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Ten Tips for Becoming a Better Writer
Ann Gimpel
Read. Read a lot. Not just in the genre you want to write in, but in other genres as well. Learn to recognize
why you like (or don’t like) a particular book. Be able to pick out plot threads, tension, pacing, and character development. If you can’t see them in other people’s writing, you won’t be able to work those
things into your own, either.
Write every day. Even if it’s only a few hundred words. At the beginning, don’t worry about aiming for
whole stories. Write scenes. Learn to work with words on your screen.
Consider writers’ software like Scrivener. I don’t use it, but I know lots of writers who swear by it. I probably shouldn’t admit this, but what I use in lieu of Scrivener-type software is storyboards and three-ring
binders. It’s how I keep my characters and my words and the mythologies in my different books
straight. I think you need something. Otherwise, when you go through a story for first edits, you find
embarrassing things like your characters’ names having changed. Or their hair color.
Find a good critique group. Or at least a couple of critique partners. You need other sets of eyes to go over
your writing and tell you where the plot holes are, or why a particular character doesn’t work. We just
can’t do that for ourselves. Also, your partner, mother, BFF, etc. can’t do that for you, either. It won’t
help you to have someone gush over your work. Even NYT bestselling writers have a phalanx of people
looking over their shoulders, starting with their literary agents.
Get good and familiar with grammar. They don’t teach it in school like they did when I went an embarrassingly long time ago. Do any of the rest of you remember diagramming sentences? Can you list the various parts of speech? Of a sentence? Do you know why we avoid adverbs and only rarely begin sentences with gerunds? If you know all that stuff, great. Some of it still gives me fits, like lie versus lay. I still
have to think that one through. Or farther versus further.
A bit more on #5. Do not rely on Word’s grammar checker. It’s wrong nearly as frequently as it’s correct.
Develop a thick skin. Writing is a skill, much like any other. It takes time and dedication to hone your craft.
I’ve been grateful for every single review I’ve gotten, even the bad ones, because they’ve highlighted
areas I need to focus on.
It takes many elements to create a great story. You need three dimensional character who blaze off the page.
You need a plot with enough interwoven threads to hold a reader’s interest. Tension and pacing move
the plot forward. None of us are born knowing how to do all those things. Characters were always easy
for me. I had to teach myself plotting, pacing, and holding tension.
Learn to proof your work. It’s a skill. Your chances of publication will improve dramatically if your work is
close to error-free.
Don’t give up. If you want something, work for it. We don’t truly appreciate what comes to us too easily.
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Resilient, kickass, and determined, Aislinn's walled herself off
from anything that might make her feel again. Until a wolf
picks her for a bond mate and a Celtic god rises out of legend
to claim her for his own.
Book Description:
Aislinn Lenear lost her anthropologist father high in the Bolivian Andes. Her mother, crazy with grief that
muted her magic, was marched into a radioactive vortex by alien creatures and killed. Three years later,
stripped of every illusion that ever comforted her, twenty-two year old Aislinn is one resilient, kickass woman
with a take no prisoners attitude. In a world turned upside down, where virtually nothing familiar is left, she’s
conscripted to fight the dark gods responsible for her father’s death. Battling the dark on her own terms,
Aislinn walls herself off from anything that might make her feel again.
Fionn MacCumhaill, Celtic god of wisdom, protection, and divination has been laying low since the dark gods
stormed Earth. He and his fellow Celts decided to wait them out. After all, three years is nothing compared
to their long lives. On a clear winter day, Aislinn walks into his life and suddenly all bets are off. Awed by her
courage, he stakes his claim to her and to an Earth he's willing to fight for.
Aislinn’s not so easily convinced. Fionn’s one gorgeous man, but she has a world to save. Emotional entanglements will only get in her way. Letting a wolf into her life was hard. Letting love in may well prove impossible.

Excerpt:
Chapter One
Aislinn pulled her cap down more firmly on her head. Snow stung where it got into her eyes and froze the
exposed parts of her face. Thin, cold air seared her lungs when she made the mistake of breathing too deeply.
She’d taken refuge in a spindly stand of leafless aspens, but they didn’t cut the wind at all. “Where’s Travis?”

she fumed, scanning the unending white of a high altitude plain that used to be part of Colorado. Or maybe
this place had been in eastern Utah. It didn’t really matter much anymore.
Something flickered at the corner of her eye. Almost afraid to look, she swiveled her head to maximize
her peripheral vision. Damn! No, double damn. Half-frozen muscles in her face ached, her jaw tightened.
Bal’ta—a bunch of them—fanned out a couple of hundred yards behind her, closing the distance eerily fast.
One of many atrocities serving the dark gods that had crawled out of the ground that night in Bolivia, they
appeared as shadowy spots against the fading day. Places where edges shimmered and merged into a menacing blackness. If she looked too hard at the center of those dark places, they drew her like a lodestone.
Aislinn tore her gaze away.
Not that the Bal’ta—bad as they were—were responsible for the wholesale destruction of modern life.
No, their masters—the ones who’d brought dark magic to Earth in the first place—held that dubious honor.
Aislinn shook her head sharply, trying to decide what to do. She was supposed to meet Travis here. Those
were her orders. He had something to give her. Typical of the way the Lemurians ran things, no one knew
very much about anything. It was safer that way if you got captured.
She hadn’t meant to cave and work for them, but in the end, she’d had little choice. It was sign on with
the Lemurians—Old Ones—to cultivate her magic and fight the dark, or be marched into the same radioactive vortex that had killed her mother.
Her original plan had been to wait for Travis until an hour past full dark, but the Bal’ta changed all that.
Waiting even one more minute was a gamble she wasn’t willing to risk. Aislinn took a deep breath. Chanting
softly in Gaelic, her mother’s language, she called up the light spell that would wrap her in brilliance and allow her to escape—maybe. It was the best strategy she could deploy on short notice. Light was anathema to
Bal’ta and their ilk. So many of the loathsome creatures were hot on her heels, she didn’t have any other
choice.
She squared her shoulders. All spells drained her. This was one of the worst—a purely Lemurian working translated into Gaelic because human tongues couldn’t handle the Old Ones’ language. She pulled her
attention from her spell for the time it took to glance about. Her heart sped up. Even the few seconds it took
to determine flight was essential had attracted at least ten more of the bastards. They surrounded her now.
Well, almost.
She shouted the word to kindle her spell. Even in Gaelic, with its preponderance of harsh consonants, the
magic felt awkward on her tongue. Heart thudding double time against her ribs, she hoped she’d gotten the
inflection right. Moments passed. Nothing happened. Aislinn tried again. Still nothing. Desperate, she readied
her magic for a fight she was certain she’d lose and summoned the light spell one last time. Flickers formed.
Stuttering into brilliance, they pushed against the Bal’tas’s darkness.
Yesssss. Muting down triumph surging through her—no time for it—she gathered the threads of her
working, draped luminescence about herself, and loped toward the west. Bal’ta scattered, closing behind her.
She noted with satisfaction that they stayed well away from her light. She’d always assumed it burned them
in some way.
Travis was on his own. She couldn’t even warn him that he was walking into a trap. Maybe he already
had. Which would explain why he hadn’t shown up. Worry tugged at her. She ignored it. Anything less than
absolute concentration, and she’d fall prey to his fate—whatever that had been.
Vile hissing sounded behind her. Long-nailed hands reached for her, followed by shrieks when one of
them came into contact with her magic. She sneaked a peek over one shoulder to see how close they truly
were. One problem with all that light was that it illuminated the disgusting things. Between five and six feet
tall, with barrel chests, their bodies were coated in greasy-looking brown hair. Thicker hair hung from their
scalps and grew in clumps from armpits and groins. Ropy muscles bulged under their hairy skin. Orange eyes
gleamed, reflecting her light back at her. Their foreheads sloped backward, giving them a dimwitted look, but
Aislinn wasn’t fooled. They were skilled warriors, worthy adversaries who’d wiped out more than one of her

comrades. They had an insect-like ability to work as a group using telepathic powers. Though she threw her
Mage senses wide open, she was damned if she could tap into their wavelength to disrupt it.
Chest aching, breath coming in short, raspy pants, she ran like she’d never run before. If she let go of anything—her light shield or her speed—they’d be on her, and it would be all over. Dead just past her twentysecond birthday. That thought pushed her legs to pump faster. She gulped air, willing everything to hold together long enough.
Minutes ticked by. Maybe as much as half an hour passed. She was tiring. It was hard to run and maintain
magic. Could she risk teleportation? Sort of a beam me up, Scotty, trick. Nope, she just wasn’t close enough to
her destination yet. Something cold as an ice cave closed around her upper arm. Her flesh stung before feeling
left it. Head snapping to that side, she noted her light cloak had failed in that spot. Frantic to loosen the creature’s grip, she pulled a dirk from her belt and stabbed at the thing holding her. Smoke rose when she dug her
iron knife into it.
The stench of burning flesh stung her nostrils, and the disgusting ape-man drew back, hurling imprecations
at her in its guttural language. Her gaze snaked through the gloom of the fading day as she tried to assess how
many of the enemy chased her. She swallowed hard. There had to be a hundred. Why were they targeting her?
Had they intercepted Travis and his orders? Damn the Lemurians anyway. She’d never wanted to fight for them.
I’ve got to get out of here. Though it went against the grain—mostly because she was pretty certain it
wouldn’t work, and you weren’t supposed to cast magic willy nilly—she pictured her home, mixed magic from
earth and fire, and begged the Old Ones to see her delivered safely. Once she set the spell in motion, there’d be
no going back. If she didn’t end up where she’d planned, she’d be taken to task, maybe even stripped of her
powers, depending on how pissed off the Lemurians were.
Aislinn didn’t have any illusions left. It had been three years since her world crumbled. Two since her
mother died. She’d wasted months railing against God, or the fates, or whoever was responsible for robbing her
of her boyfriend and her parents and her life, goddammit.
Then the Old Ones—Lemurians, she corrected herself—had slapped reason into her, forcing her to see the
magic that kept her alive as a resource, not a curse. In the intervening time, she’d not only come to terms with
that magic, but it had become a part of her. The only part she truly trusted. Without the magic that enhanced her
senses, she’d be dead within hours.
Please… It was a struggle not to clasp her hands together in an almost forgotten gesture of supplication.
Juggling an image of her home while maintaining enough light to hold the Bal’ta at bay, Aislinn waited. Nothing happened. She was supposed to vanish, her molecules transported by proxy to where she wished to go. This
was way more than the normal journey—or jump—spell, though. Because she needed to go much farther.
She poured more energy into the teleportation spell. The light around her flickered. Bal’ta dashed forward,
jaws open, saliva dripping. She smelled the rotten crypt smell of them and cringed. If they got hold of her,
they’d feed off her until she was nothing but an empty husk. Or worse, if one took a shine to her, she’d be raped
in the bargain and forced to carry a mixed breed child. Of course, they’d kill her as soon as the thing was
weaned. Maybe the brat, too, if its magic wasn’t strong enough.
The most powerful of the enemy were actually blends of light and dark magic. When the abominations, six
dark masters, had slithered out of holes between the worlds during a globally synchronized surge linked to the
Harmonic Convergence, the first thing they’d done had been to capture several human women and perform unspeakable experiments on progeny resulting from purloined eggs and alien sperm.
Aislinn sucked in a shaky breath. She did not want to be captured. Suicide was a far better alternative. She
licked at the fake cap in the back of her mouth. It didn’t budge. She shoved a filthy finger behind her front teeth
and used an equally disgusting fingernail to pop the cap. She gripped the tiny capsule. Should she swallow it?
Could she? Sweat beaded and trickled down her forehead, despite the chill afternoon air.

She’d just dropped the pill onto her tongue, trying to gin up enough saliva to make it go down, when the
weightlessness associated with teleportation started in her feet like it always did. Gagging, she spat out the capsule and extended a hand to catch it. She missed. It fell into the dirt. Aislinn knew better than to scrabble for the
poison pill. If she survived, she could get another from the Old Ones. They didn’t care how many humans died,
despite pretending to befriend those with magic.
Her spell was shaky enough as it was. It needed more energy—lots more. Forgetting about the light spell,
Aislinn put everything she had into escape. By the time she knew she was going to make it—apparently the
Bal’ta didn’t know they could take advantage of her vulnerability as she shimmered half in and half out of teleport mode—she was almost too tired to care.
She fell through star-spotted darkness for a long time. It could have been several lifetimes. These teleportation jaunts were different than her simple Point A to Point B jumps. When she’d traveled this way before, she’d
asked how long it took, but the Old Ones never answered. Everyone she’d ever loved was dead—and the Old
Ones lived forever—so she didn’t have a reliable way to measure time. For all she knew, Travis might have
lived through years of teleportation jumps. No one ever talked about anything personal. It was like an unwritten
law. No going back. No one had a past. At least, not one they were willing to talk about.Voices eddied around
her, speaking the Lemurian tongue with its clicks and clacks. She tried to talk with them, but they ignored her.
On shorter, simpler journeys, her body stayed with her. She’d never known how her body caught up to her
when she teletransported and was nothing but spirit. Astral energy suspended between time and space.
A disquieting thump rattled her bones. Bones. I have bones again… That must mean… Barely conscious of
the walls of her home rising around her, Aislinn felt the fibers of her grandmother’s Oriental rug against her
face. She smelled cinnamon and lilac. Relief surged through her. Against hope and reason, the Old Ones had
seen her home. Maybe they cared more than she thought—at least about her. Aislinn tried to pull herself across
the carpet to the corner shrine so she could thank them properly, but her head spun. Darkness took her before
she could do anything else.
****
Not quite sure what woke her, Aislinn opened her eyes. Pale light filtered in through rough cutouts high in
the walls. Daytime. She’d been lucky to find this abandoned silver mine with shafts that ran up to ground level.
It would have drained her to constantly have a mage light burning.
Is it tomorrow? Or one of the days after that? Aislinn’s head pounded. Her mouth tasted like the backside
of a sewer. It was the aftereffect of having thoroughly drained her magic, but she was alive, goddammit. Alive.
Memory flooded her. She’d been within a hairsbreadth of taking her own life. Her stomach clenched, and she
rolled onto her side, racked by dry heaves. Had she swallowed any of the poison by accident?
A bitter laugh made her cracked lips ache. Of course she hadn’t. It didn’t take much cyanide to kill you.
Just biting into the capsule without swallowing would have done it. She struggled to a sitting position. Pain
lanced through her head, but she forced herself to keep her eyes open.
The world stabilized. She lurched to her feet, filled a chipped mug with water that ran perpetually down
one wall of her cave, doubling as faucet and shower, and warmed it with magic. Rummaging through small
metal bins, she dropped mint and anise into the water. Then a dollop of honey, obtained at great personal risk
from a nearby hive. When she looked at the mug, it was empty. Her eyes widened in a face so tired that any
movement was torture, and she wondered if she’d hallucinated making tea. Since she didn’t remember drinking
the mixture, she made another cup for good measure.
Liquid on board, she started feeling halfway human. Or whatever she was these days. As she moved around
her cozy hobbit hole of a home, her gaze stole over beloved books, a few odds and ends of china, and her
grandmother’s rug—all that was left of her old life. By the time she had developed enough magic to transport
both herself and things short distances, most of the items from the ruins of her parents’ home had been either

pilfered by someone else or destroyed by the elements. She’d come by her few other possessions digging
through the rubble of what was left of civilization.
Aislinn sighed heavily. It made her chest hurt, and she wondered if the Bal’ta had injured her before she’d
made good on her escape. She shucked her clothes—tight brown leather pants, a plaid flannel shirt, and a torn
black leather jacket—and took stock of her body. It looked pretty much the same. The long, white scar from
under one breast catty corner to a hipbone was still there. Yeah, right. What could have happened to it? There
might be a few new bruises, but all in all, her lean, tautly muscled form had survived intact. Before the world
had imploded, she’d hated being a shred over six feet tall. Now she blessed her height. Long legs meant she
could run fast.
She wrinkled her nose. A putrid stench had intensified as she removed her ratty leather garments. Realizing it was her, she strode to the waterfall in one corner of her cave and stood under its flow until her teeth
chattered. Only then did she pull magic to warm herself. It seemed a waste to squander power on something
she thought she should be able to tolerate. Besides, despite sleeping, she still hadn’t managed to totally recharge her reserves. That would only happen if she didn’t use any more magic for a while. Aislinn thumbed a
sliver of handmade soap and washed her hair, diverting suds falling down her body to clean the rest of her.
Something threw itself against the wards she kept above ground. She felt it as a vibration deep in her
chest. It happened again. She leapt from the shower and flung her long, red hair over her shoulders so she
could see. Soapy water streamed down her body, but she didn’t want to sacrifice one iota of magic drying herself until she knew who—or what—was out there. Mage power would alert whatever was outside to her presence, so she snaked the tiniest tendril of Seeker magic out, winding it in a circuitous route so no one would be
able to figure out where it came from. Seekers could pinpoint others with magic. That gift was also useful for
sorting out truth, but it wasn’t her main talent, so it was weak.
She gasped. Travis? How could it possibly be him? He didn’t know where she lived. Had her Lemurian
magelord told him?
“Aislinn.” She heard his voice in her mind. “Let us in.”
Us no doubt meant that his bond creature was with him. When Hunter magic was primary, humans had
bond animals. His was a civet with the most beautiful rust, golden, and onyx coat she’d ever seen. Should I?
Indecision rocked her. The reason her cave meant safety was that no one knew about it. No one who would
tell, anyway. She dragged a threadbare wool shift—once it had been green, but there were so many patches, it
was mostly black now—over her head and shook water out of her hair.
A high-pitched screech reverberated in her head. It sounded like something had pissed off the civet.
Travis shouted her name again. He left the mind speech channel open after that. Locked it open so she couldn’t close it off. Edgy, she wondered if he was setting some sort of trap. Aislinn thought she could trust him,
but when it came right down to it, she didn’t trust anyone. Especially not the Old Ones. The only thing that
made working with them tolerable was that she understood their motives. Or imagined she did. She still hadn’t
forgiven them for killing her mother. Poor, sick, muddled Tara.
“Aislinn.” A different voice this time. Metae, her Lemurian magelord. The one who’d made it clear two
years before that, magic or no, they’d kill her if she didn’t come to terms with her power and fight for them.
“Save your comrade. I do not know if I will arrive in time.”
All righty, then. Aislinn wondered if it would be possible. The civet yowled, hissed, and then yowled
again. Travis made heavy, slurping sounds, as if at least one lung had been punctured. Dragging a leather vest
over totally inadequate clothing, Aislinn slipped her feet into cracked, plastic Crocs and took off at a dead run
down a passageway leading upward. The Crocs gave her feet some protections from rocks, but not from cold.
She veered off, trying to pick an exit point that would put her behind the fighting. When she came to one of
the many illusory rocks that blocked every tunnel leading to her home, she peeked around it. No point in being
a sacrifice if she could help it. Travis wasn’t that close of an acquaintance. No one was.

A hand flew to her mouth to stifle sound. Christ! It couldn’t be. But it was. Though she’d only seen him
once, that horrible night in Bolivia when her father had died, the thing standing in broad daylight had to be Perrikus—one of six dark gods holding what was left of Earth captive. Bright auburn hair flowing to his waist fluttered in the morning breeze. Eyes clear as fine emeralds one moment, shifting to another alluring shade the
next, were set in a classically handsome face with sharp cheekbones and a chiseled jawline. His broad shoulders
and chest tapered to narrow hips under a gossamer robe that left almost nothing to the imagination. The dark
gods were sex incarnate, which was interesting, since the Old Ones were anything but. Promises of bottomless
passion had been one of the ways the dark ones seduced Druids and witches and all those other New Age practitioners into weakening the gates between the worlds.
Heat flooded Aislinn’s nether regions. She wished she’d paid better attention when humans who’d actually
run up against the dark gods had told her about it. Something about requiring human warmth to feed themselves, or remain on Earth, or…shit, her usually sharp mind just wasn’t there. She couldn’t focus on anything
except getting laid.
Her groin ached for release. One of her hands sneaked under her clothing before she realized what she was
doing. No! The silent shriek told her body to stand down, damn it. Now was not the time…and Perrikus definitely not the partner. Her body wasn’t listening. The next parts to betray her were her nipples, as they pebbled
into hard points and pressed against the rough wool fabric of her hastily donned shift.
Wrenching her gaze to Travis—and her mind away from sex—she was unutterably grateful he was still on
his feet. Wavering, but standing. The civet, every hair on end, stood next to him, a paw, with claws extended,
raised menacingly.
“You know where the woman is,” Perrikus said, voice like liquid silver.
Aislinn heard compulsion behind the words. Hopefully, so did Travis.
“I followed you here,” the dark mage went on. “I heard you call out to her. So, where is she? Tell me, and
I’ll let you go.”
The civet growled low. Travis spoke a command to silence it.
“I’m right here.” Aislinn stepped into view, glad her voice hadn’t trembled, because her guts sure were.
“Aislinn,” Travis gasped. He lurched in a rough half circle to face her. “I’m so sorry…”
“Can it,” she snapped.
The civet hissed at her, probably since she’d had the temerity to raise her voice to its bonded one.
“Okay.” She leveled her gaze at Perrikus. “You said he could go. Release him—and his animal, too.”
That lyrical voice laughed. “Oh, did I say that? I’d forgotten.”
“Let him go, and I’ll, ah, give you what you want.” Should buy me a couple minutes here. “Just turn off the
damned libido fountain. I can’t think.”
His hypnotic gaze latched onto hers. “Why would I do that, human? You like how it feels. I smell the heat
from between your legs.”
“Bastard. I liked it a whole lot better when I thought you were just a comic book character.” Aislinn wondered how much juice she had. This was one of the gods. Even if she was at her best, she didn’t think she’d be
able to prevail in anything that looked like direct combat. “What do you want with me?” she asked, still trying
to buy time to strategize. It wasn’t easy with what felt like a second heart pounding between her legs. She wanted to lay herself at his feet and just get it over with.
“What do you think?” He smiled. Fine, white teeth gleamed in that perfect jaw. “Children. You have power, human. Real power. And you’ve only now come to our attention.” He walked toward her, nice and slow.
Sauntered. His hips swung with his stride. She saw he was ready under those sheer robes. Unfortunately, so was
she, but she clamped down on her craving.

Aislinn ignored the moisture gushing down her thighs and reached for her magic. Travis limped over,
joining hands with her. The civet wedged itself between them, warm against her lower leg. She felt the boost
immediately. Even the sexual hunger receded a tiny bit. Enough to clear her mind. “On my count of three,”
she sent. “One, two…”
“No. Do just the opposite. He won’t be expecting it. Pull from air and water. I’ll blend fire. Aim for his
dick. It’s a pretty big target just now.”
Power erupted from them. Even the civet seemed to be helping. Since she’d never worked with an animal
before, she wasn’t certain just how the Hunter magic worked. Aislinn concentrated hard to keep the spell’s
aim true. Travis was injured, so she took more of the burden.
Perrikus chanted almost lazily. Maybe he was drunk on his own ability, so egotistical he wouldn’t guard
himself. Her spirits soared as soon as she realized Travis’s gambit had worked. Perrikus was using the counter
spell for air and water. He hadn’t counted on the tenacity fire would give their working. Moments later, a muffled shriek burst from him, and he grappled for his crotch.
“Bitch.” No honey or compulsion in that epithet. He lunged for her.
Aislinn sidestepped him neatly, letting go of Travis. In a half crouch, she trained all her attention on their
adversary. Hands raised, she began a weaving she hoped would unbalance him. Air shimmered at the edges of
her vision.
“I am here, child. Take your comrade to safety. He carries an important message from me.”
“Me—”
“Do not speak my name aloud. Go.”
The shimmery place in the air sidled in front of Perrikus. Fiery edges lapped hungrily at his nearly transparent robes. Not waiting to be told a third time, Aislinn shooed the civet into Travis’s arms, draped an arm
around him, and pulled invisibility about the three of them. The last thing she heard as she guided them toward
the warren of passageways leading to her home was Metae baiting Perrikus.
“I was old before you were hatched. How dare you spread your filth?”
“Wh-Where are we?” Travis’s voice gurgled. It had taken time to help him cover the half mile back to her
cave. The civet made little mewling noises as they walked, sounding worried about its human partner.
“About two hundred feet below whatever’s happening up there.” Aislinn flung a hand upward. “Do you
have Healing magic?” She pushed him through the thick tapestry that served as a door to her home and caught
the civet’s tail between fabric and rock. It hissed at her and then ran to Travis, light on its feet.
He nodded.
“Use it on yourself. It’s not one of my strengths.” Aislinn knew she sounded surly, but couldn’t help herself. She’d never wanted anyone anywhere near her home. And her body, ignited by Perrikus’s execrable magic, screamed for release. Nothing she could do about that so long as she had company. Not much privacy in
the one room she called home.
“Make a power circle around me.”
Grateful for something to do, Aislinn strode around him three times, chanting. She felt Travis pull earth
power from her as he patched the hurt places within himself. Satisfied he had what he needed, she retrieved
her mug, got one for him, and made tea. In addition to goldenseal, she added marigolds to the decoction. Both
were supposed to have healing qualities. By the time she finished brewing the tea, his color had shifted from
gray to decidedly pink. His eyes were back to their normal brown. Moss green was his power color. She wondered if it was sheer coincidence that the civet’s eyes were the same odd shade. She understood her Mage and
Seeker gifts. The other three human magics—Healer, Hunter, and Seer—remained shrouded in mystery.

