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      Not in the Cards

      An Exciting Introduction: Amy's books immediately go to the top of my queue when they are released and they never disappoint. This was an exciting introduction to Oracle Bay and I'm looking forward to getting to know the rest of the inhabitants in future books.

      Found Another Great Author!: I didn’t know what to expect when I went into this book. The premise of the book sounded like something I would enjoy. At first, as I started reading the book, I wasn’t sure I was going to like it. However, after a few pages, I was drawn into the book and it never let me go. In fact, by the end of the book, I was so ready to find out what was going to happen next from all the hints that were given, I wanted the next book right then. This book was well-written, had a great plot (both romance and intrigue), and I loved the characters, even the villain who I loved to hate. Can’t wait to read more and I highly recommend!

      Fantastic: A well written story with great characters and the location of Oracle Bay was inspired. The heroine in this story is a tribute to enduring heartache and finding a new life and love.
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      First Hand Knowledge

      The author does a bang up job of making this mythical place not only enchanting, but a place I'd want to go. To live, even if I were the only mundane in the lot. She also expands characters from her previous book 'Not in the Cards' and keeps the story arc alive and moving forward. There's something to be said for a series that continues with the lives of all the characters, even when the focus is on only two at a time.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Wing and a Prayer

      I have this terrible problem with Amy Cissell's books. I get hooked within the first few sentences, and want to read the whole thing in one sitting. They're addictive, fun, clever stories about people you wish you knew.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Belle of the Ball

      This is the third book in the series, and I think this series is getting better each book. I love how silly, fun, and interesting this book is. Drew and Bill’s romance was great, touching, and romantic. And, the mystery was great, too. Add to that, there were some revelations that were hilarious. There was a also point at the very end of the book that made me laugh out loud because when Drew couldn’t see Bill, I thought he’d been turned into a toad. What really happened and why? You’ll have to read this and find out. If you love a fun, cozy, romantic mystery, give this book and series a try; you’ll love it! Highly recommend! I was provided a copy which I voluntarily reviewed.
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      Hell and High Water

      I throughly enjoyed this book. It touches on so many possibilities of paranormal people. It has a good lead in, full rich characters with quirks and an unexpected ending.
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      Tempest in a Teapot

      The ending got me! I have really enjoyed this series, and I was so darn excited to see another one in the series.I was extremely happy with this book as I couldn’t figure out who the villain was. I had ideas, but the author was skillful at red herrings. Then the end hit…I was so darn angry! LOL! Highly recommend.

      

      There are curses and bonds, mystery and mild romance, friends and family-both related and found. I do love Oracle Bay. I'm excited for the next story for Morgana.

      

      Elements of Surprise

      Morgana's story continues and her ending is so satisfying. We get more insight into her past, more Donovan, more of Oracle Bay... just more! This story has a fantastic conclusion, but the ending hook for the next story... gah! I don't want to wait for it. I'm sooo excited to see what happens next. In the meantime, I absolutely fell in love with Morgana and Paska in this one. Paska has always been more mysterious and aloof than Morgana for me, but the secrets that are revealed... perfection.

      The mysteries, their revelations, and their conclusions were each amazing. The character development, story progression, and plot conclusion fantastic. This may be my favorite in the series and it's hard for me to pick favorites.
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      Andras Sterling stood in the back of The Pour House, crossed his arms, and surveyed his bar. Brandy had gone all out for Halloween—flickering red lights lined the walls and wound around cutouts of demons and monsters, giving an uncomfortably familiar impression of flickering flames and hellfire.

      The post-Halloween party crowd packed the bar, and everyone was in costume. He looked down at his jeans and orange shirt and grimaced. It was orange. It counted.

      A glass shattered near the bar and interrupted the buzz of conversation. He moved towards the commotion, weaving in and out of the rubber-necking crowd. Brandy was standing behind the bar, arms crossed and an unyielding icy expression on her face.

      “What you mean, I’m cut off?” the man in front of her shouted. He strode forward, and a crunching sound pulled Andy’s eyes downward. The ground under the belligerent drunk was littered with broken glass. “My money’s just as good as anyone else’s here.”

