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      Raising a Demon

      I loved it! The characters were funny and likable. I found that it was an easy reading story and I hope to see more of these characters.

      This is my first book by Amy Cissell and I really enjoyed it...in fact it was hard for me to put down. I loved the references to the shows Supernatural and Lucifer...both favourites of mine.

      I loved this book, it is entertaining and the characters are pretty awesome. Evie is a single mom, who is sent into a crazy "revelation week" from hell (pun intended) and we discover that there is a lot more that meets the eye in sleepy Eden Valley. I'm curious about the other characters and what will happen next in the series. I just found a new series to look forward to and I think if you like fantasy, urban fantasy and hotness everywhere, this book is just for you.

      I thoroughly enjoyed Evie's story. A fresh new take on a midlife crisis! All of the characters are so well developed and a joy to read. I loved Evie's friends and family and Lily especially is a precocious little girl. Even Luc's brother and sister were fun to read. I am definitely looking forward to the next book in the series!
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        * * *

      

      Devil and the Deep Blue Lake

      Another good one!

      Love all the twists and turns of this one. Unlike some authors that have their one main character the same for all the books in their series, Amy bring forth some of the supporting characters of the previous book. You get to learn a bit more about them and how everyone is connected as the story moves along, keeping you hooked the whole time. Eagerly looking forward to the next one!

      A delightful foray back to Eden valley. I love getting to know more of these characters. Really enjoyed things from Viv's point of view and being with her in her trials and tribulations. And so many twists and turns! This book is a total page turner!!

      It’s getting even more interesting with each book. The second book in the series is even more interesting than the first. The second book follows Viv and her return to Eden. I loved it because it focuses on solving some of the mysteries and questions from the first book and you see the world building coming together and then even extend as new info and mysteries are discovered. If your into mysteries, action, soul searching and some added romance - this is a great book and series. It’s an easy read for me - finished it in a day lol.
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        * * *

      

      Valley of Angels

      You had me at mansplaining! When the heroine rolled her eyes at her boss's incessant mansplaining, I was totally hooked. This book had all the elements I love- ride-or-die friends, a heroine coming into her power, metaphorically and physically, a dire apocalypse and an adorable kitten. 

      Love the friendships through put this series and all the dynamics that are involved in the relationships. I look forward to the next book and reading the other series that has some cross over.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      Guardian of Eden

      I wanted to take my time and savor this final installment in the Eden Valley series but before I knew it the sun was coming up and I was putting the kindle down. What an amazing ride. This book focuses on Elle and it does not disappoint! I’m going to miss these characters so much but what a way to go out. If you haven’t read the series, pick up book one. Don’t hesitate… it’s too good to miss.

      Great end to a great series! This is the last book in the Eden Valley series, and I am going to miss these ladies so much. 

      Angels, demons….. I loved this book so much…. and have discovered a new obsession with books about angels! Elle definitely deserved her HEA!
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        This one’s for ‘the moms’

        TH, KS, SC

      

      

      

      Y’all kept me sane with our rain or shine pandemic playdates ’n’ wine Fridays. So glad our demon kids are friends.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Get a free book!

          

          SUBSCRIBE TODAY!

        

      

    

    
      
        
          
            [image: cover of Eden Valley novella Match Made in Hell. Glowing martini surrounded by ring of fire]
          
        

      

      As a subscriber to Cissell's Epistles - my amazing weekly-ish newsletter - you can pick any of these books to get you started on your journey! Sign up for my newsletter, then watch your inbox for the confirmation & download links!

      

      The series: An Eleanor Morgan Fantasy Adventure

      The Eleanor Morgan Fantasy Adventures are a 7-book series (complete) of contemporary fantasy books. Eleanor is in her mid-30s and is living a perfectly ordinary life. And then... (there's always a "and then") She finds out she was a changeling child - one left on the doorstep of a human couple by the Fae. And her quest is to reopen the gates between Earth & the Fae plane which will help bring balance back to both worlds, but maybe at the cost of destroying herself and everything she's ever known.  

      

      The freebie: The Cardinal Gate is the first in this series. Eleanor definitely has a lot more swearing, violence, and explicitly naked sexy times. There are witches and vampires and zombies and dragons and werewolves. Lots of snark. Lots of adventure. And a few broken hearts along the way. Romance isn't the main theme, but there is definitely some of that going on.  

      

      The series: Psychics of Oracle Bay

      The Psychics of Oracle Bay is a series of paranormal romance/psychic mystery stories set in a small coastal town in Washington State with unusually high per capita population of psychics - and these psychics are always, always right. That much knowledge and foresight does't always make things easy, though!  

      Not in the Cards is book 1, and it's your intro into the tight-knit group of psychics. Sandy is looking for a new life and a new home, and stumbles onto a tarot shop for rent with a living space above the shop. She pulls out the cards she hasn't looked at since college and hangs out her shingle. It doesn't take long for her almost-ex-asshat to find her... And it takes even less time for the fate of the town to rest in her (and the rest of the oracles') hands.  

