trusting her

horse.

Snaefaxi wheeled and sprang away from the creature, Fallon clinging to the
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stench overpowered the evergreen scent. As they neared the top of the rise,

Clhtft2y 1 ySdianteffort Botild f&lSHR looked frantically around her,

seeking anything she might use as a weapon, while Snaefaxi raced ahead.
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hindquarters. Fallon saw the edge ended in a sheer cliff, dropping to the valley

floor. There was no avenue of escape with the creature behind and the cliff in

front. Fallon panicked trying to gather the reins as Snaefaxi pounded toward the

cliff.

She closed her eyes as they sailed off the edge, the creature striking a blow on
{ylISTITEAQaA KAYRIdzZ NGISNBR & GKS K2NBS f
Tansy and Amilia. Poor little Gladys would be so upset. Thomas and Henry, her
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The snow glittered in the moonlight as they trudged through the darkness toward
the castle. Fallon was lost in thought about the beautiful mare that saved her life.

She did not notice anything amiss until Madame Epona grabbed her arm and
KAdaSRIfto{H2MRIav2aYSyiod vdzA SGHE



They stood silently and Fallon heard it. Strange sounds emanated from the
direction of the forest. A cold, clear voice radiated menace, even though the
words were unintelligible in the distance.
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pass without seeing us. If they spot us, | will signal you to run. Run as fast as you

can to the entrance doors. | will be right behind you, but stop for nothing. Get
inside the doors and go straight to the Headmisi NS &aa F2NJ KSf LIPé

Madame Epona silently watched the forest, tucking herself behind a small
02dzf RSNJ GKIFG FdzNYyA&AKSR GKS 2yfte O0O20SNW
cheek as she flattened herself on the frozen ground.

A guttural voice spoke andthe O2 f R @2 A0S NB&aLR2YRSR® a2 KS
Rolling her eyes to peek toward the forest without lifting her head, Fallon saw

several of the creatures like the one that attacked them on the cliffs. A tall, pale

woman wearing a mask and wrapped in white furs accompanied them. The pale

g2YlLy (GdzNYySR (02 GKS FTdzZNNE ONXBI idzNBao a.
dZNBSYy G @2A0S3z GKS 62YFy O2YYlIYRSRSZ avdz
£ SNI GKS OF adf SH¢

Fallon felt a sharp jab in her ribs and heard Madame Epont KA aaX ab26H w

Fallon ran. She ran as if her life depended on it and she suspected that it did. The
deep snow clutched at her feet and tore at the hem of her cloak. Her breath came
in great gasps and she paused to grab her cloak, lifting it up to free her feet. She
risked a glance behind her and saw two of the creatures loping after her. Madame
Epona stood, arms uplifted, facing the pale woman. Fallon saw a jet of white light
strike Madame Epona and she realized that the pause to watch had wasted too
much time. The creatures gained on her.

She ran toward the castle. How could she hope to outrun those things? She knew
how fast they ran. The creature on the cliff had nearly caught her and she had
been riding Snaefaxi that day.

From 300 yards, she squinted at someone moving near the front entrance to the

castle.t £ S aS> LJ SI A4S Gdz2NY | NRdzyR® /I yQl &2
She moaned as a sliver of light gleamed through a crack in the door and the

unknown person slipped inside the castle.



Cl t fp&eflslowkd as she struggled for breath. She heard the sound of the
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snagged on a rock hidden beneath the snow and she fell.
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR:

Born in Missouri, Debra K. Dunlap became an Alaskan resident at the age of nine

months when her parents traveled north on the Alcan & settled on a wilderness

homestead. She holds a B.S. in Physics and a second B.S. in Paralegal Studies, both

degrees earned while raising her five beloved children. Currently residing in a

small Wyoming town, she spends her days working in the legal field and her

nights writing (and playing computer games!). In her first YA novel, she weaves

together her education, love of Alaskal Y R SELISNA Sy OS & | [/ KA
create a hidden world of magic in the far north.

Follow Debra on her blog

Follow Debra on Manic Readers
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Blurb:

Out of work paranormal investigator Ken Parker arrives in Groverton. He meets
and falls in love with cute red-headed Jinny Talbot. He gradually realizes that
there is magic in the town, good witches and evil warlocks, and sees a war
looming between the two. He discovers that his girlfriend Jinny is a witch, and
more surprisingly, that he himself is too. As battle with the warlocks draws nears,
Ken joins with Jinny and the witch covens to fight the warlocks and the Ghost of
Mordecai Grover.

