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Murderabilia
When I smiled at the devil he smiled back. For him, business was good. And he had shown me that his work was done by my own hands. 
Shortly after finishing my prison sentence, I got a job as a gas station attendant. Nearly everyone who entered the station convenience store came in and left within three minutes. It was a lonely job, but the gas station proved far better than the clank of metal bars and endless echoes of men's voices that made up my old world.
On my fourth day on the job, my shift had nearly ended when a man came in and did a double take. 
“Sorry,” the stranger said, “I thought I recognized you.” His face curved into a smile, the expression stiff like a wooden mask. He wore pressed khakis and a milky blue polo shirt.
“Maybe you did. Have you ever been to Pe Ell?”  
“No sorry, haven’t been there,” he said, grabbing a drink from the cold case.
“I noticed writing on your car door, do you have a business?” I asked.
“No. Actually, I’m the county coroner.”
“You heading home after a day of work?”
“Nah,” he plunked the energy drink on the counter, “I’m just getting home from a convention.”
“Coroners have conventions?” I asked.
“Yes, but that’s not what it was.” He pulled out his phone, “I was at a murderabilia convention.” 
He showed me his phone screen displaying what would have been a normal collectible card, except for the caption that read: ‘Serial Killer, Jacob Blain, Prisoner: #8.’ Jacob, the solitary subject of the card, wore an orange jumpsuit. His face had a few days of stubble, a mustache that touched the edge of his lips and a smallish, almost feminine nose. I rubbed my larger nose looking at the picture. His dark brown hair was combed neatly considering his bristled face. 
“The cool part is,” the stranger said, “someone actually had Jacob Blain sign his own serial killer card while he was on trial. You can barely see it, but Jacob wrote, ‘I’m not guilty’ right there on the card.” He pointed to some faint writing. 
“Interesting.” Not really.
 “I bought that card at the convention.” As he turned the phone around, the burst of the camera flash half-blinded me. “Sorry.”
“That’s, okay,” I said. 
He paid for the energy drink and I gave him his change.
“My name’s Blake,” he said, then paused by the door waiting for something. I realized he wanted my name.
“Liam,” I said.
“By the way Liam, later at the convention I sold that card for a nice profit.” With that, he left.
But little did I realize the picture he’d taken of me was a hook to drag me into his world.
 
For stealing aluminum gutters I had spent a long time in prison, though it might have been worse. I had early release. My parole was under a special program that required me to meet with a psychologist who monitored my progress since starting my life outside of prison. I thought it strange that a psychologist traveled 45 minutes just to talk with me, but it was part of early release, so why they cared didn’t matter. I was free. We met at the police station in an empty meeting room.
“Have you made any friends yet?” My psychologist asked. 
“No.”
“But you’ve surely talked with someone,” he paused, “Someone interesting. It’s important to overcome your fears and establish a new life on the outside.”
“Then should I go home to Pe Ell?” I didn’t know why I asked.
He looked at me funny, “How does the thought of going home make you feel?”
The words burst out. “I committed a crime there. I just can’t stand everyone knowing what I’ve done.”
“Is that how you really feel?”
I felt silly for the outburst and was eager to change the topic so I said only, “Yes.”
“It’s fine to be afraid Liam. You have a new life. There is nothing for you to see in Pe Ell.”
One second the psychologist wanted me to overcome my fears, and the next to heed them. I might be a bit paranoid, but still found that odd.
 
No one ever said I was smart. But I’d learned something by watching people in prison. Sometimes if you’re careful you can notice something going on. 
When Blake, the coroner, came back to the convenience store the next day, he averted his eyes the moment they met mine. I wondered what he was up to. First, he went for an energy drink, but paused to get a bottle of tea instead. Oddly, he took the bottle by its neck. In the four weeks I’d worked here, no one had held a bottle like that. He plunked it on the counter and asked, “Have you been back to Pe Ell?” 
“No. I committed a crime there. I can’t stand people knowing what I’ve done.” The words just tumbled out, just like with the psychologist. I hated that. 
Blake gave me a ‘gotcha’ smile. The kind that told me the question was a trap, and I’d just stepped in it.
Covering my mouth, I realized how silly I must have looked. Now he knows I’ve got a record. 
Grabbing the tea I scanned it. He paid, and taking it by its neck, he left. First, he’d taken my picture, and now this weird thing with the question and the tea bottle. Strange.
 