      The freebie: Wing and a Prayer is the third in the series (and shorter than the rest) but can be read as a stand alone. If you like grumpy fallen angel/risen demons/stuck on earth bartenders, feisty psychics, and a totally irreverent and highly attended apocalypse, you'll want to grab this one!   There are currently 5 novels published. Books six and seven will be released in Spring 2023.
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        The series: Vamps in the Vineyard

      

      

      
        
        The Vamps in the Vineyard series centers around a group of middle-aged vampire slayers who are fighting the good fight against the vampires who are moving into their small, eastern Washington State and trying to take over the vineyard Charlie has put her blood, sweat, and tears into. There’s no romance in this series - it’s all slaying, no laying - and the vampires are never the sexy, misunderstood, morally ambiguous  characters they sometimes are in popular media (including my Eleanor Morgan series). They’re all evil, all the time. 

      

        

      
        Here to Slay is book 1, and it's your intro to Estaca Corazón, Charlie’s vineyard & winery, her journey into accepting her slayer powers at the same time she’s hitting menopause, and how her friendships are what saves her.  

      

        

      
        The freebies: Stakes and Stems is a prequel novella and Charlie’s first major event at her winery. The Valentine’s dinner doesn’t quite go as expected. There’s a rash of vandalism, vampires at dinner, and Charlie’s first (and accidental) slaying.

      

        

      
        Slay Bells Ring is a holiday novella set after Here To Slay. It’s a bit of a crossover with Eden Valley (as in, it takes place in Eden Valley), but you don’t need to read that series to follow this. You may want to have already read Here to Slay, though!
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        Get your free books by subscribing to my newsletter!
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      “Hello, this is Beverly Hill. How can I help you?” Bev winced as she did every time she said her whole name. She’d had it for forty-four years and still wasn’t used to it.

      “Miss Hill? This is Principal Ives. I’m afraid I’m going to need you to come pick up your niece. She’s been suspended for the rest of the week, but will be welcome to return on Monday. Since this is her first offense of the year—and the first as a middle-schooler—her suspension is only three days long. As you know, she gets two more before expulsion.”

      Bev massaged her left temple with her free hand, trying to get rid of the sudden-onset tension headache. “It’s Ms. Hill. I’ll be there in a half hour. Can you tell me what happened this time?”

      “She was fighting in the lunchroom and sent another student to the nurse’s office. She’ll be in the office when you get here. I look forward to meeting you. I understand you knew the elementary school principal well.”

      The principal’s cheery tone made Bev want to reach through the phone and punch him in the face. Maybe calling parents with suspension notices was a daily part of his job, but he didn’t need to sound quite so happy about it.

      “See you soon,” Bev said through gritted teeth. She hung up and went back to the email she’d been composing when the phone had rung. She finished, hit send, grabbed her purse, and stepped out of her glass cubicle. As soon as she stepped foot into her boss’s office, he sighed audibly.

      “Shelby?” he asked.

      “I’ll be back after I pick her up. I’m just taking my lunch early today.” Bev hated the way she sounded, but she couldn’t cover up the placating tone she adopted every time she talked to Jackson Allen. Her new boss was beige—white, medium height, lightly tanned, sandy hair, light brown eyes, forgettable face, and a body that was neither hard nor soft. He’d started a couple months ago after Bev had been passed over for the promotion. Again. The fact that they’d worked together for less than eight weeks and he already assumed, correctly, but still, that she was leaving to get Shelby meant his predecessor had warned him and that made losing the job to him even worse.

      “If you’re gone more than thirty minutes, you’ll have to use PTO.” His smile was borderline smug and for the second time in ten minutes, Bev felt like punching someone in the face.

      “I’ll keep that in mind.” She pasted a smile on her face.

      “Beverly!” he called when she was ten steps out of his office.

      She turned around, but before she could walk back into his office, he raised his voice and said loud enough for everyone in the branch to hear, “You’ll need to work on your absenteeism if you ever want to advance your career. You’ve been the assistant manager for how long?” He shuffled through some papers on his desk as if he was looking for the date while heat suffused Bev’s cheeks and a wave of humiliation failed to provide a complementary hole in the floor to sink into. “Fifteen years?” He whistled low in surprise. “That’s longer than I’ve been old enough to drive. Maybe you’re a middle management lifer…”

      Bev walked out of the bank before she fulfilled the fantasy that had been building for weeks. Every time he was awful to her, she added another layer to her elaborate revenge scheme. Currently she was contemplating paying Lily, her niece’s best friend and genuine demon child, to magic permanent boils in between his butt cheeks.

      When the fresh air hit her, Bev stopped and took a deep breath. “In with the positive, out with the horror that is a mediocre white man.”

