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Ancient Debts. Spectral Vengeance. A City Built on Blood.

Welcome to Shadows of Vengeance: The Witch Queen's Return.

Three centuries ago, twenty-three women were executed in Daybridge's infamous witch trials. Their
screams echoed through time. Their rage never died.

Now their descendants are vanishing—one by one—sacrificed in a resurrection ritual that will
shatter the boundary between the living and the dead.

Detective Ethan Reeves and Alice Chen have less than two weeks to stop a vengeful Witch Queen
before Halloween arrives and the final seal breaks.

The past refuses to stay buried. The witches want their justice. And Daybridge will burn unless
Ethan can solve a mystery that began in 1692.

Turn the page. The shadows are waiting.
— Rae Stonehouse - Author

THE ETHAN REEVES WEREWOLF DETECTIVE SERIES

Detective Ethan Reeves hides a supernatural secret: he's a werewolf. His heightened senses help
him solve cases others can't—but his dual nature may be his greatest liability.

Visit ethanreeveswerewolfdetective.com or Scan to explore the series.
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Book Three in the Ethan Reeves Werewolf Detective
Series

Prologue: Echoes of Vengeance

The town of Daybridge was a place where time seemed to have stopped, its cobblestone streets
and ancient buildings whispering tales of a history steeped in both grandeur and sorrow. But
beneath the quaint exterior, a darkness lingered -- a legacy of blood and fire that had never truly
been extinguished. Like many New England towns, Daybridge wore its colonial heritage as a
tourist attraction, while carefully concealing the true horrors that had shaped its destiny.

On a night when the moon was hidden behind thick clouds, the air felt heavy with the weight of
forgotten sins. In the heart of Daybridge, the old town square -- once the site of the infamous
Witch Trials of 1692 -- stood eerily silent. At its center loomed a single, gnarled oak tree, its
branches twisted like the fingers of the damned who had met their end there. Few tourists
realized the oak wasn't merely decorative; it grew from soil soaked in the blood of the
condemned, its roots intertwined with bones never properly laid to rest.

The iron benches surrounding the square bore subtle protective sigils disguised as decorative
flourishes, their patterns unchanged since the Shadow Year of 1892. The streetlamps—modern
fixtures designed to mimic gas lighting—contained blessed bulbs that illuminated more than just
physical darkness. Every cobblestone had been laid according to ancient patterns, creating a
ward that had weakened over centuries but never fully failed.

A figure moved silently through the square, its steps echoing the dread-filled marches of those
long-past condemned souls. They paused at the oak, kneeling to brush gnarled fingers against
bark that had seen countless horrors. Here, Mary Blackwood had screamed her innocence until
the flames consumed her, clutching her infant daughter even as the smoke choked them both.
There, Elizabeth Thorne, the midwife who had delivered half the town's children, had cursed her
accusers with her dying breath, promising that their bloodlines would wither like autumn leaves.

The figure's hand trembled with both age and anticipation. For three centuries, this moment had
been awaited—the perfect alignment of stars, the thinning of veils between worlds, the
weakening of barriers established by founders who had built Daybridge not merely as a
settlement but as a seal over something ancient and terrible.

The clock on the courthouse tower—a structure built and rebuilt three times, each iteration
preserving the foundations that contained what slumbered beneath—struck midnight, its bell's
resonance disrupting protective energies that had been reinforced by generations of Daybridge
residents, many unknowingly participating in rituals disguised as historical preservation or civic
pride.



From within the folds of their cloak, they produced the Bloodline Archive, its leather binding
crafted from the skin of the executed, its pages stained with their blood. As it fell open, names
blazed in crimson: Sarah Goodwin, hanged for healing the sick when the town's doctor had
failed; Rebecca Clarke, drowned for speaking to her cats; Hannah Morton, burned for knowing
too much of herbs and moon-lore.

The book was no mere record of deaths but a living covenant between the witches and the land
itself—a document that had been hidden, fragmented, and sought by the Septem Umbrae during
the Shadow Year and the Dark Summer. Its pages contained not just spells but the true history of
Daybridge's founding, the careful balance the coven had maintained between worlds, the
protective measures they had established at key points throughout the town.