      All conversation in the immediate vicinity stopped, and waves of silence rolled outwards until an unnatural hush lay heavy on the bar.

      “You broke several glasses, and you’re swaying,” Brandy said. “Let me call you a cab.”

      “Like hell! I’m an angel, and I can drink where I want.”

      Andy shifted position to get a better look at the man’s face. He didn’t look like he was in an angel costume, but the alternative made his stomach churn, and Andy wasn’t ready to accept that possibility. The drunk was about six feet tall and was wearing black jeans, a white t-shirt, and a black leather jacket. There wasn’t an ironic halo or fake pair of wings in sight. His face was familiar—he’d been in before and hadn’t been much better then—but it wasn’t ringing any specific alarm bells.

      Damnit. This was not what he needed.

      “Sir, you need to leave,” Brandy repeated. “You can come back and settle your tab tomorrow.”

      “Who’s gonna make me?” he taunted.

      “I will,” she responded, drawing up to her full height, which was a good three inches taller than his. She stood, arms akimbo, and flexed her biceps. Andy couldn’t help but grin. He’d lucked out when he’d hired her.

      Three more guys, all dressed identically to the first, strode up to stand behind the drunk. They looked equally sauced, and Andy took a few more steps forward. Brandy was charismatic, efficient, and stronger than most of the people who frequented his pub, but she wasn’t a match for four drunks—especially if they were what they claimed to be.

      “You and what army?” the first drunk asked, roaring with laughter.

      “She doesn’t need an army. She has me.” Andy walked up to the man and inserted himself between him and the bar. The minute he was within arms’ reach of the man, he knew the truth. He and his companions were angels of the Lord. He gritted his teeth and said, “You will leave, and you will leave now. This is the last time you’ll cause trouble in my bar. I’ve watched you, and you are not the kind of customers I care to have. This is your last warning.”

      “What are you going to do?”

      “This,” Andy said. He reached out and cuffed the first guy on the neck, causing him to crumple to the floor. Three more quick movements and three more bodies hit the ground.

      “Brandy, call the cops if you haven’t already,” he said.

      “On it. They’ll be here in five minutes.”

      “Just enough time to get these idiots out of here.” Andy drug them out one at a time. He tossed them, none too gently, in a heap far enough away from the door that they wouldn’t bother anyone, but close enough that the cops would be able to find them when they arrived. “Damn halos,” he ground out as he tossed the third to the ground. The instigator was coming to by the time he grabbed him.

      The man blinked groggily. “You shouldn’t have done that, Andras. Now I know you and soon, everyone else will, too.”

      Andy cursed under his breath. He shouldn’t have used demonic power on the angels, but he’d wanted to get rid of them quickly. “Grow up. If you run fast enough, maybe you’ll outrun the cops. Otherwise, you and your friends will end up spending the night in jail for a drunk and disorderly.”

      “And if I press assault charges against you?”

      “Then you bring attention to yourself, too. Let me know how you want to play it.”

      The guy stumbled to his feet and out the door.

      Andy turned and faced the too-quiet bar. Everyone was staring at him, and he forced himself to play the part of affable pub owner. “My apologies, folks!” Andy boomed. “I know that group of jackasses has made trouble here before, but they won’t be back. They’ve earned themselves a permanent ban. To make up for the disturbance, Brandy and I are gonna come around with a pint of Broken Halo Bitter for each of you, on the house.”

      A cheer spread through the pub as Brandy started pouring pints. Andy loaded them up on trays as fast as she could pour them and started handing them out, but quickly handed over his duties to the new guy, Zeke, with the excuse that he needed to check something in his upstairs office.
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      Andras closed the door to his office and locked it behind him. The Halloween festivities were still going strong, and the dull roar of his crowded bar provided a background for his racing thoughts. He slumped in the large, leather chair behind the desk and rested his head in his hands. There was no way around it—those halos needed to be kicked out—but his actions would leave him well and truly screwed. The only question was how long he had left.