Aislinn looked hard at Travis when she handed him the tea. Dirty blond dreadlocks hung halfway down his
back. He was well past six feet, but thin to the point of gauntness, his skin stretched over broad shoulders. A
leather belt with additional holes punched in it held baggy denim pants up. Battered leather boots, split along
one side, and an equally worn leather vest over a threadbare green cotton shirt made him look just about as ragtag as she always did. No one ever had new clothes. She just patched what she had until the fabric fell apart.
Then she looted amongst the dead, or possessions they’d left behind, for something else she could use.
“Thanks.” He took the tea and shifted uncomfortably from foot to foot. “You have books.” Surprise burned
in his tone. “How did—?”
“You didn’t see them,” she broke in fiercely, thinking that’s what happened when you had people in your
house. They saw things they weren’t supposed to—like books banned by a Lemurian edict.
“Okay,” he agreed. “I didn’t see a thing.” He hesitated. “Don’t worry. I wouldn’t want to get you in trouble.”
“Did you fix your body?” Aislinn grimaced. Gee, that didn’t sound very friendly. Pretty obvious I’m trying
to change the subject. “Uh, sorry. I’m not used to entertaining.”
He dropped his gaze. “Yeah, I’m better. I’m not used to being anyone’s guest, either.”
“How’d you find me?” she blurted. Not all that polite either, but she really did want to know.
“Metae and Regnol, you know, my Lemurian magelord, told me to give you this yesterday.” Scrabbling
inside his vest, he drew out an alabaster plaque. It was about the size of a domino and contained an encrypted
message. “I tried to make our rendezvous on time, but everywhere I turned, something went wrong.” He paused
long enough to take a breath. “I won’t bore you with the details, but it was past dark when I made it to the coordinates. You weren’t there, but I knew you had been. Traces of your energy remained.” He ground his teeth together. “I also sensed the Bal’ta. Because I feared the worst, I called the Old Ones—”
“What?” she broke in, incredulous. “We’re never supposed to—”
“I know that.” He sounded dismayed. “I was desperate. They’d told me not to bother reporting back in if I
didn’t get the message to you. Anyway, they didn’t even lecture me for insubordination. Metae told me where
to find you. And a whole bunch of other stuff about how she’d wanted to tell you herself, but couldn’t break
away from something or other.”
Aislinn gulped her tea. It was hot and made her mouth hurt, but at least the lust that had been eating at her
like acid, ever since Perrikus had turned those gorgeous eyes on her, receded a bit. Maybe it might, just might,
leave her be. She’d even been wondering about a quickie with Travis—after he’d healed himself, of course.
Heat spread up her neck. She knew she was blushing.
“What?” He stared at her.
The civet had curled itself into a ball at his feet, but it kept its suspicious gaze trained on her.
“Nothing.” She put down her mug and held out a hand for the plaque. “Let’s find out what was so important.”
Nodding silently, he handed it to her before sinking onto one of several big pillows scattered around the
Oriental rug. The cat followed him. “Do you mind?” He pointed at a faded Navaho blanket folded in one corner
of the room.
“Help yourself.”
“Thanks.” He unfolded it and draped it around his shoulders. “Takes a lot of magic to do Healings. I’m
cold.”
With only half her mind on him, Aislinn held the alabaster between her hands. It warmed immediately and
began to glow. She opened herself to it, knowing it would reveal its message, but only to her. The plaques were

like that. The Old Ones keyed them to a single recipient. Death came swiftly to anyone else who tried to tamper with their magic. Metae’s voice filled her mind.
“Child. Your unique combination of Mage and Seeker blood has come to the attention of the other side.
They will stop at nothing to capture and use you. The Council has conferred. You will ready yourself for a
journey to Taltos so we may better prepare you for what lies ahead. Take nothing. Tell no one. Travel to the
gateway. Do not tarry. Once you are there, we will find you. You must arrive within four days.”
“What?” Travis had an odd look on his face, as if he knew he shouldn’t ask, but couldn’t help himself.
She shook her head. Alone. Destined to be alone—always. Sadness filled her. Images of her mother and
father tumbled out of the place she kept them locked away. Memories of what it had felt like to be loved
brought sudden tears to her eyes.
“Come here.” Travis opened his arms. “You don’t have to tell me a thing.”
The civet growled low. Travis spoke sharply to it, and it stood, arched its back, and walked to a spot a few
feet away, where it circled before lying down.
Mortified by how desperately she wanted the comfort of those arms, Aislinn dropped to the floor and
crawled to him, taking care to give his bond animal a wide berth. The blanket must have helped, because when
she fitted her body to his, it was more than warm. The sexual heat she thought she’d moved beyond flared
painfully in her loins. When he cupped her buttocks with his hands and pulled her against him, she wound her
arms around him and held on.
“There,” he crooned, moving a hand to smooth her hair out of her face. “There, now. Let’s take comfort
where we can, eh? There’s precious little to be had.” He laughed, sounding a bit self-conscious, before adding,
“Even I could feel Perrikus’s spell. Got me going, too.”
He closed his lips over hers. She kissed him back, too aroused to be ashamed of her need.
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A Review of the 2013 Michigan-Midwest Witches Ball
Roxanne Rhoads
This was my third year attending the MichiganMidwest Witches Ball and I must say it was by-far the
best. This was the second year the Ball was held at the
Royalty House and this venue is beautiful, elegant and
very appropriate for the event. During the day the Royalty House hosted the bazaar full of witchy wares- everything from art and books to incense and clothing- and
if you needed something extra for your costume they
had plenty of steamed accessories to coordinate with
this year’s theme- Steampunk.
I must admit the costume aspect is one of my favorite
parts of the ball. I adore Halloween and getting dressed
up. But the Ball isn’t where you’ll find silly cartoon
character costumes. No, the Witches Ball is more of an
old fashioned masquerade, elegant with touches of fun
modern elements. It is dress to impress but not in your
average tux and ball gown. Every year has a new theme
that attendees are invited to interpret through their costumes.
The first year I attended it was an Alice and Wonderland theme, there were a lot of top hats and rabbits.
Last year’s theme was “The End of The World As We
Know It” which turned out to be a kind of free for all
costume wise- everyone interpreted their own version
or simply dressed to impress in witchy fun fashions.
This year the Steampunk theme really put everyone
into high gear to create amazing costumes and it really
amped up the festive feeling. The costumes were spectacular and everyone seemed to be having a fabulous
time. Everyone walked around checking out each other’s costumes, gears, gadgets and accessories. It didn’t
take long to discover that the Witch community overflows with creativity.
Good music, good food, and an open bar were included
with each ticket-making the event worry free. The only
cash you need is to tip the bartenders and shuttle drivers.
The Ball coordinates with the local Baymont hotel to
offer discounted hotel rooms which makes the ball
even more fun and a lot safer because a shuttle will

take you back and forth from your hotel to the Royalty
House then back to the hotel. No drinking and driving,
no worrying about driving a long way home at 2amwhich is wonderful for me because it’s over an hour
drive from the ball to my house. The Baymont is clean,
comfortable and a really great value. I would stay there
even without the ball discount.
I think one of the things I love most about the Michigan Midwest Witches Ball is the sense of community.
The whole thing is supported by sponsors who place
ads in the brochure, by vendors who sell at the bazaar
and by local businesses in the witch community that
donate time, money, services, and items for the ball
every year. And to give back the Ball donates partial
proceeds from ticket sales back to several local charities like Pagans in Need. The Ball also has a special
Pagan of the Year Award that is given to an outstanding member of the community. This year it was awarded to Michael Wiggins.
The Ball is geared towards Wiccans and Pagans (and
the other paths and belief systems that can fall under
the overall “Witch” umbrella of religions) but those
who do not follow the Wiccan and Pagan ways can still
enjoy it. It’s open to all and the religious aspects are
very minimal and are not even noticed by those who do
not follow the paths. Everyone is welcome with open
arms – and that means all religions and sexual preferences. I found the atmosphere to be very welcoming of
everyone- including LGBT guests (which I have been
to other events that were not so friendly). I overheard
one woman crying with joy that she loved attending the
ball because she has “never felt so welcome anywhere
before.”
The Michigan Midwest Witches Ball has become a
must attend event for me- and I bring new friends with
me every year. I am looking forward to 2014- Into the
Woods we go.

Seductive Fairies
I found my inspiration for Reflection of the Gods in old folktales about mortal men who fall in love with faery
women. Although the human-Sidhe hybrid character, Aislinn, is my own creation, there are several mythological beings who are renowned for their powers of seduction.
Leanan Sidhe (Ireland)
The Leanan Sidhe is one of the Sidhe, the elite of the faery kingdom. Famous for her great beauty, she is the
muse that inspires artists, poets, and musicians. The creativity she inspires flames quickly, leaving the artist
burned out and hollow. Those visited by the Leanan Sidhe appear to be touched by genius, but die young.
Selkies (Orkney Isles)
When in the water, Selkies appear as seals. At certain times, they come ashore, remove their seal skins, and
become beautiful women who dance naked in the moonlight. Because they need their seal skins in order to return to the sea, they hide these carefully. However, it is not uncommon for a mortal man to acquire one, either
through theft or trickery. The poor Selkie is then bound to marry him and stay with him for as long as he is in
possession of her skin. But his triumph is only temporary, as she invariably finds the skin and returns to her
life among the seals, abandoning her husband and children.
The Lorelei (Germany)
While based on Germanic Nixes – water spirits who care for the souls of the drowned – the Lorelei is a recent
addition to folklore. Her story originates in a poem written by Bentano in 1801, but she catapulted to fame
with the publication of Heinrich Heine’s poem in the 1820’s. The Lorelei lives on a rock in the Rhine River
(not surprisingly, known as Lorelei’s Rock), and sings with her hauntingly beautiful voice. Any sailor who
hears it becomes so mesmerized, he tries to sail toward it, and ends up drowning in the treacherous currents.
Gwragedd Annwn (Wales)
The Gwragedd Annwn are beautiful water spirits known for the preference for mortal males as husbands. They
are said to live in a fabulous city beneath a Welsh lake. Their gardens are filled with luscious fruits, beautiful
flowers, and lovely music. In the old days, one could enter through a doorway in a rock, and all those who
dared were invited to stay as long as they liked, on the condition that nothing be taken out of the garden. Although benign and gentle, it is perhaps best not to seek out the Gwragedd Annwn, for they became disenchanted with mortals when one took a flower from the garden. Upon leaving their realm, the flower disappeared and
the hapless mortal lost consciousness. Ever since, the door has remained close and none have passed through.

Reflection of the Gods who take pity on her lonely state; and the refuge she
takes in being Das’s lover and protector. As Das
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comes to accept the possibility that Aislinn belongs to
a supernatural world, he discovers that the two worlds
are set to collide in a way that may mean the destruction of all humanity.
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Book Description:
Newly divorced Das MacDermott longs for a fresh
start. As he packs up and prepares to move out of the
city, he spots a young woman being held at gunpoint
by three men. Despite being outnumbered and unarmed, Das does his best to intervene. Once liberated,
the victim seems oddly ungrateful, but on an apparent
whim decides to join Das in his new life in rural Ontario. Aislinn, as she is called, returns the favour; with
her encouragement and support, his start-up photography business takes off, and more importantly, Das is
saved from loneliness and self-doubt.
Das, however, is never quite able to fully dismiss the
contrary aspects of Aislinn’s nature, and is strictly
forbidden from asking about Aislinn’s past. All seems
too good to be true, and indeed it is. Aislinn’s unusual
talents and odd Behaviour, unbeknownst to Das,
come from her demigod status. Aislinn is half-Sidhe,
daughter of Fionvarra, Ireland’s fairy king, and a human woman. Sidhe wars have so disrupted the mortal
world that Aislinn has joined with other immortals in
an effort to permanently separate it from Tir N’a Nog,
the fairy realm.
Born in ancient Ireland, Aislinn spends millennia as
the plaything of the cruel and narcissistic gods. The
pain of being neither human nor Sidhe is offset by her
relationship to the Fir Bolg, another race of fair folk
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Book Description:

Charlie Kale knows life isn't easy. But for the first time, this truck driver might have finally found her little
piece of happiness. She's got it all—her big rig, friends, a great mentor, and a man about to join her on the
road.
That is, until the good things in Charlie's life all fall apart, and she finds herself at the mercy of a sexy but
mysterious gunman who claims to be a member of a secret order dedicated to fighting the supernatural monsters that filter over into our world.
She's given a choice—join up or die, and while the gunman might be insane, Charlie’s hell-bent on not dying.

Too bad it looks like that might not be an option.
Short Excerpt:
By three in the morning, I’d already been on the road for hours. My eyes were starting to droop, the
lights of passing cars playing hypnotist in the dark.
Now I remember why I don’t run nights. Running nights was like childbirth—or so I’ve heard—you
suffered through, and then a few trips later, you’d already forgotten how tired you felt, how each mile was a
struggle of will to keep your eyes open.
In driving school, they always told you to never drive tired. They didn’t mention that everybody did it,
or it was impossible not to.
Just one more hour. If I can just get another hour—maybe hour and half—the sun will come up, and
I’ll get a nice boost, and then it’s not too far after that.
I yawned and took another swig of my coffee, trying to suck the lukewarm mixture down in a single
gulp. I grimaced at the candy-bar mixture. I preferred it black, but there were only so many cups of mud a
person could drink before it started to feel like your stomach lining was about to peel off. In my case, that
number was six.
Jeff was the one who had shown me how vital it was to load the mixture with enough cream and sugar
to turn it into slurry. And he still hasn’t answered my text. It wasn’t like him. Maybe he didn’t get it? Should I
send it again?
I made a note to call him when I got the chance, and then I rounded a bend and went blind. The driver
coming from the opposite direction—a jeep, or maybe a lifted truck, I couldn’t tell—had his high beams
misaimed, and they were blasting me straight in the face. Grateful for the low traffic, I stared down at the
white line and tried to keep my truck straight.
And then, the lights started flickering and dancing in the lane. The glow alternately brightened and
dimmed as the car moved, and I realized the driver was swerving. He or she was either drunk or having a
heart attack, and neither one of those was very good.
Like so many other times in my short career, I did the only thing I could do. I eased off the fuel and
prayed to whoever might be up there. Please keep this truck safe.
Finally, the headlights whizzed past me. I had enough time for a quick second of relief as the sudden
darkness made spots dance across my vision—and then I heard it, an awful, thumping groan, and I felt the
truck shudder. I glanced in my mirror and saw the trailer swing. I whipped the steering wheel to correct the
motion, but it had already gone too far. Fifty-three feet of aluminum bucked like a sidewinder crossing the
desert. I steered right, trying to take myself off of the road, but by then, the trailer had started to tip.
If a trailer rolls, the truck goes with it. Jeff had told me that a thousand times. Now I’d get the chance
to find out if it was true.
The trailer turned in slow motion, with a groan I could feel all the way to my bones. Gravity shifted,
and the world swiveled through my dash as the entire cab filled with the sounds of every item I owned falling
at once.

Over the crashes, I heard Diesel’s whine, and there was just enough time for a ping of regret.
I’m sorry, boy. I didn’t know it was going to be this way.
And then the side of my head exploded into a cascade of pain and fire, and everything went dark.
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No Bake Pumpkin Pie
Roxanne Rhoads
For Thanksgiving I make a turkey dinner from scratch including homemade stuffing every
year.
But when it comes to desserts I usually throw a frozen pie in the over. I’m not much a sweets
baker.
I’ve also never been a fan of pumpkin pie.
Then one year my son’s girlfriend made a no bake pumpkin pie with pudding.
Everyone loved it (including me) and it became an instant must have for Thanksgiving and
Christmas.
This year my son and she are no longer together. Which means no pie! The horror. So I caved
and texted her to find out how she made it. Thank goodness it’s super easy.
All you need is vanilla instant pudding, canned pumpkin and a premade graham cracker crust.
Serves: 6 or more
Ingredients
1 6 oz. package instant vanilla pudding mix
1 cup milk
1 16 ounce can pumpkin
1 tsp. ground cinnamon
1 tsp. vanilla extract
1 pre-made graham cracker crust
Cool Whip or other whipped topping
Preparation
Mix pudding, milk, pumpkin, cinnamon and vanilla
together in a large mixing bowl.
Blend well then pour into graham cracker crust.
Chill for at least an hour or two.
Top with Cool Whip and serve.

Santa for the Holidays- Hire Santa for your Mid-Michigan Christmas Events
Santa sightings
Want your kids to catch a glimpse of Santa with a sack full of gifts?
Basic sightings start at $25
Christmas Eve sightings start at $50
Gift Deliveries
Want Santa to deliver a special gift to someone or place presents under your
tree?
Basic delivery charges start at $50, extra charges apply for travel over 25
miles and for Christmas Eve deliveries
Adult Events, Office Parties, Fundraisers
Would like to have Santa as a
special guest at your holiday
office party, fundraiser, or
other adult event?
Santa can mix and mingle with your guests, pose for photos and add a little holiday spirit to your gathering
Prices start at $50 for Santa's jovial presence at your adult event
Children's Parties, Boy/Girl Scout Events, Breakfast with Santa, and all other children's holiday events
Would you like Santa to visit the kids?
Pass out gifts that you provide?
Pose for photos?
Talk to the children and find out what they'd
like for Christmas?
Prices start at $50
These prices do not include travel expenses outside a 25 mile radius, gifts, or photographyyou provide all gifts that Santa is to deliver or pass out at parties and you provide photography services or ask attendees to bring cameras and Santa will pose with anyone who
wishes to have their photo taken with Santa
http://santafortheholidays.blogspot.com
For other pricing and services email magcfire554@aol.com
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Lenny Blue
By Jerry Bolduc

Until her cousin’s life is threatened, that is,
Blood Will Tell
and out of necessity she accepts the help of a
Book One
Meredith Mansfield mysterious young man to protect Cristel. Rolf
is everything that makes Valeriah's pulse
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speed up in spite of herself. Now, with CrisRomance/Urban Fan- tel's life in the balance, is the worst possible
tasy
time for that kind of complication.
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Book Description:
Being a half-blood is inconvenient on a good
day, especially when the half you got from
your mother is werewolf. Valeriah can’t take
wolf form, but the full moon still fills her with
manic energy. Running helps; a tired werewolf is a good werewolf.
Living perennially caught between two worlds
--human and werewolf, magic and non-magic-doesn't leave much room for love. That suits
Valeriah just fine. She's never had any luck
with that anyway.
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In the sequel to
BLOOD WILL TELL, the newlyweds, Rolf
and Valeriah, face a new crisis.

Born half-werewolf, Valeriah's life has never
been simple. Her recent marriage to a dragon
has led to a transformation--Valeriah is now a
dragon, too. But, taking the form and knowing
how to actually be a dragon is not the same
thing. Her life has even more complications
than ever. So many, in fact, that she doesn't recognize the signs of her own pregnancy until
Rolf rushes her to the Hatching Grounds to lay
their eggs.
But then things only get worse, because something's wrong on the Hatching Grounds. The
underground source of heat that sustains the
eggs is slowly dying. Valeriah and Rolf have to
scramble to discover what's gone wrong and
find a way to fix it before their eggs die.
Amazon Barnes and Noble Kobo Smashwords
Chimeria Two Book Bundle
Contains both
Blood Will Tell
and Blood Is Thicker
ASIN: B00FR0AXOG
Barnes and Noble Smashwords Amazon
Excerpt- From Blood Is Thicker, Chapter 1, Scene
2:
Valeriah huffed irritably as she beat her
giant leathery wings to gain altitude for the next
pass. This flight school boot camp was not what
she'd had in mind when Rolf suggested the isolated villa for the remainder of their honeymoon.
The full moon and the manic energy it
brought out in her never did improve her mood
and having indigestion to go with it wasn't helping any. Used to be, she'd run for miles to calm
that madness. Or engage in practice fights. Now
she'd do well to run anywhere without tripping
over her own feet or tail and fighting was out of
the question. She used to be able to take care of
herself, not have to depend on Rolf to catch her
food and take care of her. No doubt he was enjoying it, but she didn't like the feeling at all.
Of course, Rolf was always ready to

help her work off the full-moon energy in other
ways. In human form, that would have been fine
with her. While she'd never say this to Rolf, on
the whole, she found the mating of dragons unsatisfactory--not unpleasant, but far from
breathtaking. He'd been a much more versatile
and exciting lover as a human. Hanging upside
down, wings folded, clutched in Rolf's talons,
while he slowly circled the lake just didn't have
as many thrills. It was like trading the most
spine-tingling rollercoaster at Magic Mountain
for the merry-go-round. You were still moving
but it just wasn't the same. Thank the Goddess
that he was more than twice her size as a dragon
and strong enough to carry her. Otherwise, they
wouldn't have even that. It was going to take
her a while to master flying upside down.
She reached her intended altitude in a
bad mood. Rolf had been drilling her in aerobatic maneuvers for hours and she was sick of it.
Well, let's see what he thought about this. She
folded her wings back for the dive, pulling out
only at the last second into a perfect barrel roll.
Rolf's trumpeting crow of delight echoed back from the surrounding mountains.
"You're ready!"
"Ready for what?" she asked as she
landed in front of him.
"For me to show you how it's really
done. Fly with me."
As soon as they lifted off, Rolf darted in
and grabbed her talons in his own. Well, that
wasn't what she'd thought he'd meant when he
was so excited about her aerobatics, but all
right.
Rolf gestured skyward with his chin.
"We need to go higher."
Maybe this was going to be a little different after all. Any change would be a good
thing. They climbed, talons still joined and
wings beating in unison. Up and up until even
dragon lungs could barely suck enough oxygen
from the thin air. Then they hovered for a moment.
Rolf shifted his grip on her talons to
draw her closer, so close she had to curtail her
wing beats. His much wider wings continued to
beat, nearly encompassing her completely at
each stroke. He pulled her closer until their bodies met. She could feel the heat of him against
the delicate scales of her belly and then, with
one sharp movement, the heat was inside her,

too.
Valeriah pressed against him, wrapping her neck and tail around his to bring him
closer. In spite of the minor inconveniences,
she really did love Rolf. Moments like this
helped to remind her how much. She started to
let her weight fall backwards, but Rolf pulled
her back up.
"Not this time. Fold your wings and
dive," Rolf said.
She did. They plummeted, necks and
tails entwined, wings clasped. Yes! This was
what she had been missing. The rush of freefall sent a tingling sensation surging down the
length of her body. She shivered and that sent
another wave exploding outward from her
center and then back again until she felt she
would break apart if he were to let go of her.
They pulled out only at the last second,
rolling together, which sent altogether new
and delectable sensations through her body.
"Up again?" Rolf asked.
"Up! Yess!" Valeriah answered.
They climbed and plunged again, still
joined. When they pulled out, Valeriah
screamed, "Up!"
Rolf obliged. This time, when they
dove, they were above the deep lake behind
the villa and they did not pull out. They
plunged into the waves, continuing the dive
until their lungs were near to bursting. Only
then did they finally separate, each driving for
the surface and air. They paddled over to the
beach and lay, wing-tip to wing-tip, utterly
spent, wings extended so the afternoon sun
could warm them as they sucked air into their
starved lungs.
"Goddess! I've never gone for three
falls before," Rolf said, gasping.
Valeriah raised her head. Her grin exposed rows of serrated, razor-sharp teeth. "I'll
try for four, if you want."
The rumble of his laughter made wavelike ripples in the sand of the beach. "Mercy! I
fear that would burst even my heart." He
stretched his wing so that he could caress the
edge of hers. "Do you forgive me, now? For
driving you so hard to learn to fly?"
Her laugh sounded more like a purr.
"Oh, I think sso. Yess. Definitely." Just now
she was very glad she'd slowed down enough

to let him catch her last spring.
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Chapter 1
As he did every morning, Yori woke before dawn to
begin his work at the smithy. He rose from his small cot
and pulled back the curtain that separated his tiny living
space from the rest of the shop. He splashed water over
his face and around his neck and ran his fingers through
his sandy blond hair. Carefully, he positioned a worn red
headband at the precise level to cover the pointed tips of
his ears. Life was easier in the village of Enald if its citizens could forget for a moment that his father had been
an elf.
The shop was open-air with a low wall surrounding it,
forcing customers to enter through the area farthest from
the furnace. This design helped to avoid accidents from
careless citizens, children, and animals. For the last few
years, the shop had doubled as Yori’s home. His aunt and
uncle’s cottage was too small to fit everyone comfortably,
and the shop was safer having someone present all night.
The cool fall weather made for pleasant nights, despite
being out of doors. In the winter, he would move his cot
closer to the furnace to stay warm.
Grabbing a leather apron from a hook near the anvil,
he quickly tied it around himself to cover his tattered gray
shirt. He began adding charcoal to the furnace and
squeezed the bellows to fan the flames. His Uncle Ren
always treated him well, but if the furnace was not hot
enough to begin work at dawn, Yori could expect to receive an open-handed smack to the side of his head. To
avoid the embarrassment, he always tended the fire first