      “Do all humans talk to themselves, or is that an affectation only necromancers have? Oooh, maybe you’re not talking to yourself! Is there a ghost around?” The tall white man wearing dark jeans, a graphic tee depicting a unicorn running after an ark, and a leather jacket turned around, eyes alight as he looked for the non-existent ghost Bev might have been talking to.

      “What are you doing here, Barachiel?” Bev asked. She side-stepped him and headed to the parking lot without waiting for an answer.

      “Elle says I need to have a bank account so I can buy things and get a place to live that is anywhere but her house, so here I am!” He grinned and fell into step beside her. “And you’re supposed to call me Barry.”

      “I am not calling you Barry.” Bev unlocked her car and slid into the driver’s seat. Barachiel got in on the other side and fiddled with the seatbelt, trying to buckle himself in. “What are you doing?” Bev wasn’t even trying to keep the exasperation out of her voice anymore.

      “I’m putting on my seatbelt. Evie says it’s the law.” The latch clicked home. “First try. I’m getting the hang of your weird travel vehicles!”

      Bev started the car. She was at the end of the thirty-minute window she’d given Shelby’s principal and didn’t have time to argue with an angel. “Fine. We’re going to the school to pick up Shelby. You are not coming in with me. In fact, as soon as we get there, you’re getting out of the car and heading back to the bank to deposit your money and open an account.” She turned on the blinker, looked right, left, right before making a cautious left turn onto Main Street, which was currently almost devoid of traffic.

      “What money?” Barachiel asked absently, rolling the window up and down.

      “The money for your bank account.” Bev stopped at a four-way stop sign, waiting to ensure no one was coming too fast to stop, then pulled into the intersection. The two-mile drive was punctuated with several stop signs, two blind curves, and underbrush too close to the road that could be concealing foolhardy animals ready to jump in front of the next vehicle that sped by. Driving safely—two miles under the speed limit, complete stop at each stop sign, and high alert through the curves and forested section of the road—took fifteen minutes. She was going to be late.

      “I thought the bank account was supposed to pay for everything I needed?” Barachiel rolled up the window and pulled the lever next to his seat and leaned all the way back.

      “You have to put the money in. The bank holds your money for you, keeps it safe, and, depending on the account and how much money you have in it, pays interest. But the original deposit comes from you.” Bev slowed down as she approached the next intersection. She had the right of way, but you never knew. Better safe than dead.

      “Where do I get money?” Barachiel pulled the lever again and shot upright.

      “A lot of people have jobs.” She turned on her blinker and turned right.

      “Like what kind of jobs? How do I get one? My friend Andras owns a brewery. You work at a bank taking people’s money. What else is there?” Barachiel pressed the lock button and tried to open the door.

      “What are you doing?” Bev yelled. “That’s dangerous. You sit there and leave the door alone until we’re parked.”

      “Sorry. But you don’t have to yell. Nothing bad will happen. I’m an immortal angel of the Lord.” He flashed another one of his million-watt grins at her and, for a moment, every bit of tension Bev was holding disappeared.

      “Please don’t do that again, no matter how immortal you feel.” She took a deep breath as he dimmed his light and the stress of the last eighteen months—strike that, twelve years—returned. Angel smiles were a dangerous thing…they took away too much sharpness and replaced it with peace.

      “Evie owns the Silver Dollar, Viv is a graphic designer, Sam and Luc work for their dad. Kind of.” She thought about it for a minute and grimaced. “Actually, you don’t have many good examples of people with jobs. But you know my cousin Russell, right? He manages a bar, doesn’t he?”

      “Several of my associates work in alcohol management. Have you thought about quitting your job? Taking people’s money doesn’t seem like the best use of your talents.” Barachiel rolled the window down again. “You could be a detective and solve crimes by interviewing dead people. Detectives are very cool.”

      Bev signaled, then turned into the school parking lot. After creeping forward and into a space as far away from any other cars as possible, she put her Prius in park and turned it off. “Like there are so many crimes to solve in Eden Valley. Besides, I don’t want to be a cop.”

      “Oh no, not a police detective. I meant a detective like Miss Marple or Jessica Fletcher! They’re old ladies in small towns who are always surrounded by murders they get to solve, showing up the police! You could be just like them.” Barachiel opened the door to get out, but his seatbelt yanked him back. He struggled with the seatbelt, getting more and more tangled, until Bev reached over and unlatched it. Barachiel stumbled out of the car. His wings popped out as he tried to get his balance.

      “Wings!” Bev hissed.

      Barachiel huffed, and they disappeared back to wherever they went when they weren’t visible.

      “Please leave now,” Bev said. “I need to go pick up my kid and sit with the knowledge that you compared me to two elderly women who were probably serial killers inserting themselves into the investigations. There’s no other explanation for the sheer number of murders around them.” She walked to the front door of the school, purse clutched closely to her body.

      Barachiel caught up with her. “School isn’t over yet, is it? There are no other children around.”