      The itching started between his shoulder blades; he tried to ignore it. It was neither the time nor the place. He needed to be back in the bar keeping an eye on things. The halos wouldn’t be back tonight, but it was Halloween, and a lot of people were celebrating. It was not the time to leave the crowd control, not to mention the bartending and table service, to Brandy and Zeke.  They were great employees and more than capable of managing the entire brewpub on most nights, but there was something in the air tonight. It wasn’t just the halos, there was the inexplicable smell of ozone even though there was no storm on the horizon, and it hadn’t rained in a week.

      The odor deepened and blended with the smell of sulphur. He spun around the room looking for the demon, but he was alone. He thrust his arms outward and repeated his spin, sure he’d run into someone cloaked in shadows, but he touched nothing.

      The itching between his shoulder blades intensified, and drops of sweat broke out on his brow. With sudden surety, he lifted one arm and took a deep sniff. The ozone and sulphur smells were emanating from him. Rage overtook him, and heat rippled across his skin, sparks jumping free and flying through the air. He grabbed his desk—a solid slab of wood more than six feet long and half again as wide—and tipped it over.

      Someone knocked at the door, and Andras looked around the office in a panic. Besides the tipped desk and the papers scattered about, singe marks polka-dotted the ceiling and walls, and the distinct odor of rotten eggs permeated the room.

      “Andy?” Zeke called. “Everything okay in there?”

      He pulled back a growl, took a breath, and answered, “It will be in a minute. I’ll be down in five, okay?”

      “Okay. Need anything?”

      Andy grinned in spite of himself. He didn’t know where Zeke had come from or how he’d wandered into his bar, but he’d shown up a couple months ago and was the second-best bartender he’d ever had. He and Brandy complimented each other perfectly, and if it wasn’t for the rougher crowd—and the presence of the psychics—he’d leave them to it. The sound of shuffling feet on the other side of the door stirred him, and he remembered that Zeke was waiting for an answer. “Could you bring me a couple pints of the Brimstone Porter?”

      “I think the Storm Cloud Cream Ale would be a better choice, sir.”

      Andras stared at the door, willing himself to see through it so he could read Zeke’s expression. He’d never been called “sir” before—well, not since he was much younger and less prone to displays of temper, and the choice of beer, not one of his favorites nor anywhere near the top of the best-seller list, seemed significant.

      “Why that one, lad?” he asked. He could feel his speech patterns regressing and needed to get a hold of himself before he stumbled into a dead language.

      “Easier to survive a storm than a brimstone bath if you’re feeling a bit grim.”

      “Aye, you’re right. I’ll have the Storm Cloud, then.”

      Zeke’s footsteps faded down the stairs, and Andras looked around his office again. There was nothing he could do about the scorch marks, but once he righted the desk and picked up the papers, it wouldn’t look too bad.

      By the time Zeke walked through the now-open door with two pints, things looked almost normal. An open window and a box fan got rid of most of the smoke and lingering stench, and the cool, coastal air dampened what was remaining.

      “Here you go, boss,” Zeke said, handing over the pints.

      “Thanks. Go help Brandy. I’ll be down in a few minutes to jump back in. Any more trouble?”

      “Nothing we haven’t been able to handle. Take your time. Change your shirt. See you in a few.” He left, pulling the door closed behind him.

      Andras downed one pint in a long drink then looked down at his shirt. The burnt orange button down he wore every Halloween was flecked with black, sooty holes. Most were the size of pinpricks, but a few were closer to silver-dollar size. He unbuttoned his shirt, shrugged it off, and grabbed a t-shirt from the bottom desk drawer that housed the extra bar shirts. The largest one he had was a bit too small for him, and it stretched uncomfortably across his chest and upper arms. He shrugged, and a few threads popped. He drained the second beer, grabbed the empty glasses, and headed back down to his bar.
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      Andy walked into the bar, dropped off his empty glasses, and surveyed the room. He’d been gone less than fifteen minutes by the clock over the bar, but he felt like he’d aged another lifetime. A couple regulars at the bar pulled him aside to chat for a moment, and he offered up perfunctory answers. The trouble should be over for the night, but something still felt off.