The figure began to chant, their voices carrying the weight of centuries. The ground trembled as
spectral forms materialized -- women with proud, defiant faces and eyes burning with
vengeance. Agnes Wheeler, whose prophecies had saved the town from plague, only to be
rewarded with accusations of consorting with devils. Margaret Drake, whose only crime had
been her beauty and her refusal to marry the magistrate's son.

One by one, the twenty-two spirits formed a circle around the oak tree, each bearing the marks of
their execution. They hovered inches above the ground, their ethereal feet never quite touching
the earth they had once walked. Their forms flickered between how they had appeared at the
moment of death and idealized versions of themselves—proud, powerful, terrible in their spectral
beauty.

The cloaked figure rose, revealing herself as Cassandra Blackthorn, the Witch Queen, last
descendant of Salem's most powerful practitioner, who had fled to Daybridge only to be betrayed
by those she trusted. Her eyes gleamed with power as she addressed the gathered spirits.
"Sisters," she called, "too long have we watched our murderers' descendants prosper while our
own bloodlines were cut short. Tonight, we reclaim what was taken."

Her form shifted between corporeal and spectral, neither fully alive nor truly dead—a being
caught between worlds through powerful magic sustained by centuries of hatred. Her skeletal
hands caressed the Bloodline Archive with terrible tenderness, like a mother stroking the face of
a long-lost child.

The spirits swirled around her, each bearing the marks of its execution. Katherine Mills, her neck
still bearing the rope's kiss. The Preston sisters, their flesh forever scorched. Little Alice Gray,
barely thirteen, when they accused her of bewitching the minister's horse.

"For three centuries, Daybridge has forgotten its true purpose," Cassandra continued, her voice
resonating with otherworldly power. "The founders built this town not as a home for the godly,
but as a prison—a seal over the threshold where the barriers between worlds grow thin. We were
its guardians, maintaining the balance, keeping watch over forces they could never comprehend."

The spirits murmured their agreement, their voices blending into a discordant chorus that made
the protective iron benches vibrate with sympathetic resonance. Above them, the modern



security cameras installed by the Daybridge Paranormal Defense Unit flickered and died, their
blessed components overwhelmed by the concentrated spectral energy.

"We shall visit upon them the terror they showed us," Cassandra declared. "Let them feel the
weight of chains, the bite of rope, the lick of flames. Let them know what it means to be hunted,
to be blamed, to be condemned without mercy."

Her words echoed across the square and beyond, traveling through stone and soil to reach
sensitive ears throughout Daybridge. In her apartment across town, Nadia Marsh woke with a
start, Elizabeth's journal falling open beside her bed. At the PDU headquarters, monitoring
equipment registered a massive spike in supernatural energy centered on the town square. In the
Petersons' Victorian home, protective amulets began to glow with warning light.

"Tonight, we begin," Cassandra continued, "with the descendants of those who condemned us.
One by one, they shall be taken—their lives feeding our resurrection, their blood renewing our
covenant with this land. When all twenty-three have been claimed, the seal shall be broken, and
what was imprisoned shall be free."

She turned to the spirit of Abigail Walker, who appeared more substantial than her sisters, a faint
glow emanating from within her translucent form. "You have already claimed your descendant.
Her essence strengthens you even now."

Indeed, Evelyn Walker's disappearance had been the first, triggering the investigation that now
occupied Detective Ethan Reeves and his partner Alice Chen. Neither yet understood the full
scope of what they faced—a vengeful ritual centuries in the making, designed not merely for
retribution but for the complete undoing of Daybridge's protective purpose.

The spirits dispersed into the night, each seeking the bloodlines of their tormentors. They carried
with them three centuries of pain, of rage, of waiting in the dark. Cassandra watched them go, a
cruel smile playing across her lips. In her hand, the Bloodline Archive pulsed with dark energy,
each page a record of debts to be paid in full.

"Let the werewolf detective and his partner chase their tails," she whispered to the darkness. "By
the time they understand what truly happens here, it will be far too late. The boundaries between
worlds grow thinner with each passing day, and when Halloween arrives, the final barrier shall
fall."

She turned toward the courthouse, her spectral form drifting across the square without touching
the protective cobblestones beneath. Her destination was the Necropolis—the ancient cemetery
where the executed witches had been buried in unmarked graves, denied proper rites and
remembrance. There, in chambers hidden beneath the oldest tombs, she had established her
center of power, corrupting the protective wards into channels for vengeance.

