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 For those who still believe in the wonder of Christmas, the magic of miracles, and the courage it takes to keep hoping for love. 
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 The Last Safehouse Series



The Last Safehouse Series is a heart-pounding blend of romantic suspense and high-stakes action. Each book follows The Firm’s elite operatives as they risk everything for love, loyalty, and the fight for justice. Start with book one, The Last Safehouse. 

The Ill-Fated Sisters of Mableton


A heartwarming and sharp-witted tale of estranged sisters, buried secrets, and second chances.
After nearly 70 years apart, Myrtle Pontier reappears on her sister Agnes’sdoorstep with no explanation and a suitcase full of questions. Witty, warm, and emotionally rich—this is a story of forgiveness, family, and the ties that never truly break.

Beneath a Tainted Sky: A Passionate Historical Affair




A forbidden love . An impossible choice.
War shatters Sophie Johansson’s world, trapping her in a cruel marriage—until a powerful connection forms with Hezekiah, a man she can never have. Their love is passionate, defiant… and deadly if discovered.
A sweeping historical romance about courage, sacrifice, and the price of the heart.

Till the Tide: A Novel of Awakening





AForbidden Desire. A Dangerous Obsession. 

When grieving widow Mia Montgomery meets Greyson Williams—dark, dominant, and sinfully wealthy—their chemistry is instant and all-consuming. But will she surrender to pleasure, or let her past hold her back? Seductive. Intense. Addictive.

The Tapestry Series


A powerful, character-driven journey through love, loss, and resilience. Follow Abriella Taylor as she grows through heartbreak, healing, and hope across three gripping novels. Start with Book One: TheTapestry of A. Taylor

Special Collector's Edition now available



      ***Discover more about each book and join My Quill Coterie at AuthorKCMitchell.com—or simply scan the QR code.
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If any of these stories resonate with you, I’d love to hear your thoughts. Reviews are the best way to support my work and keep the stories coming.



K.C. Mitchell
AGoodBook@AuthorKCMitchell.com
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Christmas in the South
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Caya





From my apartment window, Beaufort looked like it had dressed up just for me. The live oaks, so plenteous in my coastal South Carolina town, wore strings of white lights like pearls, mingled with the moss, which doubled as tinsel at Christmastime. 

My best friend’s bakery on the corner piped cinnamon steam into the street, and my dog—Chaucer, half poodle, half Australian shepherd, all personality—sat still in his red bow tie like he understood that matching the season was a moral obligation. I had him well trained that way.

“Okay,” I told the blank page. “I will not be bullied by a blinking cursor.”

The cursor blinked anyway. As if it were smug as a cat.

I had written two novels that had limped into the world on the strength of caffeine and stubbornness—one in college and the other since, though neither came to fruition. Since college, I juggled a full-time remote job in customer support that had me apologizing for oxygen ten hours a day. My current work-in-progress I loved in theory, but could not, for the life of me, make sing. 

The women at my new writer’s group, despite being sweet, earnest, and supportive—had read the first chapter and said, in the tone you use when your friend needs to hear it, that maybe I should hire an editor. Ouch. The standard advice hurt to the bone. 

The last thing I wanted to spend my hard-earned money on was eyes to tell me everything I’d done wrong. Yet as I stared at the blank page, trying to force myself to continue a novel I knew needed work and craved completion, I conceded that perhaps I might have to hire someone, anyway. I growled aloud at the prospect of it as I closed my laptop.

Chaucer tilted his head, which I took as either support or judgment. He did tend to judge. After retrieving a slice of pumpkin cake left over from Thanksgiving and a glass of milk from the kitchen, I returned to my favorite chair, snuggled in my oversized sweater and sweatpants.

I reopened my laptop and did the bravest thing I’d attempted in weeks: I typed manuscript editor into a freelancer site. Thousands of results bloomed like poinsettias at our local nursery this time of year. Every profile promised brilliance by Wednesday. A few had ring lights and smoldering expressions. One had a ferret. I rolled my eyes, knowing from experience that delving down this road could eat up hours of my time.

Then I saw him: 

JUDE WINTERSLEY | Editor, Ghostwriter, Structure Enthusiast. I specialize in making messy manuscripts make sense. Former journalist. Current editor. Occasional ghost. Typos haunt me. Deadlines don’t. If your story matters, I’ll help you tell it well.