      The front door opened, and Andy tensed before he could stop himself. The man who walked through was human-enough that he allowed himself to relax—until he saw his face. He was the ex-husband of the new psychic. What was her name again? Sandy. It was Sandy the tarot card reader.

      The ex looked around the room, and the expression on his face made Andy pause. He’d seen men looking for a fight. Hell, he’d been that guy. This jerk was definitely looking to punch someone, and Andy wasn’t sure if it was Sandy’s new boyfriend, Sandy herself, or anyone who got in his way. He murmured an excuse to the women at the bar, grabbed the tray of beers Zeke had poured for the psychics and went to hand out their drinks. “Heads up to the new girl,” he said. “Your ex-husband just walked in, and he looks like he’s spoiling for a fight. If he even tries to start anything, I’ll give him the same treatment I gave those punks, but he won’t shake it off as quickly as they did.”

      “Thanks for the warning,” Sandy said. She took a large gulp of beer, nearly spilling when her hands began to shake.

      “We’ve got your back,” Paska reassured her. “He still thinks I’m a cop, right? He’ll be too scared to start anything but an insult match.” Andy shook his head and picked up the tray. He didn’t even want to know why anyone would think Paska was a cop. He walked over to the bar as Misty pulled off her gloves and positioned himself in a prime location to keep an eye on the psychics and the ex.

      Sandy’s ex ordered a beer from Zeke, took a drink, and slunk closer to the psychics. He stood too long, obviously trying to eavesdrop, and was getting tenser and more agitated by the minute. It was time for Andy to wander back over.

      He sidled up to the table and heard Sandy say, “No one wants you here, and you can’t hurt my feelings by insulting my clothes, my makeup, or my nerd cred. Unless you have good news for me and our divorce is final, there is no reason for you to be here.”

      Aaron opened his mouth to protest, but Andy’d had enough. “I believe my best customers just asked you to stop bothering them. Finish your drink and get out, or I will kick you out.”

      “You can’t do that. I have a right to be here.”

      “I have a right to refuse service to anyone, and since douchebag isn’t a protected class, the law is on my side. I’ve changed my mind about letting you finish your beer. Leave now.” Andy grabbed the beer from Aaron and stared him down. He kept an eye on Aaron’s fists and smirked as they clenched and released before he turned and silently walked out.

      “Thank you,” Sandy said to Andy.

      “No problem. I like kicking people out.” He meant it, too. The heat of anger swelled, and he took a deep breath to tamp it down. No one needed to smell sulphur on him today. “If you guys want to work Misty up about our sad lack of Long Island Ice Teas, I could probably find a reason to kick her out, too.”

      Misty stuck her tongue out at him, then froze, tongue extended. Drew had also gone still. Andy turned around in time to watch Joseph and Bill walk into the pub. He relaxed. They might get insufferable after a couple of drinks, but they wouldn’t cause trouble.

      They made their way to the bar, sat down, and said something to Brandy. Neither Drew nor Misty moved, but Andy didn’t have enough interest to wonder why. He took a step back but didn’t leave.

      Sandy picked up her beer and raised it in the air. “To us! The best-dressed group of nerds in Oracle Bay.”

      Everyone clinked glasses and drank deeply. “Can we have another round?” Vincent, Sandy’s boyfriend, asked.

      Andy shook his head but returned to the bar to put in the order.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            two

          

        

        
          
            [image: A fallen angel with black wings, long, disheveled hair bent over a sword.]
          

        

      

    

    
      Andy was polishing the tables in anticipation of the happy hour crowd when he got one of his rare and relatively useless glimpses into the future. He got maybe one a year, tops, and it was always for the most mundane things like “roll up your windows, it’s going to rain today,” or “the designated driver at table five is going to talk too effusively and spill everyone’s drinks,” or “the damn psychics were on their way to The Pour House to comfort one of their members and would prefer the back table.” He put the reserved sign on the back table and went back to readying for the evening rush.

      The happy hour crowd was winding down, and Andy was beginning to think he’d actually been wrong this time when the door opened, and they walked through.

      “You guys, again?” Andy said. “The big table in back’s free. I had a feeling I should reserve it tonight. I can always tell when trouble’s brewing.”

