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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.
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      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.
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      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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      Morgana stared into the red wine and swirled her glass absentmindedly. The Pour House was crowded—tourist season was in full-swing—and it was strange to see so many people completely oblivious to not only the murders last month, but the events of the last few years.

      Oracle Bay worked hard to protect itself, and part of that protection was encouraging people to forget what they couldn’t understand. Even those mundane humans who were aware of the magic that permeated the town were hazy when it came to the details.

      Morgana looked around the bar again, took a deep breath, then let it out slowly. She wasn’t quite relaxed, but she was closer than she’d been in over a year. The last few months had been terrible—mentally, physically, and magically. She wasn’t even going to think about the emotional wounds left by walking away from the first man she could have loved since her first lifetime.

      The three days and nights in her sanctuary healed much of the damage that’d been done to her body and the garden that housed her magical repository, and three weeks resting and meditating started the journey towards healing her mind and soul, although that was another wound that would leave a jagged scar.

      She’d been too late to save Violet and Joanna and the twenty-two women that’d been victims of the power-mad witch, and those deaths would always hang on the guilt scales in her mind. But they’d stopped the dark witch, Bridget had been remanded into custody, and no one else would die by her hand.

      She pulled herself out of the regret and guilt that would take over if she let it and turned her attention to the spectacular show, visible through the wall of glass leading out to the expansive deck, captivating most of the bar’s patrons. Vivid orange and red lit up the horizon as the sun slowly disappeared into the Pacific Ocean. It was just past nine p.m., and the light would linger another hour. The solstice was in four days, and it would present another boost of power, allowing Morgana to further heal her sanctuary and replace what she’d lost. Her power wasn’t completely replenished, and it wouldn’t be until Bridget was forced to release what she’d stolen—something that should happen any day now—but she was strong enough to stand against almost any magical attack.

      It was comforting to be in company of the people she considered friends. Most had gone home, but Andy, Ceri, and Misty sat across from her, while Paska was at her side.

      Morgana would never admit it, but she considered Andy to be almost as close a friend as she’d ever had. Part of it was the deep understanding of power he shared with her, as well as the weight of age that weighed on a person’s mind. Her experience was minuscule compared to a nearly ageless, immortal fallen angel who’d recently risen from hell to take his place among mortals, but something about the attack she’d suffered, that the town had suffered, narrowed the gap between their cantankerous sniping and friendly teasing.

      As if he sensed her thoughts, he turned towards her with silver eyebrows raised quizzically above his stormy grey eyes.

      Morgana sighed deeply, shook her head, and mouthed, “Demon.”

      “Penny for your thoughts, witch,” Andy said, his voice holding none of the mockery that usually accompanied it when he spoke to her.

      “My thoughts are worth significantly more than that, demon,” she replied. “I’m not sure you could afford them.”

      Andy shoved his hands into the pockets of his jeans and pulled out a crumpled five-dollar bill. He waved it at her face. “I’m willing to offer a bit more.”

      Morgana rolled her eyes, and the others at the table laughed along with Andy. She leaned back and watched Ceri and Misty tease Paska while Andy watched with a peaceful smile. For a moment, the world felt in balance.

      There were still secrets separating her from true camaraderie, though. No one in Oracle Bay knew the truth about her connection to Paska, other than they’d known each other for a very long time and were older than they looked. Morgana looked like she was in her late thirties, and now that she’d been able to drop her suburban housewife disguise, she was back to her long black hair and the pale skin that perfectly matched her Morticia Addams goth vibe. Today she was in leather pants, a tight wrap-around sweater, and lace-up leather boots—all black, of course.

      Paska appeared to be in his early forties. He kept the build he’d had for more than a thousand years, toned without being musclebound, and had tanned white skin, salt and pepper hair, and eyes so dark there was no definition between the pupil and iris.

      They looked nothing alike. They had once, but sixteen hundred years leaves marks on a person, even if they’re not immediately apparent. But now, no one would ever guess they were related, much less siblings. And it needed to stay that way, although the reasons for that seemed less and less clear the closer she grew to this small community of psychics in Oracle Bay.

      Morgana’s cellphone beeped to announce a text message, and she pulled it out of her pocket. Paska straightened from his regularly affected indolent pose and stared at her.

      She had a text from Donovan, and she tensed. There was only one sentence.

      
        
          
            
              
        Bridget has escaped.

      

      

      

      

      

      Morgana looked up from her phone.