and made its maintenance his top priority throughout the
day.
As dawn broke, Yori was still laying out tools for his
uncle’s use in the day’s work. Out of nowhere, he heard a
young girl screaming. Startled by the sound, he dropped
the pliers in his hand, which fell to the ground with a
thud. Realizing the cry had come from his young cousin,
he immediately rushed toward the sound. As he stepped
out of the shop, he saw arrows whizzing in every direction, and panicked villagers were running away. One lone
little girl stood frozen in fear near the well.
Without a thought for his own safety, Yori rushed to
the child and grabbed her in his arms. Just as he lifted her
to run back to the smithy, his left calf was struck by an
arrow. He dropped to his knees, barely setting the girl
back on her feet. She wrapped her arms around his neck
and buried her tear-stained face in his shoulder. Again he
lifted her, ignoring the searing pain in his leg. Turning his
back to the oncoming arrows in an effort to protect the
girl, he limped as quickly as possible back to the safety of
the shop.
Placing the girl behind the anvil, he grabbed the axe
near the wood pile and readied himself for a fight. He
had never been trained in fighting, but he had learned to
defend himself as a child. As an outcast, his world had
been full of bullies, and he had realized that fighting back
felt much better than just accepting a beating. They may
have beaten him worse for his efforts, but at least he had
earned his lumps. He did not know exactly what he was
facing or why his village was being attacked, but he was

ready to defend his young cousin against whoever was
approaching.
As quickly as the attack had begun, it ended. Villagers
once again came out of their homes and began filling the
streets. Yori set down the axe and knelt before the sobbing girl.
“Are you hurt, Meladee?” he asked.
The little girl shook her head. She raised an arm and
pointed to the arrow sticking out of Yori’s leg.
“It looks worse than it feels,” he said, attempting to
ease the girl’s fear. In truth, his leg was throbbing and
still bleeding a considerable amount.
Ren rushed out of his small cottage and ran to the
smithy. “Yori!” he called. “Have you seen Meladee?”
“She’s here,” Yori replied.
The girl remained seated until her mother, who had
run out of the cottage in her nightdress, rushed to her
side. Meladee threw her arms around her mother and
continued to weep.
“Yori’s hurt,” she managed to say through her sobs.
Ren knelt down to have a closer look at the arrow
sticking out of Yori’s leg. “This is going to hurt,” he said,
his dark eyes sympathetic. “You might want to bite down
on the corner of your apron.”
Yori, confused by the comment, looked down at his
uncle just in time to see him grab hold of the arrow. In
an instant, he yanked the shaft and pulled the arrow free.
Yori screamed in pain and fell to his knees, grabbing at
his injured calf.
“I told you to bite down on the leather, didn’t I?” Ren
said with a smile. “You’ll be alright. Let’s clean it and get
a bandage on it.”
As he watched his uncle retrieve an iron rod and place
it in the fire, Yori realized what his uncle had meant by
“clean it”. He was going to cauterize it to stop the bleeding and seal the wound from infection. Yori’s head swam
as his Aunt Trella brought over a bowl of water and
some cloth.
“It will only hurt for a second, and then you will feel
much better,” she said. Gently, she began wiping the
wound with a wet cloth.
Ren approached, a red-hot iron rod in his hand.
“Don’t scream too much or you’ll scare Meladee,” he
said. “Oh, and don’t move around too much or I’ll have

to sit on you.” He offered Yori a small stick of wood to
bite down on, which the young man graciously accepted.
As the hot metal touched the wound, Yori moaned
and grunted in agony. After a few seconds, the procedure
was over. The pain had dulled but persisted. All the
bleeding had stopped, and Ren offered Yori a hand getting back to his feet. Placing weight on the leg was agony,
but he had very little choice. There was work to be done,
and he could not spend the day sitting.
“They were Wild Elves,” Meladee said quietly, her
brown eyes still full of tears.
“You shouldn’t be leaving the house alone,” her
mother chided. “You could have been killed.”
“Did you see them, Meladee?” Yori asked, bending to
her level.
The little girl nodded.
From the design of the arrow, Yori was forced to accept that the little girl must be correct. The speckled
feathers and runed tip of the arrows left no doubt in his
mind that Wild Elves had just attacked their village. This
could only bring trouble for him and his family. The villagers already disliked him for being a half-breed, but
now they might think he was a traitor.
Yori had never known any Wild Elves except his father, but he was killed when Yori was very young. His
mother always spoke fondly of him, even though loving
him made her an outcast among human society. According to her, the elves were not happy about it either. They
refused to allow a human to live among their clan. Therefore, the couple chose to live independently at the edge
of the woods. When she died, her brother took Yori in
and put him to work in the smithy. He was not treated as
a son but as an apprentice. Still, he was grateful to have
someone looking after him in any way.
“This wasn’t the Sycamore Clan,” Ren said, looking at
Yori. “Your father’s clan is too far from here. I would
wager anything it was the Oak Leaf Clan. They’re nothing but trouble.”
Members of the Oak Leaf Clan had been banned
from trading in Enald’s marketplace. On several occasions they had been accused of stealing and causing disturbances. They had gotten the reputation as troublemakers, but none of them were ever given a trial. If a
human accused a Wild Elf of wrongdoing, then the elf

was presumed guilty. King Domren had no use for elves
in his kingdom, and he sanctioned all punishments
against them.
“We may as well get to work,” Ren suggested. “If we
carry on like everything is normal, maybe we’ll be left in
peace.” His voice contained very little hope. Since most
people in town were aware of Yori’s parentage, trouble
was likely to find them.
Meladee squeezed Yori tightly before her mother led
her back to their cottage. The poor child was covered in
black soot from being held tightly against Yori’s dusty
apron. She would protest having a bath and would dislike
having to wear clean clothes. She much preferred her tattered play clothes, which she only wore while she was in
the smithy. She loved her cousin dearly and would rather
spend the day in the hot, dirty shop than anywhere else as
long as Yori was there.
Yori retrieved the pliers he had dropped earlier and
continued to prepare his uncle’s workbench for the day
ahead. He checked on the furnace and decided it was hot
enough for now. “Where should I begin?” he asked.
“Fetch that sword we’ve been working on. We need to
finish up the hilt and get the whole thing together.” He
scratched at his beard as he spoke.
Yori did as he was told. For several weeks, they had
worked together on a sword for one of King Domren’s
lieutenants at the palace. His father was originally from
Enald and had purchased swords made by Ren’s father.
The quality of those swords was superior to the ones being crafted by the palace’s smith, and the man had insisted Ren craft one for him in the tradition of his father.
Yori himself had done half the work and was quite
pleased with the outcome so far.
The sword’s hilt was inlaid with ebony stones which
Yori had shaped and polished meticulously. He offered
the hilt to his uncle, who inspected it closely.
“This is well crafted,” he said. “You’re ready to fit it to
the blade.”
Yori carried the sword to his workbench at the back
of the shop. As soon as he turned his back, one of
Enald’s wealthier citizens appeared in the doorway. He
was dressed in a fine burgundy tunic and wore a large
feather in his hat.

“What does that one know about the attack this
morning?” the man said, pointing at Yori.
Yori turned to face the man, his eyes darting nervously
to his uncle.
“He knows he got an arrow in the leg for rescuing my
daughter,” Ren replied, his tone suggesting he was well
prepared for an argument.
“If he’s been sneaking around with those savages, I’m
going to inform the mayor,” the man threatened. “His
kind are not welcome here. You should have done away
with him when he was a baby.”
Ren grabbed a hammer from his workbench and
walked toward the man. “I suggest you get out of my
shop and leave the boy alone.”
“Boy?” the man scoffed. “I know for a fact he’s at
least seventeen. He’s a man and should be fighting his
own battles by now. A war is coming, and he will betray
this town if he gets the chance.”
“My family is here,” Yori said. “I don’t even know any
elves other than the ones who trade goods here. They
weren’t the ones who attacked us.”
“So you know which clan it was?” the man asked.
“Apparently you do know a thing or two. Perhaps you
should come and speak to the mayor yourself and save
him the trouble of sending the guards.”
“Get out of here before I bury this hammer in your
skull!” Ren’s tone meant business, and his face was serious. He tightened his grip on the hammer.
Seeing that he had truly angered the smith, the man
decided to back down. He turned and strode briskly from
the shop.
“I should have kept my mouth shut,” Yori said, his
pale green eyes focusing on the floor. “I always say the
wrong thing.”
“Don’t worry about it,” Ren replied. “It wouldn’t have
mattered what you said. That asshole came here looking
for a fight, and he nearly got one.”
Yori turned back to his workbench and tried to occupy his mind with his work. He was worried that others in
the village would also come to accuse him, and he hated
the thought of causing trouble for his uncle. For now, he
would simply focus on his work and avoid visiting other
areas of the village.

“You’ll have to sleep at the house tonight,” Ren said.
“I don’t know how safe you’ll be out here. We’ll just
have to make some room.”
Yori nodded and tried to hide the relief he felt. The
last thing he wanted was to be alone at night with a town
full of angry citizens. If the attacks continued, his life
could very well be in danger.
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Mistletoe and Magick
Ruth A. Casie
She would give her last breath for him. He would give up everything to guard her well and love her more.
Excerpt Mistletoe and Magic:
Chapter One
Dead. Maximilian glared at the wilted mistletoe in disbelief. He poked and prodded the plant. It lay there tired

and limp. He had cared for the sacred plant for a year. The Ancestors had trusted him to follow their orders.
Find a wife—a soul mate. How difficult could it be? All he needed to do was visit the eligible women and
choose one. He slammed his fist onto the rough oak table and bellowed his anger to the empty room. Dishes
skidded and crashed to the floor. The lifeless shrub didn’t move. It didn’t change. It sat where he’d put it—
robust and healthy—the night before. Now the crumpled brown leaves and withered white berries silently
screamed his failure.
He could think of no reason why it hadn’t survived. He kept staring at the shriveled plant expecting—no, commanding—it to spring to life. It didn’t. He raked his hand through his hair. Everything he’d
worked and trained for over the years was lost. He closed his eyes and traveled to that quiet place deep in
his mind where he drew his inner strength. One deep breath, then another. His pounding heart took on a
more natural rhythm. The reality of his situation hung on his shoulders like an oxen’s yoke.
“What’s happened? I heard a loud crash.” Doward rushed into the cottage and scanned the debris on
the floor.
Max didn’t trust his voice. He shot the druid councilman a look and pointed to the plant on the table.
He registered Doward’s unreadable expression and let out a quiet snort. Perhaps that was best. He was
grateful his mentor didn’t show his disappointment. Doward, too, had warned him.
“One year.” Max tipped up his chin and struck a congenial tone. “I’ll wager no other Grand Master
was forced to relinquish his position after only one year.” He turned away, not wanting to see his close
friend’s disappointment.
“Well,” said Doward. “There was Elgon in the year sixty.”
Max’s head popped up. He hadn’t expected Doward to respond. The question had been rhetorical.
“You appear to have forgotten your elementary history lessons.” Doward stood shaking an old,
crooked finger at him.
Max’s mouth opened and closed like a beached fish gasping for air. Only Doward had the nerve, the
audacity, to reprimand him. Doward and the Ancestors. He couldn’t forget the Ancestors. They had the ultimate power over him.
“Yes, but the Roman invaders killed Elgon at Anglesey.” Max’s distraction was momentary. He
leaned on the table and looked Doward in the eye. “They did not depose him because he couldn’t find his
soul mate and give her the sacred mistletoe before it died.” He straightened, stepped to the cottage door, and
stared out at the day but didn’t appreciate its sunshine or enjoy the invigorating coolness of the December
morning. He turned to Doward. “It simply proves the council made the wrong choice.”
“Nonsense.” Doward picked up the stray crockery from the floor and set it back on the table. “The
council did not make an error. You, my boy,” he strode over to Max and clapped him soundly on the back,
“were by far the right choice.”
“It isn’t that I haven’t been searching for the woman.” He saw the compassion in Doward’s eyes.
“Surely the Ancestors know I’ve done that.” Even he detected the pleading in his voice and groaned at his
weakness.
“Yes, yes.” Doward waved his hand as if swatting a fly. “Every eligible woman in the village has
gone under your scrutiny.”
“Every eligible woman in the village treated me kindly but none were interested in getting close.”
He rubbed the nape of his neck. “Even when speaking simple pleasantries they avoided looking at me and
stepped away.” He tried to conceal his frustration but his throat tightened and his voice rose the more he
spoke of the women’s reactions.
“Perhaps you should have cast a wider net.” Doward’s tone had turned serious.
Max seethed, having to explain his actions to Doward. “You of all people should know there were
more important things that needed to be done.”
“But I don’t think—”
“Yes, I know,” Max interrupted. “You don’t think the woman is someone I know or is even amongst
the villagers.” He glanced at his teacher and softened his voice. “What was I to do? Go from village to village and give every available maiden the mistletoe and see if it thrived?”

“And now? What now?” asked Doward in a gentle tone.
Max turned from the door and sat next to the warm hearth. He rested his elbows on his knees and held
his head in his hands as if he sought to overcome a night of too much drink. “I don’t know,” he whispered. He
did know that while he found some of the women beautiful and even enticing, none was his soul mate.
“The ritual of Alban Arthan is tomorrow. You are the Grand Master.” Doward stood at Max’s shoulder.
“It’s time for you to travel and meet with the Ancestors in the Otherworld. Only you can carry back their guidance and inspiration for the coming year. And you will have to tell them you haven’t found your mate.”
“I’m aware,” he snapped and regretted his outburst. “Yes,” he softened his tone. “I know what I must
do.” Of course he did. He’d been responsible for the annual ritual for the past five years—four years when he
was a high druid and this past year as the Grand Master. Every year was the same. Except last year, they’d presented him with the sacred mistletoe and charged him with finding his soul mate.
“I will go and gather what we need for our journey,” offered Doward. “We’ve delayed as long as we
can. I’ve asked one of the families who set off yesterday to prepare our campsite. But we must leave today.”
Max lifted his head and flashed the man a weak smile. “Aye, you go on. I have a few more things to
gather. I’ll join you shortly.”
Doward regarded him thoroughly. After a few seconds he squeezed Max’s shoulder. “We will get
through this.” His mentor took his leave.
He glanced again at the shriveled plant. It had the power to heal everything but itself, it seemed. Doward
was right, of course. He would get through this. But would he still be the Grand Master, or reduced to a druid
councilman, a priest, or, worse—exiled? He had delayed in order to search his vast library to prepare himself for
the consequences and realized he would have the distinction of being the only Grand Master to fail when tasked
by the Ancestors. He shuddered inwardly at the idea of failure. It was something he had no practice in.
“Well.” He slapped his hands on his knees and rose. He must see this through. He doused the fire,
grabbed his half-full pack, and filled it with provisions.
He picked up his warding stones. Perhaps the Ancestors would allow him to train his successor. His
chest tightened at the thought. He held the warding stones over the opening of the pouch. But what if the Ancestors had been wrong? He threw the small bundle into his kit and stared at the plant. Somewhere deep inside, a
different answer sought light. He turned the problem over in his mind until the solution finally burst through the
haze. He smiled at its simplicity and truth. He would go to the Otherworld. Give the Ancestors the withered
mistletoe. And tell them he passed their test. There was no soul mate for him.
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Christmas Spirits

Lita Harris
A widow's everlasting love is renewed by the memories of the holiday season.
Excerpt Christmas Spirits:
Chapter One
“What’s this, Grams?”
Emily Chadwick watched Olivia’s tiny feet shuffle across the kitchen floor
as she approached with a small globe nestled in her hands. She stood back
from the stove and brushed a lock of frizzy bang away from her eyes. The
beef stew was nearly ready as meat, carrots, onions, and potatoes simmered, a perfect winter meal. She flicked the back of her hand and Olivia
stepped away from the stove.
“What do you have there?” She pulled out a hand-carved chair from the
kitchen table—always meaning to replace them with something lighter and modern—but she couldn’t bring
herself to rid the house of any furniture Michael had made. She stretched out her arm as her granddaughter
placed the piece of glass into her withered hands.
“Huh.” Emily caught her breath. “Where did you find this?”
“In the attic. I was looking for Cleo. She ran up there when I opened the door to let some cool air
into the hallway upstairs.”
The heat was difficult to control in the house, built in 1850, and the attic door proved more efficient
at controlling the heat than a thermostat.
Emily held the ornament to the light. Snow filled the globe as she twirled it between her fingers.
“Your grandfather made this when we first met.”
“It’s pretty.” Olivia squinted her eyes. “Is that you and Grandpa on the lake?”
Emily nodded. “Yes it is. He was a stickler for detail. He didn’t make much blown glass so this is
very special. He focused mainly on furniture.” She fought back a frown as she glanced at the silent guitar in
the corner next to a chair by the kitchen fireplace.
Olivia stood back, away from the table, and clasped her hands behind her back. “I’m not touching it
ever!”
“You’ll have to at some point because it’ll be yours.” She laughed.
“Nope, give it to Mom.”
Emily knew her granddaughter couldn’t appreciate the sentimental value the ornament possessed,
but she could tell Olivia knew it would be a bad thing if the ornament broke.
“You look sad, Grams.”
She walked over to the sink and opened the window. Dust flitted through the room as the cool outside air merged with the heat from the kitchen fireplace. It was a constant battle to create a comfortable
temperature in the old house. “Sit down, dear.”
She strolled over to the kitchen table and pushed a plate of fudge walnut brownies toward her granddaughter. Olivia poured them each a glass of milk. Emily wrinkled her nose in silent protest but couldn’t
refuse the gesture. It was good for her, no matter how much she hated the taste and smell of milk.
Emily watched Olivia scoff down a brownie quicker than she could say the word. She enjoyed the
time spent alone with her granddaughter. Soon, the day would come when Olivia wouldn’t want to spend
time at her grandmother’s house to help bake Christmas cookies. Emily had seen it happen with her own
daughter and she doubted that Olivia would be any different.
It had been years since she’d made a holiday dinner but every year she insisted on baking. It helped
to keep her mind busy and not miss Michael so much.
“I wish you could have known your grandfather.” She turned the ornament to catch the light. Fake
snow swirled about the skaters on the lake.

“Mom talks about Grandpa a lot. I know she misses him.” Olivia snatched another brownie.
Emily smiled. “I bet she does. All she ever had to do was ask for something and he jumped to help her.”
She picked up a brownie and nibbled the edge of the crusty confection. “That was his way. Always eager to help
someone.” And that’s how he died. She closed her eyes and remembered that day.
Michael just had to go out into the blizzard and pull his buddy out of a ditch. But that’s how he was. No
one anticipated the cable line snapping and knocking him down the hill into a cluster of trees.
She couldn’t be mad even though she missed him. He was doing what had made her fall in love with
him, being generous, kind, and giving. She pushed the memory aside and sighed a deep breath of relief.
“I would have liked to meet him.” Olivia took another brownie from the plate and shoved it into her
mouth. “Tell me about him.”
Emily swept her hand through the air, then pointed about the room. “Your grandfather bought this house
for me and restored it himself right after we got married. He made nearly every piece of wood furniture that fills
the rooms of this old place.”
Emily picked up the ornament and cupped it in her hands. “But it was what he did before our wedding
day that took my breath away and stole my heart forever.” Tears filled her eyes.
“What was that, Grams?” Olivia knelt on the kitchen chair and her ten-year-old face glowed with excitement.
“Well, it all started in the late ’60s…”
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Granting Her Wish
Emma Kaye
She doesn't belong in his time and he doesn't belong back home. Could
they belong to each other?
Excerpt Granting Her Wish:
Chapter One
Danielle Thiessen smiled like an idiot as she held open the door of the
café. The place had been like a second home to her the past few weeks.
Riding the PATH train back and forth to Manhattan for countless job interviews during the day while tending bar each night, she’d needed all the
caffeine she could get.
She breathed in the delicious aroma of freshly brewed coffee and cinnamon rolls that wafted out the door along with a blast of warm air. The
frigid wind of December in Hoboken made quick work of the warmth, but
the cold couldn’t touch her today.

An elderly man in a fedora and thick, horn-rimmed glasses shuffled through the open door. He
tipped his hat in thanks and her grin widened. He probably thought she was a lunatic, but she didn’t care.
Nothing could bring her down. She undid the buttons on her knee-length, cherry-red wool coat. She struggled with the zipper underneath while she waited in line, only managing to yank it free when she arrived at
the front.
“Merry Christmas, Wendy. Small coffee, please.”
“Merry Christmas! How’s the job search going, sweetie?” Wendy plucked a festive red-and-green
paper cup from the stack and filled it with the strong Colombian brew she knew Dani preferred.
“Great.” Dani beamed. “I’m just coming back from my final interview. I got the job! I start right after New Year’s.”
Wendy stretched across the counter to give Dani a quick hug. “That’s wonderful news.” She pulled
back and picked up a plate of sugar cookies decorated like ornaments. “How about a little treat to celebrate?”
Dani shook her head. “No, thanks. Coffee’s fine.” Treats would have to wait until her first paycheck.
Her bank account was running on fumes. She’d have skipped the drink altogether if they would’ve allowed
her to sit there without ordering something. Wendy wouldn’t mind, but her boss? Uh, no.
She passed her money to Wendy and dropped the change into the tip jar. It wasn’t much, but Wendy
needed the help. Dani wasn’t the only one with shaky finances. She and Wendy worked nights together at
the bar and often shared tips on how to make their meager incomes stretch as far as possible. Wendy knew
just how much it pained Dani to be in debt.
Just a few weeks to get through before she could rest easy. She’d scraped enough together to pay
January’s rent since that would be due before her first paycheck hit her account. Utilities would be late, but
she’d worked out a payment plan with the utility company and she’d be only a few days behind.
A knot formed in her stomach just thinking about it. What choice did she have? Thank God those
days were almost behind her.
Dani draped her purse over the back of a chair before pulling out her little notebook to jot down
some figures. She stifled a groan as she sat, her feet aching from her pretty, but not exactly sensible, boots.
She wasn’t looking forward to the walk home.
All she needed was a little break. A few moments to think things through. She wrote down the salary she’d been promised so she could figure out what her checks would look like.
The credit cards would take a while. They’d gotten out of hand once her mom’s medical bills started
streaming in. But if she maintained her current spartan lifestyle a few extra months, she’d get a handle on it
before too long.
She scrutinized her calculations and swore under her breath. She’d forgotten all about taxes. She reworked her numbers. The new figures made her stomach plummet.
Her head dropped into her hands. She was so screwed. At this rate, she wouldn’t be out of debt until
her forties. She shivered from the cold seeping through the glass window at her side.
“Everything okay?”
She swiveled in her chair to locate the source of the voice and found herself face-to-face with the
old man in the fedora. She hadn’t realized they sat so close.
“Sure, I’m fine,” she lied.
His eyes narrowed and lips pursed in a thoughtful expression. He wasn’t buying it. “I understand.
But, you know, sometimes it’s easier to tell your problems to a stranger.”
“Yeah, I suppose.” She grimaced. “Of course, it’s not like I have any friends to talk to anyway. I’m
new in town.”
“I’ve been married almost fifty years. My wife tells me I’m a good listener.”
“Fifty years? Wow. The longest relationship I’ve had was a year.”
His lips quivered but he just watched her, a patient expression on his face, his head tilted slightly to
one side.
The urge to spill all her secrets bubbled up. Her eyes burned with the heat of unshed tears.

