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The Books So Far

If you’re confused about the order of books, here’s what we  have so far, in chronological order:


  	DEAD(ish) – DEAD(ish) book 1

  	Follow the  Light – DEAD(ish) Allsorts book 1

  	Lee Ming – DEAD(ish) Allsorts book 2

  	(technically)  DEAD – DEAD(ish) book 2

  	DEAD (as a  doorpost) – DEAD(ish) book 3

  	(imminently)  DEAD – DEAD(ish) book 4

  	DEAD (and hellbent) – DEAD(ish) book 5

  	Running  Mike – DEAD(ish) Allsorts book 3

  	(rebounding)  DEAD – DEAD(ish) book 6

  	Renovation:  Hell – DEAD(ish) Allsorts book 4




Renovation: Hell

Recap: Grim masterminded a clever plot to  take over the throne of Hell from Satan and put a woman in charge.  Unfortunately (for her), she ran afoul of Linda – who promptly turned her in to  the proper authorities. Now Grim has to find out what her punishment will be –  and whether she’ll live long enough to regret her decisions.

Linda was restless. Hot tubs and Baileys were all very nice,  but she’d recovered from the strain of her recently-ended assignment and now  her house and yard – lovely though they were – seemed a little… constricting.  But where to go? The beach? A concert? Bob Dylan had probably come up with a  few dozen more verses for Blowing in the Wind since she’d last heard him. Add  Jim Morrison making a harp wail and you had quite a show. But no… that didn’t  feel right either. She could go to work at the flower manufactory… but ugh. Book  store? Nope, she didn’t feel like reading. Food? Not hungry. Carnival? That  stirred a smidge of interest, but…

“Am I bored with Heaven?” Linda asked herself.

*tink-a-ling!*

Linda groaned. She wasn’t sure that another assignment was  what she’d had in mind either. She turned her head to spy a familiar-looking  cherub clothed in a scanty swathe of white velvet hovering by her ear.

“Tell me something, fancy-pants,” she said, struck by a  thought. “Is there only one of you little cheruby angels, or have I been  talking to a whole group of clones and never realised?”

The cherub sniffed.

“There’s certainly only one of me!” he said. “I don’t know who else you might have been  associating with, though!”

Well, that was… completely non-illuminating.

“Does Sephenia want to see me?” she asked, looking down at  her outfit to check that it was archangel-friendly.

The cherub shook his head with a cheeky grin.

“Are you going to make me guess the message?” she asked. “Or  are you just here to bask in the warmth of my personality?”

The little angel giggled so hard that he dipped towards the  ground for a second.

“Oh, you’re hilarious!” he said. “No, I have a message from…  well… my subterranean counterpart.”

Linda furrowed her brow. Brain-teasers had never been her  favourite thing in the world, and she saw no reason to start liking them now.

“What the hell are you on about?”

“Exactly!” he said, sounding relieved.

Oh for crying out  loud…

“Just tell me the damn message? Please, oh sparkly one?” she  said, trying to sound patient rather than irritated.

“Grim sends her regards, and requests your presence in Hell  for coffee and refreshments,” the cherub squeaked out.

“Does Sephenia know about this?” Linda asked.

“Does she have to?” he countered.

Huh.

“What’s your name?” she asked.

“Hercules,” he told her and disappeared, leaving Linda  spluttering with laughter. She’d never seen someone who looked less like a  Hercules.

She sobered up fairly fast, though, when she thought about  his message. Grim wanted to see her. Grim, the demon that she’d ratted out for  plotting to take over Hell, and about whose fate everyone claimed to know  nothing. Grim, who had some major anger management issues. And Sephenia didn’t  know. I get the feeling I’m stuck in a  book, and the villain just asked me to come alone to a secret meeting, she  thought. And we all know how well that  generally ends. She held up her wrist and looked at the white token that,  she thought, Sephenia had forgotten to take back from her. Forgot, my arse, she thought in a sudden burst of clarity. That conniving feather-arsed twat!

She thought about her latest apprentice and popped over to  her. Unsurprisingly, Prudence was in a bookstore. Linda glanced at the large,  thick book in the girl’s hand and shuddered. Economic theory? That didn’t sound  like it belonged in Heaven at all.

“I need to go down to Hell for a while,” Linda told her. “Do  me a favour? If I’m not back by the time you’ve finished your next book, go to  Sephenia and tell her that I went to see Grim. Remember Sephenia? Tall, white,  lots of feathers?”

Prudence nodded. “I can do that, Linda. But ummm… will you  be alright? It sounds dangerous.”

Linda smiled. “I’m dead,” she said. “She can’t do anything  too horrible. But you’re my backup just in case, OK?”

Once, Linda thought, Prudence might have had a panic attack  at the mere thought of her putting her head in a noose like this. But the kid  had grown up a lot in the brief time she’d been dead.

“OK,” Prudence said, looking solemn. “But be back soon. I’m  a fast reader.”

As Linda popped down to Hell, focusing on Grim, she  wondered: what had Hercules meant by ‘my counterpart’?