Excerpt:
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terrible things. | thought if you knew nothing of it you would be safe. | could sense
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witches are female, male witches are very rare. Right now there is only one male
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR:

James Hartley is a former computer programmer. Originally from northern New
Jersey, he now lives in sunny central Florida. He has published a fantasy novel,
"Teen Angel," and stories in lllusion's Transmitter, Written Word Online,
Clonepod, Every Day Fiction, Lorelei Signal, Beyond Centauri, Raygun Revival, and
the "Desolate Places", "Strange Mysteries", "Book of Exodi" and "Christmas in

Outer Space" anthologies.

He is currently working on a new novel. He is a member of IWOFA and the

Dark Fiction Guild.

You can reach James at: http://teenangel.netfirms.com BLOG
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Blurb:

A party at a day camp; a blind date on Valentine's Day. Can you say loser?, Jess
thinks. But this is no ordinary party. The Killer Valentine Ball has more thrills than
Jess ever expected--or will ever forget.

Excerpt:

As they walked into the shadows, Jess noticed that things weren't quite as they
appeared. Sections of the room lightened for a moment before being cast again in
deep shadow. What Jess thought she saw in that split second made her heart
race. On the dance floor, the same three couples stood, clasped to each other.
Jess stared. She swore they never moved.

The music played quietly in the background. When the shadows brightened, Jess
caught a quick glimpse of one of the couples. The young man's mouth gaped
open. His partner's gown glistened with streams of dark ribbons. The light flashed
again and Jess gasped. Those weren't ribbons! The girl's dress shone with dark
glimmers. Likelike blood she thought. No, it can't be!She looked back at Dylan,
who shook his head and urged her on.

"Light tricks," he whispered. "It's not real. It's Halloween stuff, like the movie.
Don't worry."
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR:

Christine Verstraete's short stories have appeared in a number of anthologies
including Timeshares and Steampunked, DAW Books, and is author of a children's
mystery, Searching for a Starry Night, coming in Kindle.
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Blurb:

Someone had tainted the sugar at the newly opened Café Caffé coffeehouse in
the village of Eastport. A dozen locals got seriously ill and one died. Nora Huggins-
mother, wife, mystery buff and want-to-be sleuth-O2 dzf Ry Qi K St LJ 6 dzi
involved. Her delving into the crime led her to believe that it had been a nasty
82dzi KFdzf LINI y{1 P ¢g2 2F GKS GAffl3asSqQa 2f
were among those who fell victim to the tainted sugar. However, when Winnie
suddenly died, surviving Ginnie chose not to hold the coffeehouse responsible.
SOFdzaS 2F GKS aAff SN aArAadSNRa NBLIzil G A
suspicious and probed deeper into their affairs ultimately discovering that Winnie
may have in fact been murdered. Proving it became a delicate matter for Nora
and the local police chief.

Excerpt
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Bert Cambell this morning, and he told me it was some sort of food poisoning.
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gastric attacks seem like more than a coincideslee thought, or is reading too
many detective novels affectimge?

That afternoon Nora visited her friend Jean Steward.
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Nora went on to tell her of the other food poisonings that had occurred around
the same time.
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with grape jelly. An-n-nd, for lunch that day | had, let me think. Yes, it was a tuna
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G , 2 dzUrtnigto sduiad-like an Agatha Christy character, Nora. That's all | had at
home. Later that afternoon, | had a cup of coffee and a Danish at the Café Caffé,

that new coffeehouse on Harbor Street. It's a great place, all sorts of fancy coffees
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and one of the owners occasionally plays golf with Robert. Is that all you recall
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really wasn't anything serious, although I've never been sicker, and the
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Boy, was that an ordeal. How can | help you, Mrs. Huggins? Anything to do with
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that day.

Much to her surprise, he, too, had had coffee and at the new Café Caffé the day
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problems. It may only be a coincidence at this point, but | do plan to check with
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ABOUT THE AUTHOR

John Russo has had several short stories published and has been nominated for a

Pushcart Prize Award, a Derringer and was runner-up in Writers Digest Short

Shorts Contest in 2003. Two of his short stories have appeared in Level Best Books

anthologies in 2005 and 2006. His debut novel, The Bennie Arnoldo File, was

published in 2003. His second, Indian Givers, was published in 2005 and The
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being released in February, 2010. He is a member of Mystery Writers of America,

The International Association of Crime Writers and Sisters in Crime.
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Blurb:

Dancing Cat angers her Ancestor, whose harsh punishment teaches her that true
strength comes from the spirit within.