      Paska went from his public persona of an indolent, perpetually tipsy man to alert. For a moment, power thrummed through him, and the table vibrated. “What is it? What’s happened?” He grabbed Morgana’s cell phone, cursed loudly and creatively, then shoved Morgana’s phone back to her.

      Fear swirled through her body, and the edges of her vision greyed as she pushed back the panic threatening to rise. She was stronger than this, stronger than Bridget. She took a beat to form a reply to Donovan.

      
        
          
            
              
        When? Do you know where she’s going? Are you safe?

      

      

      

      

      

      Andy leaned forward. “I’m sure Paska will share with us eventually, but I’ve heard him swear before, and it will be awhile before he runs out of anatomically impossible, illegal, and highly unethical suggestions. What’s going on?”

      Morgana licked her lips and willed her heart to resume its normal pace. “I just received a text from Donovan. Bridget escaped the Scales.” She held up her hand to forestall any questions. “I know nothing else. That was all the text said. As soon as I learn more, I will share with you.”

      “Will she come back here?” Misty asked, speaking over Paska’s muttered curses. Her voice was an octave higher than her usual pitch, and her fingers drummed an irregular rhythm on the table. “If so, we need to be better prepared than we were last time.”

      “At least we’ll know who it is,” Ceri said. Her pale complexion could give Morgana’s a run for its money, but where Morgana was dark-haired and eyed, Ceri was fair. She had strawberry blonde hair that gently curled around her slightly pointed ears, clear blue eyes, and a smattering of freckles across her elfin nose. She showed few signs of the near-death experience she’d had just months before. In fact, she was practically glowing with health. Ceri was the picture of summer innocence and looked nothing like a powerful seer who held the key to infinity in her mind.

      “That will help,” Morgana agreed. “We need to find out when this happened, see if there’s a trail, and bring in everyone we can to defend Oracle Bay. I know it’s not guaranteed that she’ll return here—it would be monumentally stupid to do so since this is where she was defeated, and we’ll obviously be expecting her—but I think the stolen power is rapidly destroying her mind.”

      Paska’s curses had wound down. “You’re not wrong about that. She was never meant to hold that much power—few people could, and even those with the ability and capacity would be hard-pressed to stay sane.”

      “You probably know that better than any of us,” Morgana said sweetly. It was an old joke between them, although lately, Morgana had wondered if there was more truth than jest in it.

      “Indeed, I would,” Paska said. A dark thread was laced through his words, but the smile he turned on the rest of the table was cheerful. “We are the five most powerful beings in this town, and now we know the full breadth of the evil that rides that witch’s soul. There is little doubt that she will be unable to gain a toehold in this town again if we can work together to keep it safe. We won’t do anything rash, though.” He glared at Morgana. “We do know who she is, and we can plan accordingly.”

      Ceri worried at her lower lip and stared at the beer in the glass in front of her without taking a drink. “I cannot tap most of the power I hold, so I’m not sure I deserve a seat at this table.”

      “Nonsense,” Paska said. “You are at this table because even without what lies behind the curtain in your mind, you have centuries of experience and the ability to see into the future better than anyone else not at this table. And unless we’re in danger of imminent apocalypse, there is no reason for you to reach for the power concealed in your mind, anyway. What’s hidden away protects itself from people like Bridget, and it will protect you in case your angel isn’t there to do it himself.”

      Andy growled lightly, and a tendril of smoke floated above him.

      “No insult meant, Andras,” Paska said. “But even you must admit that you cannot keep her glued to your side every minute of every day.”

      “Mostly because I’d kill you if you tried,” Ceri muttered. “You might be a powerful immortal demon, but I have the key to everything in here”—she tapped her temple—“and I’m pretty sure that includes several ways to imprison and murder one’s fallen angel boyfriend.”

      Andy smiled at her and wrapped an arm around her, pulling her close.

      A pang of jealousy shot through Morgana, and she squashed it down immediately. She was not jealous of what they had. She’d always known that wasn’t in the cards for her, and she wasn’t about to get angry about it now, no matter how much the events of the past few weeks had driven home how truly alone she was.

      Morgana’s phone beeped again, and silence dropped over the table as they waited for her to read the message.

      
        
          
            
              
        I’m ok. 7 dead. 10 more injured. 3-4 hrs. ago. No idea where she’s going. Don’t assume you’re safe. I’ll be there as soon as I get out of the hospital.

      

      

      

      

      

      Morgana read the text while she typed her reply.

      
        
          
            
              
        What is happening on the ground? What is the Scales doing to find her?

      

      

      

      

      

      The reply was instantaneous.

