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        This one’s for the creative writing teacher in high school who told me I wasn’t good enough to be in her class:

        I. Am. ENOUGH.

      

        

      
        To Davi: Third time’s the charm, right?

      

        

      
        Thank you to my proofreaders, including but not limited to: Sean K., Kelly O., Diane S., John J., and anyone I may have forgotten.
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      Kristoph is at it again. Telling me what to do or not to do in dealing with the problems we as Sentinels are supposed to deal with.

      “It’s not our problem. Someone else can handle it,” has been his reasoning for the last twenty or so problems that I was alerted to. Vampires, banished werewolves, a siren, or anything else remotely interesting that came up for us to deal with, he wants both of us to ignore.

      If I leave with Callum or Basil and Phoebe, he throws a fit.

      Last time, he tried to handcuff me to the bed so I couldn’t leave.

      He forgot I have many ways to free myself from restraints and will get out of anything he puts me in.

      I do not like HIM restraining me. Not like that. And he knows it.

      It’s time to part ways yet again. Perhaps permanently this time. He hasn’t put his hands on me like he’s done in the past, but with the look in his eyes and the way he clenches his fist, it’s going to happen. I’d rather not be here when his temper flares.

      I am surprised he hasn’t turned his rage on any other Sentinel. Callum was bullied by him, that much I have figured out. It explains a lot.

      I think it’s time to sell the ranch or give it to another Sentinel. The horses can go to the ranch in Texas. If I don’t get rid of it, he’ll stay here and I’ll have to deal with him as a tenant.

      That could be unpleasant.

      I wish I knew what was wrong with him. Apparently something crawled up his ass and died.

      Sitting here, writing in this diary won’t make things any better. I need to face the music.

      
        
        -R

        06/12/86
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        * * *

      

      June 12, 1986

      

      The cup of coffee in Rosea’s hands was lukewarm when she stepped out onto the wrap-around porch.

      She loved this place. It used to feel like home. Properties like this one near Boston were hard to acquire and even harder to resist the urge to sell to the next interested buyer. It’s why she kept it in ‘the family’ for decades.

      But it no longer felt like home.

      Rosea had to admit that she’d prefer to give the house to Basil and Phoebe. They were currently living in a small apartment near the beach on the Jersey Shore. And even though they loved the beach, she thought they would love to stay here, get some horses to train, and enjoy the solitude of the ranch while being within driving distance of Boston.

      Setting her cup on the freshly painted white porch railing, she walked back inside her office to grab the cordless phone, and then went back onto the porch.

      Picking up her coffee, she strolled the deck, searching for Kristoph in the distance. Not seeing him at the stables, but noticing the barn doors open, she assumed he was out for a ride.

      Lowering herself into a wicker chair filled with cushions, she drew her bare feet up under her and pulled the phone out and called Callum.

      His greeting and normal rambling made her smile. When he finally realized she had said nothing other than ‘hello’ during the five minutes he was verbally vomiting, there was a pause, so she interjected.

      “It’s so nice to hear from you too, Callum. Sorry to hear Ansgar burned down your bunkhouse again… I’m sure you don’t know what you did to upset him… Well… I mean it could be just because you exist. He’s burned down your place for less… So you’re saying you need a place to live for a while until he cools down?” She let him rant briefly before she interjected. “Callum. I don’t want to be blunt, but I don’t know when Kristoph will get back. I need the thirty-day notice to vacate the property drawn up and sent my way. I need you to organize with Callie and Xavier to come get my horses and other belongings and take them to the ranch house. And I need you to hire a rental truck for me so I can get the rest of my stuff out.”

      She sipped the coffee, wrinkling her nose at the tepid temperature as he confirmed the tasks he was handling.

      “And the place in New Orleans? Can we sign at the end of June, or before the Fourth of July at the latest?”

      That question resulted in uncharacteristic silence as he thought before answering vaguely. “I’m sure I can make that happen.”

      The question that followed made her stomach feel like it had a ton of rocks dumped in it. “When are you telling him?”

      Callum rarely used Kristoph’s name. There was bad blood there and she couldn’t blame him.

      She breathed in deeply. “When he returns from his morning ride. That normally calms him down and while this will upset him, the effects from the ride should temper him until he gets the formal thirty-day notice. I’ll give Basil and Phoebe a call before I talk to him. Kristoph and Phoebe get along about as well as he gets along with Ansgar.”

      Knowing Basil and Phoebe were coming to live there would encourage him to get out before they arrived.

