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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.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      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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      Today was Morgana Bellflower’s last chance to snare the witch responsible for the ritualistic murders of nine women in Vancouver, British Columbia.

      She sat on a bench near the steam clock in downtown Vancouver and let the spring breeze ruffle her shoulder-length brown bob. She pulled a romantic suspense book out of her Coach purse, tucked a strand of hair behind her left ear, and started reading.

      After an hour, the wind turned cold, and the khaki trousers and mint-green sweater set were no longer enough to keep her warm. Morgana glanced at her watch. It was just after one p.m. on Thursday, March twenty-eighth.

      She tucked her book back into her purse, stood, and walked into the wine bar across the street. The Silver Eye had sent her to Vancouver after the third murder four weeks ago, and since then, she’d spent more time in the Canadian city than at home. And she still had nothing to show for it. Once she had her glass of wine and was tucked into the darkest corner in the bar with her back to the wall, she pulled out her iPad, ensured it wasn’t connected to any Wi-Fi or cellular system, then pulled up the documents and photos she’d downloaded yesterday before leaving Oracle Bay.

      Every victim had disappeared from the Gastown district between ten a.m. and one p.m. on a Tuesday, Wednesday, or Thursday. And each of them had been found the next day in Stanley Park, nude, drained of blood, and covered in bloody symbols.

      The most recent body that’d been discovered looked like all the others and was being investigated by the police as the ninth in a series of murders by a newly active serial killer with Satanic leanings and a vampire fetish. But Morgana knew the truth. The characters that were carved on every surface of the body weren’t Satanic. Rather, they were a mixture of elemental and runic symbols that, when combined, signified the victim had been killed by ritual black magic designed to draw the power out of a person via their blood.

      She pored over the photos, looking for a clue that she may have missed. Hopefully, the witch responsible had left something behind that would help identify the murderer. Morgana pulled all nine photos up, arranged them in three rows of three, and let her eyes glaze over, looking for the small differences that would jump out when she wasn’t so intent.

      The symbols were the same, but they weren’t in identical locations on the bodies, except for the three Ogham runes right below the collarbone.

      
        
        Quert — Straif — Gort

        Madness, Division, and Harvest — Dark Magic, Transformation, and Death — Transformation and Scarcity
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      The only thing the nine murdered women had in common was how absolutely ordinary they appeared. They were all women in their thirties and forties with plain hair, quietly attractive faces, average lives—and deep wells of powerful magic that’d never been woken.
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      Morgana crossed her ankles, smoothed down the slim pencil skirt she was wearing, and steadfastly avoided her reflection in the window of Gate D6 in the Portland International Airport. There was no way in hell she wanted to spend any more time than was necessary looking at the stupid brown bob, pearl necklace, and salmon-colored sweater set she’d been hiding in for the last year.

      “It’s necessary,” she muttered to herself with clenched teeth. She couldn’t risk blowing her cover now, no matter how far away she was from Vancouver and the string of murders that had stopped a month ago as abruptly as they’d started. The killer had struck three times in Seattle, but with none of the precision and rigidity they’d shown in Vancouver. And now they’d dropped off the map again.

      Morgana was tired of working for the Silver Eye—had been for a couple decades—but this would be her last job. She’d spent too much time hiding who she was over the centuries, and a year of dressing like a PTA president at their behest, regardless of the reasons, was too much. She’d saved five witches in the last year, one from a rogue warlock, two from vampires, and the last two from mundane cis men who used a different kind of power to subjugate the innocent. But she hadn’t saved anyone from the blood witch who’d gone on a rampage in the Pacific Northwest in the last couple months. As soon as either she or another of their operatives found the blood witch, Morgana would cut ties with the organization that’d been set up centuries ago to protect witches and other magic users.

      Her stomach clenched, and she forced a breath out through her nose and tried to concentrate on the fierce joy she took from putting abusive men in their places and not her overwhelming nervousness. Her hands twisted in her lap until her knuckles turned white, and she had to force herself to relax her fingers before they cramped.

      “Afraid of flying?” a man asked, dropping into the seat next to her.