Cursed, abused, and desperate to know her future, Dancing Cat sneaks a glimpse
insidehertNA 6 SQa { I ONBR . dzy Rt S | LJ2 ¢ SNJF dz
future, she sees her most powerful ancestor, Small Tree and incurs her wrath.

Small Tree strips Dancing Cat of everything T her home, her identity, even her

gender ¢ and drops her in the middle of enemy lands.

Injured, and in a strange, new body, she is befriended by Bearclaw who is on a
spirit quest. He offers her assistance and asks for nothing in return; a kindness
Dancing Cat had forgotten existed. She struggles to weave a path around the
obstacles of friendship, identity, and longing in order to survive her eventual
return home to face even further punishment.

And she does it while wearing someone else's skin.

Excerpt:
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Cross-legged, Dancing Cat sat pounding the sun-dried Saskatoon berries between
two hand-sized rocks. The stone, her hands, and her buckskin dress all bore the
tell-tale signs of berry duty. Streaks of red dye, impossible to clean, striped her
clothing and tanned skin. She tried pushing her hair off her cheeks, only to have
the sticky residue coating her fingers glue the dark strands in place. The black flies
swarmed and buzzed, ready to feast.

She worked in silence as part of the greater circle of twenty women, who chatted
as they worked. Dancing Cat had no reason to join in. They only spoke to her to
criticize or belittle, never for companionship. The band no longer even called her
by name.

Her attention faded away from her work. She stared past the women to catch a
glimpse of Eagle Eyes, her brother, mounting his horse. He was only six years
older than her and already leading hunting parties, while she sat, docile and
obedient, making powdered berries. His gaze caught hers, full of warning. She
looked away with the heaviness of her situation pressing against her chest.
Dancing Cat pounded her berries harder, trying to crush her own aching
loneliness.
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berries to crush. Shall I remindyouwhyd S Yy SSR (GKSYKE
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lecture many times before and did not want to hear it again.
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Dancing Cat swallowed down the slight. She remained silent against the grunts

and nods of the other women. She dropped her gaze, making snide, internal
O2YYSyida lFo2dzi K2g KSNJ Y2UKSNDa of O1 K
black feathers. It made her feel better, petty though it was.



Some days, she saw herself as Cursed One instead of her name. But today was not
one of those days. Today, she was still the girl who wriggled out of the womb
twenty years before and was joyously named Dancing Cat. Today, she hated her
duty and silence. But she would do both and would not complain. One day, she
would escape into death and be free.

Using a sharp stone, she scraped the mound of berry powder off the buckskin in
front of her into the main pile. She dumped several handfuls of the tiny Saskatoon
berries back on her ragged buckskin to resume pounding. But not before licking
her fingers clean of the tart, feathery residue. No one noticed.
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the other women, who nodded in agreement.
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a buffalo. The herd would move southeast in another moon cycle and so the

entire tribe would move with them before the final move into their winter camp.

Faded memories of riding ahead of the hunt flashed across her mind; images so

foreign that she wondered if they were true anymore.

A chill crept up her spine. The late summer wind had turned cold. She flicked her

gaze back to the hunting party. The rest of the men mounted their horses and

galloped off to the nearby buffalo herd. She sighed, remembering the freedom of
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Dancing Cat hung her head, fingers trembling from the nauseating mix of anger
and fear. She bit back the disrespectful words that boiled inside her. Hawk Sight
was not just her maternal grandmother, but also the band healer and an elder. No
one would dare speak back to her, let alone the band exile.



She looked up at the several generations of women around her. The nodding

heads and smug looks told her that the threat of starvation was real. She pushed
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between the two flat rocks.
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Dancing Cat slumped. Hawk Sight never could let things go.
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And on it went for the afternoon, story after miserable story about women who

starved to death. It would have been bad enough for just her grandmother to

have told the stories. Instead, the others joined in, telling of captured Red Valley,

Cree or Inuit wives who had been left to starve when food stores ran low. All at
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They told the stories to make her work harder, but it had the opposite effect. Her
work slowed. She could not stand up for herself against an entire band, but she
could refuse to obey the people who threatened to kill her. If they wanted her to
die, then they could starve, too.
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