      She hung up with Callum and called Phoebe a few minutes later to give them the good news that the ranch they were interested in was opening up.
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        * * *

      

      Kristoph reined his horse in at the stables just as Rosea got off the phone with Phoebe. She kept her eyes locked in that direction as they talked so she could ensure he wouldn’t overhear things before she told him herself.

      Rosea had considered meeting him at the stables just in case he lost his temper with her. She changed her mind when she thought about it. There was no need for the animals to be a target of his anger.

      Instead, she walked into her office, made them a new pot of coffee and poured them each a cup.

      On her way out onto the porch, she grabbed her book from the stack of new books on her desk. This time she grabbed Dragons of Autumn Twilight by Margaret Weis and Tracy Hickman. It was a fantasy series she was looking forward to reading and she could get a few chapters read while waiting for Kristoph.

      Half an hour later, she heard the thud of his boots and felt the vibrations through the floorboards. He was walking heavy as he made his way to where she was sitting and took the seat on the other side of the coffee table. His coffee wasn’t cold, but it wasn’t hot anymore either.

      Rosea closed her book, laying it in her lap with her hands folded over it. She looked prim and proper, which might have warned Kristoph something bad was about to happen if he ever paid  attention to her body language. That wasn’t new, but she hoped he would learn from his mistakes.

      Experience taught her never to start conversations like this one with, “We need to talk.” It was always wiser to say something else, even if that’s what she meant.

      Sometimes blunt was best.

      “I think it’s time for us to part ways.” Her voice was soft and cool. “We are not good for each other right now and it’s only going to get worse.”

      The coffee cup he had picked up when he sat in the chair slammed onto the table, splashing coffee everywhere.

      “Now? NOW?” He yelled, rising to his feet. “When things don’t go your way, you decide to break up. And of course you do it NOW when I’ve been training Midnight for the next competition.”

      She knew better than to argue with him, especially when he was already standing and pacing, fists clenching and unclenching rapidly. She let him continue to insult her and blame her for everything wrong in their relationship.

      Finally, he started winding down. “You can leave. I’ll stay here and take care of things until you decide to come back and ruin my life.”

      Rosea snorted, her voice still quiet and calm. “Basil and Phoebe will be staying at the ranch. They’re coming in the next two weeks. You can ask them if you can stable your horses here and continue training. They may let you have the guest house, but I’m not making that decision for them.”

      A primal scream of anger echoed in the valley as his fists slammed onto the coffee table before throwing everything off  it in a fit of blind rage. Both coffee mugs and the vase of flowers shattered when they hit the railing. A twitch of her left eye and an almost imperceptible flinch were her only visible reactions to his outburst.

      “FUUUUUUUCKKKKK! You can’t do this.” He bellowed and neared her again, this time with clenched fists.

      “Think before you do something you’ll regret,” she warned, her voice husky and threatening. If he had paid attention, he would have felt a faint hum as she pulled power around her, shielding her. “I can and I am. This property belongs to me, Kristoph, not you, as you well know. You can go anywhere in the States or overseas, I don’t care. If a home of mine is open, we’ll get a rental contract for you to stay there. But we are done here.”

      “Where are you going?”

      “None of your business. I need a break from you.” She paused. “Go anywhere but south along the Gulf Coast. I don’t know where we’re staying yet, but stay away from there.”

      “We? Who’s we?” There was the jealous streak.

      “Callum is helping me with business arrangements.” Rosea pulled her feet out from under her and stood up, looking around the deck. “You get to clean this up since you made the mess. My stuff is in the guest bedroom. You can stay in the master.”

      As she walked past him, she noticed his still-clenched fists, the splotchy red spots on his face which said how angry he was, and what looked to be dark shadowy magic boiling out of him. She thought she saw the shadows moving in the corners, but she must have been seeing things.

      “What does he have that I don’t?” He snarled as she walked past.

      “Control.”

      That one word spoke volumes and he proved her answer to be true when she was shoved forward by an invisible force, barely throwing her hands up to catch herself before hitting the railing on the other end of the porch. The magic behind that shove was dark, filled with malice directed at her. It felt oily.

      She turned slowly, her green eyes narrowing, capturing and holding his gaze as she raised her right hand, a swirling, white glowing orb writhing around her hand. She didn’t have to show him her magic, but she wanted him to know she was serious.

      “You only get one strike, Kristoph. That was it. You need to calm down. Do not come back into this house until you are calm and don’t even think we’re going to have make-up sex after this. It’s not happening.”

      Glaring at her, he vaulted over the railing and stalked toward the woods instead of the stables.