She sniffed and dabbed at her nose with a crumpled napkin. The rough paper scratched her upper lip.
She’d given her last tissue to a mother with a crying toddler on the train.
“I was going to have such a great life, you know? Get a great job. Make lots of money. The works. Completely independent, with no one to worry about but myself. Exactly what I wanted.” The lights in her home
would go on when she flipped the switch. No worries. Not like when she was a kid. “So, I packed up my stuff
and moved here from South Jersey. I had it all planned out. New York City was the place to be. So many opportunities. I made sure I saved enough money to tide me over while I landed the perfect job.”
“I take it you haven’t had any luck finding that job?”
She threw her crumpled napkin on the table. “Nope. Got it. I start in a few weeks. Great base pay plus
commission when I pass a certain level of sales.”
The wrinkles in his forehead deepened as he tilted his head to consider her. “Then why the sad face?”
“It’s not enough. Right after I moved, I found out my mom has lung cancer.”
He patted her shoulder. “I’m sorry.” He’d rolled up his sleeves to the elbows despite the chill in the air,
revealing the faded blue tattoo lines of an eagle clutching an American flag on his forearm.
She tucked her shaking hands under her thighs and hunched forward. “Thanks.” She shrugged. “She didn’t even call me. I found out when she ran out of money and couldn’t stand the only places she could afford.
She moved in and now I’m paying for a part-time caregiver and sleeping on my lumpy sofa. It’s all piling up
and in the end, I’m going to be left with a heap of unresolved mommy issues, not enough time to come to terms
with her, and a whole stack of bills I won’t be able to climb out from under for the next twenty years.” She
twisted her head until her neck gave a satisfying crack. It didn’t do much to ease the tension in her shoulders. “I
swore to myself I’d never live like this again, yet here I am.”
“Sounds like you could use a little luck.”
She snorted. “No kidding. But I don’t believe in luck. At least, not today.”
He smiled. “Understandable. I was young once. Didn’t believe in luck much myself, though it has
served me well through my many years.” He winked. “Even let me keep most of my hair, though my grandpa
was balder than a cue ball.” He tossed his hat onto the table while patting his full head of silver-gray hair.
She laughed. Sweet of him to try to cheer me up.
“I’ve even shared my luck with others upon occasion.” He settled back in his chair.
Dani stifled a sigh. She sensed a story coming on. Her grandmother had been full of them and they all
started with the settling back in a chair to get comfy. They usually ended with Dani asleep in her bed. Well, at
least she had an excuse not to return home right away. It would be rude to cut him off.
“I was a soldier. Though not by choice. Dodging the draft didn’t seem right, so when my number came
up, I reported for duty.”
Judging by his choice of words and a quick calculation in her head, she guessed, “Vietnam?”
He sighed. “It was a horrible time. I’m an artist. A sensitive soul, my mother used to say. My father figured the army would toughen me up. He wasn’t wrong.” He fell silent, his gaze fixed somewhere beyond the
window.
She picked at her cup. Did she want to hear the rest of his story? He’d drawn her in, despite herself,
but…
“My tour was finally over. One last mission. It went wrong, of course. Last missions always seemed to
go wrong.”
“I’m sorry,” she whispered.
His eyes glinted with unshed tears. He patted her hand, the feel of his skin warm and paper-thin against
her fingers.
“I was there for a reason and luck saw me through.” He paused. His eyes glazed over as if he no longer
saw the café around him. “We were passing through a little hamlet when Charlie attacked. The villagers scattered, but this little girl just froze. Right in the middle of everything.
“I grabbed her, but we were pinned down. I couldn’t move for fear she’d get hit. I could feel the thud of
the bullets all around us. See the little puffs of dirt fly up as the bullets struck.
“My luck saw me through. Or hers did. I don’t know. But we didn’t get a scratch. It ended in short order,
though it seemed like forever before I handed that child back to her family.
“Her grandma was a witch, I suppose. Grabbed my hand and started mumbling. I couldn’t understand a

word. She picked up one of my bullet casings, a handful of dirt, and shattered glass. She slashed her hand
and squeezed blood onto the whole mess, muttering all the while and refusing to release me. When she finished, she filled a little canvas bag and passed it to me. Her daughter told me it was a bag of luck. That it
would one day grant me what I needed most.”
Dani pressed a hand to her chest and leaned forward. “And did it?”
He shrugged. “I met my wife before I had the chance to use it. I never needed anything else once I
had her.” He scanned the room, stopping at a spot somewhere behind her. A small smile lit his face.
“That’s lovely.” Fifty years and still so deeply in love he couldn’t talk about his wife without smiling.
He dragged a fabric shopping bag across his table, rooted around, and pulled out a small, black velvet bag. He held it in the palm of his hand. “I melted the casing, mixed in the rest and made it into this ornament. Perhaps it has some magic remaining?” He held it out to her. “Why don’t you give it a try?”
She waved him off. “Oh, no. I couldn’t.” She really couldn’t. Knowing what was in it turned her
stomach. She did not want to touch that thing.
He slipped the ties open and tilted the bag. The meager sunlight streaming in through the heavily
fogged window seemed to brighten and splashed off a delicate, heart-shaped ornament.
She gasped in delight. It was stunning. Intricate silver filigree worked through a beautiful mosaic of
red-and-green stained glass. She extended a tentative finger toward it but pulled back. “It’s gorgeous.”
He nudged it toward her. “It’s Christmas. Anything is possible at Christmas. Besides, what could it
hurt?”
She shrugged. “Well, I suppose a little extra money could come in handy.” She reached out, at the
same time noticing the inscription. Always. Wouldn’t that be nice.
Her fingers traced the delicate lines of the ornament. Her heart sped up with longing. Moisture
flooded her mouth and she swallowed. Her vision blurred. She blinked. Red and gold blended and swirled
before her eyes until the swaying colors filled her sight.
“Are you okay, little lady?”
She stumbled to her feet, the old man’s voice an echo in her ears. “Um, yeah. I just…need a little
air.” She staggered to the door, fingers pressed to her pounding temples. She fell out onto the frozen asphalt.
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Letter from St. Nick
Nicole S. Patrick
Excerpt:
Chapter One
“Last call for flight one eighty-nine, nonstop service to Jacksonville, Florida. All
seats boarding.”
Thad Sinclair groaned at the stiffness in his kneecap, the result of sitting too

long. Twenty-four hours ago he’d left Afghanistan, flown to Istanbul, and was at the tail end of a six-hour layover in New York City. God, he was beat. Plus, he was a grubby, ripe mess in his cammies and combat boots. He
grabbed his rucksack, following the other stragglers in line to the Jetway for the last leg of his journey home.
Wherever that was.
The gate agent smiled, thanking him for his service when she took his boarding pass. Many people had
stopped him to say “Thank you” or “Welcome home” since he’d arrived at LaGuardia Airport. It was good to be
back on US soil and see friendly faces instead of watching his back and fighting insurgents at every turn.
He stowed his bag in the overhead compartment, settled in his seat then took a creased and worn sheet of
paper out of his shirt pocket.
Not two weeks ago, Lieutenant Grant had kidded, “Sinclair, here’s a bunch of mail for you. What’d you
hit the jackpot, my man?”
He sighed and shook his head.
Thad unfolded the letter and a sharp sting hit the back of his throat. Aw, hell. He blew out an unsteady
breath as wetness seeped behind his eyes. His gut clenched just thinking about the man who had been more
“Dad” than his own ever was.
Thad, my laddie, if you are reading this letter it means that I’m gone. And it also means
there are some things you need to be apprised of. My good friend and attorney Rupert Green has
all the information for you about my estate.
It’s time, Thad. Stop the globe-trotting and fighting the bad guys, and come back. Plant
some roots, son. I’m just sorry I won’t be here to greet you.
You are the son I never had. I’ve always been very proud of the path you took. To this day
I think your father was a jackass for all the pain he caused you, rest his soul. I hate writing this
sentimental drivel, but I figured your aunt Maeve would’ve wanted me to.
Not many people knew I was sick so don’t go beating yourself up or getting upset over
things. There was nothing you could’ve done. No use in fighting the inevitable. I’m going to join
my Maeve now, and I’m okay and ready for it.
Semper Fidelis,
Uncle Nick.
Thad slid up the window cover to gaze at the planes parked side by side in the terminal.
It’d been more than three years since he’d last seen his uncle. Yes, three years ago at Dad’s debauchery
of a funeral right here in New York. His parents’ decision to leave what remained of their fortune to charity had
turned ugly at the reading of their will. The Sinclairs were not a forgiving bunch. That was a fact. No, the stuffy,
upper-crust, uptown cousins he couldn’t stand looked down their noses at the soldier in the family. He’d given
up years ago making the correction that he was, in fact, a Marine.
None in the Sinclair branch of the family tree had ever pardoned him for being the “disappointment” to
his father, even after the old man passed away.
Uncle Nick and Aunt Maeve were the only family who’d accepted him despite all of his faults, shortcomings, and “unrealistic”—according to dear old Dad—aspirations. Thad never understood how unrealistic it
was to want to serve and protect the country which helped shape the Sinclairs into their successes. Ironically,
Nick had been a black sheep in the Sinclair clan too. Maybe that was why they’d become close before he’d
shipped out to begin his stint in the Corps.
Thad racked his brain to recall any telltale signs in Uncle Nick’s appearance the last time they’d met.
But the strapping giant had embraced him with the same spine-cracking hug, kidding him about making nice
with the rest of the family.
Had Uncle Nick been sick back then? Understandably, he’d been sadder since losing Aunt Maeve, and
not nearly as animated as he normally was during the Sinclair family get-togethers. More like battles. But nothing else had seemed different.
He sniffed and swiped his eyes, sinking against the cool leather of his upgraded first-class seat. Damn!
Why hadn’t he reached out sooner? Why had he chosen to be gone for so long? Perhaps the day--to-day shit
storm of war was what had held him back from at least sending e-mail? What a lame excuse. He could’ve found
the time. The motives for staying away may have been valid at the time, but for some reason he couldn’t recall
any of them.

Now he’d never get to say goodbye. Talk about feeling lower than a junkyard dog. He’d wasted so
much time not keeping in touch with the family who actually cared about him. His parents, for certain, hadn’t given a flying… Stop it, Sinclair. No use thinking about them now.
He clenched his jaw and swallowed hard. Anger waned into the familiar ache of loneliness, as it always did when he thought of his parents. He tamped down the vise of pain surrounding his insides, just as
he’d done eons ago when he was a young Marine.
He scrubbed a hand down his face and placed Uncle Nick’s letter on the vacant seat beside him. He
closed his eyes as a headache crept up the base of his skull.
The thought of going back to active duty after this leave was over made him twitchy. He had to admit, the bum knee was shot, and someday he feared it just might get in the way of his survival. Maybe it
was time to let the younger, gung-ho guys take over. Was he actually considering throwing in the towel?
Focus on the now, Sinclair. Once he arrived in Florida, it would be a quick trip to Jacksonville to get
his truck from his buddy’s garage and retrieve what remained of his scant personal belongings from the
storage unit.
“We’ll be taking off momentarily, folks.” The pilot’s voice cut through the speakers. The announcement, coupled with the engines firing up, jolted Thad out of his musings.
Two weeks ago he wondered about his next destination. Now he knew—Amelia Island, Florida.
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Secret Santa
Julie Rowe
Excerpt Secret Santa:
Chapter One
“I hate Secret Santa,” Kenzie Bowman muttered to herself. She crossed her arms
over her chest and leaned against the wall, as far away from the crowded hospital’s emergency department lunch room table as possible. The table was covered in wrapped boxes
and gift bags. A bevy of nurses rummaged through them looking for their name on a tag,
squeals of glee and laughter filling the remaining space in the room.
Anyone walking by would think it was Black Friday. They’d be lucky if they didn’t end up treating one of their own for a bloody nose.
She used to love Christmas. The decorations, buying just the right gift for a friend, singing carols,
and spending time with the people she loved.
Until last year.
Until her twin brother, Kennon, was killed on Christmas Day.
Now, she just wanted the entire event to be over. She never wanted to see another Christmas tree,
hear another Christmas song, or taste eggnog ever again.
Her friend Amy surfaced from the circling sharks with a gift in each hand. “I found yours, Kenzie,”

she said with Christmas cheer that darn near dripped sugar.
Oh joy.
Amy bounced up to Kenzie and thrust the gift into her hands, then proceeded to rip the paper off her
own.
“Ohh,” she squealed, segueing into a victory dance as she hoisted her booty into the air. “A bottle of
Baileys! Santa loves me, yes he does.” Amy paused mid-dance to lever her laser-sharp gaze at Kenzie. “Your
turn, Ebenezer. Open it.”
“What’s the point? I don’t wear perfume, I don’t like scented candles, and I don’t drink alcohol. We
know the likelihood of one of those three items being in this box is eighty-six-point-three percent.”
“You sound like a computer when you talk that way,” Amy said, enunciating each word individually.
“Better than having your eardrums blown out by indiscriminate screaming.”
Amy’s eyes narrowed to two slits. “Open the box.”
“Have I mentioned how much I hate Secret Santa?”
“The box, Kenzie. Now.”
“Fine.” Kenzie rolled her eyes and picked at the festive paper. “But if this gift sucks it’s going home
with you.”
Amy’s fierce expression slowly turned into a frown. “You don’t just hate Secret Santa, you hate Christmas, don’t you?”
“Do you blame me?” Christmas was supposed to be a time of joy and love, spent with friends and family. All that was impossible for her now. She and Kennon had been all each other had for eight years now. A
heart attack had taken Dad from them. Mom followed him to the grave four months later.
Amy glanced away at the crowd of nurses and doctors for a second, then met Kenzie’s gaze. “I suppose
not. But it’s not healthy for you to brood.” She watched Kenzie’s fingers as they slowly peeled the tape from the
paper. “Come to my place Christmas Day,” Amy said, the words rushing out of her mouth like a five-year-old
who’d had too much candy. “Don’t stay home alone. Please.”
“I won’t be good company.”
“That’s why you should come.”
The last of the tape came off the paper and Kenzie carefully folded it and threw it into the garbage can.
The box in her hand was too small for a bottle of Baileys, so it was down to perfume or candles. She opened the
top, pushed aside the tissue paper, and pulled out a glass ball about the size of her fist.
The glass was plain, no decoration or sparkles. Something hung inside it, tied up in some string. She
turned the ball to see if she could get a better look—
A bullet.
A smashed, wrecked bullet.
Pain seized her diaphragm and brought her breathing to a screeching halt. The agony ricocheted through
her body until even the tips of her hair hurt.
“What’s that?” Amy asked, staring at the ball, confusion furrowing her forehead. “It’s not very festive
looking.”
It could only be one thing.
“The reason why I hate Christmas.” Her voice sounded strangely calm.
“Huh?”
“This isn’t from staff, it’s from my brother’s best military buddy.”
Why? Why would he do this? Give her the one thing guaranteed to rip her heart out while it was only
barely still beating.
“It’s the bullet that killed my brother.” The words came from far, far away. Almost an echo.
Amy’s gaze jerked up to meet her own. “Your brother? But I thought he… Shit,” she breathed out as a
whisper. “How do you know it’s that bullet?”
“Because he tried to give it to me before.”
“He what?”
But Kenzie wasn’t listening anymore. She was drowning in sorrow. It clouded her mind, sight, and hearing, pulling her under into a dark and silent world. Somehow she walked from the lunch room to the waiting
room, but she had no memory of doing it. This must be what teleportation was like. Going from location to lo-

cation without the inconvenience of conventional travel.
People turned as she entered the waiting area, most of them likely hoping she’d call their name.
Except for one.
One man stood slowly, staring at her face, his gaze apologetic. He was tall and fit, with a squared
face that was strong rather than handsome. Every woman in the room turned to stare at him, but he didn’t
seem to notice. His whole focus was on her.
She angled her head back sharply then turned and walked a little ways until she got to a large wheelchair-accessible washroom. She went inside. He followed her in and she shut and locked the door.
Kenzie glared at the man who had been trying to give her a damaged bullet for the past three
months. A man she’d refused to see again after their first disastrous conversation. A man she’d told to go to
hell.
A man she’d once thought she loved.
Gage Remington.
She held out the box to him. “I don’t want this. I never wanted to see it and to find it in a glass ball
pretending to be a Christmas ornament—” For a moment she ran completely out of breath. “Take it.”
He made no effort to accept the box. “Damn it, Kenzie, he wanted you to have it.”
“My brother wanted me to have the bullet that killed him?”
“No. He wanted you to have a reminder of what you have to live for. ‘We’re all just a bullet or a
breath away from oblivion; don’t waste yours’—wasn’t that the phrase you used to say goodbye with?” He
took a step toward her. “He made me swear. It was the last thing he said to me before—”
She thrust a warning finger an inch from his nose. “Don’t say it.” She paced a step or two away,
then back. “I never knew how stupid and childish it was to say the rhyme our grandfather taught us until the
damn bullet showed up.” She shoved the box at him and spun, grabbing for the door handle, but he got there
before she could get the door open.
He took her shoulders into his hands and turned her.
She didn’t want to see him, didn’t want to touch him, didn’t want to face the reality of her life with
her brother—her best friend—no longer in it.
She pounded on Gage’s chest and fought to get herself free.
He simply gathered her up and pulled her into his intractable embrace. Someone was crying deep,
shuddering sobs that sounded like they were coming out of the throat of a tortured person.
That’s when she realized—she was the person crying.
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Musings on the Paranormal Genre
Ann Gimpel
I believe in paranormal phenomena. I actually believe
it’s a prerequisite for anyone writing fiction with paranormal elements.
Let me kick this off by sharing one of my experiences.
About twenty years ago, I was living in Shingletown,
California, a small community a few miles east of Redding. I took a shortcut one morning on back mountain
roads to drive to Burney where I was scheduled to do a
radio broadcast. Coming down Highway 44, the steering wheel of my Volkswagen Rabbit ripped its way to
the stops. My car spun a few times and slammed into a
snow bank leaving me shaken. I looked at the clock:
7:58 A.M. I hadn’t been speeding. The pavement was
bare and dry. I was worried I’d developed a mechanical
problem in the steering mechanism, but when I fired up
the car and drove the rest of the way to my destination,
it didn’t misbehave. I found out later that day a very,
very close friend of mine—basically the brother I never
had—died at exactly 7:56 that morning. I figured Don
was trying to take me with him.
I’ve had other experiences over the years that defy rational explanations. I’ve also had many, many patients
over my long years as a therapist relate fantastic events.
One of the reasons I was drawn to Jungian dream work
is its emphasis on the paranormal. It’s not widely
known, but Jung was a mystic. Before he’d accept a
patient, he insisted they have their astrological chart
done. He’d look at his chart next to theirs (synastry)
and decide whether he could work with them.
Dreams speak to us in symbols. But it goes far deeper
than that. Symbols have archetypal value; they’re also
unique to the dreamer. So, for example, snakes in my
dreams might mean something entirely different than
snakes in yours. This is why “kitchen table” dream
books that list symbols and their meanings are almost
less than useless.

I had a bad climbing fall once. Fortunately, I wasn’t
injured beyond contusions that started with my forehead, extended to a very black eye, and covered one
arm and both legs. It took a couple of months for the
bruising to totally resolve. At one point, I dreamed I
was standing by myself in the middle of an empty plain.
It was twilight. A phalanx of snakes slithered toward
me from every direction. They crawled up my body and
wound around it. In the morning, I felt like I’d turned a
corner and was well on the way to having my body
mend. In my dream, snakes were a positive factor. In
many of my clients’ dreams, they’ve been portents of
disaster. That’s what I mean by symbolism in dreams
being unique to the dreamer. Interestingly, when I told
my own analyst the dream, he clucked at me, went to a
closet, and drew out a painting. It was an almost exact
depiction of my dream, except instead of snakes, it was
sea serpents swimming toward the central figure. One
of his other patients had painted it years before. That
would be a good launching point for a discussion of the
Collective Unconscious, but this blog post isn’t the
place for that.
If you pay attention to your dreams, over time you learn
the language unique to your psyche. Years ago, Marie
Louise Von Franz and Fraser Boa made a movie called
the Way of the Dream. It’s available in DVD (4 of
them) and some clips are even available on You Tube.
If you’re truly interested in Jungian dream work, this is
a must see. It’s clearly dated since it was made in 1995,
but Von Franz was Jung’s primary disciple. She joined
Jung when she was 18 and never left. Oh, she attended
college and graduate school, but she lived all her life at
Bollingen, Jung’s retreat in Switzerland.
If you have any questions about Jung or dream analysis,
I’d be glad to try to answer them.
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This Ring
Jacqueline Paige
Length: 23,700
Genre: Paranormal / fantasy romance
Book Description:
Attempting to pick up the pieces of her life and heart,
Emma flees to an isolated cottage on a lake. Not knowing what to do or where to start, she needs time to decide on her new life.
An invisibility curse has given Bryce forty years to reflect on past mistakes. The arrival of an intriguing
woman brings him someone to watch, who just might
be the first to see him in decades.
Together they may find their chance to live again…
This Ring was previously published in 2011 as one of
the stories in the Curses book
Excerpt
All in all it had been a long tedious road to this point with no turns what so ever—until this
morning when she had looked right at him with both disbelief and dismay on her face. It may
not have been a positive cosmic vibe but it was a hell of a lot more than he’d had in all the years
he had been waiting and wandering.
Before he was filled with that woe feeling that plagued him daily, after all spending an eternity with no one but yourself got to you after a few years, he turned back to study her. This
hadn’t been a huge past time of his, most of the time when there were people around he wandered the other way. After all they represented the one thing he wasn’t – there. With her though
it was different, she was somehow different than all the others. What was it about her?

There wasn’t anything in particular that stood out about her. She seemed to be an average
height and build. He pinned her age somewhere close to thirty that much about women hadn’t changed that he couldn’t guess an age range and be pretty close to right. Her hair was a
mousy brown, for lack of a better way to describe it, and she had it all chopped up like scissors had randomly been placed wherever and cut—he liked it, it was original. Of course he
didn’t know what the current in thing was, so it may not be all that original. He wasn’t close
enough to see her eyes, but thinking about when they were huge and staring in his direction,
he was fairly certain they were brown. So she was very much average across the scales—but
what was it about her that just kept him sitting here on this rock, not that he felt his body
against it, watching her.
There were choices here, at least a few. He could sit here and continue doing what he was
doing until night came, bringing morning closer. That would get a few bits past boring if she
went back inside again and didn’t return. The second option was to go wander around the
lake and pass the time with more speed than he was doing now. Grinning, he shook his
head—because making time go faster had worked out so well for him in the last decade, or
two.
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Michael Clark a.k.a. Michael the Ironskin
Hair - Black
Eyes – Jade Green
Height – 6’8”
Weight – 308 lbs while in human form
Age – Approximately 535 years old
Traits: Michael is a man from a different era. As a man who was originally born in Italy, he
maintains the values of his upbringing. Honesty, honor, fair play and an emphasis on strategy; all
of these are held in the highest of regards for the decorated werewolf. His nature and the
role he plays in conserving nature’s balance make him very careful in choosing his friends. Michael is truly one of the most selfless beings ever to walk the Earth, but his role forces him to
keep his existence a secret.
Michael is a mystery to Liz, who is just tugging away layers from his handsome facade, desperately trying to uncover his secret. But what Liz doesn’t know, what she couldn’t possibly even
suspect is that Michael is a werewolf. But unlike fictional werewolves, Michael is responsible
for the order and balance of nature. It is Michael’s sole responsibility to make sure that the
world of man and the world behind the veil, where the true world lies, never cause chaos to one
another. But chaos follows Michael’s closest friend, Vincenzo Della Rosa, wherever he goes…
Questions ( in no particular order)
What's the biggest challenge you have with your height?
It’s really hard to find clothing that fits. I’m also confined to only driving big trucks, or older
style sedans. Beds don’t really fit me… I never really noticed it before, but it is a hassle being so tall…
What is the one thing that has been passed down to you that you want to pass on to your
children?
My father always emphasized honor and honesty; in all things, always be honorable and honest. If I am ever blessed with children, I would hope they would inherit these values.
They are important qualities that I believe everyone should possess. Perhaps if more of

us were honest with one another, the world wouldn’t be in the state it is now.
What was your first thought when you knew that you were a werewolf?
It was very hard to come to terms with at first. My phasing was particularly hard to get under control. I was changing my form with the slightest change in mood. Even while just
watching things on television, like football games. It was… inconvenient.
What's your favorite food?
I have a very serious love for steak and potatoes. Perhaps that is boring, but there is nothing tastier than that. A nice, rare filet with some baby red mashed potatoes… some
cheddar cheese and bacon. I’m hungry just thinking about it. Although, if I’m being completely open, I usually am hungry.
In all the years that you have traveled the earth, what is the most beautiful place that you
have seen?
There are many places that come to mind, all for different reasons. Mexico has some beautiful
white beaches, Japan has a beautiful horizon… this is a question I could go on and on about.
Truly, our world is a marvel.
What is the one quality in a woman that you find irresistible ?
To echo my previous statement, I love a woman with a good heart. As an empath, I can always feel motives in others… picking up on the intentions of a good woman is a very satisfying feeling. A good woman who you can talk to, that keeps you laughing… what could be
better?
You are usually a very serious kind of guy, what makes you laugh?
Children and young animals make me smile uncontrollably… there is something about that level of innocence that is just awe-inspiring.
What's the hardest part to keeping the balance and the Veil hidden?
Ah yes… the never-ending battle. In this past century, the population of humans has increased exponentially. The supers aren’t really slowing either, it’s a powder key. A very
dangerous one. Constantly keeping these two populations away from one another is extremely difficult. Keeping the humans ignorant of the existence of the supernatural
community… that is nearing impossible.
Who has been your favorite famous person that you have met over the years?
Edison was a seriously funny man, although he did have a side of him that tended to be very
pensive. My favorite though?... Most likely Jimi Hendrix. He was a very nice man, the music was always great and he was the life of the party when he got himself going.
Give me one piece of advice that you would give to mankind to survive?
No matter what happens, never panic. A person who panics is completely incapable of ration-

al thought. It is during crisis that we must have our minds clearest. That is the only way
out of these situations. The current problem is currently being addressed and will be resolved soon. This is not the first time the world has been in peril, and I doubt it will be
the last. The world will survive, it always has.
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If the world you lived in was someday revealed to be
nothing but a lie, would you really want the truth? Elizabeth McBeth did, and she's paid the price for it...
After almost 10 years since Liz's mother was taken from
her, Liz finally found her mother, Mary. But Mary has
been forever changed, something that Liz will have to accept. The beginning of happier times, one would think...
The conspiracy has been exposed; Liz, Vincent, Mary and Michael had all thought that the vampire plot had
been destroyed. They should have never underestimated Klein.
Klein has reinforced his armies, splitting the entire vampire species with the question... is Klein the vampiric
messiah? Unfortunately for the heroes and the world itself, Klein has set in motion a plan that will destroy the
world and recreate it in his own image.
Will the group be able to defeat Klein and restore the balance to nature? Or are they already doomed?
Chapter 1
It had been several months since the uproar at the Coronam estate. Klein had been deemed an enemy of
the state for the entire vampire nation, the ones that wanted to stay on Vincent’s good side, anyway. In all honesty, the entire time since then had been both frantic and surreal. Vincent’s declaration before the Coronam asserting that he was Cain’s enforcer had caused a massive schism in the entire vampire race.
The bloodsuckers had always been a chaotic, selfish bunch. But at least with a strong government like