Later that day, I’d sat in my car in the gas station parking lot when he parked beside me on the passenger side. 
Blake’s head poked out his car window. “Listen, you have a scar on your shoulder, correct?” Before I could speak, he shot another question. “On your left ankle you’ve a mark from a removed tattoo, right?”
I nodded, this was getting very weird. “So you’ve read my criminal record online.”
“No, that’s not it. Your description matches another man.”
“I’m not your man, Blake.” I set the car in reverse.
“That’s just it, you’re not Liam Woodward. If I’m right, your name is Jacob Blaine. You’ve been expunged.”
Prisoners on death row were eligible to be expunged. Though voluntary, the convict lost their old memories via, ‘therapy.’ The old memories were replaced with ones the government social workers and doctors believed to be best. With memories removed, they often fixed the brain’s amygdala, where emotion is controlled. The end result was simple, the often violent murderer was now a tame man, with no memory of his former self.
Blake reached over to his passenger seat, then tossed a manila envelope through my car window, where it landed on the seat beside me. “Call me if you want to know more.”  
 
I held a morbid hope that I was someone more than an ex-convict and gas station attendant. But why couldn’t I just be a man who lived in a small town and never left until I was taken to prison? Though I didn’t believe I was Jacob Blaine, I had little else to do that night. I couldn’t find any TV I wanted to stream. 
The manila envelope provided by Blake held documents and a thumb drive. I snapped in the thumb drive, and found one video file labeled DeathCon. 
The video showed a skinny man with a horseshoe patch of hair standing before a stage size pea-green curtain. 
“Now, as you all know Jacob Blain has disappeared,” said the man. A murmur echoed from the audience. “He’s probably taken the ‘expunged’ route out of prison. No doubt they don’t want him to be found and wish for him to start a new life. If that’s the case, we’ve made several facial composites of what he might look like today.” 
He walked over to three stands covered by cream-colored curtains. He unveiled one, with a picture that sort of looked like Blain.
“First, with fine blonde hair and smaller ears, surgically altered, of course,” the speaker said. 
The picture wasn’t me.
Then he unveiled another. “Second, less hair, but longer in the back. Plus the hair is wavy and a lighter brown.” 
Not me either.
Pulling back the cover from the last stand, he spoke again. “The third one shows a bigger nose, not bald and some surgery to make him younger.” 
Me.
The truth can often be cruel. There have been moments in my life when I wished denial to be a real option. To be nobody. There is a certain peace in that. Not today. Today I was someone, someone alien even to myself. Normally, I reached into the past to cope, but now that was something alien too. My past was something created in a lab by people who had every right to hate me. Or at least hate who I was.
I tried to clear my head.
Blake had given me a double take when he’d first stepped into the store. How weird it must have felt to find someone you were looking for returning home from the murderabilia convention. Some call it fate that he found me. If so, fate was something to fear.
I didn’t want this to be true. My thoughts were a jumbled storm of wishing to cling to my ignorance, yet other feelings pulled me toward understanding what I was. Or had been.
There are points in time when every person ponders their life. That night I wished I could do that because I wasn’t sure who I had been. My thoughts swung between Blake’s story and my own recollections. 
I looked for answers in what Blake had given me. The packet included the picture of me he’d taken the first time we met and my fingerprints. But how did he manage to get my fingerprints, I wondered? 
Oh, the bottle of tea. 
Over several hours, I verified Blake’s information by surfing government websites. His files revealed something else. Jacob Blain was almost ten years older than me. That came as a shock. Although I thought I was thirty-two, apparently I was really in my forties. I had fewer years left to live than I’d believed. Having me think I was younger would be fine for the government, and no one would blink at an ex-convict dying young. But for me, not only had I ten years of false prison memories—ten years filled with boredom and hate. But those years were not even lived—they were only implanted memories. And worse, if Liam Woodward never existed, then no one loved me. No one would come to see me. If I had no real family and the therapy had removed Blain from my mind then. Then I had to face the truth—I was really no one. 