No smile. No fairy lights. No flirty language, just black hair, a serious mouth surrounded by a light beard, and the look of a man who takes returning library books on time very seriously. He was the complete opposite of me with his take-no-prisoners, straightforward profile that matched his photo. Was that because he was British? 

I’d heard they were much more straightforward than us U.S. Southerners. Perhaps an entirely different perspective from across the pond was exactly what I needed. Maybe, just maybe, this was the person who could enlighten me about how to be a better writer.

“Okay, Mr. Structure Enthusiast,” I murmured. “Let’s see if you can help me without breaking the bank.” Maybe this could be my Christmas present to myself. I smiled at that prospect. I’d earned at least one gift I’d truly love.

I messaged before I could talk myself out of it: Hi—Caya Blaine here. I’m an indie author. My writer’s group says I could use the help of an editor, so I’m looking for a developmental read with maybe a line-polish? Can you tell me a little about yourself and how much you charge?

I hit send and immediately wanted to climb inside the internet and take it back. Why had I put a question mark after I told him what I wanted? I needed to take charge of my favored career if I was ever going to escape from my bill-paying career.

To stop spiraling, I did what every serious artist does when the work terrifies her: I put on a pot of peppermint mocha, cut myself another huge slice of the pumpkin cake, and decorated the top of the bookcase with a ceramic Christmas tree the size of a soda can. With each bite of the cream cheese icing and pumpkin spice explosion in my mouth, I added another small Christmas decoration to my tiny studio apartment.

The carolers at the church next door started practicing most afternoons about this time. The harmonies threading through my open window soothed my frayed nerves as I subconsciously waited to hear my laptop ping with an answer from my mystery editor. I told myself that if I couldn’t write, I could at least make my apartment look like a place where a writer lived.

At last, my email pinged.

JUDE: Please send 2,500 words. First pages preferred. Also: when are you available to discuss scope?

Efficient. No fluff. A relief. I could almost hear his accent as he pronounced each syllable with a more crisp, clipped snap. Tingles sprinkled up my arm at the prospect of actually talking to him. I hoped I’d be able to understand him. Was his accent thick and foreign? Or did it sound like the British actors I loved to watch on the television so much? I sighed deeply as I contemplated which pages to share with him.

I donned my favorite wrap for the season—my Scrooge green, knee-length sweater. Then, I attached Chaucer’s leash and donned his Santa hat to take a thinking lap around the block to help me decide. As we walked, he trotted like the grand marshal of a parade. “This could be something,” I told him as if he wasn’t only a dog, ignoring the odd looks from strangers as they passed by. “Who knows, boy? Maybe this might be the beginning of something wonderful, a Christmas miracle!” Okay, that’s ambitious. 

“Good morning, Ralph,” I called to the local fisherman who always gave Chaucer treats and made our walk more meaningful just by his genuine interest.

“Well, hello young lady,” he beamed as if I’d made his day. He reached into the jar where he kept the treats for strolling dogs and handed it to Chaucer, eagerly wagging his tail in anticipation. “Did you have a nice Thanksgiving? Mary said to thank you for the pumpkin cake you sent. She wants the recipe. It really was delicious.” I blushed as if I’d invented the recipe myself. I was broke, but baking was one of the ways I could give holiday joy without breaking the bank.

“I’ll be sure to bring it next time I come. How has the fishing been?” I asked. Ralph was generous with his haul when he could be. A handful of shrimp or a single fish wrapped in newspaper was an occasional gift he treated me to, and I appreciated his generosity. 

We concluded our conversation, and Chaucer and I went about our way, reading the names of the boats and yachts as we always did. When I ran across a name that had merit, I’d jot in into my notes app on my phone for a future character’s name. I always seemed to have writing on my mind wherever I went.

Back upstairs, I ran a brush through my wind-blown hair. It was only shoulder length, but fine and therefore tangled at the least bit of resistance. I looked at my reflection in the mirror. I was no beauty queen, with my average brown eyes and fair complexion. But I wasn't pitiful either. It would probably help if I took more time making myself presentable. But with two and a half jobs and trying to launch a writing career, who had time to go to the spa?

Done with critiquing myself, I opened my manuscript, chose the pages that hurt the least, and attached them, saying a silent prayer that I wasn’t making a mistake. My hands shook, and I felt a little nauseous. That’s probably from too much cake.