The revenge of the witches of Daybridge had begun, and no power in heaven or earth could stop
what was to come. The descendants of the accusers would learn that some sins echo through
centuries, and some vengeance cannot be denied.



Yet unknown to Cassandra, forces were gathering against her. The Paranormal Defense Unit, led
by Captain John Dixon, had already begun coordinating Daybridge's defenses—distributing
protective implements disguised as historical artifacts, establishing watch rotations timed to lunar
cycles, preparing specialized weapons effective against spectral entities. Ethan Reeves and Alice
Chen were piecing together the connections between the disappearances and the witch trials,
drawing closer to understanding the true nature of the threat.

And in her apartment surrounded by research materials, Nadia Marsh was translating her
ancestor Elizabeth's journals, uncovering the truth about Daybridge's founding purpose and the
protective measures that had stopped similar attempts during the Shadow Year of 1892 and the
Dark Summer of 1963. The Chronicler's duty—to observe, record, and remember—provided the
knowledge they would need if they hoped to save their town from what awakened beneath it.

Across Daybridge, protective measures activated as residents sensed the growing darkness—iron
horseshoes over doorways, rowan wood stirrers in coffee shops, silver-threaded curtains in
bedroom windows. The town, which had long disguised its supernatural defenses as historical
preservation or architectural whimsy, was girding itself for battle, as it had done twice before in
living memory and countless times before that.

In the darkness of the Necropolis, Cassandra opened the Bloodline Archive to a page marked
with a ribbon woven from human hair. "The wheel turns again," she whispered to her absent
sisters. "But this time, we shall not fail."

So begins our tale, in fire and shadow, in blood and justice long delayed. The witches of
Daybridge had returned, and their rage would shake the foundations of the world.

Chapter One: Shadows of the Past

The morning mist clung to the streets of Daybridge like a damp, suffocating shroud. Detective
Ethan Reeves navigated the narrow alleyways, his footsteps echoing off the ancient
cobblestones. The city had a pulse, a rhythm that he knew intimately over the years, but today,
something felt different. A chill crawled up his spine, a whispered warning that the shadows held
secrets best left undisturbed.

His wolf senses—sharpened since the transformation beneath Daybridge Bridge two years ago—
detected subtle shifts in the air. The scents of the city carried undercurrents of fear, faint but
unmistakable. Even the usual morning bustle seemed subdued, as if the entire population
subconsciously sensed the growing darkness.

He paused at the corner of Blackthorn and Willow, where the oldest part of Daybridge merged
with its more modern districts. The contrast always struck him as a physical manifestation of his
own dual nature—the human detective and the wolf beneath the surface, two realities coexisting
in uneasy balance. Today, that balance felt particularly precarious.



He arrived at the precinct, the old brick building looming before him like a sentinel of justice.
Inside, the bullpen buzzed with activity, a hive of organized chaos. Ethan made his way to his
desk, where his partner, Alice Chen, was already waiting, a steaming cup of coffee in hand.

"Morning, Ethan," she greeted, her eyes sharp and alert despite the early hour. "We've got a new
case. Another disappearance, same as the others."

Alice pushed a manila folder toward him. In the two years they'd worked together, she'd grown
accustomed to his supernatural nature—skeptical at first, then accepting, and now relying on his
enhanced abilities as much as her own analytical mind. Their partnership had evolved into
something rare: complete trust despite their fundamentally different perspectives on reality.

Ethan frowned, the weight of the unsolved cases heavy on his shoulders. Over the past month, a
string of disappearances had rocked the city, leaving the police department scrambling for
answers. The victims had nothing in common, no discernible pattern to their abductions, but
Ethan couldn't shake the feeling that something sinister was at work.

"Any physical evidence this time?" he asked, though he already knew the answer. The previous
cases had been frustratingly clean—no fingerprints, no DNA, no signs of struggle. Just empty
homes with locked doors and windows, as if the victims had simply evaporated.

"Same as before," Alice confirmed, pushing her long black hair behind her ear in a gesture of
frustration. "Captain Donovan is getting pressure from the mayor's office. Four disappearances in
three weeks have the city on edge."

