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Hello, beautiful people! January passed quickly and I hope 

2016 has been good to you thus far. 

I’m still hard at work on Blake’s Hope, throwing a few other 

projects in the mix. It’s been a challenge, but I’m enjoying it. I 

hope to bring you the next story by mid-late 2016. I will be 

posting excerpt’s in the meantime (see following pages) to 

keep you in the loop until its release! 

Thank you for following along. Your support helps indie authors 

like myself and pushes us to do what we love, even on those 

hard days when we feel like giving up! We couldn’t do it 

without you!  

Be sure to check the upcoming events for the next giveaway. 

Rafflecopter will be hosting again, but the dates will not run as 

long. Last month’s giveaway seemed to go on forever! You 

may enter once a day, increasing your chances to win! Link 

will be active February 1st! Winner will be chosen at random by 

Rafflecopter, and notified by email.  

Happy Valentine’s Day and thanks again! Xo 

Kelly 

 

Rafflecopter Giveaway for February! 

Kate Spade Insulated Travel Mug +  

Surprise Gift! In honor of Valentine’s Day, there will also 

be a bath & body giveaway in a separate contest.   

Valid for U.S. Residents only. No purchase necessary.  

Winner will be notified by email when contest ends.  

 

 

Upcoming Events 

February 1 

Newsletter 

February 1 

Rafflecopter giveaway- click 

link to enter! 

http://www.rafflecopter.com

/rafl/display/c595f7982/?  

March 1 

Newsletter 

 

Important 

Announcement 

I normally try to post short 

stories of past characters, but 

I have been so involved with 

writing Blake’s Hope and 

thought I’d give you a sneak 

peek of that instead. Be sure 

to check next month’s 

newsletter which will feature 

Rose’s story. (Montana Sky)  
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A small glimpse into what I’m working on. The third book in the series that follows FBI agent, Blake, 

and his mission to find Hope. If you read Montana Sky and Back to Me, you’ll know exactly who 

Blake is. If not, no worries! Each novel can be read as a stand-alone. No cliffhangers!! Hope you 

enjoy! As always, feedback is appreciated so please feel free to drop me a line and let me know 

what you think! I would love to hear from you!! You can email me at Kellymiles49@gmail.com, or 

drop by my Facebook author page and leave me a note there! 

https://www.facebook.com/kkmiles9111  

 

BLAKE~ 

 I stand at the window, looking out over the city, the flashy lights and casinos draped in gold obscured 

by drizzling rain. The streets glisten, shining with neon colors that bounce from the pavement like a Ferris 

wheel at a carnival. Fog is beginning to set in, hinting that debauchery is on the horizon. I’m nursing a warm 

bottle of beer and the TV is on, strictly for background noise. I don’t feel like going out. The glitz and 

glamour of sin city holds nothing for me. I imagine that most single men are having a field day; placing bets 

and flashing wads of money, but this place offers me nothing I haven’t already experienced. I spent years as 

Raul’s right hand man and lavishness was an everyday bonus, at least when I wasn’t hanging out with dirt 

bags and drug lords.  

 I’m oddly fascinated by the people mulling around outside. They don’t seem to mind the rain. They 

bustle about, shielded with over-sized coats and umbrellas, undeterred by the nasty weather. I guess greed 

will do that to a person. Nothing matters except money, and who has the most holds the power. I come from 

money so I should know. Some might even say I had a privileged upbringing and they’d be right. Except 

thankfully, my parents taught me the value of a dollar and instill that hard work makes the man, not the size 

of his bank account.  

I wasn’t broke by any stretch of the imagination, but my hiatus from work had kyboshed cash flow. I 

had enough set aside to get me through this jaunt, but before all this was said and done, my funds would 

most likely be bone dry. Still, none of that was enough to convince me that sitting at the blackjack table was 

a good idea. I was in a foul mood and not good company for anyone.  

 A break was good I suppose. In fact, I think it’s just what the doctor ordered. After years of chasing 

Raul and then finally collecting evidence against my boss, I was burned out. It definitely wasn’t what I’d 

signed up for when I joined the agency. Sure I expected to take out the bad guys. That was the whole point. 

The thrill of the chase. That thrill quickly died however, when working a case for six years resulted in my 

target escaping and my superior dead. It appeared to be all for nothing when the FBI decided to let it go. It 

didn’t make any of us look good and they hoped that by laying low, pressure from higher ups would die 

down. Truthfully, I didn’t know if it had or not. I hadn’t kept in contact with George or Billy. Not since I’d 

been here anyway. They needed time and space to absorb all that had happened, and I vowed to give them 

that. Johnny, on the other hand, was in it up to his neck. Last I heard he was in Texas, handling some border 

patrol issues. So anyway, here I am in Vegas, handling things on my own.  

 My grip tightens on my less-than-satisfactory lukewarm beer; the tension and flexing of my fingers 

causing the glass to shatter in my clutch. I’m angry. Actually, I’m down right pissed and there’s nothing I 

can do about it. Not yet anyways. For the moment I’m biding my time, waiting for the perfect chance to 
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make my move. I don’t know how all of this will play out and right now I don’t care. I just know I need to do 

something. Something to shake me out of this fog.  

 I paced; the burgundy carpet with gold swirls sewn throughout rubbed against my bare feet. The 

neutral walls felt as if they were closing in with every lap. Yeah, going out was definitely a bad idea, but I 

need some fresh air. I would mingle with the others and wander aimlessly about in the rain, but I wouldn’t 

shield myself. No coat and no umbrella. I need to feel. And I need to forget her. 
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