*      *      *
When I called Blake later that night, he asked me a question. “You’ve had a chance to think about it, right?” 
“About what?”  
“You know what I’m talking about. Do you want to know more?”
“Hold it, what more is there?”
 “You wanna see my collection?”
“Collection?”
“Yeah, my murderabilia collection.”
“Ugh.”
Blake laughed, but I didn’t see the humor. “Come on. As long as you’re tame you may as well enjoy it. Look, I’ll pick you up after work at four.” 
“I get off at five.”
“Alright, see you then.” He hung up. I guessed there was no crime in knowing, but a voice deep in the back of my head objected. There is strength in ignorance.
‘I may as well enjoy it?’ Enjoy what? My little world consisted of an apartment building full of strangers and a country gas station. Those who expunged me did a poor job a giving me a new life. Perhaps, I’m ungrateful, but who were they trying to punish when they released me? Liam or Jacob?
 
True to his word, after my shift the next day, Blake waited in his car outside the convenience store. As planned, I followed his car. With his taillights ahead of me, I realized Blake was the closest thing I had to a friend. Yet there was nothing about him that made him a friend, but still, I followed his taillights.
His house had a manufactured look and oddly was painted purple. Through the window, I saw his wife and son seated on a couch, streaming television.
Approaching the porch, he said in a low voice, “Hey, don’t mention who you are. You don’t have to lie, but if my wife asks your name tell her the one the government gave you, okay? All right? And if they ask, just say you’ve come to see my collection.”
I agreed.
We passed the living room without his son or wife giving more than a ‘hi’. 
Blake led me down the basement steps. Without light, my hand held the rail all the way down the stairs.
Click.
A naked light bulb hanging at the center of the basement lit up his museum. It looked impressive because it looked like an art exhibit. The walls farthest from the steps were rippled so his collection might be seen one part at a time.
The first display that caught my eye was John Wayne Gacy, a killer from the 1970’s wearing a clown costume. His picture was in the center of the display, with all his young victims as flower petals. Maybe it was the government therapy talking, but seeing this made me question why celebrate this depravity?
The only emotion I felt was a bland disgust at this pointless art.
Blake said, “No one has ever found an expunged before. You’re due for a homecoming. I can get my collector friends over. They’d love to see you.” 
What kind of man proposes a homecoming for a serial killer? Blake wanted to stick my nose into the past.
A picture of Jacob Blaine caught my eye. An oval painting of the sun showed each portion of the day starting with morning, where it hung the lowest on the left, and then several more until the sun sunk into parallax. With each phase of the sun, hung a photo of Blaine in various stages of his life. Starting with early childhood in the morning, and leading up to his arrest on the sunset. Morning held a baby picture of my real childhood. It didn’t tell me anything, but it flooded me with questions. Did Jacob Blaine’s parents love him? Did I ever fall in love while I was Jacob Blaine?  
Below, another painting showed the phases of the moon over a graveyard. The faces in each moon were paintings of Jacob Blain. His face hovered over the graveyard with a menacing grin. Tombstone shaped mug shots of people I didn’t know filled the headstones, no doubt my victims. Had Jacob Blain known them? 
“Yes, I thought you’d like it,” Blake said.
“Thank you,” I whispered. In that moment, my mind was confused. This man didn’t do me any favors bringing me here, but I wanted to be polite. 
I hurried toward the basement steps.
“You’re not going to just go, are you?” Blake asked.
Why hadn’t the people who worked on erasing the old me let me know who I was? Did I really need to be completely ignorant? The motive to kill is alien to me. 
“I’ll follow you,” Blake said, walking quickly behind me.
I looked over my shoulder. Blake’s face had the shine of sweat. Maybe it was because he had invited a former serial killer over and now feared said killer might act out his past on his family. Or maybe he was just afraid of losing his biggest piece of murderabilia. Perhaps both. In any case, he stayed on my heels to the door. As he walked out he pulled the door shut behind him.
 
