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      The next morning, with the reaper problem resolved and the chaos brought to an end, I felt a sense of relief wash over me. The mansion and its surroundings in Rhode Island were once again tranquil, the ghosts had found their way to the afterlife, and the reapers had returned to their purpose of guiding souls the way they were supposed to.

      I called James and told him the news, and he let out a deep sigh of relief. "Does that mean you're on your way back home?"

      "Yes, it does. I'm going to take it easy on the way back. I can't wait to see you again."

      As I said goodbye to Amelia and Jacob, a sense of gratitude washed over me. "Thank you both for everything. Your kindness and guidance have meant the world to me." I grinned at them. "And it's been pretty nice staying in this beautiful place. Although I’ve had my fill of mansions for a while."

      Amelia wrapped me in a hug. "It was our pleasure, Camille. You're a remarkable young woman, and I'm glad we had the chance to be a part of your journey."

      Jacob leaned into the hug as well. "Take care, Camille. We're always here if you get sick of New Orleans."

      I nodded and smiled, knowing it was unlikely I'd leave New Orleans. "And if you're ever down that way, I'd love to see you. I have an idea I might stick around home for a while now." I was thinking of James, knowing that, once I got back, this time I wouldn't want to leave him.

      After our farewells, I mounted my motorbike, and riding out the estate, I felt a mix of emotions—relief that the reapers were gone, excitement at what my future held with James, and a tinge of nostalgia for the adventures I'd experienced.

      The open road stretched before me, and my motorbike roared to life beneath me, its engine a familiar companion on my journeys. New Orleans called to me. James was there, and the mere thought of him ignited a spark of excitement within me. I knew I was tired and had to take it easy, but I wanted to make it home as fast as possible, which was why I'd left so early.

      As I sped along the road, the wind whipped through my hair, and the miles melted away beneath my wheels, each passing moment drawing me closer to James. Images of his warm smile, and the way his eyes lit up when he saw me filled my mind, propelling me forward with a sense of urgency.

      But as I journeyed onward, the sky began to change. Dark clouds gathered overhead, casting a shadow on the road. The first few raindrops splattered against my visor, and I slowed my motorbike, my gaze shifting between the road and the impending storm. The rain began to fall in a steady rhythm and my heart sank as I realized the elements had conspired against me.

      With a reluctant sigh, I made the decision to turn back. The rain intensified, showing me that pushing forward would be foolish and dangerous. As much as I longed to see James, I couldn't ignore the warning signs that nature had provided. I made a U-turn, my motorbike protesting as it pivoted beneath me. The cold rain made its way underneath my leathers, soaking me, and all I could think about was getting safely back to Amelia's place.

      When I arrived back at the cottage, rain-soaked and disheartened, I parked my bike and went straight inside, as I could see Amelia watching me through the window. As I entered the cottage, the dampness clung to me like a shroud but Amelia's voice was warm.

      "Good to see you back," she said. "Especially as you have a visitor." She left the room, and I shifted my gaze to see Jacob standing beside her.

      "What do you mean?"

      Jacob grinned and nodded to his side, where another figure stood in the room. My mother, Candide, regarded me with a knowing look, as if she had anticipated my return all along.

      "Camille," she said softly, her voice carrying a mixture of understanding and sympathy. "The rain has a way of altering our plans, doesn't it?"

      I offered a rueful smile. "It does, doesn't it? I was on my way back home. So I could have saved you a trip out here."

      Amelia came back into the room, a warm cup of tea in her hands. "The rain might be a setback, but it can also be a moment of reflection," she mused, her eyes kind and perceptive. “Take off your leathers, Camille, and I’ll wipe them down while you catch up with your mother.”

      I did as she told me, then took the drink she held out to me, and sat down, sipping the tea, its warmth a comforting contrast to the chill that settled over me. The others already had tea, and a batch of cookies was on the coffee table. I leaned over and took one, biting into the rich, chocolatey goodness.

      "Why are you here, Mom?" I finally asked, breaking the contemplative silence that had settled over us.

      Candide's gaze met mine. "I was worried about you, Camille. With everything that happened with the reapers, I couldn't help but be concerned."

      I leaned back in my chair, studying her face. My mother was a woman of mystery and wisdom, her role as a voodoo priestess carrying a weight that she bore with grace. "Thanks, Mom. Amelia and I managed to sort out the reaper situation," I admitted. "We've taken care of it."

      My mother's eyes held a mixture of pride and relief. "I knew you would, my dear. You have a strength within you that can't be easily extinguished. Even if you didn't want to acknowledge it at first."