      “It’s not. School doesn’t let out until three, but today I am picking Shelby up early. Now go.” Bev hit the buzzer to notify the office staff she’d arrived.

      “Yes?” a voice crackled through the intercom.

      “It’s Bev Hill here to get Shelby.” She turned her back to the brick wall and scanned the area in front of her, alert to any potential dangers.

      “Your name is Beverly Hill,” Barachiel said while they waited for the buzz signifying they were being allowed in.

      “It is.” She hated her name and had ever since she was a student at this school and a couple classmates decided that it was hilarious and deserving of mocking. She’d sworn then that the minute she was eighteen, she’d change it.

      But then she’d used it to enroll in college and after that, assumed she’d get married and could change it later. She got busy with work, then being a doting aunt, first to her sister’s child, then to her best friend Evie’s daughter. When her sister and mother died in a horrible car accident when Shelby was a toddler, her name seemed like the least of her problems. She’d taken Shelby in and raised her and hadn’t had time to reflect on the twisted senses of humor her parents—Richard Wood and Chloe Hill—had called on to name their children. She’d gotten her mother’s last name, and her sister Holly had been given her father’s.

      The door buzzed, and Bev yanked it open and fixed Barachiel with her steeliest gaze. “Weren’t you leaving? I am going in here, and you cannot.”

      The angel looked completely unfazed and peered over her shoulder into the school.

      “He can come in with you, Bev!” the school secretary called from her office across from the door. “As long as you have ID to pick up Shelby and he doesn’t wander off.”

      “Thank you, Miss…” Barachiel trailed off as he strode across the hallway and walked into the office.

      “You can call me Dawn.” Dawn Rosner, who had been the middle school secretary since Bev had been a student there thirty years ago, giggled at Barachiel.

      Bev walked into the office just in time to see Dawn wink at him, and an expression of mild horror replace Barachiel’s friendly grin. His eyes widened and darted around the room, clearly looking for an escape other than the doors he’d just walked through.

      “I’ll wait for you outside,” he said and fled.

      “Who’s your friend?” Dawn asked with a silly but acquisitive smile.

      Bev sighed. Eden Valley was small enough that Dawn already knew the answer—or at least the answer that had been spread around when he’d returned with Elle two weeks ago. “Cousin of Elle’s,” Bev said. “He’s in town to help her through this difficult time.”

      Dawn’s face drooped down and a look of deep compassion overtook her. “I heard. Poor lady. And how Kevin must feel, losing his father so suddenly.” She looked at Bev expectantly, waiting for her to fill in the blanks left by Brandon Jones’s “death” at the end of July and Elle’s three-month departure to mourn, leaving Kevin behind to stay with Evie Addams, her two children, one of whom, Lily, was Kevin’s best friend, and her fiancé Luc. Short for Lucifer. Last name Morningstar. Descendent of the original.

      “It was very sad,” Bev murmured and wondered what Dawn would say if Bev told her that Brandon Jones hadn’t been a real person but was instead a flaming sword in a human body, the same sword that had once protected the gates of Eden and had been used to cut the ties Eden Lake had on Kevin, former Eden Lake monster and current sixth-grade student. She bit her tongue to keep from blurting it all out. “Shelby?”

      “Of course, you want to collect your niece.” Dawn clucked her tongue and handed Bev a form to sign.

      Bev scanned it. “It says she’s being suspended for fighting in the lunchroom. Do you know what instigated the fight?”

      “They don’t tell me that kind of information. I just know what’s on the form. Shelby punched another student, sending him to the nurse’s office with a black eye.” She shook her head mournfully.

      “He knocked my lunch tray out of my hands and called me a very bad name,” Shelby volunteered as she walked into the room. “He’s also an eighth grader, about a foot taller than me, and at least fifty pounds heavier. The only reason he got a black eye is because he hadn’t finished straightening up after running a hand down my back looking for a bra strap.”

      “Nice job, sweetie,” Bev said, holding out an arm and pulling Shelby in for a side hug. “It’s probably good you have a different lunch schedule than Lily and Kevin this semester, or I’d be sitting here with Evie and Elle, wouldn’t I? Let’s go talk to the principal. I’m excited to hear how he’s going to address the bullying and sexual assault perpetrated on a younger, smaller student.” She looked at Dawn. “I’m assuming that if Shelby was suspended for three days for defending herself, the other student was expelled?”

      Dawn didn’t reply, just picked up the phone and said, “Miss Hill here to see you.”

      Bev channeled every bit of rage she had simmering as she marched towards the principal’s office.

      “I’m sorry,” Shelby whispered. “I know I’m not supposed to lose my temper and hit back, it’s just…”

      “You are not in trouble,” Bev said loud enough for anyone in the vicinity to hear. “If I wasn’t an adult, I’d find that kid and…” She bit her tongue. Threatening to assault middle schoolers probably wouldn’t look good on her permanent record. “You are not in trouble. If you want, I’ll push for them to reverse your suspension, but if you’d rather spend the rest of the week home, I’ll just force them to remove it from your record—this is not a first strike.”