      Morgana stiffened. She hated talking to strangers, and when she wasn’t dressed up like a PTA president, strangers never talked to her. “No.”

      “It’s a pretty common fear.” His voice was deep and husky, everything Morgana liked in a voice.

      The seats creaked a bit as he shifted his weight. Morgana glanced over to her left to see long, blue-jean-clad legs finished with black Dr. Martens stretched out next to her. The man’s presence and invasion of her personal space might irritate her, but that would not stop her from admiring the strength evident in his thighs.

      “I’m not afraid of flying,” Morgana said, although this time a lot less forcefully. She looked back down at her hands. She wanted to see this man’s face even less than her own at this point. If he was as attractive as his voice and legs hinted, she’d risk blowing her cover. And if he wasn’t, Morgana would be disappointed, and she’d had enough of that lately.

      “My name’s Donovan Davies,” he continued in his slow, easy voice, completely oblivious to—or perhaps ignoring—her dismissive tone. “Are you heading out or heading home?”

      “A little of both,” Morgana admitted. And before she could stop herself, she tilted her head up and towards him. Oh my goddess, he was even more beautiful than he’d sounded. Long, black hair with streaks of grey spilled over his shoulders, and light, honey-brown eyes glowed against his russet skin.

      The man chuckled, and Morgana realized she’d been staring. She felt a flush start at the base of her neck and held it back with a force of will she’d been honing for centuries.

      “Are you going to tell me your name?” Donovan asked.

      “No.” Morgana pulled her phone out of the ridiculous handbag she carried to match her prim librarian persona and tapped the e-reader app. She wished she had a physical book with her. Those were a better deterrent.

      “Have it your way.” He didn’t get up to leave.

      Morgana glared at her phone, then back to Donovan to give him a piece of her mind. His eyes were closed, and the lines on his face that marked him in his mid-fifties had smoothed out. There was an energy emanating from him, and it raised goosebumps on Morgana’s skin. She recognized it, of course.

      Power. The kind that drew people to Oracle Bay. But his was somehow different, and Morgana couldn’t put a finger on it. A smirk quirked up the corner of her mouth when she considered all the things she could put a finger on.

      She shut down that line of thought immediately. Now was not the time to appreciate attractive magical men. Although she—and the Eye—believed it more likely that the blood witch was a woman based on the type of magic used, she couldn’t discount anyone. This man had power, but he didn’t feel like a warlock, nor did he feel like a person who’d bound themself to the goddess. At least, not quite. There was something earthy about him, though.

      “Like what you see?” Donovan asked without opening his eyes.

      Morgana gritted her teeth. She should’ve known better than to assume someone with that much raw power emanating off them would be unaware of scrutiny no matter how tightly their eyes were closed.

      “No.” She left it at that and turned back to her book after a quick glance around the gate area. There were a few empty seats for the flight that was due to leave in less than an hour, but all of those were next to other people as well, and she would not give him the satisfaction of moving seats.

      “Hmmm… Are you always such a liar?”

      She gasped at the audacity of his question and forgot her resolution not to look him in the eye again. She met his gaze, ready to kill him with a look. She’d done it before, although it’d been a long time since men were so intimidated by her reputation that she could induce heart failure with a glance.

      The dancing amusement in his light brown eyes did nothing to quell her anger; in fact, it ratcheted it up a few notches. “How dare you?” she growled under her breath. “You don’t know me, and you accuse me of dishonesty?”

      His gaze unfocused, and for a second, it felt like he was looking through her instead of at her. “From where I’m looking, the entire package, from your sensible coral pumps to your bland brown bob, is nothing but a lie wrapped in beige. You can’t tell me this is who you really are. The fire in your voice doesn’t match the country club couture, sweetheart.”

      Morgana’s jaw dropped. Calling her dishonest was one thing—he was a stranger, and she’d forget that handsome face soon enough—but calling her sweetheart? Anger rose in her chest with a force she’d not experienced in more years than she could count.