      
        
          
            
              
        I don’t know. I’m under guard, and no one is talking. I’ll let you know as soon as I do. Drugs kicking in. I’ll be asleep soon. Love you.

      

      

      

      

      

      “Let me see,” Paska demanded, holding out his hand.

      “No!” Morgana clenched the phone to her chest and took a deep breath, then read all but the last two words of the message.

      “Where are they? Where’d she escape from?” Misty asked.

      “London,” Morgana said, not taking her eyes off the screen. “The Scales is headquartered there, and that’s where they have their secure prison.”

      Misty was on her phone, pulling up a flight app. “The earliest she could be here is…” There was a long pause while Misty sorted various flights, made mental adjustments for time changes, and added in driving time. “Four hours ago was five o’clock here, so one tomorrow morning in the UK.” Misty looked up, her green eyes wide with fear. “She could be on a flight by noon, in Seattle by three, and here by six tomorrow night.”

      “Okay,” Morgana said more decisively than she felt. “We have twenty-one hours to prepare. That’s better than none. At least there were survivors”—at least Donovan survived—“who could warn us. Let’s come up with a plan tonight, then call everyone in tomorrow morning to go over it.”

      “I don’t think we should have that conversation here,” Ceri said with an apologetic look at Andy. “I know this bar is secure, but it’s still a public house. I don’t want to risk anyone overhearing us.”

      Paska nodded. “That is an excellent point. We will contact the others and gather at my home.”

      Morgana wasn’t the only one staring at Paska in shock. In all the years they’d lived in Oracle Bay, he’d invited no one into his home except her. Ceri exchanged a look with Andy that Morgana couldn’t read, but she saw the scryer’s shoulders journey up towards her ears.

      Misty was wide-eyed. The drumming on the table increased in tempo and erraticism. “Um, okay, that sounds perfect.” Her voice radiated uncertainty threaded with fear. “Let’s get some sleep tonight and do the group thing at Paska’s in the morning.”

      It was a sign of the tension he held that Paska did not make an off-color joke at Misty’s suggestion.

      “I’ll let Hazel and Brandy know they’re closing tonight and meet you there,” Andy said. He stood, dropped a kiss on Ceri’s upturned lips, and strode out of the alcove.

      Morgana let the others file out ahead of her, then turned her phone back over and quickly typed.

      
        
          
            
              
        Glad you’re okay. Please be careful. See you soon.

      

      

      

      

      

      Paska stopped near the door and turned around to stare at her, and she saw something she hadn’t seen in over sixteen hundred years. Her brother was afraid.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            two
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      Paska’s living room was surprisingly clean. Last time Morgana had spent any time in his home that wasn’t a quick visit in the kitchen, the room had been cluttered. Every surface had been nearly invisible under stacks of books and implements—some of which were magical, some modern and mundane, and all incomprehensible and often disturbing. His walls had been papered with maps of varying size, type, and age, from city maps of every major and several minor—including Oracle Bay—cities, what looked like original world maps dating back a thousand years, and some hand-drawn maps that looked like they’d been created by a particularly unskilled preschooler.

      But now, every surface was not only bare, but aggressively clean. There wasn’t a mote of dust in the air, the antique wooden furniture she hadn’t known he owned practically glowed, and the scattering of chairs and loveseats looked like they’d never been sat on before. They may never have been sat on by anything but books, the odd and upsetting talking owl-like toys he’d been obsessed with a couple decades ago, and a map of Hecla, South Dakota.

      “Is it up to your standards?” Paska growled from the doorway. He placed a tray of wine glasses on the sideboard next to three sweating ice buckets and an empty silver tray.

      “I’ve never seen this room so habitable,” Morgana replied. “There are places to sit. It’s nice, but a little alarming. Have you finally gone mad? Are you ill?”

      Paska walked out of the room without answering and returned with three bottles of sparkling wine and a large carafe of orange juice.

      “It’s nine o’clock in the morning,” Morgana said, looking askance at the wine. “I’m not sure anyone will be drinking.”

      “They might not want a mimosa when they walk in, but we will run out of the sparkling wine by the end of the meeting,” Paska said. He opened a door in the sideboard and removed a bottle of Midleton Dair Ghaelach Single Pot Still Irish whiskey and Glenfiddich 30-year-old Scotch and framed them with three rocks glasses.

      Morgana shook her head and walked to the front door. “If you don’t provide some food with your booze, the young ones will end up intoxicated.”

      Paska scoffed. “I know how to host a gathering.”