      She hoped, for his sake, he’d calm down before doing something else stupid.

      Either way, she’d be gone in two weeks.
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      July 2, 1986

      

      “Are you excited to own a piece of history in N’awlins? This seems like a town you would have spent a lot of time in over the years,” Callum asked as they drove down to the French Quarter. The shop had parking for owners and tenants off the main street. Rosea wasn’t paying attention to him since he talked to hear himself talk. Instead, she focused on things on her to-do list.

      She would have to introduce herself to the other tenants on the block since the antique shop came not only with the apartment but with the other attached buildings as well as tenants in the apartments. Some were owners of the shops below, others were just workers in the quarter who needed a cheap place to stay within walking distance of work.

      Callum had already allowed the tenants to stay on their current leases without having to sign anything new until it was time for the leases to renew. Then they’d see what repairs were needed, anything they could improve on the buildings, and how they could help the tenants.

      Rosea, and Callum, were compassionate landlords when they served in that capacity. Both of them had dealt with evil landlords throughout their lives. Callum could handle an evil landlord more easily than her.

      “Ro?” Callum saying her name brought her back to his question.

      “A lot of time? No. Some time? Yes. There is a vampire queen I know down here. She runs a fairly tight ship and is one of the few vampires I respect,” she answered. Ansgar had Dracula and she had Maeve. It was good to have vampire friends even if you had to kill their kin from time to time. “I’ve been to a few of her parties over the centuries. She knows to keep an eye out for Kristoph too.”

      “Note to self: Rosea needs high-end business clothes, comfortable work clothes, and stylish clothes for entertaining.”

      “I’m not planning on entertaining,” Rosea countered as he pulled into the parking spot.

      “But you, and more importantly we, will,” Callum answered. “Tell me you won’t have a dinner somewhere for all the business owners and the tenants in the apartments.”

      She gave him a look as she got out of the car. He wasn’t wrong; she just wasn’t going to admit it. She pulled out the key to the shop and as she slid the key into the lock, there was an ominous rumble of thunder overhead which made her look up.

      “It’s just an afternoon thunderstorm,” Callum breathed in deep as she pushed the door open. “Right on time for an afternoon nap. Can you smell the rain?”

      “I smell dust, metal, and antiques,” she paused and sniffed. “As well as a little mold and rain. We need to change the locks on the shop and the apartments.”

      “Already on my list,” Callum answered, following her into the air-conditioned shop and closing the door behind them. “You aren’t planning to open this week are you?”

      “Gods no. We need to do an actual inventory, price or re-price, purchase new goods, and organize this shop.” She motioned to the darkened room. Despite the lights being off, she could see items hanging off shelves, and she knew nothing would make sense or be organized. When owners are selling their shop as is, it normally equals a mess for them to clean up. “It’s haphazard and I can’t guarantee everything here is salvageable or sellable. Plus, we need to furnish our apartments.”

      A knowing smile crossed Callum’s face. “Oh, I’d say that’s the least of your worries. We have two nights in the hotel. Furniture arrives tomorrow and our belongings on Saturday, possibly Monday, because of the holiday.”

      It figured he’d have those details all sorted out before she started thinking about it. He was good at that and it meant there were a few less decisions she’d have to make.

      Flipping on a light switch, she heard a faint hum followed by flickering before the fluorescent lights turned on. Finally,  Rosea looked around the illuminated shop.

      “Let’s figure out how we’re going to tackle this.”
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        * * *

      

      Little did Rosea know Callum had everything planned out before they signed on the dotted line. He had had no doubt that the purchase would go through with no problems and the buildings would be hers that afternoon. It was what she had asked for.

      He was so confident that he had a locksmith coming out two hours after the signing was complete. He had also hired a roll-off bin and a couple organizers who would help them sort through and inventory everything. With extra help it wouldn’t take as long, but it still wouldn’t be open by end of week. Most likely the next week or the following one.

      It all depended on what he and Rosea decided needed to be done to modernize the place to attract shoppers.

      Rosea was digging through things behind the counter, finding the sales records and jewelry boxes containing, in theory, items he didn’t leave out on display because of their value.

      The blotter was dusty and when Rosea opened it, the lid landed on the counter and stirred up enough dust to make her sneeze.

      Her nose wrinkled as she turned the pages, skimming the information on the pages. His handwriting wasn’t the best, but it also wasn’t the worst.

