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Advance Praise for
Touch of Death

“HOLY MEDUSA AND HADES! … Come along for the greatest ride of a lifetime. You will love the mythology retelling and the cast of characters who will become family to Jodi… I am sure this series will be one people will talk about for years to come.”

— Diary Of A Book Addict

“I Hereby Award This Book 5 Wings, but I would gladly award it a thousand times that… It is a MUST read. If you like zombies, necromancers, mythology, gorgeous men and fantastic writing, then you need to add this to your own TBR pile. NOW!”

— Gothic Angel Book Reviews

“I adored this book. Right from the start I found this positively one of the coolest books I’ve ever read…
Touch of Death
is phenomenal and it completely and utterly took my breath away. I am dying to read more and I cannot wait to find out what happens next. Kelly Hashaway is an author to look out for in the future. She is amazing and
Touch of Death
is one book that is not to be missed.”

— K-Books

“
Touch of Death
was everything I expected it to be and so much more. It had a gripping story line, young romance, a fierce heroine, evil villains, and a swoon worthy hero. To put it simply, I really loved this book…
Touch of Death
is deadly addictive and I dare you to put it down.”

— Readers Live A Thousand Lives

“Devastating truths, compelling characters and a brilliantly unique storyline,
Touch of Death
was unlike anything I’ve read before and I enjoyed it so, so much. It’s going to be Hades waiting to read
Stalked by Death…
I rate
Touch of Death
Five out of Five!!!”

— BookSavvy
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Chapter 1

A red light means stop. I learned that long before I got my license, but I kept going through the traffic light anyway. It had been broken for weeks and no one really knew why the light was there to begin with. The only thing on the back road was a cemetery that had gone to hell a long time ago. The caretaker had died a few years ago, and no one had taken over after him. So, I didn’t see any reason to pay attention to the traffic light today, especially since I was late for school. After being homeschooled for most of my life, I still hadn’t gotten used to having to get up early and drive to school five days a week.

I flipped through the radio stations and cringed. Static, news, phone prank. Didn’t anyone play music on the radio anymore? I sighed and hit the power button, deciding silence was better than middle-aged people pretending to be young on the air.

I was reaching for my cell on the passenger seat when a flash of brown caught my attention. I dropped my phone and grabbed the steering wheel as the deer slammed into my car. I screamed and stomped my foot on the brake. The deer flipped over the hood and landed in a heap on the ground by the passenger side of the car.

“Oh, God!” I gripped the steering wheel tighter. I could barely breathe, barely move. “Please, don’t be dead. Please, don’t be dead.”

I’d never hit an animal before. Well, a snake once, but that didn’t count—who likes snakes anyway? I leaned my head back against the seat and closed my eyes. Mom was going to kill me. I’d just gotten this car for my birthday two months ago. Sure, it was used, but it was still expensive, and we didn’t have a lot of money. I released my death grip on the steering wheel and opened my eyes. I had to see how much damage there was. I said a silent prayer that the deer had magically gotten up and pranced away while I’d had my eyes closed.

I pushed the door open and stepped outside. The cold February air swirled around me and made my cheeks tingle. Luckily, it was an unusually mild Pennsylvania winter because I wasn’t exactly wearing a warm coat. Shivers ran up my spine as I saw the huge dent in my hood. Yup, Mom was going to kill me. Streaks of blood stained the car in a strip, like an arrow pointing to the deer’s body. I took another deep breath before convincing myself to see if the poor thing was dead. My stomach lurched when I saw it, lying there with blood on the side of its face. Its mouth hung open, and its legs were bent underneath it. Warm tears trickled down my cheeks. I’d killed it. Why had I reached for my phone? Why hadn’t I been paying more attention to the road?