      Morgana pulled open the door before Drew could knock and ushered him, Ceri, and Sandy into the house.

      “The demon stay behind?” Morgana asked.

      Andy stomped up the front steps. “The demon wouldn’t miss a chance to spend time with the witch,” he said.

      Morgana smiled at him. As long as they continued their long-standing insult exchange, she would not worry. It was an odd bar to set, but it reassured her, nonetheless.

      “Paska, did you cook?” Ceri asked.

      Morgana turned around and gaped. While she’d been answering the door, Paska had brought out cinnamon rolls, breakfast sandwiches, and a large basket of muffins.

      “I can cook,” Paska grumbled. “I just choose not to. I don’t want people clamoring for my food once they realize they’ll never have better.”

      Ceri picked up a cinnamon roll and shoved half of it into her mouth. While she chewed, a look of ecstasy dipped over her face.

      “Hey, you’re not supposed to look like that for anything besides me,” Andy grumbled. “Especially not food from another man.”

      “You have to try this. I thought he was exaggerating, but this is amazing.” Ceri picked up another cinnamon roll and handed it to Andy.

      He took a bite, and his eyes rolled back into his head. “This is divine.”

      “Ha. Angel. Divine.” Drew pulled one roll in half and took a small bite. “Okay, if you don’t want me to tell Bill that he should hire you to help him bake, you’re going to owe me big time.”

      Paska smiled enigmatically. “Bill would not enjoy me as an employee, and I would be delighted to work for him for a short time to prove it.”

      Car doors slammed, and Morgana walked to the door. Russell and Misty were getting out of her blue Miata convertible, and Jezebel was climbing out of a red Jaguar. Before Morgana could close the door behind them, Ezekiel rode up on a single-gear bicycle. He leaned it carefully against the house and walked up the stairs.

      Morgana barely moved out of the way before Ezekiel strode by. Not much surprised Morgana, but Zeke’s presence at this meeting did it. He was always invited, but seldom even responded to the invitations.

      “Ezekiel. Thank you for coming,” Paska said, striding forward and offering his hand to the prophet.

      After looking down at Paska’s hand for a moment with a furrowed brow, Zeke took it. “This fulfills my debt to you.”

      Paska laughed and shook his head. “A meeting? No. You owe me much more than your presence, but it’s a start. Before the year is out, your debt will be paid in full.”

      Zeke smiled, and there was a hardness in his eyes Morgana had never seen. “Favors repaid can take many forms, and not all of them benefit the grantor.”

      Paska pulled Zeke in, slapped him amicably on the back, then let him go. “We’ll see, prophet. Already, the wheel turns, and I think you’re going to find your faith upside down before the end of June.”

      Zeke grunted and pulled his hand back. “I am not here to discuss theology with a Godless pagan.”

      “Godless?” Paska raised an eyebrow, sardonic amusement dancing across his face. “After everything you’ve seen, you should know better.”

      “Tell me where your gods were when they were called on to avert the apocalypse, and I’ll revise my statement,” Zeke countered.

      Morgana stepped between the men. “No one is here to discuss theology, nor is it the time to question each other’s gods and how and when they respond to requests. If you wish, we can compare notes some other time.”

      Zeke nodded stiffly and let Morgana draw him into the room.

      “Drink?” Paska asked amiably, as if their exchange had been nothing but friendly.

      Zeke’s lip curled when he regarded the extensive collection of alcohol on the sideboard. “Coffee.”

      Ceri handed him a cup a second later. “Help yourself to food,” she said. She grabbed a glass of orange juice and a second cinnamon roll, then curled up on a loveseat, setting her breakfast on the end table next to her.

      Once everyone had selected their breakfast—no one touched the booze except Paska, who poured a generous glug of whiskey into his coffee—Morgana walked to the center of the room and turned, catching the eye of each of the seers.

      “Did anyone invite Hazel?” Sandy asked. “She’s one of us now, isn’t she?”

      Morgana closed her eyes and nodded. “She is, but I didn’t think to extend an invitation.” It was the exclusion of a magical resident of Oracle Bay that’d led directly to Joanna’s death, a fault she’d sworn never to repeat. Yet here she was, only weeks later, making the same mistake.

      “I invited her,” Ceri said. “It was because of me Joanna was left out of our meetings. I’m responsible for her death, and I have a lot to atone for.”

      A smile ghosted across Morgana’s face. She’d seldom met anyone in her fifteen hundred years who had the same combination of taking responsibility for everyone and grabbing all the guilt and self-recrimination for even the most minor infractions. She knew why Paska was drawn to the elfin redhead. He hadn’t been joking, nor had he been trying to tweak Morgana—not much, anyway—by referring to Ceri as a sibling he’d never had.