      “He’s been closed for six months. The books look current until the day he closed. The shop seemed to sell a lot daily from what I could see, but with other shops in the area, I bet competition was getting steep,” Rosea said. “I think he knew he needed to bring in more foot traffic but he didn’t have the motivation to do so.”

      “Or the money,” Callum interjected. “We have both. He sold the name of the shop to us as well, but we may want to change it.”

      Rosea shook her head. Names had brand recognition and the building had a say in what it was called too, whether people realized it. Besides, Bygone Bazaar had a nice ring to it. Especially since she was from bygone ages herself.

      There was a knock on the front door and Callum knew who it was. Leaving Rosea looking confused at the counter, he unlocked and opened the front door.

      “Locksmith! You’re early. Glad you were available.”

      “You were offering decent pay for a simple job. I’m Steve.” He extended his hand and Callum shook it. “What locks need to be changed?”

      Callum showed him the locks in the building, including the office, and then led him upstairs, informing him they wanted different keys for the upstairs than the downstairs. But the two apartments they would occupy could have the same key. Steve thought he had everything he needed in his van and if not, his shop was close enough to cut the keys and such.

      Callum unlocked the apartment doors, told him he could get whichever doors he wanted to do first and they’d stay out of the way.

      The man did the apartments upstairs first and Callum decided pestering Ro would be in his best interest until it was time to head to the hotel. It would prevent him from harassing the locksmith.

      “Did you find any pieces you want to keep?” Callum asked, peering over her shoulder at the first jewelry box she was combing through. “Or any I should put in one of your hidey-tombs?”

      “I haven’t had long enough to assess more than a few pieces of jewelry.” She pointed to the pile of junk jewelry in the trashcan. “Either he didn’t know those were fake or he didn’t care. We should probably cover the windows with butcher paper while we work. We don’t need anybody watching. You do your artistic stuff on the windows for coming soon, etc.”

      “Up to me?”

      “Yes,” she paused and then adjusted her statement. “Within reason. If you think you might be toeing a line, ask.”

      “I’d never....”

      “Hell would freeze over if you ever didn’t do something of your own free will.”

      Callum laughed and then searched for paper, tape and the window markers so he could get to work.
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        * * *

      

      Before she knew it, Callum covered all the windows, partially blocking out the muted sunlight outside. She knew that the room was darker because of the storm. Once it cleared out, it would be bright again.

      Lightning brightened the interior of the room for a split second and the instantaneous crack of thunder shook the building, letting her know it struck something close.

      “Callum!” When he looked up at her she continued. “Do we have flashlights?”

      “Flashlights, hurricane lamps, and candles down here, though I should get some upstairs too.”

      “Probably a good idea,” she agreed as the lights flickered with another rumble. “Do you know where all the fuse boxes are?”

      “Yup. I’ll show them to you in a minute.” He continued to move things off a bookshelf. “Have you given any thought how to organize this mess and anything we need to purchase to accomplish that?”

      Rosea tapped the pen she was holding against her lips. At that moment, they looked like a happy couple, working on their new business, planning to take over a small part of the world.

      “We need a couple of tall, lockable glass cabinets that could stand on either side of the counter.” She pointed to the support pillars. “Mounted against the pillars so they don’t tip over.”

      He paused his work to listen and make mental notes she assumed, because he wasn’t writing any of it down.

      “I’d like to move the shelves away from the windows and put carpeted platforms in there and put larger items that sunlight won’t affect on display there so they can catch the natural light.”

      “Like that hideous suit of armor?”

      “Like that after we restore it. It won’t sell like that,” she answered before continuing. “I’d love to replace the carpet in here. It’s gross, we’ll never get it completely clean and adding soft, padded carpet will encourage customers to stay longer if their feet aren’t hurting. Of course, I’d give everything a fresh coat of paint, move one of the wooden counters here into the office where we can put items we’re evaluating or restoring. Replace it with a smaller glass-top counter where we can put valuable jewelry on display,” she paused, turning around to look at the room. “It will require a lot of packing and storing stuff, but…”

      “It would give us time to organize and sort everything out,” Callum agreed. “Should we box everything up? I’ve got boxes being brought over soon and there’s some in the office and storeroom.”

      “How’d you know?”

      Callum gave her a knowing smile. “I know you. You want to make this place yours just like you did with the shop in Boston.”

      Rosea snorted. “Start packing.”

    

  


OEBPS/images/vellum-badge.png





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png






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/image-03-bygone-bazaar.jpg
GRACLE SNOKE

BAZAAR

IMM()RI/\I IS /\( () SHORTS





OEBPS/images/immortalis-ago-chapter-heading.jpg