      It was all she could do to hold the power back. There were a lot of reasons not to lose her temper in an airport. The most pressing one right now was the need to arrive at her destination before sunset to begin the Beltane festival with the coven she’d founded six hundred years ago. She seldom traveled back for the holidays, but they’d requested her presence to ascertain the innocence or guilt of a junior member of the grove in a crime serious enough to summon her for but not so serious—she assumed—that they needed her in anything more than her capacity as a witch rather than an agent of the Silver Eye.

      Turning this impertinent disrespectful man into a toad, or better yet, a cockroach that would make Kafka jealous, would likely disrupt her journey and result in a lot of unwanted attention and uncomfortable questions.

      She clamped her mouth shut so hard her teeth clacked together, the shock reverberating through her head. She turned back to her book and swiped through to the next page.

      A low chuckle beside her had her grinding her teeth. Morgana checked the time. Boarding wasn’t due to start for another thirty minutes, and there was a bar just a couple gates down. She stood, grabbed her cheerful pink and black polka-dotted carryon, and stalked towards the bar. She seldom drank when traveling in case there was an emergency landing and no one else could fly the plane—that man had been right when he’d guessed she was afraid of flying—but today would have to be the exception to the rule.

      She sat on a stool at the bar, and as soon as the bartender appeared, Morgana ordered without looking at the menu she held out. “I’ll take a shot of your best Irish whiskey and a glass of your house red.”

      The bartender, a nice-looking white woman in her mid-twenties with a blond undercut and a plethora of facial piercings, titled her head at Morgana. “Whiskey and…wine? Most people do beer.”

      “I don’t like beer very much, and if I’m going to drink in an airport, I’m going to enjoy myself,” Morgana said.

      “Okay, ma’am! They’re your drinks. Do you want to make them doubles?” The woman smiled cheerfully as she pulled a large wine glass and a small tumbler out from under the stainless-steel bar.

      “Both of them?” Morgana asked, glossing over the “ma’am” in her mind. “I didn’t know you could make wine a double.”

      “Sure, it’s just a double pour for only fifty percent more. It’s cheaper than buying two glasses.” The woman paused, waiting for Morgana’s answer.

      “I will have a double of the wine, but only a single shot of whiskey,” Morgana decided.

      “You got it!” A couple minutes later, the bartender placed a wine glass, delightfully full, next to a couple fingers of Redbreast 25.

      Morgana tipped the whiskey back and drank it one swallow, grimaced slightly at the burn, then took a sip of the water the bartender had discretely placed next to her elbow. Then, she turned her attention to the wine. Twenty minutes to drink the equivalent of two very generous glasses of wine wasn’t a lot, but she was up for the challenge.

      She was halfway through her glass, and her shoulders had relaxed enough to be below ear-level, when her phone pinged with an incoming text. She glanced down at it and wrinkled her nose.

      A notification of a group text greeted her, and since she was part of only one group text, it was the group of psychics she’d aligned herself with in Oracle Bay. It was an unusual community. They were all quite different and, in another place and time, wouldn’t have become the tight-knit group they were. But a small town has ways of bringing people together, especially a town like Oracle Bay, with the highest per capita number of genuine psychics in the United States.

      The town was full of tarot readers, astrologers, palm readers, and scryers. They even had a prophet, a fallen angel, and a necromancer. And whatever she and Paska were—witches are what the modern age called them, but neither of them were modern, and they were much, much more than “witches.”

      She opened the text, unsurprised to see it was from Misty. Mystic Greene was one of the youngest in the group, but she was the only one who’d grown up in Oracle Bay, and that gave her access to a deeper well of power than most of the others. She was also the owner of most of Main Street, the president of the Chamber of Commerce, head of the informal city council, and chair of the fall bazaar, Halloween party committee, and the Yule Ball.

      In other words, she was in charge of a lot of things, and she very much liked to add to the list.

      Morgana sighed, took another drink of wine to brace herself against whatever committee Misty was forming and recruiting her fellow psychics onto, and opened her text messages.

      
        
          
            
              
        Misty: I can’t believe Morgana left town without saying goodbye!