      “It’s no one’s fault,” Misty said briskly. “Or else it’s all of our faults. Ceri, did Hazel say she was coming?”

      “She’s working a couple mornings a week for Bill now and opened Caffiend Dreams this morning. She had to wait for the next barista to come on shift before she could come over.” Ceri looked at her watch. “She should be here in about twenty minutes.”

      “She could’ve just asked Bill for the time off. He gets the need to respond to psychic emergencies, and he knows where I am this morning, even if I was a little sketchy on the why.” Drew looked at Morgana, curiosity and concern creasing his brow.

      Morgana sighed. “Misty, Ceri, Andy, and Paska were with me last night when I received a text message from Donovan.”

      Paska made a noise of disgust, drawing the rest of the psychics’ eyes to him.

      “You do not have to like the man, but you cannot deny the news he delivered concerns Oracle Bay and is more than enough to cause great distress to everyone here.” Morgana fixed Paska with a stern look.

      After a moment, he nodded and twirled his finger to indicate she should continue.

      “Bridget escaped from the Scales prison in London yesterday. She killed seven and injured several others. Donovan is in the hospital, and no one knows where the blood witch is. Misty calculated that it was possible Bridget could be in Oracle Bay as early as six o’clock this evening, provided she was able to obtain a passport and catch the earliest flight to Seattle.” Morgana looked down at her hands. They were clasped. She took a breath and unlaced them. It was a sign of distress, and she would not show her anxiety and fear to anyone, not even these people she considered friends.

      “Why didn’t you let us know last night?” Jezebel demanded. “I know you don’t think I’d be a target because I don’t have the same power levels as Hazel or Misty—or you—but have you really looked at me or Sandy recently? Things change, Morgana, and it’s arrogant to believe you have all the answers.”

      It felt like she’d been struck by Jezebel’s words. She hadn’t looked at anyone recently. She’d tested them when they came to town to see if they were the real thing and had a place in this group, but that was the last time she’d concerned herself with any of the psychics’ power levels. Donovan had looked at everyone but must have assumed she already knew how strong her friends were. “You’re right, Jezebel. I was remiss, especially since I knew there was a blood witch looking for powerful women. If you don’t mind, I would like to look now.”

      Jezebel nodded tightly. “After the big magic we did together to find the answers to Ceri’s problem, you should’ve known better.”

      Morgana walked forward and placed her hand on Jezebel’s shoulder. She could see the future, but she didn’t have the ability to sense power the way Donovan did, and she needed physical contact unless the subject was in the process of wielding magic. Plus, an astrologer didn’t wield power the same way a witch did.

      She closed her eyes. It always took a minute to find where power was housed when it wasn’t the same kind as hers.

      Morgana’s eyes flew open in less than a second. Jezebel’s power wasn’t hidden. It swirled through her entire being like a ribbon, twisting around, breaking apart like quicksilver, then finding itself again. How she’d never seen this before, she didn’t know. She really had been negligent in the last year. “How? When?” She was at a loss for words, something that seldom happened. Today was a day for humbling surprises, apparently.

      Jezebel smiled smugly. “Do you remember when I left town to ‘find myself’ and came back with the weird oracles who wanted to be called Pythia and Trophonius? I told you then, they’d taught me how to move past my ability to read a person’s future with astrological charts, but to read the heavens? That requires more power than simple astrology.”

      Sandy walked forward and touched Morgana’s arm. “You’ll want to look at me, too. Whatever we did to help Ceri changed things for me.”

      Morgana touched Sandy’s shoulder. Her power didn’t hit Morgana as hard as Jezebel’s had, but there was more than when the tarot card reader had arrived in Oracle Bay. She’d had enough genuine magic then to see into a person’s soul and interpret the cards in a way that was always accurate, but nothing beyond that.

      She dropped her hand; Sandy walked back to her chair.

      “Why didn’t you tell me?” Morgana asked. “This would have been excellent information to share, especially when we knew a blood witch was hunting Oracle Bay.”

      Jez shrugged. “I can’t speak for Sandy, but I assumed you knew. You were linked to us when we combined our abilities last year. You said neither of us were in danger when Bridget showed up. I thought you knew what you were talking about. How was I to know you didn’t? You give off an aura of being an all-seeing old woman. Forgive me if I took you at face value.”

