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ABOUT BONES OF THE PRIORY

A letter from the grave. A sister long thought dead. A secret five hundred years in the making.


After five centuries of wandering, Sister Jacobine—known to some as Alice Fisher—returns to the crumbling ruins of the Amesbury Priory, the place where her long life began.

A letter, written in a shaking hand and signed with a name no living soul should remember, summons her home. But what waits among the ancient stones is more than nostalgia and ghosts. Old sins lie buried in the Priory’s shadow, and one of them still breathes.

When Alice’s visit turns deadly, she must confront the only other survivor of that distant past—a sister who’s grown monstrous in both body and soul. What begins as a reunion soon becomes a reckoning, fought amid the stones of the Henge and the bones of the dead.

Immortality is a gift that never stops taking… and some debts refuse to die.

A Nun With A Gun is a series of short stories and novelettes about Sister Jacobine, the Pope’s hit woman. They are best read in order.

1.0 Feet of Clay
2.0 A Port in the Storm
3.0 Excommunication
4.0 Requiem Mass
5.0 Den of Lions
6.0 The Narrow Gate
6.5 The Book of Jacobine (Omnibus)
7.0 The Things That Shall Come Upon Them
8.0 Bones of the Priory

Thriller Short Story

 


 

PRAISE FOR 
THE NUN WITH A GUN SERIES

There is a lot of mystery surrounding the Nun and yet a lot is shared in this short novella but there's so much more I want to know....into the next book in the series I go!

Sister Jacobine was a very talented, very well trained assassin for the Vatican. I found her to be a very likable character so far, and look forward to getting to know her better

What a fun roller-coaster of a story!

Wow. Another fast paced totally un-put-downable story from a what is turning out to be a fabulous series

It is really hard not to like this very likable amazing nun

I found myself laughing at parts of this story.

So much action and emotion packed into a short story.

There is a big payoff in this short work

A fascinating journey of twists and turns as Alice's past comes into her present to make this story compelling

Danger, Intrigue and more twists. Pure entertainment, and makes you think!

It continues to amaze me how this writer can give us so much in a short story

Oh, you want THIS short story!

The Nun with a Gun series will keep you on the edge of your seat and well entertained


 

ABOUT THE AUTHOR

Mark Posey is the author of the award-losing Nun With A Gun thrillers*, a series featuring Sister Jacobine, a nun with a habit of making bad people pay. Readers have called the stories “sharp,” “darkly funny,” and “alarmingly satisfying.” The author calls them “therapy with a body count.”  (*No awards were harmed in the writing of this series.)

Mark writes thrillers for readers who don’t mind a little dirt under the nails — stories with emotional weight, lean prose, and characters who rarely do the right thing for the right reason. His work lives somewhere between noir, revenge fantasy, and literary grit, though he avoids calling it any of those because that sounds like marketing.

When he’s not writing fiction, Mark also works as a professional editor and story consultant. His editing blog offers straight talk for indie and traditionally published authors alike — especially the ones who are tired of being told to “find their voice” by people who can’t define what voice is.

He believes in clarity over cleverness, clean narrative over trend-chasing, and that semicolons are fine, but you probably don’t need as many as you think.

He lives in Canada, which explains the politeness, but not the sarcasm.

You can find him online at MarkPoseyAuthor.com, where he blogs about writing, editing, story structure, and whatever else is on fire this week. His books are published through Stories Rule Press, an independent publisher of genre fiction with strong characters and sharp writing.
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THE BONES OF THE PRIORY

 

It had felt awkward at first, the idea of going to Amesbury. The silly concept that you cannot go home again vexed her with its accuracy. Yet the concept of “Amesbury” felt more like home to her than her quarters in The Vatican. Certainly, the Rafferty’s house in Philadelphia felt homey but still…not as much as Amesbury. 

It had been more than one hundred years since Alice Fisher had been to the Priory where she’d grown up. More than five hundred years since she’d taken her perpetual vows there. And a few years still before that since she had first killed a man.

The sloped roof of the bedroom in Fairlawn House Bed & Breakfast and the musty, earthy smell that had permeated the room when she’d tugged open the curtains in the dormer window had, for the briefest of moments, caused a wave of nostalgia to wash over Alice, taking her back to her bedroom in the Priory.

Missing, of course, were the nine other girls she had shared that bed and that room with, and the chill in the morning air before Mother stoked the hearth fire. Still, the memory was a pleasant start to her first day home in quite a while, even if she had no idea what the rest of the day would bring.

She could not think for the life of her who had sent the letter that had summoned her to Mother’s grave. The handwritten note had provided no clue to their identity. It had been scratched out by such a stiff, shaky hand as to be almost indecipherable. 

Who on earth knew to refer to me as “Doodle?”