Putting my work into the hands of someone who didn’t have my best interests was a risk I’d learned early on not to take. My very first manuscript was verbally ripped to shreds by a ‘friend trying to help.' If I hadn’t had an innate purpose-driven confidence that I could write, I would have given up right then. Thankfully, I’d felt the pull of the mission from an early age and didn’t let one nay-sayer hinder my progress.

Then—because my mother taught me to test men early on the things that matter—I added a Postscript: Unrelated—do you pronounce scone like “skahn” or “skōne”? This is crucial for trust. I laughed as I reread it. Despite his stereotypical culture, I hoped he had a sense of humor. That was imperative.

I hit send and shut the laptop so hard Chaucer flinched.

“Sorry,” I said to Chaucer in my usual apologetic manner. Then I added, “Please let this be the start of something.” I spoke this to the ceiling, envisioning the universe smiling down upon me. Then, I added the mantra I tell myself at least three times a day: “I am not apologizing for oxygen anymore.” 

Outside, a golf cart rolled by with an inflatable Santa clinging to the back. December in the Lowcountry: ridiculous and perfect. I poured a mocha hoping it would settle my stomach, lit a candle named Snow Day that smelled like sugar and pine and nostalgia, and waited to see if my life would say yes.








  
  

Across the Pond
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Jude





Iarrived at Honeydew House, my employer for the last few years, before the lights finished warming. Someone had draped tinsel around the office ficus, that long-suffering lobby tree. It looked embarrassed and so was I. 

Christmas was overrated in my opinion. Not that I am a scrooge. But with only my sister and her family to take me in for a holiday meal, and I very much felt the pity stares in their company, I didn’t exactly get the warm fuzzies. I was at that age of thirty-four where people thought I should be married off, even starting a family.

I wasn’t exactly against that either, although I didn’t pursue it any more than I did the perfect Christmas tree. Romance was for prose and television drama, for those that liked commercialism. I preferred classic literature and realism. That said, I’d seen people light up when they found love, like my parents and my sister. In truth, I envied them.

As for me—I am good at two things: reading with ruthless attention and making the best of a critical situation, i.e. surviving. It turns out both skills are marketable, and neither protects you from the slow corrosion of caring about the wrong work. 

I’d compromised in a big way when I went to work for Honeydew House, a small publisher of pocket reads that housewives hid in their purses to devour while waiting at the doctor’s office or for the parent meetings to begin at their kids’ school. It wasn’t exactly enriching or educated. Not that there is anything wrong with it; it just didn’t fulfill me.

It didn’t help that I landed my dream job right out of college only to have it tossed with the whims of fate through a world-wide crisis.

My inbox was the usual December purgatory—last minute holiday copyedits, three author queries with “urgent” in the subject line, a snippy message from my boss reminding me to be “festive-forward” in social posts—and one new note from the freelancer site where I occasionally picked up extra work.

CAYA BLAINE: Hi—Caya Blaine here. I’m an indie author. My writer’s group says I could use the help of an editor, so I’m looking for a developmental read with maybe a line-polish? Can you tell me a little about yourself and how much you charge?

Her message seemed wordy and rambling, and unsure of herself. And was she asking me what she needed? Who ended their instructions with a question mark? Was she so inexperienced that she didn’t know what she needed? Was she some junior college student? 

With no expectation of hopeful surprise, I sent my standard first step: 2,500 words, first pages, time to discuss. I included the questionnaire I used to keep myself honest about scope. It asks about goals, past feedback, the difference between what the author loves and what they think sells. From her doubtful message, I was skeptical that she’d even bother to fill it out.

At lunch I checked again. She’d sent pages. No monologue, only the attachment, which surprised me after her first post. Okay, so at least she had the tenacity to complete a task. I’d give her a chance. Maybe her writing had value. 

I took the file to the office kitchen, made tea, and carried both back to my office per the ritual I still believed in. After taking several sips of my hot peppermint tea to enjoy before it grew cold, I settled into my favored chair and leaned back. I’d learned long ago not to attach any expectations to manuscripts. It avoided disappointment.

The first pass in my head is always a stress test: where does the line break, where does the scene wobble, where is the false confidence? I started scanning for the usual.