He took the case file from Alice, flipping through the pages with a growing sense of unease. The
latest victim, a young woman named Evelyn Walker, had vanished from her home during the
night, leaving no trace behind. Like the others.

"I want to see the scene," Ethan said, closing the file. "My... other senses might pick up
something the CSI team missed."

Alice nodded, already reaching for her jacket. "I thought you might say that. Car's waiting
outside."

The drive to Evelyn Walker's apartment was quiet, both detectives lost in their own thoughts.
Daybridge scrolled past the windows—Gothic architecture next to sleek modern buildings,
ancient churches beside trendy cafés. The city was a tapestry of eras, layered atop one another
like geological strata. And beneath it all ran the hidden currents of supernatural energy that had
shaped Daybridge's troubled history.

Evelyn's apartment was in the Riverside District, a recently gentrified area that still retained
traces of its industrial past. The building itself was a converted textile factory, all exposed brick
and iron fixtures.



As they approached the door, Ethan felt it—a subtle wrongness that made his hackles rise. Not
just the absence of the missing woman, but something else. Something ancient.

"You feel something," Alice observed. Not a question.

"There's residual energy here," Ethan confirmed, his nostrils flaring slightly. "Different from the
other scenes. Older. More... deliberate."

Inside, the apartment was pristine and modern, with tasteful furniture and framed art on the
walls. Nothing seemed disturbed—the bed was still made, dishes washed and put away, no signs
of forced entry or struggle.

While Alice spoke with the uniformed officers securing the scene, Ethan let his enhanced senses
take over. He closed his eyes, focusing on the scents and energies that no human could detect.
Beyond the expected smells of perfume, cleaning products, and Evelyn's unique human scent,
there was something else—a bitter, herbal note with undertones of ash and iron.

His eyes snapped open. "Something ritualistic happened here."
Alice dismissed the officers with a nod, waiting until they were alone. "What kind of ritual?"

"I'm not sure yet." Ethan moved methodically through the apartment, following the faint energy
trail. It led him to a small home office, where a sleek laptop sat on a minimalist desk.

As they dug deeper into Evelyn's background, a startling discovery sent a chill down their spines.
Ethan's eyes widened as he read the name on the old, yellow document displayed on her
computer screen. "Alice, look at this. Evelyn is a direct descendant of Abigail Walker, one of the
women executed during the Daybridge Witch Trials."

Alice's brow furrowed. "That can't be a coincidence. Let's check the other victims' family
histories."

"Evelyn was researching her family tree," Ethan said, scrolling through her browser history.
"She'd been accessing historical archives, genealogy sites... She knew about her ancestors."

"You think that's why she was targeted?"

"It's the first real connection we've found between any of the victims," Ethan replied, already
pulling out his phone. "I'll call Nadia, see if she can get us access to the historical society's
records."

Nadia Marsh, the investigative journalist who had become their unofficial consultant on
Daybridge's stranger cases, answered on the second ring. Her expertise in the city's dark history
had proven invaluable in past investigations.



Hours passed as they combed through dusty archives and online genealogical records. With each
new piece of information, the pattern became clearer, and more disturbing. Every single victim
was a descendant of a woman put to death during the infamous trials.

The Daybridge Witch Trials had occurred in 1692, a lesser-known counterpart to the more
famous Salem trials. Twenty-three women had been executed—hanged, pressed, or burned—on
accusations of witchcraft. Historical accounts suggested that, unlike Salem, some of the
Daybridge accused might have actually been practicing witches, members of a secretive coven
that had existed in the area since the first European settlers arrived.

Ethan leaned back in his chair, his mind reeling. "What does this mean? Why target these
specific people now, after all these years?"

"I might have an answer for you, detectives." A familiar voice drifted from the bullpen entrance.
Lila Darkmagic stood there, her black trench coat a stark contrast to the fluorescent lights. "But
you're not going to like it."

Lila's silver rings gleamed on her fingers as she approached, each one set with a different stone.
Ethan had long suspected they were more than mere jewelry—magical focuses, perhaps, though
Lila had never confirmed his theory. Her appearance was as striking as always: platinum blonde
hair in a severe bob, intelligent green eyes that seemed to see through pretense, and the confident
bearing of someone who knew secrets others could only guess at.