      “Thank you.” Shelby squeezed Bev’s hand, and together they breached the principal’s office.
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        * * *

      

      Bev walked back into the bank forty-five minutes after she’d left, Shelby in tow. The principal hadn’t backed down on Shelby’s suspension but had reluctantly agreed to suspend the boy Shelby had punched, even though he was the one with a black eye. Bev had been ready to take it five steps further, but Shelby asked her to stop. Regardless, the school was going to hear from her, and, if she knew her friends, Evie and Elle, too. And if Sam caught wind of it, there was no telling what the principal would have to deal with.

      Jackson waved to get her attention, then held up his arm and pointed at his wrist. Bev took a deep breath, held it, then let it go. She was the embodiment of calm. And she would set a good example for her niece.

      “Why don’t you head into my office and read. I know you have a half-dozen books in your backpack.”

      Shelby nodded in agreement, but the narrow-eyed look she shot at her aunt suggested she could tell everything wasn’t as peaceful as Bev was trying to project.

      Bev forced a tight-lipped smile to the surface, both for Shelby and the few customers in the lobby, before walking to her boss’s office for the dressing down she was almost positive she was going to get.

      “You’re late,” he said.

      “I’ll take the fifteen minutes from my PTO bank,” Bev replied.

      “You’re out of PTO.” Jackson leaned back in his chair and rested the back of his head in his hands. The expression on his face was lifted directly from a stock photography search for “smug.”

      “No, I’m not. I check weekly, and when I looked last Friday, I had almost eighty hours.” Bev allowed herself a moment of triumph for keeping her voice steady and not snapping.

      “Oh, didn’t you get the memo? We’re redoing the way paid time off accrues. Starting last month, your vacation and sick days no longer go into the same bucket. Gladys recalculated the time you’ve taken off this year, and you have a deficit in your sick days—you won’t have a full day built up again until December.”

      “And my vacation? Since I had eighty hours left, there must be even more than that.” Bev’s heart rate was increasing and keeping her tone even was becoming work.

      Jackson shrugged. “Sure, there’s time left in there, but vacation days have to be requested and approved a minimum of ten days before the requested day off. You can’t come and go whenever you please and call it vacation time. From now on, any unscheduled days off that aren’t accompanied by a doctor’s note will need to be unpaid days off, and if this continues to be a pattern, we will need to talk about a performance improvement plan.”

      Bev gritted her teeth, wished with all her might that his hair would fall out in a completely random pattern, and held her breath. When nothing happened, she once again cursed the luck that gave Evie the wish fulfillment and Bev constant, overwhelming fear.

      When she thought she could speak without angry crying, cursing, or anything but a pleasant tone, she exhaled. “Can you please forward me a copy of the policy and the plan you had to notify staff of this drastic change at the end of Q1 in the fiscal year? I will be taking the rest of the week off, unpaid. I look forward to discussing my performance with you next week.”

      Bev spun on her heel and walked out of Jackson’s office, nearly running into Barachiel. He grabbed her elbow to steady her, and she wrenched it from her grip. She knew she was being rude, but she didn’t care.

      “Are you okay?” he asked.

      “Don’t touch me. Not without permission, and not ever.” She didn’t want to make a scene. She’d grown up the child of parents who loved to make scenes, and she’d spent most of her life fitting in, fading back, and letting her friends take the spotlight. But right now, she was too angry to rein it in.

      Barachiel dropped his hand and took a step back.

      Bev pretended she couldn’t see the flash of hurt on his face. She raised her voice and concentrated on calm; she was Eden Lake on a still day, reflecting everything back and not letting anything ruffle her surface. “Shelby, grab your stuff.”

      Bev waited near the door while Shelby scrambled to get all her books shoved back into her book bag. She took a deep breath, held it for the count of four, then exhaled. Viv had taught her this calming technique—and it had to work since Viv used it every time she’d visited her mother. Another breath in. Hold. Exhale. She wondered if it would look weird if she closed her eyes.

      “I’m ready,” Shelby said in a small, quiet voice.

      Bev’s smile, forced minutes before, melted into genuine warmth when she looked at her niece, who was threatening to overshadow Bev’s height any minute. “Let’s get out of here. Milkshake at the diner?”

      Shelby’s face split into a wide grin. “Yes, please.” She slipped her hand into Bev’s as they walked towards the door.

      Barachiel stepped out of their way, his normally too-expressive face a blank slate. Bev straightened her shoulders. She did not care what the annoying angel thought of her. She reached for the door, but before she could shove it open, a sheet of ice pushed through her from front to back, and when it made it all the way to her spine, the sensation of ice crystalizing throughout her body made her blood pressure bottom out. The world swayed in front of her and bright yellow spots danced in front of her eyes.