      Old. Morgana did not like that word at all, no matter how true it might be. She pursed her lips and did not respond to Jezebel’s jab.

      Jez grinned, the tip of her tongue sticking out between her teeth. The woman was mocking her. It was well-deserved, but still it stung.

      “Jez pretty much covered it,” Sandy said. “What she didn’t say, and maybe this isn’t happening to her, is that when I’m doing a reading and sense my client needs more than insight, if I open myself fully to my abilities, it’s way more than it was before, and it’s not all coming from me.”

      Morgana had not been expecting this. “Are you drawing on the bonds we created when we tied ourselves together to find a way to keep hell from erupting in Oracle Bay? Are you pulling on the collective powers of everyone in this room?”

      Sandy shook her head. “No. At least I don’t think so. It’s more like the town is giving me what I need. Never too much, although I kinda think it would give me more if I asked.”

      The bottom dropped out of Morgana’s stomach. She’d known since meeting Misty that her powers were augmented by her family history and their tie to Oracle Bay the town but hadn’t considered that would channel its vast power through anyone else.

      “Do the rest of you feel this, too?” she asked, spinning in a slow circle.

      Drew nodded slowly. “I hadn’t put it all together, but yeah. There’s a little bit more there when I need a little bit more. We can all tell when someone needs more than what we see for most people, and it’s not only easier to do it now, it’s better. Or maybe not better, but deeper?”

      Sandy and Jezebel nodded.

      “Yes, that’s exactly it,” Sandy said.

      Misty shook her head. “I haven’t noticed any changes, but I guess I wouldn’t, would I? After all, the town has been augmenting my powers forever.”

      “What about the rest of you?” Morgana asked, looking between Ceri and Paska.

      Paska shrugged. “Nothing for me.”

      “Me, neither,” Ceri said. “But I don’t take many clients anymore, and when I do, most of my energy is spent trying to keep the universe from flooding my mind and giving me information I don’t need.”

      “I don’t talk to the dead often enough to have noticed a difference,” Russell said. “But when I was in Eden Valley last fall, it was easier to stop the zombies than I thought it would be. I chalked it up to the work I’d done with Aunt Sybil. I mean, you never know what’s going to happen to you after spending time with her.”

      “Hashtag truth,” Misty muttered. “That woman is a menace to society.”

      Russell leaned over and bumped his cousin with his shoulder. “If you ask her, we are blessed to not only be related to her, but to have the opportunity for her to impart her ‘great wisdom’ to us.”

      “And you, Ezekiel?” Morgana asked.

      “Why would you ask me?” Zeke replied stiffly. “I was not present at your great working last spring, nor do I serve as Her prophet anymore. Even if She had something to impart, it is unlikely it would be of any interest to those in this town besides Andras. The powers of those in this room have as little in common with my God-given ability as the mountains have in common with the sea.”

      “Yet you are here now,” Morgana said. “Why?”

      Zeke didn’t answer, just leaned back in the chair and took a drink of his coffee.

      Before Morgana could question anyone further, a car door slammed outside. Hazel was here, and now they could get started.
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      Morgana sat in the recliner she’d claimed. She’d imparted what little she knew again and fielded too many questions for which she was forced to admit she didn’t have answers.

      “Can I make a suggestion?” Sandy asked hesitantly.

      “Of course. Suggestions are why I brought you all together,” Morgana said.

      Sandy straightened her shoulders. “When we came together last year, we were not only more powerful, we were able to find the answers we needed. We’re stronger together. I mean, I know you and Paska and Ceri are already super powerful and old⁠—”

      “Hey,” Drew muttered. “I’m old and powerful, too.”

      Sandy graced him with a grin. “And Drew, of course. But there’s a reason we needed to work as a team then, and it’d probably be good to do it again, right?”

      Morgana was shaking her head before Sandy finished speaking. She couldn’t risk the others—too many people had already died because of her, and she wouldn’t put anyone else in danger. “That was a unique situation when the danger was from one of us. Oracle Bay recognized Ceri as under its protection and knew that failure would destroy the town as well as Misty, who likely would have died if the source of her power was eliminated.”

      “Thanks for the heads up,” Misty said.

      Paska shrugged. “Would it have helped for you to know? Or would that knowledge have made things harder?”

      Misty grimaced. “Fine, but you still should’ve told me.”

      “You’re not incorrect. There are too many secrets in this town, and we keep too much from each other.” Morgana shot a look at Sandy, then Jezebel.