Ethan and Alice exchanged a wary glance. Lila had been an enigmatic figure in their past cases,
her knowledge of the arcane both helpful and unsettling. She claimed to be a "practical
occultist," though Ethan suspected her powers went far beyond academic knowledge of the
supernatural.

"What do you know, Lila?" Alice asked, her tone careful but curious. Despite her initial
skepticism about all things supernatural, Alice had come to respect Lila's insights, even if she
didn't fully trust her motives.

Lila stepped closer, her green eyes flickering with an unreadable emotion. "The victims are being
taken for a ritual. An ancient rite of vengeance, to resurrect the spirits of the executed witches."

"Resurrect?" Ethan felt his wolf stir uneasily beneath his human skin. "You mean bring them
back from the dead?"

"Not physically," Lila clarified, her voice dropping to ensure only they could hear. "But their
spiritual essence, their power... yes. The boundary between life and death is thinner in Daybridge
than in most places, especially around Samhain—what you call Halloween. Someone is
exploiting that weakness."

"How do you know this?" Ethan pressed, his instincts on high alert. Lila had always been
secretive about her sources of information, revealing only what she deemed necessary.



Lila hesitated, her gaze distant. "I've seen it before. In another time, another place. The signs are
all there if you know where to look."

"The disappearances will continue," she continued, tracing one ringed finger along the edge of
Ethan's desk. "One descendant for each executed witch. And if the ritual is completed on the
night when the veil is thinnest..."

"Halloween," Alice supplied. "That's less than two weeks away."

"Yes. If all descendants are gathered and the ritual completed, the consequences would be
catastrophic. Not just for Daybridge, but beyond. Some boundaries aren't meant to be broken."

Before they could question her further, Lila turned to leave. "I wish I could stay and help, but I
have my own demons to confront. Just know that the danger is far greater than you realize. The
ghosts of Daybridge's past are stirring, and they hunger for blood."

"Wait," Ethan called after her. "Who's behind this? Do you know?"

Lila paused at the doorway, her expression troubled. "There are rumors in certain circles about a
practitioner who calls himself the Hierophant. He believes the executed witches were part of a
powerful coven whose knowledge was lost during the trials. Knowledge he wants to reclaim,
regardless of the cost."

With those ominous words, she disappeared into the mist-shrouded streets, leaving Ethan and
Alice with more questions than answers. They looked at each other, the weight of their newfound
knowledge heavy in the air.

"We need to find out more about these witch trials," Ethan said, his voice low and determined.
"And we need to do it fast. Before anyone else goes missing."

Alice nodded; her jaw set with resolve. "Agreed. Let's get to work."

She pulled out her notebook, already organizing their next steps. "I'll contact the other precincts,
see if they can put protective details on any known descendants still in the city. You reach out to
your contacts in the supernatural community—someone must know something about this
Hierophant character."

As they dug into the dark history of Daybridge, neither could shake the feeling that they were on
the cusp of something terrifying. The shadows of the past wanted to claim the present, and it
would take all their skills and courage to stop the coming storm.

Outside, the mist thickened as afternoon faded toward evening. In the old cemetery across from
the precinct, a crow landed on an ancient headstone, its beady eyes fixed on the police station. It
cocked its head, as if listening to voices no human could hear, then took flight, disappearing into
the gathering darkness.



Little did they know their greatest ally and darkest mystery had walked out the door, with a
haunted look in her eyes and a world of secrets on her shoulders. Lila Darkmagic moved through
the streets of Daybridge with purpose, her rings occasionally catching the light as she headed
toward the oldest part of the city, where the boundary between worlds grew thinner with each
passing day.

The hunt had begun, and time was running out.
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complexity to urban fantasy. The Ethan Reeves series explores the shadows lurking in
Daybridge—where every case uncovers secrets better left buried.
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Queen's three-hundred-year vendetta. You've met the mysterious Hierophant and discovered that
Evelyn Walker was only the beginning.

But the ritual has already started. Each descendant claimed feeds the resurrection. Each day brings
the spectral coven closer to corporeal form. And when the veil is thinnest on Halloween night,
Cassandra Blackthorn will break the seal that has protected Daybridge since its founding.
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