      She was conscious of a hand—an actual, solid hand—keeping her from hitting the ground, but couldn’t focus on anything but the chill that permeated every cell of her being.

      “Vengeance.” The raspy hiss sounded like it was coming from inside her brain. Nausea threatened to rise, and she knew she had to get outside and sit down before she either passed out or threw up. Or both.

      “Outside,” Bev gasped.

      “I’ve got you,” Shelby said. “Three more steps, and we’ll be outside. Twenty more to the corner. Twenty more to the bench outside the diner. Concentrate and count. Keep your eyes closed.”

      Bev focused on Shelby’s voice counting out the steps, trusting her niece to get her to safety. It was getting worse, and she didn’t know what she was going to do about the voices that she was having more and more trouble convincing herself were in her head.

      “You have to believe in them. If you admit they exist, they’ll know they don’t have to work so hard to get your attention,” Barachiel said from her left.

      “What are you doing here?” Bev growled.

      “Making sure you don’t fall over and accidentally raise a zombie,” the angel replied.

      “That is not a thing,” she said through gritted teeth.

      “He’s right, Aunt Bev,” Shelby chimed in. “You know how well denial worked for Aunt Viv. Don’t make the same mistakes she did.”

      “There is no such thing as zombies. There are no ghosts. I can’t hear the dead speaking.” Even to her own ears, she knew that sounded ridiculous after the events of the last couple years. Between demons and angels and lake monsters turning into adolescent boys, ghosts didn’t seem that far-fetched. But stubbornness had gotten her out of a lot of situations she’d thought she was stuck in, and she was going to ride that wave until it dumped her off.

      “If there’s no such thing, who wants vengeance?” Shelby asked, guiding Bev to the bench and helping her sit. “It wasn’t the bank doors.”

      Bev took a deep breath and opened her eyes again. “I don’t know, Shel. But I don’t want this.”

      “You’re the one who told me we don’t always get the life we want, and not even the life we might deserve. We get this one life and we do our best to make the best of it.” Shelby sat next to Bev and slid close, resting her head on Bev’s shoulder.

      “I hate it when you kids spout back the wisdom we’ve tried to impart. You always do it at the most inopportune times.” Bev sighed. “You’re right, though. This is where I am. I just hope that one of these restless dead jerks can lead me to some buried treasure so I can quit my job and commission a huge sculpture to commemorate how very much I hate Jackson. Milkshake?”

      “Milkshake,” Shelby answered.

      “Does being a zombie still count as the one life?” Barachiel asked. “I don’t know those rules. It’s an afterlife of sorts, but is it an extension?” He turned his clear, wide eyes to Bev, nose wrinkled and mouth pursed.

      Bev laughed. “Don’t think about it too hard. Come on, angel. I’ll buy you a milkshake.”
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      Bev stood in front of the mirror in the employee bathroom at the bank. She squared her shoulders and smoothed invisible wrinkles out of her suit. The A-line charcoal skirt perfectly hugged the soft, generous curves of her hips. Her pink and black floral tunic highlighted her pale skin, bringing out the faint pink of her cheeks—created painstakingly along with the rest of her perfectly applied makeup and artfully styled honey brown hair. The soft fabric draped across her breasts, cinched in a bit at her waist, and unlike most plus-sized clothes big enough to accommodate her chest, wasn’t too long—the hem landed just above hip level. She shrugged into her coral blazer, checked her matching lipstick one last time, and left the bathroom.

      Her clothes, makeup, and hair were her armor, and she needed them to be impenetrable today. It was easier since Shelby’d started designing and sewing all her clothes. That kid might be a handful and a half, but she more than made up for it by refreshing Bev’s wardrobe with clothes that fit and looked good at the same time.

      Twenty minutes later, she’d made sure she didn’t have any weird emails or calendar appointments left in her work account, swept the office and her computer hard drive for anything she’d miss, just in case her eleven a.m. performance evaluation meeting Jackson had scheduled didn’t go well. He’d texted her last night around ten-thirty to let her know. Because he was a sneaky little creep who couldn’t have a difficult conversation with a person if they were prepared and on equal footing.

      She closed her eyes and took a deep breath. On Mondays, they didn’t open to regular customers until ten, and she’d come in early to be as prepared as she could be. She’d rolled Shelby out of bed at six, jollied her through breakfast, teeth brushing, and getting dressed before dropping her off at Evie’s with thanks, a quick baby-snuggle, and a promise to bring a bottle of wine that night to make up for it.

      Bev scanned her email. There was surprisingly little considering she’d been out of the office for five days. She shrugged. At this point, she didn’t care. Regardless of how today’s meeting turned out, she was no longer going to give this place anything more than good enough. She had money saved up—her MBA wasn’t a complete waste of time and money—and they’d be okay for a few months, even without tapping into her emergency funds. But a few months wasn’t long enough to make a complete pivot, take care of a kid, and find a new job in Eden Valley.