      Jez rolled her eyes. “You’re one to talk. Trust me, when this is over, there will be more than one conversation about ‘keeping secrets for the good of the order’ and all that shit.”

      Sandy leaned forward in her chair and fixed Morgana with a stern glare, an expression Morgana had never seen on the young woman’s face before. “Maybe this time is different because Oracle Bay isn’t in danger of being sucked into hell, but aren’t we all in danger? You were the one who was attacked last time, and you’re just as much a part of this town as the rest of us.”

      Morgana tipped her head back and looked at the ceiling. She didn’t want to dismiss Sandy’s words without considering them, even though her first instinct was that combining their powers the way they had to help Ceri was not only a terrible idea, but wouldn’t work. Finally, she turned her attention back to Sandy. “It is not a terrible idea,” she said, then held up a hand when Sandy opened her mouth. “However, I do not believe it is the answer for this situation.”

      Sandy’s lips made a tight line, and she headed to the drinks table to pour herself a mimosa.

      “I suppose you have a reason?” Paska asked. He stood and refilled his coffee cup, although the ratio of coffee to whiskey reversed. “One more compelling than ‘I’m a lone wolf, and I don’t have a partner’?”

      She ignored his second statement and focused on the first. She was perfectly capable of working with others. “If Bridget was able to escape the Scales’ prison, which is warded against blood magic and guarded by powerful warlocks who are not easy targets, she likely figured out how to counter and absorb their power. This is not only unprecedented, it is nearly impossible. Warlocks are usually male, and their magic works differently than a witch’s. Witches work with the elements, drawing our power from earth, air, fire, and water.” Morgana took a breath. She wasn’t used to explaining the way her magic worked, and it felt wrong to do so now. She’d adapted her language over the years to mirror common beliefs about the ways it worked, but sometimes it was still difficult to translate the magic she’d known for sixteen hundred years into popular culture terms.

      “And spirit, to relate it to modern beliefs about witchcraft and magic,” Paska added. “Most witches are strongly aligned with one element and can only pull power from the others with great effort, if at all. However, spirit, energy, the music of the spheres, or the force—whatever you want to call it—is what gives them the ability to draw the magic into themselves and store it.”

      “Can anyone draw on more than one?” Hazel asked, speaking for the first time since accepting a mimosa that was only about a quarter orange juice from Paska.

      “Yes.” Morgana hesitated, then added, carefully not looking at her brother, “I can. Earth and water are the ones with which I’m most strongly aligned. I can use air and fire, but it is easier if they are fed to me by someone who controls them naturally.”

      A pensive expression appeared on Hazel’s face, but she didn’t say anything. Morgana had obviously missed something else in this town. She would follow up with the young witch when this meeting ended, and a plan was developed.

      “Witches are not always women—although in more modern times, the power, which is often inherited through generations, is harnessed better in women who are socialized to have a closer relationship with their emotions and the natural world than men. Warlocks’ power comes from blood and sacrifice, although many have some innate ability, just not enough to use effectively. That doesn’t mean they are evil. It just means that they always need words and blood to use the power they build. They can, and most do, use a drop or two of their own blood. For larger spells, they may rely on the willing donation of the blood of another warlock. Anyone can learn to be a warlock, but for reasons unknown to me, most of their number are male.”

      Paska leaned forward. “They’re male, and usually cisgender male, because that’s who the more experienced warlocks look for as apprentices.”

      Morgana nodded, filing away that piece of information, and continued, “Most witches can’t see a warlock’s power, much less counter it. If Bridget was able to push past their defenses and drain their power—and since she killed several, that is likely what happened, considering they are all trained fighters, both magically and physically—then she has access to even more magic than she did when she was here before.” Morgana held up a single finger, even though no one had opened their mouth to offer a retort. “She did nearly drain me before, which would have been disastrous, but she had an accomplice, unwilling as he was, who allowed her access to my garden where I have connected to earth and water to boost and store power against future needs. She will not take me by surprise again, nor will she be able to access my sanctuary or my power.” Morgana didn’t add that it was partially because she hadn’t returned to full strength and hadn’t yet been able to heal the earth in her garden, nor replenish the magic in the water.

      “She’s afraid of water,” Hazel said. “Or fish, at least. That’s how Morgana beat her before. She made a hurricane and sent the death beads back at her. Oracle Bay has a lot of water here. It made her uncomfortable. She complained about it a lot. A lot a lot.”

      “I still think working together would be better than letting her attack us individually,” Sandy said stubbornly as she poured herself another drink.