the Coronam reining them in, they were fearful of getting tortured … or worse. The idea that mass executions
could be a consequence had never entered their minds, however. Yet now, that’s all anyone could think about.
The united stand made by Vincent and Michael had finally broken the camel’s back. Some of the more fearful
vampires, the ones prone to paranoia, believed it was an example of what Klein had been warning about for
over a thousand years. They believed Klein to be the true messiah of Cain, and Vincent to be a mere false
prophet sent to lead them astray. This group of vampires announced themselves as the Hand, a creepy mishmash of politics and skewed religion.
They droned on and on about how Klein was the voice of Cain, and they were the ones who would
take action on Cain’s behalf. It was all pretty shady, and there wasn’t a thing that we could do about it. Unfortunately, the entire world behind the veil was becoming increasingly unstable. Vincent was forced to allow
Algarus to accept the Hand’s request for freedom of religion, even though everyone suspected the whole thing
was just a front for a terrorist organization. But nothing could be proven.
Even the werewolves had ostracized Michael. Although he was never truly accepted because of his
close association with Vincent, Michael could at least always request help in the past. Now, he was cut off
from almost all of werewolf society. Almost all of them resented Michael openly, dismissing his claims that a
werewolf was to blame for Klein’s success. They saw his actions as the beginning for a total civil war amongst
all supers. When dozens of supers were caught acting as willing slaves for openly rebellious vampires, Michael realized that there might be truth to the charges imposed against him. This caused him no shortage of
pain.
I often found myself staring outside my window wondering how things had worsened so quickly. But
then again, I wasn’t the same person I’d been before all this started. I was now hardened by the experiences
I’d been made to endure, decisions I’d had to make. Things I truly hoped to repress.
In the past months, I had witnessed Mom, I mean, Mary, go through a very thorough and intensive
training regimen. The guys had run through everything from battle concepts and strategies to weaknesses of
almost every super in existence. I have to say it that way because that was another key point that Michael always stressed to Mary: to be ready for anything and everything. That it was impossible to know of every super
in the world. It was crazy, considering Michael had an almost encyclopedic knowledge of thousands of different kinds of supers. But after dealing with the Hela poison, I could definitely see why he was being so cautious.
I guess that brings me to Bobby. Poor Bobby. His entire clan was ousted from the slayer community,
even the children who had never known combat. This caused many fights to break out … even one Anvil clan
member’s death. The majority of Bobby’s clan blamed him for siding with a vampire and a werewolf. I don’t
know the specifics of what happened, but I’m positive that the slayers were just trying to evade the wrath of
Klein’s Hand and the Coronam, too. It was generally agreed that the Hela poison was a threat to the entire
world, both supernatural or otherwise. Still though, an example had to be made. And so Bobby took his entire
clan and relocated all 188 of them to the only place they could safely go. About thirty or so miles from Angel’s Retreat.
And I guess that’s why I’m keeping this diary. It’s cliché as all get out, but for all my big talk … I’m
terrified. Everything has changed. And I’m not even sure it’s for the better either. The reality is—
A loud knock announces the presence of a visitor. I turn in my chair to look at my bedroom entrance and see Vincent. He has a curious look to his face as he leans on my door and waits for me to say something.
“Hey Vincent,” I say with a bit of a sigh. “How’s it going?”
“Same old, same old,” he answers as he walks into the room and heads straight to the balcony. He
opens it up and sits on the guardrail. “How about you, Goldilocks? You seem to be brooding on a Michaelesque scale lately. The hell’s wrong with you anyway?”
“What do you think is wrong with me?” I reply angrily, the sharp tone in my voice echoing
throughout my room. I give it a chance to linger before I continue. “You know … it’s just that I really thought
we won. Seriously. You guys kicked some major bad guy ass. I thought that would be that. My mother could
come home and be back with Dad, I could have some semblance of an ordinary life, I don’t know.”
“Why be ordinary, though?” he asks with a brief turn to me before he returns to browsing the outside

scenery. “You were special before, you were special during. You’re special now. Why all the teenage angst?
So everything didn’t end up roses … it sucks. We’re working on it, though. Besides, is this the way you treat
me after not seeing me for two days? That’s hurtful.”
He pretends to get stabbed in the back, does a horrible silent death scene and then throws himself off the balcony. I merely shake my head.
“Wow, tough crowd,” Vincent says as he floats up and hovers in the air a little above my balcony. Such
a strange sight, but I’m completely desensitized to it. “You really are on a bummer aren’t you? What really
gives?”
“Oh, I don’t even know …” I admit reluctantly with a deep sigh. “I decided to keep this stupid diary. I
thought it would make me feel better if I could just write out my thoughts. Maybe keep them here, and the negativity would only be here. In secret. Then I could go and live my life as if nothing ever happened. But it didn’t
work out like that at all. I wrote everything down and it just upset me more. What good have we done? Everything is just so much worse now. And this stupid diary is just a reminder of how much we’ve failed.”
“If it’s so bad, why not just throw it out?” He asks, as if the issue was a simple one. “Besides, you
know that things have to get worse before they can truly get better.”
“If it exists, someone can find it,” I explain, already defeated. I know there is little sense in what I am
saying. But it’s the way I feel. “Maybe someone can know the truth about what we really tried to do. If the
world ends, I mean.”
“What?” Vincent straggles his question with a chuckle. He stops his silly flying and lands on the balcony. “Seriously, what happened in the two days I was gone? This is the most ridiculous thing you’ve ever said
to me. And lady, you’ve had your fill.”
I shake my head slowly. I know he’s right. But what a person thinks and feels aren’t always on the
same page. I know I’m not helping things. But I can’t just press a switch and change the way I feel.
“While you were gone, Bobby had to make an example again,” I explain as I inhale deeply, hoping to
forget about the trauma. “Three slayers came in and tried to kidnap me, or kill me. I don’t know what they
were going to do. Before they even had a chance to touch me, Michael was on top of all three of them and was
carrying them out like a bunch of … I don’t know, rabbits or something.”
He looks at me in disbelief. He’s clearly angry, but my strangely odd word choice has him a little off
balance.
“Michael manhandled them, Vincent,” I say, irritated. “It just looked weird. They were kicking and
screaming and they just never stood a chance.”
“And how are you?” Vincent asks as he walks around the room examining it. “The place seems to be
all right, so I guess Mikey didn’t wreck the place too badly. By your kinda crazy word choice I’m guessing he
didn’t hurt them at all, huh? Knowing him, he probably just dragged them back to Bobby by the nape of their
necks. Oh, I get it now; rabbits. Heh, pretty good.”
“Yeah, it was still mildly terrifying, though,” I answer as I start to feel myself chuckle as well. The image in my head about the incident is pretty funny, if you can get past the three guys trying to hurt me part.
“I’m sure it was,” Vincent says as he switches his attention and walks towards me slowly with a warm
smile on his face. “But you do know that between Mary, Michael and I, there’s really no chance anyone can
harm you, right? I mean come on sweetheart, you’re stacked.”
I laugh a little more before shrugging my shoulders.
“So what kind of example did Bobby make?”
“He killed the one who made the plan. Skyles was his name,” I report, once again feeling the burden of
the tragedy. “Did you know him? He expelled the other two.”
“Skyles … never heard of him. Did they at least find out why or what they were trying to do?”
“More or less,” I say as I look down at the ground and inhale deeply again. “They were trying to take
me to the slayer leadership and barter for their family to live within their community again. Bobby came by
and apologized … he explained that no matter what, what happened had to happen. He said that almost all of
the slayer leaders know it had to be done. This was just—”
“Damage control,” Vincent says, finishing my sentence. “Yeah, politics will kill you every time. I knew
that something must have rained on your parade, though. Want to go downstairs and get a drink?”

I chuckle. I don’t know if Vincent remembers it, but he drank the entire house dry before he left.
“How are we going to do that, smart guy?” I ask playfully. It was good to see him. Every time anyone
leaves the house, I feel vulnerable and lonely … and it was only getting worse. “You drank everything in the
house before you left on your little excursion.”
“A, it was not an excursion,” Vincent says with a mischievous smile. “It was a fact-finding mission.
Unfortunately, not much of said facts were to be found. I’m kinda in a mood myself, now that I think of it. I
did find out that some of the smaller islands of the Dodecanese was hosting a Klein party … the jerk. He’s
even got Greek critters siding with him.”
“But why would he be doing that?” I ask, puzzled.
“Not done yet,” Vincent says as he raises a finger to hush me. “And B, you should know better than to
think I wouldn’t be prepared. I stocked everything back up and even ordered an underground cellar to be constructed to house our reserves.”
It takes me a moment to understand what he means.
“You’re talking about the booze?!” I say in shock. “Why wouldn’t you just gloss over that and continue talking about what you found in Greece?”
“Far be it for me to allow my reputation to be sullied,” Vincent answers sarcastically before stifling a
laugh. “Besides, Greece has been there forever; it’s not going anywhere. Booze has to be maintained and regulated around here. It’s like an endangered species. And besides again, it’s a part of Greece, but if you want to
be technical it’s really a series of islands off the coast of Greece. So I didn’t find it in Greece, I found it near
Greece.”
I grunt in frustration before slapping him. I examine him to see his reaction but he just turns his gaze
up to me and smiles.
“Feeling better, are you?” He asks knowingly. How I hate him and his sneakiness. “That’s
more like it. To thy own self be true. Silly, down on her luck Izzy. That isn’t Izzy at all. Wow, say that five
times fast. Anyhoo, stop being such a hard luck case and focus on the task ahead.”
I continue analyzing his smile before I sit down again. He’s right. I shake my head because I know that
telling him that he’s right is about as painful as a root canal. But not telling him he’s right becomes much,
much worse.
“I know,” I say as I admit my lack of options. “You’re right. I’m sorry. It’s been hard. This last month
we haven’t sat down as a family, or whatever you want to call our group. Not even one Sunday dinner. We’re
not running this like a home. We’re running this like a prison.”
“Well, this is the first I’ve heard of it,” Vincent says as he straightens out his dress shirt. “But have you
told the furry boy scout anything about how you feel?”
“No, I haven’t,” I answer with yet another sigh. I suppose it’s not fair to be bothered if I haven’t even
given the guys a chance to fix things. But I just felt restricted. I shrug those feelings off before continuing. “I
know you both have your reasons to do what you do. Klein needs to be found. The supers are all scared and
getting desperate. Everyone is afraid that the humans will find out the truth of the world because the vampires
all seem to be getting ready for a civil war. Mary needs to be in fighting shape, my father needs to be watched
and guarded, and I need to be protected.”
“All while keeping the balance,” Vincent points out in a matter-of-fact tone. “As you can see, it’s more
than a day’s work. You gotta have more faith. This guy had a ton of failsafe tools, people, and secrets to work
on. It’s a thousand years of this guy thinking that I was coming to kill him and take his seat of power in the
Coronam. He was ready before we ever even thought about going. As much as I hate to say it, the guy’s smart.
He was prepared.”
Vincent leans back and stretches his arms; he lets out a yawn. It’s the worst fake yawn in the history of
fake yawns. I suppose when you haven’t slept or felt exhaustion in 1600 years, you forget these things.
“Man, this is boring,” he finally says as he snaps to attention. “I feel like I should be asleep. I guess it’s
been too damn long … Anyhoo, where was I? Oh yeah, the Dodecanese. Thing about Greece is that it’s relatively close to Romania and it holds a very important position in Europe. It’s a brilliant strategic choice. If
Klein wants to hit the Coronam, he can, rather easily. On top of that, there are so many islands out there, not
many are gonna find him. I found him because I figure he has vastly underestimated my information net-

work.” Vincent smiles proudly before poking me softly in my right upper arm.
“Come on,” he suggests with a nod of his head. “Let’s have a drink, you could use one. I’ll tell you all
about it. We also have to talk about what we’re going to do to liven this personality of yours permanently. I
can’t have you slapping me every time you feel down in the dumps.”
I stand up slowly and look at his incredible, deep blue eyes.
“I don’t know why you say that,” I say slowly. “I have no problem slapping you all day long if that’s
what needs to happen. You gotta do what you gotta do, right?”
“I suppose so,” Vincent agrees with several short nods of his head. “Of course, you’re just going to end
up breaking your hand.”
I laugh a little before I end up pushing Vincent’s chest. We walk out of my bedroom and take the obscenely long journey to the common area of Angel’s Retreat. The place is still as beautiful as ever. The décor is
a very classy blending of old European castle with modern Hollywood flair, but all of it seems gray and blurred
to me. It has become my prison over these last few months. And I am really sick of it. When we finally make it
to the bar, Vincent urges me to sit. A change, and a rather drastic one, from me playing bartender to Vincent’s
regular drunk roles.
“Wow ... What a treat!” I exclaim as I sit on the barstool, something I had become increasingly familiar
with in times of stress. “I can’t believe we’re having a drink and I’m on this side of the counter. Feels pretty
different. It’s nice. If I get Vincent-drunk, will you help me make it to my bed like I always help you?”
Vincent clears his throat before raising his finger again. Oh geez, here he goes again.
“Two things I have to point out again. Apparently I’m gonna be doing this all day here,” he says
as he puts down the bottle of vodka he was opening. “A, again, is that you should never make suggestive statements like that to me unless you want sarcasm as a reply. You should know better than that. I.e. you want me
to help you to bed, don’t you?”
I slap him in midsentence just for the sake of slapping him. I have to admit, it’s a strange relationship
we share.
“And B, again,” Vincent says as he shakes the strike away from his face and continues his rant. “Saying
that someone is Vincent-drunk implies that I’m nothing but a no-good drunk. That’s also very hurtful. Besides,
you’re the minor here. You should just be glad I’m even allowing you to drink.”
“You? Allowing me? That’s hysterical,” I say as I pick up the vodka cocktail Vincent has slid over to
me. “Admit it Vincent, you just love the company. Michael doesn’t drink much anymore and you just want a
drinking buddy.”
“Yeah, well, it’s all a part of my nefariously genius plan to get into your barstool,” Vincent says as he
raises his own cocktail to me. “And before you think about it, I’m not gonna let you slap me again. You’ve
used up your limit for today. Now, as is customary we will follow the beautiful tradition of—”
“Yeah, I know,” I say as I raise my glass and tap his with it. I answer his smile with one of my own.
“The beautiful tradition of blessing our drink. It is a beautiful tradition. Salud, Vincent.”
“And to you, Izzy,” he says as he brings his glass to his mouth. “Cent’anni.”
“One hundred years to you,” I say. Knowing him, this is probably a test.
“Very good, you’ve been keeping to your studies.”
“No,” I point out a little sharply. “You just say it so often it’s hard to forget.”
Vincent scratches his head and chugs down his drink. He grabs the vodka bottle and drags it along the
counter until it’s in between the two of us. He looks at me longingly, licking his lips suggestively. It was good
to see at least one of us behaving normally.
“So, I was thinking about this anyway, before you even brought it up; so was Michael,” he says as he
opens the bottle and begins to pour himself another round. “We both feel that a lot has happened in such a
short amount of time, we should probably reopen the discussion about what you should be doing with your life
in the meantime. I’m not going to say that what’s been happening lately is normal for us, but it has happened
several dozens of times in our lives. But we can’t expect you, in your short nineteen years, to be dealing with it
anywhere near as easily as we have been. I’m surprised you haven’t snapped like you just did before.”
“Well thanks a lot,” I say before chugging down my own drink and snatching the bottle from Vincent’s
hands. He only looks at me and shakes his head. “If you knew I wouldn’t react well, why keep me here?”

“I don’t really know what you expected us to do,” Vincent admits almost in frustration. “You yourself
said you were never much of a social butterfly.”
“More like a social spider.”
“Yeah, no kidding,” Vincent agrees before taking the bottle away from me as I was helping myself to
another drink. “Everything in moderation there, drunko. What I was getting at was that we didn’t really have a
lot of choices here. We could have sent you back to the campus, and you could have kept working, but for
what? You never really mentioned liking it there. Besides, everyone in town doesn’t even know you exist anymore. I could try to screw around with their heads again and give them back their memories of you, but that’s
a real loose option. I don’t wanna do that if I can help it. It’s too dangerous, even with my newfound powers.”
“Yeah, yeah, I get it,” I answer in more evident frustration. The whole thing sucks. He’s right and I
know it. But that doesn’t really matter. It was different when I was still searching for my mother. I had a plan
and a goal. We had achieved that goal and my mother was back and safe. Now all I did was take alternating
courses of education by the guys … that was losing its fun, to say the least. “It was easy for me to not appreciate everything in my old life while I had it, but it’s all I think about now. I even miss the shrink visits. Don’t
misunderstand me, I know what you’re saying, but there has to be something better to do with my life. I love
you guys, I always will. You both have saved my life, you saved my mother’s, I mean … there’s no repaying
any of that. But when are we going to get off of terror alert red here?”
“I was just getting to that,” he continues as he pours himself another drink. Wow, I never noticed he
drank the one he had. Lush. “Michael and I have been thinking about what we could do to make your time
pass by a little easier. Michael wants you to be protected and watched over at all times. I disagree with that
because you do need some level of freedom, or else you’ll end up resenting the both of us.”
“I would never,” I argue in almost a scream. “I just want some fun. I’ve watched everything I can on
TV; I’m caught up on all my reading. I would go back to studying all the supers that you guys know about, but
what’s the point? Michael is a rolodex of information on the subject. Maybe if I could get my job back at
Jack’s Place? Go back to the university, have a normal life? I’m not going to do anything crazy.”
“You say that, but you don’t know what you’ll do,” he contends firmly. “I don’t have you on a leash.
None of us do. But what I’m saying is don’t take this temporary phase of you being down in the dumps for
more than what it is. It’ll pass. Deep down you know what the right thing to do is. You can’t really risk too
much crazy behavior right now. I bet Klein thinks we aren’t anywhere near here, especially with all the false
information and dead ends we’ve been leading him on with. But we can’t risk lives with that type of hunch.
Jack’s wouldn’t be so bad, because why would you have a job if you were with us? But on the other hand,
there’s nothing to do around here but visit Jack’s. Same deal with the university. We gotta take this slow.”
“How slow?”
“Not very,” he assures me before pouring me a little more vodka. “But reasonably slow. So why don’t
you start thinking about what you want to do when you grow up, huh? The choice is still yours, eventually. If
you wanna walk away from all of this when Klein’s dead, then you have that option open. It’s just not open to
you right now because we can’t in good conscience let you get yourself killed.”
“So what are you saying, Vincent? Stop with the theatre and spit it out.”
He grasps his glass and stares me in the eyes before presenting his glass to mine again. “What I’m saying is, give us some ideas,” Vincent says with a smile as he raises his glass. “And you’re free to go do whatever you want. Just don’t skip town, huh?”
I smile back at him and I can’t help hugging him over the counter. He was obviously not expecting this
as I sense him almost jerk in place.
Now what should I do?
About the Author:
From what I understand, the first line of this thing is where I say something really interesting that wins you
over. After all, they say that you know within seconds of meeting a person whether you like them or not.

So...yeah... I got nothing. But if there is one thing I know, it's that
through stories we discover the world, learn about history and traditions; and in doing that, we become who we are as an individual.
Since I was a very young child, my only dream was to become an author one day. I wanted to reach people with my words, maybe even entertain them. I wanted to touch their lives and give them something to
think about. After all, I am a loveable blowhard kinda guy... that's gotta
be entertaining, right?
In my life, I've done many things; from supervising sales for a retail giant chain to being a Deputy Sheriff. You would think that a person who
had been shot at for a living would be brave enough to write a biography without all the sarcastic quips. Unfortunately no, that's one of my
main flaws as the above mentioned blowhard.
Anyhoo, please feel free to drop me a line! If you loved the book, I
wanna hear about it. If you hated every word of it, please make sure to
let me know, but please avoid the CAPS LOCK! The font can be a little... demeaning. Make sure to have fun guys! They say you only live
twice; and if that's true, we're at least half done.
FB: https://www.facebook.com/pages/The-Keeper-Series-by-OL-Ramos/186250681525531
Twitter: https://twitter.com/kpftwin
Goodreads: https://www.goodreads.com/book/show/18373829-the-keeper
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Vampires in Folklore and Fiction
By O.L. Ramos
We’ve always been thrilled by the supernatural, haven’t we? It’s that sense of mystery, that knowing
that “there has to be something more to the story” that always drives us wild. It incites our passions, fears and
sense of wonder. But, if just for the purposes of this guest post, I could ask you to forget all the technology and
hustle-and-bustle of the world around you. Forget about twitter and facebook (God forbid!)
Imagine what it must have been like for people a thousand years ago, when they couldn’t wiki this or
google that. They had to come up with reasons as to why the sun would come up, how pregnancy worked, and
even how to act. Our imagination as a people was vivid and we were terrified. The Dark Ages were dark in
more than just name.
For instance, did you know that werewolves and vampires were actually the same kind of creature?
When you start looking at their ancient origins though… well, that’s usually the point where things get really
murky. Vampires specifically have been around since Ancient Egypt, and most likely, even before recorded history. The lore on them is impossibly long.
They’ve been described as astral creatures with no ties to humanity, thought-form creatures that are fully
evil and feed on human souls, and they’ve even been considered to be demons. For purposes of this writing
though, let’s talk about the most common form of vampire. The revenant.
Even the word sounds a little creepy, doesn’t it? The modern image of a vampire might be tall, dark and
handsome, but the roots from which all of this came from… it isn’t sexy at all.
Revenants are a category of undead or unnatural creature. They’re the parent category for nasty things
like ghouls, zombies and vengeful spirits. But you wouldn’t want to make out with a zombie though, right? The
vampire specifically, has been changed so much throughout history that we don’t even know what was ever the
real lore behind the legend.
The weaknesses of a vampire have become pretty numerous: Silver, holy water, holy wafers (a former
popular one that has lost a lot of its oomph), crosses, sunlight, herbs, garlic… You name it, it’s probably been
added to the list of weaknesses. But, the ancient legends pretty much paint a picture of a vampire being invincible.
So how do we go from invincible to being deathly allergic to pizza toppings and jewelry? I bet it’s because of people who think it’s great to make vampires sparkle in the sunlight. Now! Before you all get incited to
riot and barrage me with rotten fruit, it’s important to understand one thing! I’m a huge fan of sparkly vampires;
they’re just not vampires. They’re sparkly, super-strong, super-fast, something elses. And that werewolf? Not a
real werewolf, but we will have to hit that one on another day.

At this point you might be asking yourself: “Why is he jumping around? What does Twilight have to
do with the origins of vampires”
Okay! Here’s the thing: When Ms. Meyer wrote her series, she reinvigorated an entire genre. She also
gave a new generation the vehicle to easily enter the supernatural realm. But, if you ask younger kids, they
can’t really tell you what is or isn’t traditional for vampires. No biggie, it’s just entertainment. She’s putting
her own creative spin in. In her doing so though, she is helping mold tomorrow’s writers and storytellers. So if
in a hundred years, all vampires sparkle and their eyes shimmer depending on what kind of blood they consume, we all know why. I’m just saying!
When Bram Stoker wrote his timeless classic, Dracula, he used Prince Vlad Tepes as a template for his
monster. And don’t let the modern day vamps misdirect you, Dracula WAS a monster. Stoker used a lot of
revenant lore to power his story, and in my opinion, it was pretty awesome. But even when he used it, he was
playing a game of telephone with the legend. He helped transform the legend we would recognize a hundred
years after him.
In Eastern Europe, around the time Stoker was writing his work, vampires were seen as grotesque, unsightly things. But he chose to make Dracula a really suave dude, in a bad ass cape. The book was literary
gold and we all wanted more. Thus, the vampire myth was only attached to Dracula-types and we lost the ugly
vampires.
Like I said, it’s just entertainment (or is it?) but it’s pretty amazing that in less than 150 years, an entire piece of very established folklore has been morphed in such a way. I have a grandfather who remembers
hearing about Dracula, thinking it was a new idea. He probably thought it was a craze. Yet here we are, dying
to get another bite.
After that pun, you can all now throw your rotten produce.

Excerpt from Chapter One of Fire And Shadow
"You have got to be kidding."
I stared hard at my friend Katy. Her fair, elfin face was alive with excitement and her blue eyes sparkled. I
sighed. I knew she wouldn't be happy until the druid told our fortunes.
"Come on, Lily." She dragged me towards the tent. "It'll be fun. I can't make up my mind whether to go out
with McKenzie or not. And you— well, you need all the advice you can get. I'll even pay. What have you got
to lose?"
I read the wooden sign with disdain. "Caliman, High Priest, Sees Through The Veils of Time Into Your Future." I scowled. "Yeah, right. His name is probably Joe and he works at Dunkin' Donuts. Katy, really."
"Don't be such a killjoy. I saw Caliman earlier, and he's cute. The only other choice is Madame Rosa, and I
don't think she's a real Gypsy. Her jewelry is all wrong."
Before I could argue with such irrefutable logic, a white-robed figure emerged from the tent and watched us
approach.
"Look!" Katy smiled. "It's like he sensed our presence."
I shrugged and gave up. I had let myself be talked into attending the Celtic Faire. Katy, a specialist in Arthurian studies, was in her glory. We had just followed Merlin all the way through Camelot and been seated next to
Guinevere at a joust. Unlike every other scholar I knew, Katy did not mind the historical inaccuracies. She
simply enjoyed herself.
I had also been having a good time. The fair was colorful, the characters oozed charm, and reality was held
cheerfully at bay. The druid was different. The whole fortune shtick made me uneasy, but it would have been
rude to back out at that point. Katy had me firmly in tow and Caliman was waiting.
"Ladies," he said when we stood before him. "Have you come to look through time? Be prepared, for such
forces are not to be taken lightly." He squinted at me in what seemed like an accusing manner.
Katy was right. He was attractive. He had perfect features, with a strong jaw and eyes so clear it was like star
ing into a blue winter sky. A little shiver went through me. I turned my face away.
"We're ready, Caliman," Katy said. "Show us the secrets of the future."