I bent down next to the deer. Its eyes stared out into nothingness. “I’m so sorry. You poor thing. I never meant to hit you.” Something came over me, and I felt like I had to touch the deer. I reached out and gently patted its head. Two tiny nubs made me wonder if this buck would’ve grown huge antlers if he’d had the time. If he hadn’t met me—or should I say my car? But that only made everything that much more real, and I started to cry all over again, my tears dotting the deer’s back. I heard a car coming down the road, so I wiped my face. Warmth trickled from my right nostril. Brushing it away, I noticed a touch of blood on my hand. Another nosebleed, thanks to my allergies. I wiped the blood on the deer’s back, not knowing what else to do with it, and stood up. That was when I saw the deer move. Glassy brown eyes stared up at me, and the furry chest rose. I stumbled back, not believing what I was seeing. I blinked several times. Was I dreaming? No way could the deer be alive, but, snorting loudly, it sprang to its feet and tore across the street and into the trees.

I stared after it in shock. A black sedan pulled up alongside me. I recognized it right away: Mr. Leeman, my next-door neighbor. “Jodi? Are you okay? Did you have an accident?”

“Yes, I hit a deer. Or a deer hit me. I’m not sure which.” I wasn’t sure of anything right now.

“Where is it?” Mr. Leeman got out of the car and looked around. “That’s one nasty dent in your hood. I doubt the deer got very far before it died.”

I shook my head, hoping to jumble my thoughts until they made sense. “It got up and ran away.” I pointed to the woods. “There.”

He narrowed his eyes at me and walked toward the trees. “I don’t see it.” He turned back to me. “Are you sure you’re okay? Did you hit your head or anything? Were you wearing your seatbelt?”

“I’m fine.” I was still dazed.

“You heading to school?”

School! I had to go. I was already late. “What time is it? I have to get to school.”

“Whoa, calm down. You were in an accident. I think the school will understand if you’re a little late.” He took my arm and helped me back to my car. “Can I call someone for you? Have someone pick you up?”

“I have my cell. I’ll call my mom.” I sat down in the driver’s seat and picked up my phone. Thank goodness for speed dial because I couldn’t even remember my own phone number. Mom answered on the third ring.

“Hello?”

“Mom, it’s me.”

“Did you forget something? I was on my way out the door.”

“No, I hit a deer. My car is… well, it’s pretty banged up. I don’t know if I should drive it.”

“Are you okay? Where are you?” Her voice was frantic.

“Mom, relax. I’m fine. Mr. Leeman’s here. He stopped to see if I needed help. I’m by the old cemetery on Willow Drive.”

“Stay put. I’ll be right there.” She hung up before I could answer. I let my phone drop into my lap.

“Do you want me to wait with you until your mom gets here?” Mr. Leeman asked.

I shook my head. “No, that’s okay. Thanks for stopping, though.”

“No problem. You be careful, okay?”

I gave him a small smile and watched him drive away. I turned toward the woods. How had the deer gotten up and run away? I had been sure it was dead.

Mom got there in a matter of minutes. She pulled me into a hug and squeezed me until I gasped for air. “Sorry, sweetie,” she said, finally releasing me. “I called a tow truck. They’ll take the car home. And I called the office to tell them I’d be late. Are you sure you don’t want to see a doctor?”

“No, I want to go to school. Second semester just started, and Mr. Quimby said this unit on mythology in literature is going to be really tough. Plus, trigonometry is brutal so far. You know how I am with math. I don’t want to get behind already.”

        

        
               
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	22
	...
	34
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Call of the Crown (Book 1) by T.J. Garrett



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Remembering Satan by Lawrence Wright



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        299 Days: The Preparation by Tate, Glen



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Cage's Bend by Carter Coleman



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Fiction River: Moonscapes by Fiction River



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        The Fourth Horseman by Sarah Woodbury



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Why Homer Matters by Adam Nicolson



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Eclipse of the Soul: The Interdimensional Saga, Book 2 by J.L. Hendricks



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Made in Nashville: HarperImpulse Contemporary Romance by Mandy Baggot



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        A Brief History of Life in Victorian Britain by Michael Paterson


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © ThomasStone 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
    