      “There is one more consideration,” Morgana said. She hadn’t wanted to make this argument, but Sandy’s refusal to back down meant she had to deliver a harsh truth. “Bridget will be more powerful than last time she was here, and she will have access to magic none of us can counter, and most of us cannot even sense. She was already mad when she was here last time, and this influx of unfamiliar power will push her further into insanity. If we are joined, as we were when we joined to discover the best way to avert the destruction of this town, Bridget might be able to burn through the link, extinguishing each of our powers in turn before grabbing hold of the source of Oracle Bay’s magic.”

      “Wouldn’t that mean the town was in danger and would protect us to save itself?” Misty asked.

      “It might not realize until it was too late,” Morgana countered. “I won’t risk any of you on that slim hope.”

      Sandy crossed her arms but didn’t argue.

      Drew leaned forward—he, too, had exchanged his coffee for an alcoholic beverage. “Then we have a backup plan. Or we make this the backup plan.”

      Paska opened three more bottles of sparkling wine in quick succession, interrupting Morgana’s counterargument. Everyone in the room, with the exception of Zeke and Andy, jumped, then laughed nervously as Paska made the rounds, sans juice, refilling glasses.

      Misty accepted Paska’s offer, then propped her elbows on her denim-clad knees, folded her hands and rested her chin on them. “I’m not sure you get to make that decision for all of us. You can refuse, of course. But you can’t stop the rest of us from pooling our powers in defense of this town and everyone in it.”

      Morgana took a deep breath. Arguing would do little good. Misty was correct that she had little control over what the rest of the seers chose to do. After ensuring that she would be able to speak with quiet calm, she said, “Of course you are free to do anything you’d like. I advise against it, though. I would not like to see any of you hurt, drained of power, or slain. I would prefer to come up with a different plan and welcome any suggestions.”

      “Do you though?” Jezebel asked. “Because you shot down Sandy’s suggestion, which was pretty good. My guess is you welcome any suggestions because you’re trying to look like a team player, but in the end, you’ll do your own thing, probably get yourself killed, and then leave the rest of us to fight Bridget on our own. Doesn’t seem very responsible of you.”

      Zeke stood and pointed at Morgana. “You’re an idiot and likely to get yourselves and me killed. There are more important things happening right now than one stupid witch on a killing spree. Hire a sniper and take her out the minute you see her.”

      “Why don’t you ask your god to smite her?” Russell asked. “That’d be a lot less likely to attract notice than a lone gunman.”

      “Gunwoman,” Jezebel muttered.

      Drew nodded in her direction but didn’t take his eyes off Zeke.

      The look Zeke leveled at the necromancer was contemptuous. “Even if that was still a possibility, I would not ask Her to interfere with the petty problems of a bunch of heathens.” He stalked out of the room and slammed the door.

      “Why not just hire a hitman? Hitperson,” Drew asked.

      “We could do that,” Morgana admitted. “And as a backup plan, it wouldn’t be the worst idea. I’m sure Paska knows how to do something like that without attracting notice.”

      Paska bowed slightly in her direction.

      “Last time she and I fought, she wasn’t warded against physical attack. I prefer to address magical crime with magic—it’s easier to escape notice from the authorities and not have loose ends that might demand explanations. And there is also this.” Morgana held up a single finger. “If she has warded herself against physical attack, as she should have done after our last encounter, any such attack could rebound on the attacker. It’s another life risked.” Anger rose in Morgana’s chest, and she pushed it down. She did not want to lose her temper. Control was necessary if she was going to convince the others she was correct, and that would be easier than walking out of this room in disagreement. “I welcome any suggestions, but do not feel the need to accept them if they would leave you vulnerable.”

      Paska leaned over and grabbed the bottle of whiskey, no longer even creating the illusion that he was drinking Irish coffee. “Why don’t you tell us what you’re going to do, Morgana. Don’t keep us guessing and searching for answers you don’t want.”

      Morgana lost a little of the control she prided herself on. “Don’t you have anything to offer, old man?”

      Paska held up the bottle. “You know me. I’m just here to drink the booze I found in Andy’s cupboards and offer sarcastic retorts. You’re the brains of this operation.”

      Morgana smiled tightly. She would not let him goad her. Those days were long gone. She turned her focus away from her brother. “I do have a suggestion, and it involves working together, although not in the way Sandy suggested. Bridget was unable to get past my shields without help, and only then because she’d claimed a human as a familiar. I do not have the power to put up a similar shield around the magical inhabitants of this town, but with my knowledge and all of your assistance, particularly Misty’s, we can protect ourselves.”
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