Oh, brother.
The druid nodded. "You may enter."
The inside of the tent had panels painted with oak trees, mistletoe hanging from their boughs. With the sun shut
out, the only light came from flickering candles that made the branches seem to move. A carved stump with a
rounded top served as a table.
Motioning us into chairs set around it, Caliman sat down and took up a deck of cards. "Here in the sacred grove,
we can unlock the mysteries of the universe. The oracle will speak to us through these cards. Hold them in your
hands and think about the questions you want answered."
Katy reached out eagerly. I watched, half-amused and half-irritated, as she clutched the cards to her heart and
gave them back to Caliman. He laid them out on the table in five rows of five and studied them solemnly.
"I see that you are facing a decision. It seems to involve a man. Should you trust him?" He was silent for a moment. "The cards tell us that if you wish to take the risk, no harm will come of it, and there is a chance it can
lead to great happiness." Caliman looked at Katy's smiling face. "Does this make sense to you?"
"Oh yes! What else do they say? I really want to know if the project I'm working on will be a success."
I knew Katy was referring to her long-running mystery novel, a story that featured her university boss, thinly
disguised as a medieval woman. It was her dream to have it published someday, and she had finally gotten to the
point where it was sufficiently edited and ready for submission.
Caliman turned over another card. "Ah! This symbolizes creativity. This configuration is a very auspicious sign.
If you discipline yourself to finish this work on time, you cannot fail."
Katy clapped as if he'd just promised her a Pulitzer Prize.
"But wait. You must be careful. I see a woman who is jealous and would envy your success. I see instability and
bitterness, a web of lies and deceit."
"That's right! Webster— she's my boss. She wouldn't be happy if she read my book, that's for sure."
"No, she must not know of your plans. Move as quickly as possible, and all will be well."
As Katy continued to play into Caliman's hands and he continued to make vague pronouncements, my mind
started to drift. I was jolted by my friend's voice. "Lily! Take the cards. It's your turn."
I blinked as the deck was pressed into my palm. "Think," the druid said. "Concentrate on what you need to
know, and the answers will come."
Oh, if only it were that easy. Images flashed through my mind— gray eyes filled with intensity and gentleness, a
necklace at the throat of a young Egyptian woman, sand swirling in the desert heat, and my mother, unable to
accept the knowledge of what she had done. As if to rid myself of the unwanted memories, I thrust the deck into
Caliman's hands.
A startled look came over his face. For a moment, he seemed to be in pain. His fingers trembled a little as he
laid out the cards. "There is a storm in your mind. You have traveled a long way to find the blue flower. You
hoped it would bring you peace. And so it did, for a while. But the cost was more than you ever imagined."
He hesitated. "Now guilt overshadows your love. You are separated from what you hold most dear. You will go
nowhere on this road you have chosen. Once you have met the Other, you cannot escape. Your only hope lies in
acceptance. You must listen to the voice within."

He raised his eyes to mine. A spark seemed to fly between us. I couldn't open my mouth, couldn't move.
Katy stared at us. "Lily, isn't that amazing?"
More like terrifying. I stood up. I had to get out of there.
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Easy Ideas for a Merry Green Christmas
By Wenona Napolitano
Are you tired dealing with a Christmas season that is stressful, commercialized and consumer-oriented?
Have you been trying to live a simpler, greener lifestyle, but you are not sure of how to go about greening the
holiday season?
This year you can make your Christmas more eco-friendly and meaningful for you and your family.
Make Your Own Holiday Magic
One way to add more meaning into the holiday season is to slow down and make time for the ones you love.
Shop less. Spend more time not money on your loved ones.
A great way to make memories that last is to create holiday traditions that you look forward to doing as a family: like making and decorating Christmas cookies, decorating the tree together or wrapping gifts together. Other
traditions could be reading Christmas poems and stories, such as "The Night Before Christmas", as a family.
Another way to make holiday magic is to celebrate the true meaning of the holidays by doing something meaningful for someone else: Donate to charity or volunteer at a soup kitchen or homeless shelter for a day. Go
through your closets and donate unused, un-needed items to charity. Get the kids involved too, have them find
things they no longer need, and donate the items to charitable organizations or local churches that distribute
items to the needy.
Decorate Green
A fake tree can keep real trees from being cut down but artificial trees are not usually made of earth-friendly
materials, yet once you buy one it lasts for years. Even experts are divided on whether it is better to buy a fake
tree or purchase a real one. My pick is if you already have a fake one stick with it but if you need a tree then opt
for a live one. Preferably a real tree that is purchased from a local tree farm (organic if possible) and have your
tree mulched afterward. Many communities are now providing tree-recycling services during the holidays.
Once you have a tree, light it up with LEDs. They use 90% less energy than regular lights, which means you’ll
be green, and you’ll save some green at the same time. They also don't emit as much heat, therefore helping to
reduce the risk of fire. LEDs have other benefits as well: one LED light can outlast 60,000 regular incandescent
bulbs and last up to twenty years longer than a regular bulb.
Another way to decorate green is to purchase decorations of good quality that will be used over and over again
for years to come. You can also decorate with vintage ornaments or ones made from recycled and natural objects.

How about an old fashioned popcorn string that can be fed to the birds or composted after the holidays?
Just make sure to skip the disposable stuff that will only be thrown away. Save your ribbons, bows, bags and
boxes and use them again next year. If it can't be saved, recycle it.
Greener Gifts
You can green up your Christmas shopping habits, too.
One way is by purchasing eco-friendly gifts. These could include organic, sustainable, reused, recycled or fair
trade items. Examples include organic bath and body products, natural beeswax or soy candles, or clothing and
household linens made from organic cotton, hemp or bamboo.
Another way to shop green is to purchase items from nonprofits. Many of them sell great Christmas gifts and
donate the proceeds to charity. Like the NWF (National Wildlife Federation) and WWF (World Wildlife Federation) both offer wild animal “adoptions” where you donate money to help an endangered animal and in return
you get items like a certificate and stuffed animal-which would be the perfect gift for a child on your list.
Give green by giving gifts that are sure to be used. No one ever lets gift cards or gift certificates to someone's
favorite store, tickets to a concert, movie passes or cold hard cash go to waste.
Shop for unique gifts for the collector on your list. Treasure hunt at local thrift stores, consignment shops or
antique stores for one-of-a-kind fabulous finds.
Edible gifts are another eco-treat (except the fruitcake). A box of cookies, a cake, crackers and gourmet cheeses
or fine chocolates are sure to be enjoyed. A wine lover would enjoy a good bottle of wine. Other options could
be jars of do-it-yourself mixes for cookies, cakes, brownies and even soups. Homemade jams, jellies and
canned vegetables or fruits are also a good choice and a way to extend your bountiful harvest.
A very green gift is one that you know someone really wants or needs. That way, you know it won't sit around
unused, be returned or end up in a landfill anytime soon.
Other ideas for eco-friendly gifts include multipurpose, practical gifts that are likely to be used over and over
again.
If you can’t come up with a great green gift idea you can always give the gift of yourself. Make up handmade
certificates or coupons for your time or talent that may be needed. Could your best friend use some time by herself? Give her a coupon for a night of babysitting. Does your mom need some help with housecleaning? Would
grandpa like a home-cooked meal? Is there a special event your daughter would love to go to with you? How
about a night on the town with that special someone?
Wrap It Up
Once you have the gifts you are going to need to wrap them up green.
You can make your own holiday cards, presents and gift wrap out of scrap materials, used items or recycled
materials.
Get the kids involved. Children love craft projects, and they’ll feel like they have more input in the holidays
beyond asking for what they want from Santa. Let them paint, stamp, and decorate plain boxes, bags and paper
and transform it into fun holiday wrappings.

Here are some tips for wrapping gifts the green way:
Use unique reusable items for wrapping paper, such as the comic section of newspapers, pages from magazines,
colorful maps or paper you make yourself.
Plain brown or white package paper can be completely transformed with stamps, paint, markers, stickers or anything else you may have laying around the house. Have the kids use finger paint and stamp their little handprints
on the paper, which grandparents will love.
Make the present part of the package by wrapping a gift with another gift. Are you giving a blanket as a gift?
Put another present inside the blanket, and use the blanket as the wrapping. Tie it with a ribbon, and you are all
set. Roll up sweaters, and stick items like socks and underwear inside. Tie gifts up with curtain tiebacks, shoelaces or hair ribbons. That way everything gets used, and nothing gets thrown away.
If you are handy with a needle and thread you could make reusable cloth gift bags to wrap up your green gifts.
If you like the idea of cloth gift bags but can’t stitch to save your life, check out www.giftbagsgonegreen.com
for a nice selection of hand crafted, reusable cloth gift bags.
No time to make creative eco-wrappings? Then make sure you at least purchase wrapping paper that is made
from recycled paper or tree free materials.
FishLipsPaperDesigns.com offers a cute selection of wrapping paper made from 100% recycled paper and printed with soy based inks. EarthLoven.com has some snazzy wrapping paper also made from 100% recycled paper
and is printed with vegetable based ink.
Interested in learning more about greening the holidays? Check out I’m Dreaming of a Green Christmas: Gifts,
Decorations, and Recipes that Use Less and Mean More by Anna Getty. It is full of crafts, recipes, gift ideas
and so much more to help you have the best, and greenest, Christmas ever.

Bewitching Book Tours is now offering custom book swag creations that can be added on
to tour packages or ordered separately.
We are offering high quality, hand crafted, one of a kind items made to
match your book. Currently we are offering beaded bookmarks, beaded
keychains, purse charms, belt loop charms, wine glass charms, and earrings.
These items can be created with colored beads to
match the colors in your book cover.
We can also add small charms to coordinate with book content- we have
a wide variety of charms to choose from and if we don't have something
that matches your book we can get it.
Some of the silver charms available are: vampire fangs, wolves, witch
hats, keys and locks, books, hearts, haunted houses,
bats, foxes, hamsas, dragons, sugar skulls, rhinestone
skull and crossbones, high heeled shoes, Fleur de lis,
masquerade masks, owls and many more.
You can also opt to have the items completely customized by adding your book cover to a metal
charm. The book covers are encased in small metal photo frame charms
and sealed in resin for a high quality charm that looks fabulous and is very durable.
Our goal is to create custom book swag that represents your book..
Prices start at just $5.00 per keychain, purse charm, bookmark or pair of
earrings.
Contact Roxanne at RoxanneRhoads@bewitchingbooktours.com for custom price quotes

Blog Interview with Characters from The Megalith Two stories, huh? What has that meant to you?
Union.
I know it’s crazy. We were surprised when our first
The lights are off, the cameras have taken in all they
story was told, but to get to tell the rest of the story is
can, and the story is ready for print. I caught up with a amazing! It means so much to us that our story was
few of the stars of The Megalith Union and was able to told to begin with. Most people would not of had a
ask them a few serious and silly questions about their clue that anything like this happened, but I think it’s
experiences in making the follow up to a best seller.
important that they do.
Some of their answers may surprise you.
There are several new characters that have come
Lizzie O’Neal
into the story. Talk a little about what they bring to
the table.
What was the best part about coming back for a
We were lucky to add a cast of newbies that are so difsequel?
ferent from the characters in the first story. Frank,
The best part for me was getting to see everyone again. Garnash, Ken, the Smith sisters each play a key role in
I missed Biddy and Rory so much, but it was very spe- the story and I think it’s safe to say that the story
cial to get to do this again. Oh, and I liked being able couldn’t be told without them.
to swing the bo staff again. That was fun.
What was the craziest moment for you in The MegWe see an amazing amount of growth for you in
alith Union?
this story, what was that like for you?
I can’t go into detail about it since I don’t want to spoil
This was basically my coming of age story. I mean,
anything for anyone, but when I came face to face with
really I got to step into more of a leadership role,
Elathan has to be that moment for me. There are a lot
which is important because I want to encourage other of crazy things that happen in this story, but for me
young women to do the same, you know. Just be confi- personally, yeah, it has to be that moment.
dant in who you are and show that you too can do
something amazing.
Garnash
So, you have a love interest in this story. What
were your thoughts about that?
Okay, starting to get personal. Really, it’s just that I’m
growing up and luckily Frank has been a great boyfriend. Dad and Brendan seem to approve and I hate
to admit it, but that’s pretty important to me. I think
they know that I can kick his butt if I need to, so they
don’t have to worry.
Brendan O’Neal

What was your reaction when you heard that you
and your Gnome clan were going to be included in
the sequel?
I felt it was only right. We are a big part of what happened, so people should know about us. That being
said, I loved reading The Obsidian Dagger so I’m glad
we got to continue the story.
What was something that surprised you about
Brendan?

He’s the world’s protector, right? The guy is gaining
the power of a god, okay, but he can’t seem go a day
without having a Coke. (Laughs). He gets really irritable without his caffeine, I guess.

we’re talking about a whole new level. We’re like
any other couple, though, we have our ups and
downs, but in the end you want to come out stronger,
and I think we’ve done that.

Most people have not heard about the Descendants I’m glad you brought up being a Leprechaun, so
of Magog, so could you share a little something
many people might ask how you can be the size of
about them?
an averaged-size human and the rest of your clan
are more of the average-sized Leprechaun?
They are the Gnomes’ sworn enemies. They are a
mean, nasty clan that has an ego the size of the moon. That’s a good question. I’m not sure of the legend
They love to kill and they have these animals called
behind it, but the short version of the story is that
Alphyns that are just as violent and nasty as they are. since I am in the royal bloodline of the Leprechauns I
am able to change my size at will. I can essentially
be at Leprechaun height or human height. My father
Frank
would mostly stay in Leprechaun size, but I have
I have to know what you were thinking when you needed to be out among humans so I typically stay at
human height.
first learned about the magicks that live here.
I can’t begin to describe what was going on in my
head when I first laid eyes on the Ruas. Red-eyes,
gnashing teeth…moving like funky spiders on the ceiling… How can a person really prepare himself for
something like that? I guess I’d say stunned and
numb would describe it best.
In your opinion, who is the funniest character in
this sequel?

What’s different about The Megalith Union and
The Obsidian Dagger?
For a reader to get the full picture they need to read
The Obsidian Dagger since it sets the stage for everything that followed, but once they get to The Megalith
Union they are in for tons of action, twists, more vile
enemies, and an ending that might surprise many.

Well, be sure to check out The Obsidian Dagger and
The Megalith
Union (due
out October
24, 2013) and
prepare for
the advenWhat was the most intense moment for you in The
ture. Be sure
Megalith Union?
to look out
The most intense moment, wow, that’s like asking
for the third
which dollar bill is my favorite if I was a millionaire,
book, The
there are just so many things that happen to us in this
Dominion
story. I guess I would have to say fighting the MaPulse in
gogs. It’s hard to get more intense that fighting gi2014.
ants.
Garnash is always cutting up and joking. He’s got
that British wit that can catch you off guard and the
next thing you know you sides are hurting because
he’s making you laugh.

Dorian
I didn’t get to ask Brendan this, but talk a little
about you relationship with him.
Relationships are complicated already, but when you
factor in that he is human and I am Leprechaun,
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The fate of mankind teeters on the edge of the megalith union…
Just as life was returning to normal for Brendan as a college freshman, the hands of fate intervene and adventure besets him again in the second installment of the best-selling Celtic Mythos
series.
Elathan, the golden god of Celtic lore, is reborn out of the ashes of a dead king and evil witch.
Through Brendan and his family, Elathan maneuvers the tendrils of destiny, seeking to gain ultimate power at the expense of all humanity.
Dogged by giants, alphyns, and ruas Brendan, Dorian, Lizzie, and a new cast of characters risk
it all to unravel the mystery of the ultimate foe.
With Corways under attack and Brendan’s father captured by a forgotten enemy, can Brendan
and his allies prevent the end of days?
As the megalith union looms, Brendan and his friends must look to the past to prevent a future
where Elathan reigns supreme.

If you liked Percy Jackson and the Olympians or Fablehaven, you won't want to miss The
Megalith Union!
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The importance of world building
Maria Hammarblad
I am a creator of worlds. Sounds cool, doesn’t it? To some extent, every fiction writer is a creator of worlds, but
this part of drafting a story is extra important when it comes to science fiction and fantasy. The world has to
work. All the details might not be in the story, but if the writer doesn’t know basic facts about the world, readers
will feel something’s missing.
If the world isn’t believable, the entire story fails. If it’s real enough for readers’ imagination to take them there,
the story and the characters have a solid foundation.
The first time someone asked me how I build my worlds I answered, “Uuh.” For me, the world isn’t a separate
thing from the story. The world, the storyline, and the characters develop together, and each is dependent on the
others. They take shape as I write and re-write.
The environment has to match the characters’ motivation. What they do or don’t do will be connected to the
world they live in, it’s challenges, and benefits.
What do they eat, and why? Where do they get the food? Does someone grow it, build it in a lab, or catch it on a
desolate planet? How is it transported? Who decides who works with what? How do people stay clean? How do
they clean their clothes? Are there practical considerations to their buildings? There are a million or so questions, and the answers must be feasible.
When it comes to my new novella Shadow of a Man, it is number XII in a series of books written by different
authors, but set in the same world. The stories are centered on a dilapidated space station – Borealis – and the
time is distant future. This posed a new and exciting challenge, because the world was already created and well
established.
Readers who enter Borealis through my story must feel at home with it, and readers who have gone through the
entire series must recognize themselves and feel comfortable. I read the preceding stories several times, wanting
to pick up details I could refer to, so the audience will know my Borealis is the same as Jay Morgan’s or Stephanie Burkhart’s.
My publisher also created a “Borealis bible.” It contains important details such as recurring characters, names of
foods, curses, planets, weapons, stores, pets, you name it. This attention to detail makes it possible for a large
number of writers to craft widely different stories – some are humorous, some thrilling, and some romantic –
and still allow a sense of continuity. This is what world building is all about.

Shadow of a Man
Borealis, number XI
Maria Hammarblad
Genre: Sci-fi romance (non erotic)
Publisher: Desert Breeze Publishing
Date of publication: October 11, 2013
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Number of pages: 60
Word Count: 19,000
Formats available: E-book
Book Description:
There might be a place Theresa fears more than Borealis, but she can't think of one. The old and decrepit station houses all sorts of cruelty, and to make it better, this is where her husband Dominic was imprisoned,
drugged, and tortured. He returned a mere shadow of his old self, scarred by abuse and Uudon withdrawal.
Borealis is the last place Theresa wants to go, and the only one she can't escape. Dominic's apparent madness
does nothing to alleviate her fears. Her once sweet husband has turned into a womanizing monster, and will
destroy anyone who gets in her way.
Geo, her faithful and all too handsome bodyguard, appears to be the only one on her side. He once helped rescue Dominic, and pays for the insurrection with a lifetime on the run. This might be a situation not even he
can handle, and Theresa fears none of them will make it out alive.
About the Author :
Born in Sweden in the early 1970's, Maria showed a large interest for books at an early age. Even before she
was able to read or write, she made her mom staple papers together into booklets she filled with drawings of
suns and planets. She proudly declared them, "The Sun Book." They were all about the sun. She also claimed,
to her mother's horror, that her being on Earth was a big mistake and that her alien family would come and
bring her home at any moment. This never happened, but both the interest in space and the passion for bookmaking stayed with her.
As an adult Maria's creativity got an outlet through playing bass in a number of rock bands, and
through writing technical manuals and making web pages for various companies and organizations. She did write drafts for a few novels, but the storytelling muse was mostly satisfied
through role playing online on Myspace. It was here, while writing stories together with people
from around the globe, she stumbled onto Mike. They started talking out of character, and she
moved over to Florida to him late 2008. Today the two are married and live in the Tampa Bay
area with three rescue dogs.
Besides writing and playing bass, Maria enjoys driving off-road, archery, and Tameshigiri.
Website:
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A Sleigh Ride Home
By Roxanne Rhoads
The moonlight glittered off the freshly fallen snow.
It was like taking a sleigh ride through a forest of crystals.
Everything sparkled, glimmered and shimmered. It was truly beautiful. Caleb was really trying so hard to give me the
“good, old fashioned Christmas” experience that I had always dreamed of; complete with a one horse open sleigh,
fresh falling snow, and a thermos full of hot cocoa.
The blanket started to slip off my lap so I tugged it
up to make sure it didn’t fall to the floor of the sleigh.
Caleb glanced my way, “Are you cold Maggie?”
How could I be cold with Caleb, the man of my
dreams and fantasies sitting beside me? I had wanted this
man since high school, when he was the popular, hot guy
that was so nice to everyone. Including a skinny, scrawny
girl with braces and glasses. Me. “No, I’m actually quite
warm. The night doesn’t feel that cold and between my
thick leggings, sweater, wrap and the blanket I am toasty
warm.”
“Good, I didn’t want you to get cold. After living in
Texas for the past couple years I bet you aren’t used to the
cold, Michigan winters anymore. I was afraid you’d be
freezing by now.”
Caleb was always so wonderful. He was the kind of
guy that was always concerned about people. We had been
pretty good friends. He was so sweet he even took me to
our senior prom seven years ago. I was sure he’d just done
it to be nice because he felt sorry for me since no one else
had asked me to be their date. Now I wasn’t so sure that he
had taken me to the prom just to be nice. Maybe he had real
feelings for me. The kind of feelings I have for him.
This was only the second time I had seen him since
I left to go to college in Texas right after graduation but I
had never stopped thinking about him.
It seemed that he never stopped thinking about me
either. He sent me letters, cards and emails from time to
time always asking when I was coming home. This was the
first year I had replied telling him that I’d be home for
Christmas. Usually my mom flew out to Texas to spend the
holidays with me there. This year though my mother had
finally met someone special and she wanted to spend the
holidays with him…and me. Honestly I was glad. I had re-

ally begun to miss Michigan lately, especially at Christmas.
There was nothing like a snow covered Christmas.
“No matter how long I stay in Texas I’ll always be
a cold blooded Michigan girl.”
His smile twinkled as bright as the snow, “Glad to
hear that.”
“You know Caleb this was awfully nice of you to
invite me on this sleigh ride. The drive through town seeing
all the Christmas displays and lights was fun and then here,
in the woods…it is so still, so quiet and so utterly beautiful.
It is a dream come true.”
“Maggie, I remembered that last Christmas we
spent together before graduation and how you would always talk about wanting an old fashioned Christmas with
sleigh rides and hot cocoa and even ice skating. I have always wanted to give that to you. I’ve had old Drew here,”
he motioned to the horse, “and this sleigh for five years
now hoping you’d come home for the holidays so I could
give you the Christmas sleigh ride you’ve always dreamed
of.”
“Really? Caleb, I had no idea. But why?”
“Why? Maggie isn’t it obvious? I love you; I’ve
been in love with you since middle school. I’ve tried to put
you out of my head, I’ve tried dating other people but it’s
you. You are the one that’s always had that special place in
my heart.”
My eyes welled up with tears as his words rang
true. My heart swelled telling me I felt the same way. All
this time I hadn’t let myself believe in my feelings because
I feared rejection.
Caleb pulled the sleigh off the trail and into a small
clearing.
“Maggie would you consider coming home?”
“Caleb, I am home,” I said as I threw my arms
around his neck.
“Really? To stay? With me?” he mumbled into my
neck.
“Yes, with you, for as long as you’ll have me,” I
cried.
“I hope forever isn’t too long for you,” Caleb said
with a smile as he pulled away from my tear soaked embrace to look into my eyes.
“Forever sounds just about right.”

Witches
By Kenya Carlton
Do we have a fascination with witches? Vampires, werewolves, and zombies are best sellers—I don’t have
the foggiest idea how zombies got on the list—but what about witches? From my point of view, I believe
they have never gone out of style. Every once and a while a boom of witch television shows, movies, and
books come to life. The allure of witches started a long time ago. In my estimation, the thought of a woman
being powerful was frightening to men. In the way, way back, it was simple to label women witches and burn
them at the stake. A controlling mechanism church leaders would use in case a little filly wanted to get out of
line. Joan of Arc and the Salem Witch Trials are the more popular historical events that we know so well.
Growing up, witches used to be these ugly old monsters with the added bonus of a hideous wart on their
nose; except for Maleficent now that was one hot witch. Disney has made a mint off of those beauty stealing
villains. I don’t know when it happened, but sometime in the 80’s witches became suddenly desirable. Teen
Witch anyone? Personally, that movie was the worst campy garbage that I will watch on repeat till this very
day. And let’s not forget Witches of Eastwick … when have witches ever looked better? Only in freakin’
Practical Magic! Yep, I like my witches. I stuck with Charmed even after they killed off Pru. Why? Because
I liked Phoebe better.
The thing that draws me in is the ostracization that these magical women face within society. In my Sweet as
Sin series, the lead character, Sienna Caldwell, is a very powerful witch. Not over the top in any way, Sienna
is subtle with her gifts. However, if her balance is interrupted she will go crazy. Another factor that adds a bit
of whimsy to their mystique is that they have no one they can trust. Should they hide their magic? Or maybe
just the good ones should keep quiet, while all the bad ones wreck havoc on all the poor, unsuspecting souls.
Decisions, decisions.
Samantha Highfill from Entertainment Weekly wrote an article on Charmed being the right kind of cool. Apparently Witches of East End didn’t totally work for her, she found that family dynamic less than desirable.
No chemistry, she claimed, but she made a very good point. For people to take interest there has to be an aspect of realism in the mix. She brought a few programs that just didn’t pan out and she believes East End will
most likely be one of them. But wait a minute, aren’t all of those examples of sweet little witches unlike the
one’s in American Horror Story? Oh yes, I see plenty of blurred lines in this FX show and none of these
tricky woman seem Glenda-ish at all. So maybe that’s the key … for everyone to accept a witch she must be
kind, sweet, and pretty. Like I said earlier, I have mad love for Maleficent. The sweet ones are cute, but I personally enjoy twisty turns of mystery that makes a not even a totally bad witch kick some magical booty.

