
  
    [image: Moon Over Marisol]
  


  
    
      Moon Over Marisol

      Book Thirteen: The Bell of Millard

    

    
      
        Dennis Santaniello

      

    

    
      Soldi Duck Press

    

  


  
    
      Moon Over Marisol: Book Thirteen

      Copyright © 2026 Dennis Santaniello All rights reserved.

      This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and events are either the product of imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is coincidental.

      No part of this book may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means without written permission from the author, except for brief quotations used in reviews.

      More stories and notes live here:
      https://moonovermarisolbookseries.substack.com/

      First edition.

    

  


  
    Contents


    
      
        
          THE MOON OVER MARISOL SERIES LIST

        

        
          Chapter 1

        

        
          Chapter 2

        

        
          Chapter 3

        

        
          Chapter 4

        

        
          Chapter 5

        

        
          Chapter 6

        

        
          Chapter 7

        

        
          Chapter 8

        

        
          Chapter 9

        

        
          Chapter 10

        

      

      
        
          Thank You for Reading

        

        
          GET THE FREE BONUS BOOK!

        

        
          The Eternal Registry

        

        
          Also by Dennis Santaniello

        

      

    

    


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            THE MOON OVER MARISOL SERIES LIST

          

        

      

    

    
      
      One witch. One cat. One impossible assignment per moon.

      

      Each book is a complete adventure.

      

      Available now

      
        	Book 1: The Ghost Town Forest

        	
        Book 2: The Old Bridge Appointment
        

        	Book 3: The Eggroll Armistice
        

        	Book 4: The Genie Back Guarantee
        

        	Book 5: The Ice Breakers
        

        	Book 6: The Tangled Roots of Greenhollow
        

        	Book 7: The Bright Orange Key
        

        	Book 8: The Return of the Bright Orange Key
        

        	Book 9: The Bright Orange Key Redemption
        

        	Book 10: The Missing Piece
        

        	Book 11: The Unicorn Redemption
        

        	Book 12: The Curse of the Chile Chiflados
        

        	Book 13: The Bell of Millard
        

        	Book 14: The Other Side

        	Book 15: The Dirty Look

        	Book 16: The Castle by The Predictably Petty Bay

        	Book 17: The Old Band

        	Book 18: The Exam

      

      

      Get the whole series here:

      https://soldiduckpress.com/collection/moon-over-marisol

      

      More moons await at

      moonovermarisolbookseries.substack.com

    

  


  
    
      For the people who still check their pocket change,

    

  


  
    
      Moon Over Marisol

      Book Thirteen: The Bell of Millard

    

    
      
        Dennis Santaniello

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter 1

          

        

      

    

    
      I was losing an argument with my smoke detector when the moon decided it was time.

      Nothing was on fire. I'd burned a tortilla — one tortilla, slightly too long on the second side because I'd made the mistake of checking my phone — and now the smoke detector was screaming like I'd committed arson and Tibby was on top of the refrigerator staring down at me with utter fright.

      "It's fine," I said, waving a dish towel at the ceiling. "It's not even that burned."

      The smoke detector disagreed. Loudly. With conviction. With the energy of a small appliance that had been waiting its entire battery life for this moment.

      "Tibby, can you—"

      "No."

      "You don't even know what I was going to ask."

      "You were going to ask me to knock the battery out. I'm not climbing up there. I did that in 1587 and you still haven't replaced the ceiling tile."

      "That was four hundred forty years ago."

      "And the tile's still missing."

      The alarm kept shrieking. The tortilla sat on the burner, black on one side, perfect on the other, a metaphor for something I was too annoyed to think about. Smoke curled toward the ceiling in lazy ribbons. My kitchen smelled like char and poor decisions.

      Then the pull started.

      That hum behind my sternum. Low and deep, like a bass note only my bones could hear. The kitchen light flickered. The smoke detector cut out mid-shriek, which was either the moon's doing or the battery finally dying, and honestly I didn't care which.

      "Tibby."

      He was already watching. Ears forward. Tail still. He'd known before I did, the way he always did.

      He hopped down from the refrigerator and landed without a sound.

      The walls started to shimmer. The edges of my apartment went soft, the way they always did, reality loosening its grip, letting the moon reach through. I had maybe fifteen seconds.

      The tortilla was still smoking on the burner. I turned off the stove, because I was nine hundred years old and I was not about to burn my apartment down, and I felt Tibby press against my ankle the way he always did right before the pull — proximity, not comfort, because wherever I went he was going and that was the deal, that had always been the deal.

      "Ready?" I said.

      "Baby, I was ready ten minutes ago."

      The apartment dissolved.

      I landed on something soft, which was a first.

      I'd landed in mud, sand, surf, snow, a produce cart, and once directly onto Tibby, which he still brought up at least twice a month. But this was grass. Thick, tall grass, the kind that brushes your elbows when you're standing in it and swallows you whole when you're lying down, which I was, because the moon never bothered to land me on my feet. Apparently we didn't have that kind of relationship.