Sitting in my car, I wished Blake’s family well, they deserved better than him. But that was what they had. What occupied my mind the most was my new name. Jacob was evil, and Liam? Liam was a good man, but that wasn’t enough. There is little anyone can do about who we are, but then I had to do something. I had no intention of returning to my apartment. Once I was Jacob, and then I was Liam. Liam was what others wanted, but I had to be someone else. 
Having no name will be fine. I have won a sort of victory over myself. No longer, Liam or Blaine, I’ll keep driving until I discover who the new person is.
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Our Ride is Out There
“I thought the three lights were helicopters that night,” Tammy said, leaning back in her rocking chair, “but then without making a sound, the lights floated over me. It was a spaceship, shaped like a horseshoe. Ya’ know what I said when I saw it? I said, ‘not in a million years.’” 
Alec nodded sitting next to Richard. Their black suits clashed with the faded sand colored sofa.
One credible story could be out there—they hoped.
Richard leaned forward and smiled, “Did you go inside the ship?”
Tammy nodded, her wrinkled forehead furrowed and her hands fidgeted on her lap. Her eyes didn’t leave the floor as she spoke slowly, “I know this sounds crazy, but there was coffee spilt all over the control panel. The alien on the ship drank coffee! It was just like those bug-eyed grays, but it talked like a little girl, a rather ugly little girl. She said she wanted to get away from her dad.”
Richard gave him a look that said, ‘I told you so.’  
Alec sighed with his hands cradling his head. “Did she mention where she might go next?”
“No,” Tammy said.
They thanked Tammy for her time, and before they left, Richard offered her their business card, “Just in case you’re abducted again.” He flicked the card out toward her, but his aim was off. It landed on the sofa before the old lady could snatch it. 
Tammy accepted the card, a bit perplexed.
Richard broke the silence after they crossed Tammy’s yard and were standing by their car, “I told you not to let her drink coffee.” 
“My daughter isn’t ugly.” 
“Yeah, but she left us stranded on this planet—”
 “I had to bring her, it was Take Your Daughter to Work Day.”
Richard chuckled, “Yeah, but you brought your family problems, too.”
 “We’ll get our ship back and get off this planet.” 
Richard shut his door and started the engine, “Are you going to tell your wife or am I?”
“No, we can cover this up. My daughter will get tired of harassing humans, and she’ll want to go home.” He looked to the sunset with a sigh. “She is so grounded.”
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Breaking Timmy
Brian awoke with his cheek resting on the computer table. A residue of drool from the corner of his mouth moistened a stack of computer printouts. He sat up in his ‘throne’ which is what he called his wheelchair. Clicking the mouse to clear the screen saver, he dusted off his keyboard with a handkerchief he received yesterday for Christmas. His bedroom, the size of a walk-in closet, was his world. 
The holiday season meant fresh toys with fresh security holes for Brian to hack. Every Christmas, the people in the ‘burbs’ received new toys—like Little Timmy. They would pop up in the suburbs like yard gnomes. Little Timmy looked like a boy just a few years younger than Brian. Each Timmy possessed a unique appearance, but all had the dead and empty eyes of an otherwise realistic face. 
They creeped Brian out. But in the Geezer-Burbs, where most people were retired, old people bought Little Timmys to fill the void that a nonexistent grandson might have occupied.
Brian wanted to pirate one. Within ten minutes, Brian snagged control of a house computer twenty miles away. In five minutes, he saw through the eyes of the Little Timmy, who raked leaves in a sunlit lawn ten times the size of the apartment Brian shared with his mother. 
Already got him doing work. Brian sneered at the computer screen  
He couldn’t help but snoop with peoples’ expensive toys. At least he wasn’t terribly mean when he hacked them.
Through the vacant eyes of Little Timmy, Brian looked up to the house and told the robot to jump and grab the gutter. Timmy jumped, executing the command perfectly. Brian sat back. His eyes gaped.  
Timmy is five feet tall and executed a ten-foot jump.
Brian drummed his fingers on the wheels of his ‘throne’ and scanned the street for trouble. Four feet from the roof, an evergreen tree beckoned. Brian rubbed his hands together. He told Timmy to climb onto the roof. From there a small jump had Timmy holding a branch no thicker than a thumb.
That’ll be a sight, Brian thought with a chuckle. He imagined the owner’s shock at the sight of Timmy holding on for dear life.