He stood on the snow covered peak, his dark hair flowing in the breeze with his face tilted toward the
moon. Damian Andreas was one fine-looking man and I sighed at his eternal beauty. His posture stiffened and his
eyes snapped open, scanning the landscape until they landed on me. The slow smile that spread over his lips sent
a shiver up my spine ending with a rush of heat that warmed me to my very soul.
Damian dropped from the ledge, morphing into the form of a giant hawk; his wingspan blocked the moon
as he circled, descending in a graceful arc until he was within a few feet of the ground. He dropped the last few
inches in his human form, his intense gaze locked on mine.
“I thought you were reading,” he said when his hiking boots touched the snow.
“I was, but I thought the fresh air would do me some good.”
He pulled me into his arms and his cool lips brushed mine. His kisses still stunned me as much as they did
when we first met. My bones turned to soft clay, melting into him, into his kiss.
The moment our lips separated, the playfulness in his eyes faded and his gaze rose from mine to the trees
behind me. His features tensed and he straightened, his eyes narrowing into a glare that bit at my nerves.
“What are you doing here?” he asked in a voice I hardly recognized and I turned, taking in the feral
blonde standing at the edge of the woods.
She approached and my pulse jumped at her red eyes and the set of razor teeth gleaming in the moonlight.
“I know your hiding places, Damian,” she said in a sensual purr that hung on the night air. “And so does
he.”
Damian’s grasp tightened and he did a quick scan of the area before bringing his gaze back to the woman.
“Don’t worry your pretty little head over it, honey. I took care of his hunters a few days ago.” Her eyes
dropped to mine and she licked her lips. “She smells wonderful.”
“The way my wife smells is of no interest to you,” he said, releasing his hold around my waist, taking my
hand and stepping in front of me in a protective stance.
“Wife. Wow.” Her perfect brow arched as she renewed her study of me. “And you’re not going to introduce me?”
“Naomi, this is Lilith,” he said with a voice clipped with an underlying warning.
The name Lilith brought forth a wealth of religious information, but this couldn’t possibly be the same as
the reference in the old testament. The first woman. The first demon.
I stared at her and she cocked her head, her lips spreading in a sly smile that was meant to chill.
“The story is so much more sordid than those old monks scribed,” she said flipping her hair over her
shoulder and igniting my curiosity. “Isn’t that right, Damian?”
Damian squeezed my hand and sent a glance in my direction before sliding it back to Lilith. “What are
you doing here?” he asked again, this time measuring each word, conveying his distaste.
“Lucy is back on the prowl and he is in one of the foulest moods this universe has ever seen.”
“What does that mean?” I asked.
“It means he’s hunting and hell bent on finding the two of you.”
“Let him come, this time I won’t stop until he’s dead,” I said and her sharp gaze met mine.

“Sweetheart, if Lucy finds you, you won’t have the strength to fight him.”
“Why the hell not?” I asked and tried to step to Damian’s side but he shot me a glare that froze my
feet in place.
“Because he has the last dose of antidote.” Her gaze snapped from mine to Damian’s. “If he uses it on
you, you’ll die like that,” she said and snapped her fingers. “But that’s not his intent. He plans on stealing her
immortality, and her death will be slow and painful.”
Damian took a step backwards, forcing me to move. “You found a cure?”
“It took me a while, considering I created the damn virus, but I finally found the right mix. Unfortunately, for those of us who have lived longer than the normal human lifespan, the instantaneous aging process
means death.” Lilith let out a laugh filled with sarcasm and bitterness and her gaze landed on me. “But for
you, my dear, it will strip you of your strength and make you immune to the virus for the rest of your mortal
life.”
Damian didn’t respond, but his eyes narrowed and his grip on my hand tightened.
The information took a moment to sink in and I blinked at the sudden flurry of questions flooding my
mind. “What do you mean by immune?” I asked, a little surprised at the question that actually popped out of
my mouth.
“It means no superior strength or speed and your ability to heal would revert back to the normal human timeframes.” Her gaze flipped back to Damian’s. “And it means she’s toxic to any vampire.” A slow sadistic smile crossed her lips.
The gaze Damian sent my way reflected a level of trepidation I hadn’t seen in years.
Lilith’s laugh pulled my attention back to her.
“Baby, no one dances with the devil and lives to tell about it,” she said and slid her gaze to Damian’s.
“Isn’t that right, Damian?”
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Naomi's immortality is nullified, making her vulnerable to the ones who consider her their conquest. If she wasn't already walking over the hot coals of misfortune she would be obsessed with
the next ambush. The shadow vaccine is hell in a syringe, the antidote turning Naomi’s blood into
a lethal elixir, rendering her toxic to all vampires, including Damian.
Archangel Michael reveals a long buried secret of her heritage and cautions Naomi against personally triggering the apocalypse. If Lucifer discovers just how unique she is, death at his hands
will become her most appealing escape.
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YOURS TO TAKE
Cathryn Fox
Revenge takes on a sexy twist when a powerhouse lawyer is stripped of her control by the handsome multi-millionaire she once took down in the courtroom.
About the Author:
Cathryn Fox is a wife, mom, sister, daughter, and friend. She loves dogs, sunny weather, anything chocolate (she never says no to a brownie) pizza and red wine. She has two teenagers who
keep her busy with their never ending activities, and a husband who is convinced he can turn
her into a mixed martial arts fan. Cathryn can never find balance in her life, is always trying to
find time to go to the gym, can never keep up with emails, Facebook or Twitter and tries to
write page-turning books that her readers will love.
Cathryn also writes Young Adult novels under Cat Kalen and co-writes paranormal romance as
Taylor Keating.
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YIELD TO ME
Sarah Castille
An ambitious MMA fighter struggles to resist her attraction to the dangerously sexy fight coach
who awakens in her secret desires that could destroy her fighting career.
About the Author:
Recovering lawyer, karate practitioner, and caffeine addict, Sarah Castille worked and traveled
abroad before trading her briefcase and stilettos for a handful of magic beans and a home near
the Canadian Rockies. Her steamy, contemporary romantic tales feature blazingly hot alpha heroes tormented or tattooed for your reading pleasure.
Visit Sarah: www.sarahcastille.com
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COMPLETE ABANDON
Julia Kent
Six months after having her baby, Laura finds that her relationships have cooled, even as her
naughty desires heat up her eReader. When their best friends take the baby for an overnight,
Mike and Dylan show Laura just how alpha they can both be, as Laura surrenders herself to them
with complete abandon.
About the Author:
New York Times and USA Today Bestselling Author Julia Kent turned to writing contemporary
romance after deciding that life is too short not to have fun. She writes romantic comedy with an
edge, and new adult books that push contemporary boundaries. From billionaires to BBWs to
rock stars, Julia finds a sensual, goofy joy in every book she writes, but unlike Trevor from Random Acts of Crazy, she has never kissed a chicken.
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THREE LITTLE WORDS
Lauren Hawkeye
Two years ago serious law student Malachi Hunter broke wild child Adele Cavanaugh’s heart.
When Mal is thrown back into her life... and she meets Dorian Marshall, a bad boy with a soft
spot for her... Adele doesn’t know how to choose just one when they both help to ease her pain.

Excerpt from Three Little Words :
The orange tabby cat followed us home.
I didn’t notice its presence until it leapt ahead of us just as I opened my front door. I
watched with bemusement as it stalked into my condo like it had every right to be there.
“Brace yourself,” Dorian said as the cat—who I referred to as Humper in my head—
wound her way through my legs.
But she apparently wasn’t interested in me that way. Nuzzling my boot with her whiskers,
she looked up at Dorian with what I could only describe as a wicked look went he followed me
into the house.
“Christ,” he muttered, fixing Humper with a warning stare. “Don’t even think about it,
puss.”
“What about me? Should I think about it?” I asked, turning to eye him up and down. God,
but he was beautiful. Those worn jeans hung from lean hips that were so sexy they should have
been illegal. His black T-shirt stretched tight over his lean, hard chest, and when he moved his
solid biceps made his ink dance.
The look he sent me was pure, smoldering sex. Cupping his hand behind my head, he
pulled me to him, crushed his mouth to my own. He kissed me breathless, made my pulse kick
up a notch.
Dorian had barely released me when Mal shut the door with the heel of his boot, then
pulled me from Dorian’s arms into his. He let me study him for a moment, the boy who was
now six feet of hard, sexy man.
“You’ll do as you’re told,” he informed me as he lowered his head to mine. Where Dorian’s kiss had been hot and hard, Mal’s was slow and full of sensual promise.
I felt desire flooding into my pussy, and I squirmed.
This was insane. This was not what normal people did.
And yet I knew that I’d already made up my mind. I needed this. Dorian and Mal had
come into my life for a reason.
I’d worked through my pain as best as I could on my own. Now I wanted these two wonderful, amazing men to wipe the dirty memories away, to replace me with something clean.
Well, not too clean.
“Upstairs?” Mal murmured against my lips. I nodded, my pulse skittering. I got the shock
of my life when he hefted me into his arms, Gone With The Wind style, and started to carry me
up the stairs.
Oh my. That was just... wow.
Strange as this situation was, it was also the most romantic thing I’d ever experienced in
my life. And on top of that, I could feel Mal’s muscles working against my body as he carried
me, making me want to strip us both naked so that we could be skin to skin.
“Nice move, mate.” Dorian followed us, reaching over Mal’s shoulder to dance his fingers over my hair.
I craved more of their touch. It anchored me in a way that I hadn’t even known I’d been
missing.
“Watch out for my roller skates.” I murmured as we reached the top of the stairs. Mal
sidestepped them neatly, but Dorian looked at them, then at me with a wicked grin.

“We might use these in the future, love. You, in nothing but the skates.”
I’d always thought I was pretty hard to shock, but Dorian won that game, hands down.
My mouth fell open, my cheeks flushing as the erotic image danced across my mind.
“I—” I choked on the words. I was in over my head, desperately treading water and trying
to stay afloat.
These two gorgeous creatures were my life preservers. I could hang on to them and let
myself go.
About the Author:
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Jessica doesn't like to take risks, but when she's almost run over by a red hot rock musician
named Storm on his motorcycle, she realizes that some risks are worth taking.
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HOW TO CHOOSE A COWBOY
Daire St. Denis
When Tessa Savage is forced to choose between two hunky cowboys while vacationing at the
Lazy L Dude Ranch, she finds herself at a loss; the Marlboro Man look-a-like or the fun-loving
exhibitionist. Help Tessa decide in this smokin’ hot interactive tale.
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THE VAMPIRE DESIGN
Vivi Anna
A naive young artist travels through Europe searching for the most infamous painter ever to
live… who also happens to be a 300 year old vampire.
About the Author:
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over 30 books and novellas.
Visit Vivi: http://www.vivianna.net/
twitter: @authorvivianna Facebook

ANYTHING HE WANTS: ATONEMENT
Sara Fawkes
Jeremiah and Lucy have been through the fire and barely escaped with their lives, but can their
love survive the real world?
About the Author:
Sara Fawkes has always loved spinning tales. One who's been writing since she was a little girl
(and has the home made books from preschool to prove it), she loves creating stories and characters and interesting messes for them to get into. And for the handsome guy to always get the girl
in the end. An avid traveler and adventure motorcyclist, her dream job includes selling everything off and leaving civilization to see the world on two wheels, writing in cafes in each country
she visits, and living off her writing. In the meantime however, she lives in California with her
menagerie of pets and, when not writing, loves to rebuild old motorcycles/cars and practice her
fiddle.
Visit Sara: http://sara-fawkes.com/
twitter: @sarafawkes Facebook

Create Gift Boxes Out of Soap Boxes
Holiday Craft by Wenona Napolitano
Soap boxes (from bath size bars of soap) can easily be transformed into fun little gift boxes. These soap boxes
are small and cute and can easily be made by anyone, even the youngest children. They can be customized for
any occasion.
Kids can easily decorate them with stickers, scraps of old wrapping paper, cutouts from old greeting cards, foam
shapes or anything on hand in the craft box.
The boxes can be decorated in so many ways and are the perfect size for gift cards. Stuff the box full of tissue
and slide the gift card in, that way the receiver still gets to open a gift not just a card. Plus the hand decorated
box makes it so much more personal.
To create the elegant gold box in the photo follow the directions below:
Supplies Needed:
Empty soap box from a bath size bar of soap
Gold acrylic paint
Paint brush
Sheer burgundy ½ to ¾ inch ribbon
Directions
Paint the empty box gold, it may take a couple coats to completely conceal anything printed on the box.
Once the paint is dry cut a piece of ribbon long enough to wrap around the box and create a bow (length will
vary since box sizes may vary), cut no shorter than 12 inches
Place the ribbon flat across the front of the box- make ends equal on each side coming out from the middle of
box
Flip over the box and ribbon, cross the ribbon to go in opposite directions across the back then flip over the box
with the ribbon. You should have made a criss cross design with the ribbon.
Now tie the ribbon in a bow.
Cut off excess ribbon.
Fluff bow.
I made a bunch of soap box gift boxes for Christmas last year but
they can be decorated for any occasion. Here’s a photo of a few of
my Christmas ones.

Do You Believe in Magic?
A Guest Blog by David-Matthew Barnes
Do you believe in magic? Within seconds of answering this question when it was posed to me by the
guide of a ghost tour in New Orleans, the initial concept for what would become my novel Wonderland
started to form. Back in my hotel room, I worked until all hours of the night, fleshing out the details of
the emotional and magical journey that fifteen-year-old Destiny Moore would take the minute she
stepped foot on the island of Avalon Cove, as a result of her mother’s death. At once, I knew I had uncovered the start of something very different than I had ever written before.
The question of whether or not magic exists was a point I kept returning to during the creative process. In
many ways, it was my driving force while writing the novel. Sure, my opinion was one thing – but how
would my characters answer that same question if asked? This seemed so significant I decided it was the
perfect place to start the novel. On page one, Destiny is asked this question by her uncle just moments
after her arrival. The question (and her eventual answer) has considerable weight to it because her uncle
is a magician, just as Destiny’s grandfather was. Of course, Destiny spends the rest of the novel coming
to the conclusion that she (like me) does in fact believe in magic – a revelation that’s prompted by her
continual visits to a place called Wonderland. Yet, along the way, Destiny also discovers she believes in
love.
My previous novels have all been reality based and character driven. With Wonderland, the supernatural
and paranormal elements of the story liberated me. With magic, all things are indeed possible. Often during the writing of the novel, I found myself returning to a place of deep imagination I hadn’t really allowed myself to tap into since being a child. I allowed myself to go back to a place in my life when
whether or not I believed in magic was a moot point because it hadn’t occurred to me yet to even question its existence. Doing so resulted in one of the most exhilarating creative experiences I’ve had in my
career. Suddenly, I was freed to do whatever I wanted on the page, without the restrictions reality can
present. When I wrote my first short story at the age of seven (The Blue Witch: a five-page epic about a
lonely witch that prompted a phone call home by my impressed second-grade teacher), magic was a part
of my every thought and daydream. I’m not sure at what point in our lives we stop believing, but I’m
convinced the characters and plot of Wonderland found me specifically to remind me that just like imagination, magic is beautiful – and very real.
Here’s a song that inspired the novel: Magic by Emii.

Link: http://youtu.be/8y0VaztKu50

Wonderland
David-Matthew Barnes
Genre: Young Adult/Paranormal/Romance/LGBT
Publisher: Bold Strokes Books
ISBN: 978-1602827882
ASIN: B00BF390HK
Number of pages: 181
Word Count: 49,000
Amazon Barnes and Noble Bold Strokes Books
Kobo eBooks Walmart
Book Description:
Nominated for the American Library Association’s 2014
Rainbow Books!
After her mother loses her battle to cancer, fifteen-year-old Destiny Moore moves from Chicago to
Avalon Cove, a mysterious island in South Carolina. There, she starts a new life working part-time as
a magician's assistant and living with her eccentric uncle Fred and his hottie husband, Clark.
Destiny is soon befriended by two outcasts, Tasha Gordon and Topher McGentry. She accepts their
invitation to accompany them to a place called Wonderland, a former boarding house owned by the
enigmatic Adrianna Marveaux.
It's there that Destiny meets and falls in love with Dominic, Tasha becomes enamored with Juliet, and
Topher gives his heart to Pablo.
When Destiny uncovers the reason she and her friends have really been brought to Wonderland, she's
faced with the most crucial choice of her life.
An Excerpt from Wonderland by David-Matthew Barnes
A hand reached inside the tunnel. I almost screamed and clutched Topher’s arm, nearly crawling into his lap. Tasha kneeled down in the sand and poked her head inside.
“The coast is clear,” she said. She straightened her yellow headband and motioned for us to get
out of the tunnel. I slid out first. Tasha offered a hand and helped me up. I wiped the back of my skirt,
hoping I didn’t have sand stuck to the back of my thighs.
I’ll never wear a skirt again. At least not when I’m hanging out with these two.
“How’d you get rid of ‘em this time?” Topher asked.

“How do you think?” Tasha said. “I threatened to put a curse on them.”
“Again?”
She nodded. “Of course. They still think I’m a witch.”
Topher turned to me. “That reminds me,” he said. “Destiny, do you believe in magic?”
I gave them both a look. “Okay,” I said, a hand on my hip. “What’s the deal? Why does everyone
keep asking me that?”
Tasha reached out and brushed a few strands of hair away from my eyes. “Because here,” she said,
“you either believe in magic…or you don’t. Topher and I…we believe.”
“We need to know where you stand,” Topher echoed.
“Where I stand?” I repeated. “I’m standing on an island in South Carolina a thousand miles from
home.”
Topher slid his arm around my waist. He whispered into my ear, “That life is behind you now.”
I started to cry, and felt like a complete idiot. “I know,” I said, with a small nod. “I can never go
back.”
“We know what you’ve been through,” Tasha said. She took my hand and placed it in hers. Her
skin was as soft and velvety as it looked. “We know about pain.”
I looked around, worried people might be staring at three of us. The playground was empty. Except for the seagulls gliding in the air above.
My voice cracked when I spoke. “I miss my mom,” I admitted. It was the first time I’d said the
words. Just saying them made me cry even harder.
Damn it. Stop crying. You’re such an idiot.
“She misses you, too,” Tasha said, tightening her grip on my hand.
“Soon everything will make sense,” Topher promised.
I shook my head. “No…it won’t,” I said. “I don’t understand why she had to die.”
“Because,” he said, “it brought you here to Avalon Cove.”
“To us,” Tasha added. “Everything happens for a reason.”
“You guys are being super sweet and I really appreciate that,” I said, “especially since you don’t
even know me. I swear I’m not usually an emotional mess like this.”
“We want to take you somewhere,” Topher said.
“Okay,” I said. “But should I call my uncles first? Do either one of you have a cell phone I can
borrow? I left mine in Chicago. I figured it was time for a fresh start. And a new phone.”
“I promised Sir Frederic the Great I’d have you home by nine,” Tasha reminded me. “And you
will be.”
Tasha and Topher pulled away from me, stepping aside. They gave each other a strange look and
started walking away, leaving the playground – and me-- behind.
I followed.
“I only have one question,” I said, once I caught up with them.
“You can ask us anything,” Topher said. “We have nothing to hide.”
“Where exactly are we going?” I asked.
Tasha smiled at me and said, “We’re taking you to Wonderland.”
About the Author:
David-Matthew Barnes is a filmmaker, novelist, playwright, poet, and teacher.
He is the award-winning author of nine novels including the young adult novels Swimming to Chicago
and Wonderland, which were nominated by the American Library Association for their annual Rainbow
Books, a list of quality books with significant and authentic GLBTQ content for children and teens. His

literary work has appeared in over one hundred publications including The Best Stage Scenes, The
Comstock Review, and The Southeast Review. He was selected by Kent State University as the national winner of the Hart Crane Memorial Poetry Award. In addition, he's received the Carrie McCray
Literary Award, the Slam Boston Award for Best Play, and earned double awards for poetry and playwriting in the World AIDS Day Writing Contest.
Barnes is also the author of over forty stage plays that have been performed in three languages in
eight countries. He is a member of the Dramatists Guild of America and International Thriller Writers.
Barnes' first film was Frozen Stars, which he wrote and directed while still an undergrad in college.
The coming-of-age independent film stars Lana Parrilla of ABC's Once Upon a Time.
Barnes earned a Master of Fine Arts in creative writing at Queens University of Charlotte in North
Carolina. He has taught college courses in writing and the arts for the last decade.
He lives in the city of Denver where he serves as the CEO of Fairground CineFilms.
Amazon Author Page Facebook Goodreads

Google+ Newsletter Official Website Twitter

World Building by Braxton Cosby
World building is the key to storytelling. I believe it is one of my greatest strengths as a writer. I’m constantly
trying to hone my ability to project visual imagery on mental landscapes. I’ve always loved and have been fascinated by storytelling. I’m a huge movie fan and I appreciate the ability of the director to set the tone of the story
from the outset. Movies that draw people in from the beginning really appeal to me. That’s why I started out Protostar the way I did (you’ll see next year). The Windgate is more character driven, especially since it is written
from the first person. So it was important to build from the start with Ziv’s characters and his lack of self-esteem.
But as I continue to watch movies over the years, something changed within me. I found myself being drawn to
tales that had an epic feel to them. The stories that offered something more than just action or suspense, and created vibrant, real characters were the ones that appreciated the most. I would look at movies in a whole new perspective and say, it was good, but if it did this or that it would have been awesome. When I began to write, I really wanted to construct an imaginative playground where I would finally have the opportunity to incorporate all
these great ideas.
But more than that, I really want to inspire other people out there to pray for guidance on what their calling is so
that they can have a clear vision of what God has in store. I am a stunning testimony of what can happen when
you quiet your mind and listen to that little voice in your head.
Another aspect of writing that I feel is vital to capturing an audience is pacing. I love pacing. Along with big finishes. I want to deliver a story that has good pacing, allowing the reader to get a “jolt” of action here and there
that moves the story forward, and then slow it down so that there are opportunities for character development. I
hate to give everything all at once. I fear that readers will have a let-down and lose interest if the story moves too
fast or slow. I’m a huge fan of “Big Finishes” that are over the top and climatic, with a cinematic feel to them. I
want the reader or audience (movie plug) to remember the story. It was imperative to me that The Windgate has
all these elements. I had the ending completed in my head mid-way through writing the book. Once these elements were implemented, creating the environments and the world around the characters was easy.