      I couldn't help but smile, as I had pushed back at Mom when she'd first tried to introduce me to my heritage. "It's been quite a journey," I commented.

      "It has," she agreed. "And you've handled it with courage and determination."

      Amelia, who’d come back into the room, joined the conversation. "It's not easy to navigate the world of the supernatural."

      Jacob nodded, but as he was the only one who couldn't communicate with spirits, he had nothing to add.

      Mom's eyes didn't leave mine. "That's why I came, Camille. I wanted to offer my guidance, my experience. You're my daughter, and it brings me both joy and responsibility to see you finally embrace your heritage. I wanted to be part of that."

      I took a moment to absorb her words, the realization settling upon me that even in the midst of my own struggles, my mother had been watching and waiting to lend her support when needed.

      "Thank you, Mom," I said, my voice carrying a depth of gratitude words alone couldn't express.

      Her smile held a touch of mischief. "Besides, as much as I love your Dad, it can get a bit boring at home sometimes. I couldn't let you have all the adventures without me, could I?"

      Laughter bubbled up within me; that and the tea warmed me. "No, I suppose not."

      As the rain continued to fall outside, an unspoken understanding passed between us. Maybe I didn't need to get back to New Orleans in such a hurry. This would be great bonding time for Mom and I. James and I could be apart for a little while longer.

      "You know, you're welcome to stay here a little longer if you need to," Amelia told us. "Candide, we're just getting to know you."

      Candide's eyes held a mixture of gratitude and consideration as she smiled at Amelia. "Thank you, Amelia. Your generosity is greatly appreciated. But I know Camille wants to get back home, and I think we could take our time and do a bit of a road trip. Also, as much as we appreciate your offer, we don't want to impose. We have a long journey back, and it's only right that we make a start soon."

      Amelia's smile remained warm, her understanding evident in her eyes. "I completely understand. In fact, it looks like the rain is breaking."

      Candide got up and looked out the window. "You're right. Camille, are you ready to set off again?"

      Dried and warm, I nodded. Thank goodness I had come back, otherwise I would have missed my mother. This way we would have the fun of a road trip together. And it was time Mom and I had some serious bonding time.
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      Practically as soon as we left Amelia and Jacob's cottage, the rain started again, and Mom pulled over to the side of the road. Following on the bike, I pulled in behind her.

      "Maybe we should have taken up Amelia's offer of accommodation," she said, "but I'm loath to go back."

      "Especially after I've already left twice. There's an inn near the town. Why don't we stay there and then we can look around in the morning?"

      I got back on the bike and moving ahead of Mom, I rode down the wet road until I saw the sign of the inn ahead of us.

      Inside the warm lobby, a tired-looking receptionist offered us a welcoming smile as she handed us a pair of room keys. "You ladies stay dry now."

      I nodded appreciatively, keen to get out of my wet clothes for the second time that day. I got in the shower, while Mom ordered a room service lunch for us. When it arrived, we sat on the edge of the bed, and I gratefully ate the toasted sandwich while Mom had a bowl of pumpkin soup.

      "Why did you really come?" I finally asked.

      Mom's gaze met mine, her expression hard to read. "I couldn't help but worry about you, Camille. The world as you now know is full of dangers, and I wanted to make sure you were okay."

      A sense of gratitude swelled within me, the realization that my mother's actions were fueled by love and

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/chapter-headers-original-from-kimberley.jpg





OEBPS/toc.xhtml

  
    Contents


    
      		Cover


      		
        Title Page
      


      		
        Contents
      


      		
        Copyright
      


      		
        Chapter 1
      


      		
        Chapter 2
      


      		
        Chapter 3
      


      		
        Chapter 4
      


      		
        Chapter 5
      


      		
        Chapter 6
      


      		
        Chapter 7
      


      		
        Chapter 8
      


      		
        Chapter 9
      


      		
        Chapter 10
      


      		
        Chapter 11
      


      		
        Chapter 12
      


      		
        Chapter 13
      


      		
        Chapter 14
      


      		
        Reading Order of the Midlife Monster Hunter Expanded World
      


      		
        Authors Note and Free Books
      


      		
        Other Books by Diane Jones
      


      		
        Other Books by Di Jones
      


      		
        Acknowledgments
      


    


  
  
    
      		Cover


      		Title Page


      		Contents


      		Copyright


      		Beginning


      		Other Books by Diane Jones


    


  


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/lycans.jpg