****

Grim stood, slumped, in a sea of white in Purgatory. Mist  curled slowly around her red, scaled ankles. She was defeated. All of her  plans… all those millennia of hard work… brought down by one nosey dead  woman. This was… this was utterly unfair. The meddler and her bunch of  oddities vanished. The archangel – dripping with holier-than-thou judgment –  vanished. Now it was just Grim, waiting for her punishment.

Two large, burly demons appeared behind her. Their black,  mirror-scaled bodies towered over her mere eight feet as they seized her arms. Struggling,  she knew, was useless. The fiends of Hell were relentless on the trail of  runners. No one could escape from the forces of Hell – not for long.

The one on the right leaned close over Grim’s shoulder and  hissed, “Come on, traitor. We've got a lovely, lovely surprise for you!”

The white clouds melted away, to be replaced with a black  obsidian floor that went on to the horizon, and perhaps beyond. A single sniff  told her she was in Hell - the place reeked of sulphur, like a cave full of  smashed rotten eggs.

“Oh boy,” said the same demon, “I am so looking forward to  seeing you get your comeuppance. Pushy bitch. Satan's going to tear you limb  from limb, then I'm going to dance on the pieces. You never did know your  place.”

The other demon just shrugged. “I got nothing against her.”

“Pussy,” the first demon accused.

“Shut up! Satan's approaching.”

The floor shuddered underneath Grim’s feet, reverberating to  the tempo of slow, deliberate footsteps. Grim kept her eyes firmly on the  ground. She didn’t want any part of Satan’s showboating. There’d be plenty of  time for torment later.

The shaking stopped, and two enormous black hooves intruded  into her field of vision.

“A female?” a  deep, booming voice asked, dripping with contempt.

Grim’s resentment bloomed into rage. She lifted her head and  did the one thing that demons were raised to never, ever do: she looked way up,  into Satan’s eyes, and held his gaze.

“A female,” she agreed, lip curling over a tusk with  contempt of her own.

“Very well,” Satan said, all feeling gone from his voice. He  held out a black diadem, wiggling it impatiently when she was slow to reach out  and take it. “Hell is yours. Enjoy.” His right eyelid twitched down, then he disappeared with a quiet  pop.

Grim frowned. What the hell had just happened? Did Satan just wink at her? Did He just… abdicate? She turned the diadem over in her hands. It certainly looked legitimate. She  turned to her erstwhile gaolers, now on their knees, faces pressed to the black  floor. 

The guard who’d threatened her looked up and grovelled.

“I’m real sorry, ma’am,” he said. “I didn’t mean it. I was  just letting off steam, you know?”

Grim felt a huge weight of responsibility settle on her  shoulders.

“Get out of my sight,” she said with a sigh. “I’ll deal with  your rudeness later.”

The two demons started inching away, still on their knees  and faces.

“VAMOOSE!” she yelled, and they leapt to their feet and ran.

She lifted the diadem gingerly and slid it carefully around  her horns to sit on her head. A faint trickle of power flowed into her.

“Oh, now this is so much easier than corrupting priests!”  she muttered.

“Pardon, ma’am?”

A tiny, bright orange demon hovered in front of her on  equally-tiny black bat wings. 

“Who the hell are you?”

“Your personal assistant, ma’am. Do you need to take a  memo?” it asked, whipping a notepad and pen out of what might possibly have  been its arse.

“No…” she said slowly. “But I could do with a tour of my  new office.”

The demonet returned its notepad and pen to wherever they’d  come from.

“Certainly, ma’am! Would you like to start now? Or would you  rather some refreshments first?”

Grim considered. It had been a while since she last ate. Or slept, for that matter. “A little food  would be nice,” she said. “Something light.”

The tiny demon waved an arm, and a small black table and  matching chair appeared. It waved again, and the table was topped with a tray  full of human body parts, oozing blood. Grim eyed the repast with repulsion.

“This is Satan’s idea of a snack?” she asked. “Do we have  any sandwiches?”

The demon blinked. “We… certainly, ma’am. Sandwiches. Do  you want meat on those?”

Grim had a horrible certainty that the meat wouldn’t be to  her taste.

“No, let’s just go with a more… Earthly selection, shall  we?” she asked.

The tiny demon gestured, and sandwiches replaced the  dripping tray.

“Stolen from Earth specially,” the demon reported  cheerfully. “Your chief procurer reports that the ‘Star Bucks’ he took these  from is of the highest quality.”

Grim snorted and took a sandwich. At least it isn’t a hand, she told herself.

Over lunch, Grim thought about how to handle the situation  she found herself in. Either this is some  sort of perverted punishment, she thought, or they really have given me the keys to Hell. And if it’s a  punishment, and I treat it seriously… they’ll laugh at me. If I’m really the  new ruler of Hell and I don’t take it seriously… people and demons all suffer. She  sighed and rotated her shoulders to loosen the muscles, munching on the last  sandwich. She’d have
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