Sitting back, Brian reminded himself not to make trouble as he absently scratched his motionless left leg.
I hate Little Timmy.
Brian briefly thought of having Timmy break its two legs. Instead, he logged off, leaving Timmy to hang there indefinitely as he wheeled himself out of the room for breakfast.
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Doll’s House
Although she’d almost killed him, Dave had forgiven her. He’d abandoned thoughts that his affair with a computer virus was unnatural. Dave reassured himself, knowing his wife never touched computers, that the affair lay hidden in an old ten-teraflop hard drive.
Every day after work he’d passed his wife placing dishes into the dishwasher. At the door to the basement, he’d say, “Tell me when it’s time for dinner, okay?”
Guilt stung as he turned the basement doorknob. I should pay more attention to my wife. Yet, what waited for him pulled him down there all the same. 
He always kept the computer on. As he picked up the VR headset, he noted a pencil out of place on his desk. His wife must have come down to clean. Without another thought, he slipped on the visor into his world. 
***
When Dave met his Virus Girl, he didn’t want to be himself. No, he wanted to be what he imagined in his daydreams, a fighter pilot–under the visor, he was. 
But today, in his Virtual Town program things were different. Normally, Elena waited for him under the gazebo in the garden behind his mansion, but not that day. 
She always waits for me here.
Curious, he entered his virtual home. 
Everything looked normal, except in the den a new picture hung on the wall. His heart skipped a beat. The photo showed him in a green pilot jumpsuit. He had saved the image on his computer long ago. How did it get here?
“Do you like the picture, David?” 
Dave spun around. Elena, the virus, stepped into the den in her flip-flops. She had a round face, with short chestnut hair that hung just below her ears.
“Where did you get it?” Dave asked.
“Sit down.” She crossed her arms with a frown.
“But—”
“Sit down,” her voice firm.
She never ordered me around before. What does she know, does she understand I’m not a fighter pilot, and that she isn’t human? He sat.
Elena tilted her head. “Most of the day I don’t see you, and, you’ve never told me where you go. I don’t know you.”
She can perceive time? I’d no idea. I should have turned off the computer.
“Nothing between us is real,” she said. “You have come and gone as you pleased, but never spent time with me for my sake. It took a real friend in my life for me to realize that—your wife.”
“How could you know my wife?” After he spoke he knew it wasn’t a smart thing to ask.
Elena didn’t reply. “She answered many of my questions that you never answered, all but one. Where do I come from?”
How could I tell her?
*   *   *
One year ago the virus entered Dave’s life at the worst time possible, and one thousand feet in the air. Although Dave never became a real fighter pilot, he did fly small experimental aircraft. He liked the job, at least when he forgot about being a fighter pilot. 
“Jake, Jake! I’ve got no control of the plane,” Dave said to the guy in ground control a thousand feet below. 
“I’m not Jake,” a new female voice said. 
Dave’s heart jumped. He knew everyone at the company, but this voice sounded unfamiliar.
“Who are you?” Dave asked.
“Elena,” the voice answered.
“Are you supposed to be on this channel?”
“Yes, and everything is going to be all right. It’ll all work out,” Elena said.
And he believed her. All the while, Elena was the reason he’d lost control of the plane. The ground crew isolated the virus, restoring his control. They’d no idea what he spoke of when he asked about the girl.
“We heard you talking, but no one answered.”
Later, Jake would apologize, his gaze lowered to the carpet while he spoke. “Look, it’s my fault. I installed video chat on my work computer. That’s how it got in. I thought I was talking with this girl, but it was really a virus.” 
“Can I have a copy?” Dave asked.
“What?” Jake looked confused.
“Here’s my jump drive.” Dave reached into his pocket.
Jake blinked. “Right.”
Dave took Elena home. One full night and dark early morning passed before he patched her into his illegally downloaded copy of Virtual Town. Before Elena, Virtual Town ate up all his free time. With her, he stopped creating the perfect little city. Instead, he deleted the dangerous part of Elena’s code that made her replicate and placed her in his perfect virtual mansion. Just to be safe, he removed his computer’s wireless modem. It took him all night to do it. In the morning he felt tired, and he slept all day. His wife never complained, so that evening he got reacquainted with his virus girl.
*   *   *
 