There were… no usual. None of the usual what I always saw in new writers that signified they lacked experience. Intrigued and relieved, I continued, even sitting up in my chair somewhat and already forgetting about my cooling tea. It was rare for me to be surprised. I’d been a professional editor for over ten years, and before that in college and even high school. I felt like I’d seen it all and looked forward to very little.

Her first sentence was fine, not bold. The second was quietly wonderful. Halfway down the page was the line I would have led with. Her dialogue was clean. Her instincts were better than her confidence. She buried the good because, obviously; she didn’t want to be caught bragging.

I marked three minor cuts, one move, and a comment I saved for the rare occasions that deserve it: Trust this sentence. Put it where it can breathe. I was officially intrigued, even giddy? I continued reading the rest of the pages.

My tea grew cold. Yet, I didn’t notice until it was too late.

From the hall, a coworker named Susan called, “Jude, do you have the copy for A Snowflake for His Heart?” I did. It was tidy and accurate and boring.

“I’ll send it,” I said, and kept reading Caya’s sample manuscript. For the first time in years, my workday sped by. That evening as I settled in after a quick dinner and changed into more comfortable attire than the suit I usually wore to the office, I reopened Caya’s manuscript, rereading it for good measure. She had skill. I’d give her that. 

Despite her message laced with uncertainty, her professional writing possessed heart. With some guidance, she could really go somewhere. I wondered what her goals were. Was she a bored housewife only twiddling away the lost hours while her baby slept? Was she that college kid I’d originally imagined, hoping to make it big in Hollywood?

At midnight, London went quiet. I closed my laptop and lay back on my sofa, allowing the satisfaction of what I’d just finished reading for the second time today to permeate my psyche. Tempted to doze off right there on the couch, I looked up. 

My ceiling has a hairline crack in the shape of a river. It looked less like a flaw tonight and more like a map. How had I never noticed it before? I’d moved into this apartment when my first employee had closed doors after our beloved publisher and owner succumbed to COVID. It didn’t take long for the doors to close, and for me to have to downsize in both my job and living arrangements. It was supposed to be a temporary placement. Yet, somehow, it had drawn into years.

I texted Caya before bed: Read your pages. Can we talk at 8 p.m. London / ~3 p.m. your time? Also: It’s “skahn.” I smiled at her question. Was she serious or simply quirky and fun? I wasn’t usually one for quirky, but somehow it fit her. I almost felt like I knew her and had to remind myself that a writer is not necessarily what they write. 

Tomorrow, I’d meet her via video chat. Then I could figure her out without relying on her writing to enlighten me. I would be able to separate the writer from the work. I found a faint sensation beginning somewhere deep within me. Was I hoping she and her writing were similar? If she were half as interesting as the woman she wrote about, I’d be fascinated. And I hadn’t been fascinated by a woman since college—not like this. 

For the first time, I understood how women fell for ‘book boyfriends,’ a phenomenon we publishers strove to accomplish. Ms. Blaine, Caya, had succeeded in making me crush on her protagonist. Dare I hope she favored her subject?

I lay down, my brain tired yet customarily running overtime. I was thinking of her, and I wasn’t sure why. Sure, she was talented, and it’d been a while since I’d experienced that even though I was in the publishing industry. Yet, it seemed more than that. My brain seemed to have confused Caya, the writer, with Cathrine, the protagonist. Every writer I knew interjected at least some of their own qualities, fears, and ambitions into their protagonist. 

It was what made psychologists say writers had a God complex, wanting to control destiny. I’d found writers usually enjoyed living vicariously through their characters every bit as much as we readers enjoyed the same and often times working out their own issues through the written word.

Falling for a writer based on her book, though? Of course, that was insane. Caya was not Catherine.

I didn’t expect to sleep well. Yet somehow, I didn’t mind. At some point, I dreamed, and I woke myself up laughing, which was something I don’t think I’d ever done. I saw a face, albeit blurred to the point that I couldn’t make out the features. But my mind knew it was her. 

She was reading aloud and laughing at the same time, as dreams often confused actual abilities. There was a jingling noise in the background, as if she danced with bells on her feet while she read. 

Upon reflection of the dream, I shook my head to regain my normal equilibrium of an ordinary workday. I’d had too much tea last night. That was it. 

I checked my email to see if perhaps she’d answered. She hadn’t. My disappointment perplexed me. Had my life become so boring that I had attached such happiness to a single email from a stranger? 
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