Can you tell readers a little bit about yourself and what inspired to write in this particular genre?
Well, I’m an award-winning novelist that works full time as a physical therapist right outside of Atlanta, GA. I am married with three lovely girls who are the source of my life right now. They inspire me to

be a better man and to create as much original content as possible. Kid’s minds are so amazing and
they are always trying to do something else that trumps the last thing. This genre of writing, Young
Adult, was inspired by just watching and learning from young people. I love the power of imagination and the boundless freedom that comes with it. Young people are becoming more and more accepting and receptive to new ideas and lack the rigidity of older folks, so they are willing to read
something off the cuff.
What is it about the paranormal that fascinates you so much?
I think people are drawn to it because it’s relatively new from a narrative perspective. Now, people
have definitely watered it down and “kicked the dead horse” with all the stories branching from it.
But actually, Dracula and his monster goons have been around for quite some time. People
brought it back mainstream when they gave us characters that showed a more human side to them,
rather than just mindless beings.
What inspired you to write this book?
I wanted to find another venue that explored the power of spiritual gifting, without all the religious
handcuffing and legality that pushes people away. Everyone talks about supernatural powers, but
no one really tapped into it like my novel The School of Ministry does. Imagine being able to see
demons in the spiritual realm by just closing your eyes, or manipulating objects and people by just
speaking. Once I worked out the framework for the spiritual gifts, I had to create a story that included action elements and set pieces that felt epic. The creative elements took over from there.
Please tell us about your latest release.
The School of Ministry: The Windgate is the first of a five book series that follows the exploits of a
young man named Ziv who is kidnapped by a secret society that lobbies his help to defend the
weak and hunt down evil. In exchange for his assistance, they will help him find his friend (long
lost love interest named Stephanie) who has recently gone missing. From there on, an epic tale of
redemption, discovery, purpose and identity is birthed. There’s a wonderful double love triangle as
well that keeps readers enthralled.
Is there a character that you enjoyed writing more than any of the others?
Francis was a great character to write. I wanted to be him by the end of the story. He had to be very
cool, sexy, mysterious, and sinister, while still appealing to the reader. The balance between him
and Jaythan was paramount in making both of their characters work within the story. Ziv is of
course the main character and since the story is told from his perspective, you had to love him too.
And ultimately you do, but Francis came off more polarizing than I expected.
What is your favorite scene from the book? Could you share a little bit of it, without
spoilers of course?
It’s actually a scene that was added late to make the continuum of the story make sense. In the editing process, there are moments where you as the writer realize that timelines are being challenged. My editor pointed this out to me and I needed to have a sequence that added fluidity to the
story, without making it seem like filler. There is an extra training scene with Ziv, Francis, and Jaythan that takes place where they are working with Maxwell and you get a sense of how powerful
Ziv can really be if he learns how to focus his gift. I made up the challenge and I didn’t know how
or would play out or who would win, until the very end. The conclusion of the scene made sense

and weaved in perfectly.
Can you tell readers a little bit about the world building in the book/series? How does
this world differ from our normal world?
World building is my favorite thing. It takes time, especially in a series because you have to envision
the world over an extended period. I ask myself questions like: “Do it change? Is there war? Will the
characters move to other venues” What is the relevance of the changes if any?” The Windgate follows
the boys through different set pieces where the environments are very different and it is important for
the reader to feel what they feel (Or at least Ziv) as the changes take place. So the detail has to be there,
but knock enough to make you overdoes on it and make you say “get on with it already.” The spiritual
aspect of the world building doesn’t really come into play until later novels.
With the book being part of a series, are there any character or story arcs, that readers
jumping in somewhere other than the first book, need to be aware of? Can these books
be read as stand alones?
This is first book of the five book series, but I am cognizant that readers will pick up later books without
reading the first or second ones. I feel that each book will be a novel of it’s own, but readers who love
the story will decided to go back eventually to tie together different ends. I like to think that each book
represents a television season, with chapters being episodes.
Do you write in different genres?
It varies a little. Both series Are Young Adult, but they tight rope the line of New Adult, Romance, Sci-fi
and Mystical Visionary.
What was the last amazing book you read?
I really like with Marie Lu has done with Legend and of course what Veronica Roth is doing with the
Divergent series. Both books pull you in to different worlds and have characters that you can relate to.
Where is your favorite place to read?
Do you have a cozy corner or special reading spot? Anywhere my kids are no around. LOL. But I just
love to get in a spot where there is quite. Sometimes it’s the bookstores and libraries, or maybe even
when I’m on vacation. Reading by the ocean is like paradise to my senses.
What can readers expect next from you?
More and more good, original, creative and thought provoking stories. As soon as I feel like I am getting conventional or predictable, I immediately throw in a monkey wrench or two to keep you guessing.
That way, neither of us can get bored.

The School of Ministry
The Windgate
Book 1
Braxton A Cosby

Genre: YA Paranormal
Publisher: Keith Publications
ISBN: 978-1-62882-002-7
Number of pages: 367
Word Count: 114K
Amazon
Book Description:
TO CHOOSE, IS FATE!
A young man named Ziv struggles to find his place in life after
both of his parents are murdered. Orphaned and alone by the
age of six, he bounces in and out of foster homes hopeless and
afraid, wondering if he will ever find a path to happiness. He
resolves to accept a life of depravity, until one day he discovers
he possesses the gift of sight: to see creatures from the afterlife,
but not angels...demons!
Ziv is recruited by The School of Ministry, a secret society that promises to help him find his best friend
Stephanie, who has gone missing. But there is one catch: he must agree to join them in their quest to eradicate evil and protect the weak. Ziv learns that he is a "Conduit," which allows him to cross over into the
spirit world and transcend time itself.
When he is partnered with two other young men who have similar gifts, the unlikely trio is trained in the
mastery of weapons and the art of Shouting, during treacherous challenges of the tortuous Quad in preparation for their mission: to secure the Windgate. Ziv becomes entrenched in a quest of identity, love, and will,
until he comes face to face with pure evil itself--Akabod, the spiritual prodigal son to the School of Ministry
and a master of talents.
Book Trailer: http://youtu.be/jIuB6zXCnY4
Excerpt:
It's Miss Evans!
I approach the tank and investigate it, looking for signs of movement from Miss Evans. She floats
lifelessly in the water. Her hair flows, carried by the waves and her face appears angelic. I notice the softness of her eyelids and the elegant curve of her mouth as she floats. But the beautiful view is interrupted by
a dramatic jolt of her body as her eyes open and a cluster of bubbles escape her mouth and nose. She stares
at me and thrashes, eyes bloodshot as she slaps at the glass. I gaze back at her powerless, examining the tank
for locks or levers; some way to release her from the watery prison.
I'm helpless as she continues to struggle for air. Then, an image flickers from the corner of my eye as
a side door opens and Maxwell walks out, holding a staff of his own.

"Maxwell," I plead. "It's Miss Evans. Please help her!"
He shakes his head and lifts his staff in his hands, twirling it in a circle as he begins to slowly walk sideways, circling me like a predator, encasing me in a hedge of danger.
"Hold your ground. Make a choice: fight or flight," Maxwell bellows.
Miss Evans' banging on the glass behind me blends with the pounding of my heart. I lift my staff and
spread my feet, turning my attention to Maxwell. As much as I'm afraid for my own safety, I find it impossible
not to focus on Miss Evans. Her muffled scream comes from the tank and I look away from Maxwell to check on
her. Her hands clutch her neck. Her face is bright red with a tinge of blue around her lips.
"No," I scream, stepping back away from the tank.
Raising my staff above my head, I crank back and rip it down, slamming it into the side of the tank, as I
yell. The water explodes from the crack in the tank and glass shards crash to the floor below. I swing once more
and this time the entire tank shatters, launching Miss Evans into the air toward me. I catch her in my arms and the
force of the water propels us backward onto the floor. She coughs, gasping for air. I hold her in my arms and caress her head. Her sobbing brittles me and I'm relieved to see her skin color returning to its natural tanned shade.
We're here, an odd place, an unfamiliar place. But as I hold her delicately in my arms, it makes me feel
like I'm heading back home. Not the place where I live now, but the place where I used to live, when mom and
dad were still alive. The way she rests in my arms beckons me to a time when I used to hold my kitten, Priceless.
She'd climb into my lap during the thunder storms. I was her comforter. Priceless would purr when I did it. And
now, so many years later, I find myself feeling the same way as I hold Miss Evans. Her soft body pressing into
my skin—warming me—calls me to hug her even closer with each passing second. The times when I needed
someone to hold me reflect in my mind like a mirror as I stare at her. Her chest rises as her heart beat quickens,
mixing evenly with her breaths. As warmth returns to her body, a subtle tremor comes over her; like a purr.
I can't resist. I have to do it. I must do it. I hug deeply, ignoring the senseless urge to pull away.
"Bravo!" praises Maxwell, exiting the room as the lights come back on.
Miss Evans resting in my arms and I comfort her, caressing her hair. She finally looks up at me and
mouths, "Thank you."
About the Author:

A graduate of the University of Miami, Cosby earned his bachelors, masters and doctorate in physical therapy. He also is certiﬁed by the American
Physical Therapists and is a Certiﬁed Sports Nutritionist.
And now he’s getting you in shape. “I feel that God has given me a calling
to help people,” said Cosby. It was through his own injury that taught
Cosby about “getting people back to their prior level of function.” He said
he want to motivate “people to stay on the course” so they can meet their
own individual goals.
Cosby is a personal trainer, nutritionist and physical therapist and is using

his talents and knowledge to help bring attention to the health issues and disparities such as heart disease,
diabetes and high blood pressure.
He was the featured keynote speaker at the 2012 Atlanta CARES STEMFest for Children and Young Adults
event. He also was a presenter for Mercer College School of Medicine and the Louisiana Medical Society’s
Focus on Exercise and Fitness. He has partnered with Emory University as a clinical instructor and worked
with a major rehabilitation company in geriatrics.
The host of a weekly radio show – Ask the Fat Doctors, Cosby also is an award-winning author and has
been seen on CBS, Fox and Atlanta Live. He’s teamed up with retired offensive lineman and NFL analyst
Jamie Dukes to create a workout video for men called Chachersize (C_4).
Ask the Fat Doctors is where Cosby, Dukes and radio personality Tee Foxx where they cover a variety of
topics from current events to obesity to disease prevention. Cosby also shares tips on how to lose pounds.
Cosby’s goal is to share information on how to create healthy habits and how they can counteract serious
health ailments. His articles can be found in “OMTimes Magazine” and “Skinny Limits”. Cosby also posted
regular workout tips on his YouTube page.
As the nephew of actor and comedian Bill Cosby, Dr. Braxton A. Cosby has charted his own path, but embodies his uncle’s creativity and vision for a healthier America. “Of course” he was an inﬂuence, the younger Cosby said. “He taught me how to develop a passion for what you do.”
And Dr. Braxton A. Cosby has a passion for ﬁtness
@Cosbykid_fatdoc
www.facebook.com/DrBraxtonCosby
www.cosbyscorner.com
www.braxtoncosby.com
www.theschoolofminsitry.com

Witches in Fiction
By Jacqueline Paige
Witches in fiction now seem to be the least written about. The paranormal genre has been flooded with the
now more popular shape-shifters and vampires but I still prefer to write about the fantastic characters that can
do any variety of magic.
When I started writing about witches I didn’t want to do the typical ‘slightly’ evil witch. My witches are otherwise normal every day people with a little something extra. In my story Twice Cursed Maddy is a hereditary
witch from an entire community of magic wielding characters, complete with a school and ruling council. My
present work in progress, the Ancestor’s Enchantment Trilogy is also about witches, although this time I have
the good witch vs. bad witch plot line.
The witches that are probably nearest and dearest to my heart are my eight characters in the Magic Seasons
series. The first three books are out now, From Beltane Magic, The Solstice Heat and Harvest Dreams.
Meet my witches from the Magic Seasons series (while most of the characters are in all of the books,
I’ve noted which book has them as one of the main characters)
Aileena (Leena) is a woman that is gentle in everything, her personality and moods. She always feels maternal
with her closest friends and would go out of their way to look after any one of them. Her ability of controlling
the elements and knowledge of plants make her magic abilities strong and unbreakable. She is a leader at
work and in life, always working hard to keep those around her close, but never allowing anyone to get too
close. (From Beltane Magic)
Owen is a man that reflects humor and cavalier vibrations to others, he is gentle and caring as is his ability to
draw negative and heal others. If you didn’t know him, you would never realize he came from violence.
Knowing how the real world can be, he has vowed to never put himself into the position, or allow anyone else
that could open up the world he has carefully sealed shut forever. (From Beltane Magic)
Kassandra (Kasey) is a woman that exudes energy and brightness; she is as equally passionate when angry as
she is when she’s happy. The energy she carries from life comes through in all her magical workings with
spells and stones, giving them great magical strength. She is a dreamer and often wishes she could re-write her
own story so that she was charming and sophisticated enough to be with a certain wealthy male lawyer she
wants more than anything else. (The Solstice Heat)
Christopher is a force of strength and experience that is carefully hidden behind the easy mannerism he has
adapted so carefully. There is nothing he cannot do where magic is concerned and he has tried all manner of
things, whether right or wrong. His fortune has left him wanting for nothing else in life, except the one thing
money can’t buy him, the woman he feels too unclean to approach. (The Solstice Heat )
Rachel is a woman that lives carefree with a buoyant recklessness. She loves being a flirt and has spent many

years indulging that side of her personality. Her energy draws other; her character is to protect all those that
cannot protect themselves. When she’s not riding on life, she is helping children less fortunate then herself.
(Harvest Dreams)
Steven (Doc) is man that gives more than his energy usually allows. He is a highly respected pediatrician that
always goes that extra step to ensure all in his care are receiving his utmost attention. He often sacrifices sleep
to spend time with his friends, and he can’t seem to help affably chasing the skirt of the one woman that
breaks his easy going charm and makes him forget he’s supposed to be the jovial. He hides his strength in
body and magic, never letting others know that he is more than the carefree man with everything he needs.
(Harvest Dreams)
Coralee (Cora) is a woman that represents grace and simplicity. She has the skill of being able to feel emotion, aura and see beyond the now. The pain sometimes associated with this gift has forced her to live her life
from a distance. She decided early in life what she wanted, and returned from her years away at school set to
obtain her biggest dream. Unfortunately she has found the past few years lacking just that as she waits for the
man she wants to stop and look at her instead of every female that throws themselves in his path. (Autumn
Dance – book 4)
Dade is a man that follows life simply, yet his charitable personality brings him a wealth of satisfaction. He
is the first to lend a hand, the last to stay and help and the one everyone calls when something goes wrong.
Even though his own generous nature fills his life, he still manages to find time enough to get himself into a
mess at every turn and spends most of the time imploring forgiveness from the one sexy voodoo witch he
can’t seem to ever get close to. (Autumn Dance – book 4)
Patrick is a man that has lived a rough life undercover in all the wrong places, for too long. His light Irish
charm carefully keeps others from seeing the dangerous man that lies inside. He is the first for justice and will
go out of his way to keep the innocent safe. He finds himself falling for the woman that was a victim of a sick
and vile person and is caught between keeping her out of harm’s way and completing the job he needs to finish. She shows no fear of him and slowly tears away the walls that surround him. (Winters Mist – book 5)
Rhonda is a woman that becomes a victim to the vicious attack of a killer. Even though she survives, she will
have to learn to live with the scars for the rest of her life. In hiding she has to rebuild the strength to get
through it. She is forced to spend her days and nights in the company of a detective, that seems to have no other plan in life than to constantly aggravate her and get in her way. (Winters Mist - book 5)
Step into a world of magic and passions … The Magic Seasons series

From Beltane Magic
Book I in the Magic Seasons

Paranormal Romantic Suspense
Available in eformats and paperback
Publisher: Class Act Books

Step into a world of magic and passions....
Take a dash of spice, heat it
Add a flash of magic and watch the sparks fly
Toss in a killer that's targeting women
Add a handful of witches from all paths to stir it all together...
Each were willing to spend their lives alone and safe; until they’re touched by Beltane Magic.
Can they survive their pasts to be together as they struggle to find a killer before the wheel turns again?
Amazon Class Act Books
The Solstice Heat –
Book II in the Magic Seasons series
By Jacqueline Paige
Publisher buy link: Class Act Books
Passion and magic that burns
Kasey is a woman that exudes energy and brightness; she is as
equally passionate when angry as she is when she’s happy. The
energy she carries from life comes through in all her magical
workings with spells and stones, giving them great magical
strength. She is a dreamer and often wishes she could re-write her
own story so that she was charming and sophisticated enough to
be with a certain wealthy male lawyer she wants more than anything else.
Chris is a force of strength and experience that is carefully hidden
behind the easy mannerism he has adapted so carefully. There is
nothing he cannot do where magic is concerned and he has tried all manner of things, whether right or wrong.
His fortune has left him wanting for nothing else in life, except the one thing money can’t buy him, the woman
he feels too unclean to approach.
Separated by two different life styles yet their passion and magic ignite sparks hotter than the Solstice
heat.
Can they work out a way to be together as they try to stop a killer from striking again.

Harvest Dreamsv
Book III in the Magic Seasons series
By Jacqueline Paige
Publisher buy link: Class Act Books

Armed with magic and a plan ...
Armed with magic and a plan for the Lammas festival as a
group they are determined to stop the killer from harming anyone
again.
With a plan of his own, Steven decides to persuade Rachel that
they’re meant to be together.
Rachel is a woman that lives carefree with a buoyant recklessness. She loves being a flirt and has spent many years indulging that
side of her personality. Her energy draws others; her character is to
protect all those that cannot protect themselves. When she’s not riding on life, she is helping children less fortunate then herself.
Steven is man that gives more than his energy usually allows.
He is a highly respected pediatrician that always goes that extra step to ensure all in his care are receiving
his utmost attention. He often sacrifices sleep to spend time with his friends, and he can’t seem to help affably
chasing the skirt of the one woman that breaks his easy going charm and makes him forget he’s supposed to be
the jovial. He hides his strength in body and magic, never letting others know that he is more than the carefree
man with everything he needs.
Armed with magic and a plan for the Lammas festival as a group they
are determined to stop the killer from harming anyone again. With a
plan of his own, Steven decides he’s done waiting for Rachel to see
that they’re meant to be together and takes things into his own hands.

Autumn Dance
Book IV in the Magic Seasons series

At the autumn gathering twelve angry and determined witches use
their power to draw out the killer before anyone else can become a victim.

With his magic ability Dade has control like no other— if he had that
in his everyday life he could have the one thing he wants.

Coralee is a woman that represents grace and simplicity. She has the skill of being able to feel emotion,
aura and see beyond the now. The pain sometimes associated with this gift has forced her to live her life from
a distance. She decided early in life what she wanted, and returned from her years away at school set to obtain
her biggest dream. Unfortunately she has found the past few years lacking just that as she waits for the man
she wants to stop and look at her instead of every female that
throws themselves in his path.

Dade is a man that follows life simply, yet his charitable personality brings him a wealth of satisfaction. He is the first to lend
a hand, the last to stay and help and the one everyone calls when
something goes wrong. Even though his own generous nature fills
his life, he still manages to find time enough to get himself into a
mess at every turn and spends most of the time imploring forgiveness from the one sexy voodoo woman he can’t seem to get
close to.
Winter Mist
Book V The Magic Seasons series
Jacqueline Paige

Release date: March 15, 2013
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Step into a world of magic and passions....

Take a dash of spice, heat it
Add a flash of magic and watch the sparks fly
Toss in a killer that's targeting women
Add a handful of witches from all paths to stir it all together...
Patrick is a man that has lived a violent life undercover in all the wrong places, for too long. His light
charm carefully keeps others from seeing the dangerous man that lies inside. He is the first for justice and will
go out of his way to keep the innocent safe. He finds himself falling for the woman that was a victim of a sick
and vile person and is caught between keeping her out of harm’s way and completing the job he needs to finish.

Rhonda is a woman that becomes a victim to the vicious attack of a killer. Even though she survives, she
will have to learn to live with the scars for the rest of her life. In hiding she has to rebuild the strength to get
through it. She is forced to spend her days and nights in the company of a detective, that seems to have no other plan in life than to constantly aggravate her and make her want things she may never have again.

When Patrick’s cover is blown and he is badly injured, the group of friends pull together to keep him and
the recovering victim of a killer safe. As a result, the group of twelve become targets of the criminals after
Patrick and have to live together in a safe house for Yule.

Can twelve witches follow orders or will they take matters into their own hands?

About the Author:
Jacqueline Paige is a world class multi-tasker being a
mother to five adventurous and unpredictable children, a
cafe manager and having a colossal imagination that allows
her to step outside of reality into a world of paranormal romance —with just a touch of suspense.
Jacqueline lives in Ontario, Canada and avoids the ever
changing weather of the region she lives in by creating other
worlds to fall into in her stories of all things paranormal.
Her first book was published in 2009 and since then has
published ten. She is always writing and currently has more
than a dozen stories in one stage or another of the writing
process.
You can find all of Jacqueline’s books at:
www.jacqpaige.webs.com

Writing sex scenes…it’s not easy!
By Jacqueline Paige
Someone commented a few days ago about how it must be easy to write sex scenes. I’m not
sure what they were reading, but to me writing a sex scene is harder than co-coordinating eight
characters all doing something different in the same scene!
First you have to decide if it’s a sensual scene or one that’s closer to animalistic, which your
characters decide on more than you do. Some characters would just be hard to picture as sweet
and soft…
Body parts, that’s where it starts to get tricky. In a normal scene you can have your characters
doing any one of a thousand movements and it’s easy for the reader to see it. With a sex scene
you have to make sure legs, hands, arms… and so on make sense where you’ve got them. You
don’t want it to read as an aerobic workout or have your characters doing things even contortionists can’t manage.
Varying your actions and descriptions is probably the hardest thing when it comes to putting
those scenes on paper. Let’s face it; there are only so many ways you can describe basically the
same thing over and over without it becoming boring. The description has to match the mood
and character as well. There’s nothing worse than reading “…he thrust … thrusting hard … she
gasped … gasping, he …moan … moans … moaning…”
You get the point. Writing those scenes takes more time than any other part of the book and
they’re not easy.

Happy Halloween!!! What? It’s over and gone…. Darn. I love the dark sexy shoots!
Kidding aside, I hope everyone had a great
and wonderful Halloween. With the parties,
costumes, games, and seeing all the Trick or
Treaters looking so cute, or scary, in their
costumes. Sadly for the children in my
neighborhood, it was rainy and cold, however, a few did brave the weather and made it
out.
And to answer my own question, yes I also
had a great Halloween. Once a month I
shoot for a local pinup club, this month was
a Halloween theme of course. So I thought I
would share a few photos with you.
I hope you are looking forward to the upcoming holiday season as I am! I can’t wait for the
holiday theme shoots to start!

Steven Jon Horner
Steven Jon Horner Photography
www.stevephotome.com

What I Have Learned About Modeling
By Ginger Kewl
In the last week I have met three new models because photographers I have worked with sent them my way.
That has got me to put into words some of what I have learned in my journey
through the modeling world. I know it’s not everything but there are some things I
wish I had been told when I first started.
As a new model I think we all aspire to catch some agencies eye, to be in the glamour of the high fashion industry. But the reality of it is very few people meet the
warped expectations of the high fashion industry.
I have spent many hours pouring over Vogue, Harpers Bazaar and W magazine, all
high fashion big dollar clothes. I don’t understand some of the designs. And the
unrealistic body type of the models that are chosen is only around 2% of the industry. The models are tall, extremely thin and ghostly looking. I don’t know about
you but that look certainly isn’t me. I am an average size 10 with color and life.
The good thing is that models are needed of every shape and size. There is a spot
for me and for YOU!
I decided to model for fun. Let’s face it; in the beginning there is no money to be made. It’s all about networking and learning how to pose. Knowing what side of your face looks best, how to hold you hands, how to use
your eyes and how much endurance you have to hold that position for what seems to be an eternity while the
photographer moves around you.
To start off is easy. Find a local photographer or modeling group on a social media site like Facebook or twitter. Follow the boards and go to a group photo shoots. Group photo shoots are were many photographers and
models meet up to just have fun. Most are TFP or “time for print.” It’s a trade. The photographer’s take your
picture and you pose for them. You agree to give them credit whenever the pictures are posted anywhere.

Most shoots have model releases that must be signed by both parties. Make sure to read the model agreement.
Most are standard saying that the photographer owns the copyright to the photo but you can use the picture in
any way to promote yourself. However if you want to sell the picture you must get the photographer to release
the rights to it. These are great places to learn new skills and find some fantastic talent with a camera.
Next, join modeling websites. Post pictures to get your image out there.
But beware of the scams. There are several that will sound too good to
be true. If anyone offers to pay you money and travel expenses sight unseen, be suspicious. Tell tale signs are that they will send you a check
then after you cash it you send the money to somebody else for clothes,
makeup, etc. This is a big NO NO. They are just looking to make some
free money at your expense. You will be responsible to pay the bank
back the money after the check bounces.
You can meet some fantastic people on modeling sites like Model Mayhem or ISO Connection. When arranging a photo shoot with a photographer you have never met in person always ask for a photo of them.
Know whom you are going to meet. Look at their portfolio and decide if
their style of photography is something you don’t mind doing.
Also ask if you can bring an escort. A legitimate photographer, not just a
guy with a camera, won’t mind at all. The person you bring may not be
able to be in the room while the photos are being taken and then again
maybe they can be. It just depends on the photographer. The first photo session is always a bit awkward because you and photographer are getting to know how to work with each other. So just relax and have fun. If
you have fun, so will they.
But be sure to listen to the photographer’s instructions.
Some photographers really like to give instructions as to how to pose, what type of clothes to bring to the
shoot and how to do make-up. Others really don’t care; they are into capturing the raw beauty of you.
Another important thing to decide is your limits. What type of photo shoots will you do?
Will you chose fashion, body parts, fitness or nudes? There are lots of choices. Many photographers will ask
for nudes. It is much harder to find a model that will do them. That’s why they ask. You have to decide what
you are comfortable with. No matter what you decide there is a camera waiting to snap your picture somewhere.
In truth modeling isn’t as glamorous as it first seems. It requires a lot of discipline, thoughtfulness over
clothes, hair, and make up and how you look in general. Sometimes it’s running straight from your regular job
to a photo shoot that could last way too late. Then again it’s also a day with new friends capturing moments
that produce speculator photos that could land you a spot with an agency. But no matter what the reason, do it
for yourself and no body else.
That is what I have done. I have learned so much in such a short amount of time. I have worked with at least
20 photographers this past year. I am always surprised at how different the images can turn out with the same
subject, me.

Photo credits:
Naughty School girl--RSII Photography https://www.facebook.com/RSIIPhotography
Motorcycle- David Lewis https://www.facebook.com/davidlfoto
Black Swan Makeup - Clif Furgison http://cliffurgisonphotography.zenfolio.com/
Black Polka dot dress- John Walsh https://www.facebook.com/pages/Walsh-Photography/167014236717585
If you would like to see more of Ginger you can find her at:
https://www.facebook.com/ginger.kewl
https://www.facebook.com/ginger.kewl.7
http://www.modelmayhem.com/3038525
http://www.zivity.com/models/GingerKewl