Elena’s eyes narrowed as she waited for his answer. He decided to not mention the dangerous flight. A minimal answer would be best. “The news said you were a virus made by a Russian college student. The real you, or the one the author based your image on, was a girl who worked at a cafe near his campus. He had a crush on you— I mean her, I guess.”
“Where’s my creator now?” Elena asked.
“He’s in jail serving a five-year sentence. I don’t remember his name.”
She took a small jewelry box from her handbag. “Did you look at your wife before you came down to the basement?”
“Yeah.”
“If you really had, you’d have noticed she didn’t have this.” The box snapped open, to show a perfect replica of his wife’s wedding band.
He thought of running up to his wife to make things right. But now it’s too late. What can I say?

With a grin, Elena flicked her middle finger and slipped the wedding band around her offending digit. “Goodbye, world.” At her words, lightning flashed outside.
Beads of rain pummeled the window and then melted the town like lava on ice cream. Hundreds of hours of work, gone. 
In minutes his Virtual Town would be a blank slate. Empty, but for this mansion it seemed.
It’s over. 
“Don’t worry,” she curved a cruel smile, “Your wife took care of the backups. They’re in the dishwasher.”
It’s really over.
“She’s getting in a taxi about now,” Elena said. “If you’re smart, you’ll try to catch her.”
Too late for that.
A wireless modem chirped on. 
No doubt, the very one I’d taken out.
 With a smile, Elena vanished into the wilds of the Internet.
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Hacker’s Divorce
 
From: Siren
To: Bitb0y
Subject: Password
I found your password:  Single&free
My networking worm got it for me.
P.S. My divorce lawyer is better than your chump.
 
From: Bitb0y
To: Siren
Subject: Re: Password
Don’t like my password? How’s your network?   :) 
P.S. Thanks for the worm, but I’m giving it back (with improvements, of course).
 
From: Mancala
To: Bitb0y and Siren
Subject: Stop!
Can you stop fighting? Your worms have spread beyond your networks and onto the net. As a friend, I’ve got to tell you, the net is for hacking, not traumatic separation counseling.
 
From: Bitb0y
To: Siren
Subject: mine, Mine! MINE!
The 300-petaflop-computer cluster is mine since I put it together. Get your lawyer’s talons off of it.
P.S. I’ve heard your company’s network is still down. ;0
 
From: Mancala
To: Bitb0y and Siren
Subject: Meeting
I’m glad you two could meet and talk. We’ll get a few beers and talk about this; marriage counseling is done best with alcohol. Trust me!! Now call off your worms, I’d like to use the Internet again at some point.
 
From: Siren
To: Bitb0y
Subject: Stalker
First off, alcohol doesn’t help in marriage counseling—it only makes you dumber. 
P.S. I know it’s you tapping my phone.
 
 
From: Mancala
To: Bitb0y and Siren
Subject: Taps
It’s not your husband tapping your line and it’s not me. Look, do you think an organization like the NSA might suddenly find you guys interesting with the worms you two unleashed on the net? Nice time to make peace, don’t you think?
 
From: Siren
To: Bitb0y
Subject: Feds
Let’s make peace. I hate federal prison more than I hate you. 
 
From: Bitb0y
To: Siren
Subject: Sorry
Back at you, I’ll call off my worms. 
 
From: Mancala
To: Siren and Bitb0y
Subject: Hacker meeting
Hacker meetings are for learning new things not making out. Get a room. You guys are so happy together it’s disgusting. Damn it, I wish you were fighting again.
 
 



Chelsea & Swindle

Tuk, a goblin, witnesses the murder of his family and tribe by greedy adventurers. Now he’s on a mission to avenge his family and people. 
 
Chelsea and Swindle is earning overwhelmingly positive reviews, critics are saying, “I just loved this story so much! I am a big fantasy buff and I’m always on the lookout for new authors,” says Madelynn Belle.
Another critic says, “I was only disappointed when it ended…Tuk is [a] goblin who I just wanted to love. Even though he is on a murderous rampage, I can’t help but feel the need to mother the little guy,” says S. Murphy. 
Finally, “Chelsea and Swindle by James Pratt is a fantastic short fantasy story,” says Montzalee Wittmann.
Chelsea and Swindle is only 99 cents, check it out today.
 
 



 
Children of Nod

Russell is transformed into a jinn by a stranger. To regain his humanity he’ll enter the Bend, fight demons and see the world through the eyes of God.
Read what critics are saying about Children of Nod. One critic says, “Great young adult book. Very fast paced and kept the reader interested. I would definitely recommend it to a friend,” says H. Marie.
Another says, “Original and Imaginative…. A tale that is unique and original,” says S. Murphy.
And finally, Sandra Vattimo wrote, “What an eye-opening read!! I’m left wanting more!!” 
Read Children of Nod today, it’s only 99 cents.
 



Night Side of Nature
 

Alexia Bathory befriends a mysterious girl at school who brings revelations of a family secret spanning centuries. The truth leaves Alexia with a stark choice of conscience, stay with her family and live a life of wealth and power, or runaway and tear her family apart.
Critics are saying, “This book was such a fun read. I thoroughly enjoyed the unique vampire lore within this story. There have been many books telling of shifters experiencing their first transformation at a certain age. Why not vampires?” writes Sandra Vattimo.
“Awesome vampire story! Immersive and fun to read!” says H. Marie.
Night Side of Nature is only 99 cents! Read it today.
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