      Morgana smiled at him. “Your alarm must always be going off, then. You’re nothing but trouble.”

      Andy tilted his head to one side and squinted. Was Morgana flirting? She was almost as terrifying as he was.

      “Get on with you,” he said. “I’ll send Brandy around to take your drink orders while I finish up here. Then, if it isn’t too much of an imposition, I’d love to sit and have a drink with you. I have a couple questions I’m hoping you can answer.”

      Paska looked at him, his gaze calculating. “Answers from us come with a price tag. I’ll trade you question for question.”

      “There are some things I can’t answer,” Andy warned.

      “The same can be said for us.”

      “I can’t tell you my true name. If that negates the agreement, that’s fine. I want that out there from the beginning.”

      “I won’t tell you mine, either. No true names. No craft secrets. And no secrets that belong to someone else.”

      Andy reached his hand out, and Paska grasped it. After they shook, Andy said, “You have a deal. I’ll meet you in the back in twenty minutes or so.”

      “Go on ahead,” Paska said to the others. “I need to stop in the little psychic’s room.”

      The rest headed into the alcove towards their reserved table, and Andy walked towards the stairs. “I’ll be down in a couple minutes,” he called to Zeke. “Let me know if there’s trouble.”
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      Andy opened the bottom drawer of his desk and pulled out the hole-flecked shirt. What he was about to do went against everything he’d striven for these last too-many-to-count years. The halos had only been the beginning. He shouldn’t have acted—maybe then he would’ve stayed unnoticed—but he had, and now he had to deal with the consequences.

      Dragging these people who were almost friends into his problems went counter to everything he’d been fighting against for eons. He couldn’t tell if he was bringing them in because sowing chaos was his calling as a demon, or because he actually needed their help.

      He could still back out—go down there and say he needed help naming a new beer he wanted to debut at their damnable Bazaar, and they’d let it go. That wouldn’t help him, though, and might end up putting them in even more danger.

      “There’s no other choice,” he said, trying to reassure himself. He put the shirt back in the drawer and headed back down to enlist the help of those he would’ve once considered his natural enemies.

      Andy walked into the alcove, immediately overwhelming it with his sheer size. “I got everyone another round of drinks.” He turned around and started taking pints from Brandy and passing them out. Once everything was situated, he squeezed into the one open space, picked up his pint, and said, “I have a story, and it will be weird.”

      “Weird is our specialty,” Drew said.

      “If you please, I’d rather not be the subject of levity right now. This is serious.”

      “My apologies.”

      “Accepted, although not needed.” He took a long pull of his beer. “In this time and place, I go by Andy Sterling. I am…not exactly human.”

      “Not exactly how?” Jezebel asked, leaning forward.

      “I think I will leave that unanswered for the time being. Suffice it to say, I am much less human than all—” he looked around the table, pausing almost imperceptibly on Ceri, “—or at least most of you.”

      “Something happened on Halloween that leads me to believe that I, and by association, Oracle Bay, will be targeted by a group of…non-human combatants.”

      “What happened?” Morgana demanded.

      “Do you remember that fight? The one where I had to kick those guys out?”

      Several affirmative nods encouraged him to continue.

      “They turned out to be old enemies. And my actions that night, although necessary for the security of this bar and my patrons, will have repercussions beyond that evening.”

      “What questions do you have for us?” Paska asked.

      “What are your skills? Can you see the coming storm?”
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      The pause after his question hung in the air long enough he was beginning to believe he’d never get an answer. Paska leaned towards him, folded his hands on the table, and looked Andy in the eyes so intently he felt as though his soul was being laid bare.

      “What are you looking at?” Andy asked. He tapped his fingers against the table until the echo of the tapping hit his ears. He flushed, flattened his hands on the table, then hid them in his lap.

      “Don’t worry,” Paska said. “I can’t tell your future by looking into your soul. If you want me to look forward, you’ll need to stop by my house and let me cast the bones for you. The only one who’d be able to do something right here, right now is probably Misty, but you’d have to let her touch you, and she has little control over what she sees.”

      “Do any of you?”

      “To a certain extent. The more we know, the more we can focus. Tell me more about the storm.”