      “In with the good, out with toxic bosses,” she chanted to herself. Everything would be fine. It’d been a while since she’d needed to, but Bev Hill always, always landed on her feet. She wasn’t as smart as Viv or as fierce as Evie, but she was tough, determined, and confident. There was no way one jerk boss—or a bunch of vengeful spirits who’d, thankfully, left her out of their revenge schemes the last few days—was going to undermine her self-esteem.

      She turned her attention back to her computer, fired off a few emails to potential clients, and reminded herself that dramatic exits were seldom warranted and it’d be easier to find a new job if she wasn’t stressed and desperate for something new.

      By the time eleven rolled around, she’d faked it enough to be on the verge of making it. After a glance in the small mirror she kept in her desk to make sure she still looked good, she stood, grabbed a legal pad, and headed to Jackson’s office.

      He didn’t look up when she walked in and pulled the door closed behind her. She rolled her eyes and sat in the chair across the desk where his eyes were glued to his computer screen. When it became evident he was going to make her wait to start the meeting, Bev crossed her legs at the ankles and started doodling on the notepad.

      She’d completed an entire graveyard scene, complete with tombstones, floating sheeted ghosts, and a zombie hand breaking free from the ground before Jackson looked up from his computer.

      “Beverly, do you know why you’re here?” Jackson asked.

      Because you’re a pompous, incompetent asshole who couldn’t manage his way out of a paper bag, so you’re taking it out on your employees? Bev smiled tightly. “Because the complaints I’ve filed with HR about your agism and general harassment have started to pile up and you need to find a way to get rid of me that falls into company policy and doesn’t look like retaliation? Or is it that my employer isn’t as family friendly as they profess to be, and you changed the rules without telling me to punish me for caring for my niece when she’s struggling?”

      Jackson sighed and affected a look of deep sorrow. “Beverly, Beverly, Beverly. There’s a difference between being family friendly and allowing you to get away with things no one else needs. Julian has three kids and has never missed a day of work.”

      Bev bit her tongue before she could point out that Julian’s partner had stayed home with the kids until they were all in school, then walked out and filed for divorce, due in part—according to town gossip—to the fact that he’d never made it to a single school event or a doctor’s appointment and had stood her up on their anniversary to attend a last-minute meeting with a potential client. Instead, she dug deep for her most even tone. “I’m the only one with a school age kid at home and no partner to pick up the slack.”

      Jackson tsked, something Bev didn’t even know people did outside of books. “And why should the bank lose money to your poor life choices and mistakes your family made?”

      Heat built in Bev’s chest, and her pulse accelerated. She stood up. “I think we’re done here. Give me a written warning or whatever you planned. I’ll sign it. I’ll tell you I’m going to make my troubled almost-teen fend for herself. But don’t tell me I have to sit here and listen to you insult me and my dead family.”

      Jackson stood and walked around the desk, stopping much too close to Bev for her comfort. She took a step back. “This is your last chance, Beverly. Get it together or get out. And, since we’re on the subject of your niece, have you ever considered her crazy is due to your inability to discipline her? She’s never going to be a productive member of society. Might as well cut your losses now and let her speed her way towards the inevitable first juvie experience.”

      Bev had never believed the term “seeing red” was anything but metaphorical. Until now. She pulled her arm back and unleashed, executing a perfect right cross her boxing instructor would’ve praised her for. Jackson stumbled back several steps and raised his hand to his jaw.

      “I quit,” Bev said.

      “You can’t quit, you’re fired,” Jackson sputtered. “And probably arrested when the cops get here.”

      “If I’m not here when they arrive, I’ll be at home. They know where to find me.” Bev walked out of Jackson’s office through the bank lobby, doing her best to ignore the stares of her coworkers and the few customers waiting in line. She grabbed an empty paper box on her way past the printer and filled it with the few personal effects in her office. She typed an out of office message detailing everything Jackson had said, then shut down the computer, grabbed her coat, and walked out.

      It wasn’t until she got to her car that the adrenaline wore off, and she started shaking. She got behind the wheel and turned the key.

      “Hey Siri, call Viv.”
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      While she waited for the cops to find her, Bev sat on the front porch of the cabin she’d grown up in—most of the time. It’d been her maternal grandparents, and when they’d died—long before Bev was born—her mother had inherited it. They’d lived here whenever her parents had deigned to settle down long enough to unpack. When Bev was older, they’d tried—they really had. They’d moved in semi-permanently and stayed during the school year, but the minute Bev had turned eighteen, they were in the wind again, taking Holly with them. Holly’d never had the same desire for stability Bev had. She’d been the perfect kid for Richard and Chloe.