      I stared at the sky. Blue. Wide. Not a cloud anywhere. Wherever I was, the weather had no complaints.

      Tibby landed three feet to my left with a soft thump and immediately began grooming his chest as if he'd meant to do that.

      "Nice landing," I said.

      "I always land on my feet."

      "You landed on your side."

      "I landed on my feet and then chose to lie down. There's a difference."

      There was not a difference.

      I sat up. The grass stretched in every direction, rolling green hills under that wide blue sky. Somewhere nearby, birds were arguing about something. A warm breeze carried the smell of wildflowers and dirt and something else, something heavy and sweet, like overripe fruit left in the sun too long.

      And then I saw it.

      About two hundred yards ahead, rising above the grass line like a hill that had decided to take a nap, was the largest person I had ever seen in my life.

      He was lying on his back. Arms out. Legs slightly apart. Mouth open. And the sound coming out of that mouth — a snore so deep and so sustained that the grass around his head was flattened in a permanent circle, pressed down by years of continuous exhale. The ground vibrated with each breath. Every four seconds, the wildflowers near his left hand trembled like a tiny earthquake on a schedule.

      I stared. Tibby stared.

      "That's a giant," I said.

      "Yep."

      "That's a sleeping giant."

      "Yep."

      "In a field."

      "I can see that, Marisol."

      He was enormous. Literally enormous. Twenty-five feet at least, maybe thirty, with a round belly that rose and fell like a hillside breathing and a face that even in sleep looked friendly. Big, soft features. A nose broken at least twice and set crooked both times. His hair was wild and matted and full of grass and what appeared to be a bird's nest near his left ear — the nest had actual birds in it, sitting there like they'd signed a lease and were three months into a comfortable tenancy.

      His clothes were homespun, patched everywhere, sun-faded to the color of old hay. Farmer's clothes. Working clothes. Clothes that said this person used to DO things before he became the world's largest lawn ornament.

      A butterfly landed on his nose. He didn't move. The butterfly stayed. It looked comfortable. It looked like it came here regularly.

      I stood up, brushed the grass off my jeans, and looked for the assignment.

      It was already hovering in front of me. Silver letters in the air, the same moon-script as always, glowing gently in the afternoon light like the universe had left me a sticky note.

      RING THE BELL OF MILLARD.

      I read it twice.

      "Ring the bell of Millard," I said out loud, like hearing it would make it make more sense.

      It did not make more sense.

      "What bell?" I looked around. Grass. Hills. Sleeping giant. Birds. Butterfly. "What bell? There's no bell. There's no anything. There's a field and a giant and—"

      I turned in a slow circle. Behind me, maybe half a mile south, I could see the edges of a town. Rooftops. Chimney smoke. A road cutting through the hills toward it. And just to the east of the sleeping giant, standing alone in the grass like a skeleton nobody had bothered to bury, was a wooden structure. Tall. Narrow. Open-sided. A frame built to hold something heavy at the top.

      A bell tower. Without a bell.

      The hook at the top was empty. A frayed rope dangled from it, swaying in the breeze, attached to nothing. Whatever had hung there was gone, and from the look of the weathering on the wood and the rust on the hook, it had been gone for a long time.

      "Ring the bell," I said. "Ring the bell that isn't here. Perfect. Just perfect."

      The silver letters dissolved into the air with the quiet indifference of a bureaucracy that had already moved on to the next file.

      Tibby was walking toward the giant, picking his way through the tall grass with the careful precision of a cat who considers all outdoor surfaces a personal insult. He stopped near the giant's right hand, a hand the size of a dining table, and looked up at the sleeping face.

      "He's been here a while," Tibby said.

      "How can you tell?"

      "The birds built a nest in his hair. Birds don't build nests in things that move."

      "Maybe he's a heavy sleeper."

      "He's a heavy everything."

      I walked closer. Up close, the giant was even more striking. Big, and deeply, profoundly asleep. Beyond resting — stopped. Like he'd quit getting up one day and just stayed down. His face, even relaxed, had lines around the eyes that suggested he'd spent most of his life smiling. His hands were calloused. Dirt under the nails. Knuckles scarred from work.

      And now he was just lying here. In a field. Snoring. While birds raised families in his hair and a butterfly used his nose as a personal resort and the town half a mile away sent up chimney smoke like everything was normal.

      The empty bell tower. The giant. The town in the distance.

      "Okay," I said. "Ring the bell of Millard. Step one: find the bell of Millard. Step two: figure out how to ring it. Step three: try not to think about the fact that I just landed next to a sleeping giant, which every story ever written says you are not supposed to wake up. Every single one. There is no fairy tale where somebody wakes a giant and it goes well. Not one."

      "You done?"

      "I'm processing."

      "Process walking. I don't like this grass."

      I started walking toward the town. The grass whispered against my jeans. The giant snored behind me, steady as a tide. Tibby fell into step beside me, tail high, ears forward, ready for whatever came next even if he was going to complain about every square inch of it.

      Halfway to the town, I passed a small pond at the edge of the road
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