      “Then none of you know what’s coming?”

      “We’ve been rather preoccupied,” Jezebel said. “The immediate future of Oracle Bay is in danger. I can’t tell the future of a town, though. Only a person. I don’t have a birthdate to help me build a star chart.”

      Ceri leaned forward, grabbed Morgana’s water glass and the platter shielding the table from the plate of nachos, and placed them in front of her. She emptied the glass onto the plate, set her hands on either side and stared.

      Andy had never seen any of the psychics practice their talents. He knew his past and had little desire to pry into his future, certain he wouldn’t see anything he liked, and the oracles didn’t often showcase their skills in public.

      Ceri’s face first went blank, then slackened as her eyes unfocused. The platter shook in her hands. “There’s too much. I can’t. There’s too much.”

      Morgana reached over and dumped the water onto the table then pulled the platter away. She threw an arm around Ceri and pushed her beer into her hands.

      “What did you see?” Andy asked. He leaned forward, trying to contain his eagerness.

      “Give her a moment,” Morgana snapped.

      Drew finished his beer and announced, “I’m getting another round. Andy, why don’t you and Jezebel help me. By the time we’re back, Ceri should be good to go.”

      Andy grumbled but followed him out into the main part of the bar.

      “What happened?” Andy demanded of Drew as they walked out.

      “She saw more than she was prepared to see,” Drew answered shortly. They approached the bar, and Andy held up an index finger. Brandy started filling pints and distributing them on a tray.

      “Will she be okay?”

      “Interesting that you’d ask that and not something else,” Jezebel said. “I would’ve guessed you were more interested in what she saw than the side effects.”

      “She is a person. The future is an amorphous thing. Why wouldn’t I care more for her than an idea?” Even as he asked the question, he winced. The psychics had taken his measure well enough to know he wasn’t the type of man who cared about a little collateral damage.

      Drew watched him wince, then nodded. “It is good you asked. She will be okay. After all, if you knew your future was literally mind-blowing, you would’ve said something. That would be the right thing to do.”

      Centuries of practice kept him from reacting, but Drew’s pointed remark caused another metaphorical wince. He should’ve warned her, warned all of them.

      “I didn’t know she was going to do that, and I don’t know what she saw.” The words were out of his mouth before he could stop himself; they were an admission of guilt, and the confession wasn’t missed by either Jezebel or Drew.

      “I hope that’s true for your sake.”

      Andy carried the tray back and handed out drinks. He handed the tray to Brandy when she showed up to replenish the pita and hummus supply. When she was gone, Ceri opened her eyes and looked straight at Andy. “I know what you are, even if I don’t know who. What’s coming is terrible, and there will be casualties. It’s happening because of you. It’s happening here because this is where you are.”

      Andy blanched. His shoulders hunched up around his ears and he leaned forward to shield himself from the pain. “I know. I mean, I suspected. I’ll have to go.”

      “It’s too late for that. The wheels are turning. We haven’t an angel’s chance in Hell of avoiding this.” Her gaze cut through him, and he shifted in his seat. “You have to stay. The only way this town can be saved is if you’re here to save it. This time, you can’t run away.”

      “How much did you see?”

      “Too much. So much. Centuries. Millenia. It’s all in the forefront of your mind and is irrevocably tied to the storm you referenced. I won’t share your secrets, but they won’t be secrets much longer.”

      “I’ll keep them as long as I can.”

      “Don’t keep them too long; a lot of pain can be avoided if you trust in others. Pride goeth before the fall, if you remember.”

      Andy nodded. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. He was too involved with these people and this town. They were nothing more than a footnote in history, most of them, and there was no reason to care. He opened his eyes again and regarded the people at the table. It hurt to think of their deaths, but not as much as it hurt to think of the end of his own existence. Leaving might doom this town, but at least it’d buy him some more time.

      “There’s more, though,” Ceri said. “Misty and Drew—I’m not sure what the next couple months will bring, but it won’t be easy for either of you. When the time comes, don’t hide. The advice I gave Andy goes for both of you. Don’t keep secrets for the sake of keeping them.”
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