      Bev had kept the cabin—rented it out as a vacation home once she’d bought her own place. And now she was waiting for her newest potential tenant. She didn’t usually have people who wanted to stay during the fall and winter months, and she liked it that way. She didn’t want to be a landlady, but she’d never been able to let go of it, no matter how much she’d been offered.

      “At least I have a place to fall back on if I need it.”

      “You’re talking to yourself again,” Barachiel said, startling Bev out of her memories.

      “What are you doing here?” she asked waspishly.

      “Elle told me to come here. She gave me this—” he waved a giant wad of bound cash “—to put in the bank so I could have the bank give it to you so you’d let me live here. But when I went to the bank, it was really busy, and someone told me you didn’t work there anymore because you’d hit your boss. Anyway, I didn’t want them to have my money, so I decided to bring it straight to you.” Barachiel held out the stack of bills that barely fit in his hand.

      Bev took the money and looked at it. Nothing but hundred-dollar bills bound in $10,000 bundles. “This is a lot of cash to carry around.” She couldn’t stop staring. She’d worked in banks since she was in her early twenties, and this was still the most money she’d held in her hand at one time.

      “One hundred and twenty thousand dollars,” Barachiel said. “Elle said it would be enough for me to live on, and that when it ran out, I’d know it was time to leave. Is it enough to live here?”

      “How long do you want to stay?” Bev asked. She held the money out towards Barachiel.

      He put his hands behind his back and took a big step away from her. “I don’t want it. I’m supposed to stay for one year to monitor the situation and make sure Eden is secure. Is it enough?”

      Bev stared at the money in her hands. A hundred thousand dollars for a ten-month rental would cushion the blow of her unemployment and inevitable fine for the punch, meaning she wouldn’t have to dip into her savings. It was way too much, but Barachiel would give it to her if she told him that was the rent. “Don’t you need this for food?”

      He shrugged. “I don’t need to eat, and so far, haven’t seen the point of it. Elle eats your human food, and it’s changed her, made her more like you.” He wrinkled his nose in disgust and stuck his tongue out in a gagging motion.

      Bev took a deep breath. She didn’t know why this angel’s contempt got under her skin the way it did, but everything he said felt like a personal insult. Everything was getting under her skin lately. “A car, then. Transportation?”

      “Why would I drive when I can fly?” The look on his face was so ecstatic, Bev felt like a voyeur. She’d flown once—or been carried, anyway. It was terrifying to not be in control, but if she had wings, her feet might not ever touch the ground again.

      “I charge tourists a thousand dollars a week, three thousand if they book a month at a time. Ten months would be thirty thousand.” She closed her mouth and did some quick calculations. That was too much. You could get an apartment in Spokane for much less than that. “But for a long-term rental like you’re proposing, it’d only be half of that.” She cringed. That still sounded like too much—especially for a friend. Or angel of a friend.

      Barachiel took the money she held out. He squinted at the labels and handed her back four bundles. “This should cover it.”

      “It’s twenty-five thousand dollars too much,” Bev said. “And it’s cash. You need to put it in a bank and write me a check each month for the rent.”

      “The bank sucks ass,” Barachiel said, shoving the cash into his pocket. It got stuck—the opening to the front pocket of his trendy skinny jeans wasn’t wide enough to accommodate almost a hundred thousand dollars. After a couple minutes of trying to make it fit, he gave up, divided the cash into six equal sections, and put one in each of his jeans pockets and the last two in his jacket pockets.

      “How is it you use terms like ‘sucks ass’ and don’t know how money works?” Bev asked. The minute the words were out of her mouth, she grimaced. There was no way she actually wanted to know that information.

      “Twitter has a lot of knowledge but not that. I know some people should make more, but not people who already have too much money. And that bit coins are good. Although there are things that cost money that I would like to have. Did you know you can buy a device that slices bananas?”

      “You don’t eat. Why would you need a banana slicer?” Why couldn’t she stop asking stupid questions?

      “It’s good to be prepared for emergencies.”

      Bev cracked a grin before she could stop herself. “Banana slicing emergencies? Do you get many of those in heaven?”

      Barachiel returned her smile. “More than you’d expect.”

      Bev shook her head and handed Barachiel the remaining four bundles of cash she still held. “You can rent this house. Let’s go inside and get the rental agreement formalized. Then, I’ll take you to the credit union and help you get an account set up.” She unlocked the door and led him inside.

      Barachiel pursed his lips. “If you think I should.”

      She started to nod, then stopped as a thought hit her. “It’s been a long time since I’ve had to think through the barriers to establishing an account, but I am willing to bet you don’t have any identification. ID card, tax ID number, proof of existence…”





OEBPS/images/apple-tree-header.jpg





OEBPS/images/mayic--mayhem-nl-header.jpg






OEBPS/images/bwp1.jpg





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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


OEBPS/images/lily-rose-ornamental.jpg






OEBPS/images/image-30-valley-of-angels.jpg
Midlife Magic in EdenValley ¢ Book Three