As anyone who had known her by that repugnant nickname was long dead, Alice hoped to find who had sent it as soon as she reached the Priory ruins, this morning. Although, there was no way to avoid the usual morning niceties, as this was a bed & breakfast establishment. Yet she was determined to make the niceties as short as possible.

She could smell frying bacon and sausages, and the coffee that no doubt would be set out by her hosts for her and any other guests before starting their day. It was quite possible that keeping the niceties short was not on the morning’s agenda.

The floorboards under Alice’s feet creaked as she made her way to the dressing chair where she’d laid the day’s clothing. As with every morning, donning the traditional black-and-while veil came last. She refrained from wearing her usual Armani suit and instead donned jeans and a plain white button-down shirt.

She had just finished buttoning her shirt when a soft knock sounded. “Sister? Are you up?” It was Mrs. Sharples, the proprietor of the bed & breakfast. “Breakfast is on the table. A young thing like yourself must be hungry after such a long trip.”

“I shall be down directly, Mrs. Sharples.”

When Alice arrived in the dining room, she found that Mrs. Sharples had made what she called a traditional English breakfast. 

While the blood pudding was particularly tasty, Alice hadn’t the heart to tell Mrs. Sharples that this was far from a traditional breakfast. Alice guessed that most tourists would not be happy with the stale bread and turnips with which she had always broken her fast,  as a child.  Not to mention the cup of watered wine.

When Alice stepped out of Fairlawn House, shrugging into a denim jacket, Amesbury looked nothing like how she remembered it, of course. Yet the narrow streets and the brick facades of the High Street comforted her. She wasn’t sure she belonged here, anymore, but when the bells of St. Mary’s rang out, Alice couldn’t help but smile. She closed her eyes and stood still, breathing in the air of the town, and letting the ringing of the bells fill her heart.

She let out a long, slow breath and opened her eyes.

Home.

As Alice stood on the footpath of the High Street, she felt a foreboding settle into the pit of her stomach. As she was about to start toward the church, she heard the front door of the bed & breakfast open and shut. She glanced over her shoulder and met the friendly gaze of Mrs. Sharples.

“Where you off to this morning, Sister?”

Alice inclined her chin up the High Street “St. Mary’s.”

Mrs. Sharples grimaced. “The ruins? Why on earth would you want to go to that old place?”

Alice grinned. “A… hobby of mine. Visiting ancient graveyards. It reminds me of where I came from...and where most of us go, eventually.”

Mrs. Sharples frowned. “Having been born here, I should think you’d have had your fill of St. Mary’s by now.”

“A fill of St. Mary’s is exactly what I need at the moment, thank you.”

“Right.” Mrs. Sharples nodded. “I’m off to Aldi’s for the fixings for soup for lunch. D’you mind if I walk with you?”

“Not at all.”

When Alice just stood there, Mrs. Sharples frowned again. “How long did you say it’s been since you were last here?”

Alice gazed down the High Street again as Mrs. Sharples hooked her by the elbow and led her along the footpath. “I didn’t, actually.”

 “It can’t have been too long.”

Alice scoffed. “Part of me wonders if it’s been long enough.”

“I shouldn’t think Amesbury would have changed that much.”

Alice smirked. “Certainly. But this is the first time I’ve seen it in quite some time.”

“And how long would that be, then?”

Alice chuckled. “Feels like forever. A hundred years, at least. Time is such a subjective thing, child.”

Mrs. Sharples looked at her oddly for a moment and then seemed to mentally shrug. “This is where I leave you, then.” She pointed to the left at a road that lead away from the High Street. “We’ve always room for one more if you find yourself in need of a noon meal. Feel free to stop back.”

“I shall, indeed. Thank you.”

Alice walked the rest of the way to the church by herself. It took less than five minutes. The instant she stepped onto the church grounds, the feeling of familiarity and foreboding increased. She walked unerringly toward a wooden headstone on the far north end of the grounds.

As she neared it, Alice’s heart pounded in her chest. She slowed and moved gingerly as she approached. As soon as she was able to read the name on the headstone, she blew out a heavy breath, and smiled.

She slid to her knees and then to her rear, folding her legs under her. Her gaze rested on the headstone. The wood had turned grey and lifeless, and pieces were chipped away. The damage looked old, as if it had been there for centuries.

In fact, it had been just over five centuries. Alice Fisher, the prioress whose name she had taken in tribute, had died in 1507. Alice could remember digging the grave, weeping the entire time.

It was then that she’d decided to go abroad. There had been nothing left for her in Amesbury. Her sisters had gone to other convents or abroad, themselves. The remaining girls at Amesbury were so young that sixteen-year-old Doodle could not relate to them.

Alice felt a quick wash of shame ripple over her as
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