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Drew: I can. She’s wily like that and has been doing it every week for months. She definitely has a double life that doesn’t include us. Probably a secret husband and some secret babies. And a few skeletons in her closet.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Paska: We all have skeletons in our closets.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Ceri: Not all of our skeletons are literal, Paska.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Paska: I don’t keep skeletons in my closet.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Ceri: No, you keep them in a leather pouch made of human skin that you wear on your belt.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Paska: And in my garage.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Jezebel: Is there a point this text is coming to, or am I cool just muting y’all and scrolling through the inanity later?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Drew: Wow. Morgana’s been gone less than a day, and already, Jez is gunning hard to be her replacement. Too soon, Jez, too soon.

      

      

      

      

      

      Morgana rolled her eyes and thumb typed.

      
        
          
            
              
        I didn’t say goodbye because I will only be gone a few days. I told the old man and the fallen angel I was leaving. It did not seem necessary to announce my departure as though I was nothing more than a dirty bus leaving the station. However, since you all seem so concerned with my absence, you may expect me to return a week from tomorrow. Now, I hear my flight being called. I am going to turn off my phone. Please restrain yourselves on this message thread.

      

      

      

      

      

      She closed the text app and went back to her wine. She ignored the first seven text notifications, then sighed and opened it up with the eighth.

      
        
          
            
              
        Ceri: I can’t believe you told Andy & he didn’t tell me.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Andy: The witch told me this morning, and I haven’t seen you since.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Sandy: Airport? Where are you going? Why didn’t you ask someone for a ride? Are you at PDX or SeaTac?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Russell: Are you sure I need to be included in this group chat? If I sic ghosts after every one of you, will you delete my number?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Andy: If I have to be on the list, so do you. I’m not even an oracle.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Drew: Sandy had good questions, Morgana. Where are you going and why didn’t you ask for a ride?

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Paska: Why do you think she’ll volunteer her business over text when she didn’t tell any of you in person? It’s like you don’t know who you’re talking about.

      

      

      

      

      

      
        
          
            
              
        Jezebel: Why would we, though? It’s hard enough getting to know regular people.

      

      

      

      

      

      Morgana shoved her phone in her purse, finished her wine, and dropped three twenties on the bar. She made a quick detour into one of the ubiquitous stores selling books and magazines, before walking to her gate.

      First class seating was being called when she got back, so she pulled out her boarding pass and strode forward to join the queue.

      She stowed her bag with the help of a flight attendant, ordered a glass of sparkling wine, accepted the hot towel, pillow, and blanket, then settled into her seat with the three paperback thrillers she’d purchased.

      Movement next to her pulled her attention away from the book so she could accept the wine. Instead of the flight attendant she expected, her wine was being passed to her by the man sitting down next to her. None other than Donovan Davies.

      “We’re seat mates,” he grinned. “Isn’t this fortuitous?”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            two
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      The change in pressure as the plane descended into Amsterdam popped Morgana’s ears and jolted her out of the half sleep she’d finally settled into.

      Donovan hadn’t said another word to her after sitting down. Instead, he’d drank two vodka cranberry cocktails, then opened his laptop and queued up a movie. Morgana wasn’t certain as she’d never seen either, but it looked like he’d watched “When Harry Met Sally” and “French Kiss” back-to-back. Morgana was old enough to know gender stereotypes were as mutable as gender, but it still amused her.

      She’d had one more glass of sparkling wine before burying herself in her book. The nice thing about being this old was that alcohol had very little effect on her anymore. She wasn’t sure why—the only one who might understand was Paska, but he’d never admitted to knowing—but she didn’t want to give the impression she was over drinking. And there was still the possibility of needing to land the plane, after all.

      The wine and the book had the effect she’d hoped, and she’d drifted off somewhere over the eastern seaboard, trusting in the crowds and her personal wards to protect her from anything short of a plane crash.

      As soon as the doors opened, she stood, brushed past Donovan, retrieved her carry-on from the overhead bin, and walked as fast as she could without breaking into a jog in the airport. She had a long enough layover before boarding the plane to Dublin that she didn’t need to rush to get through customs, but she was hoping to leave Donovan behind.

      After passing through customs, Morgana settled in at a coffee shop and started the process of acclimating to the huge shift in time zones. Her process involved taking in more caffeine in one morning than she usually did in a week and trying to convince her body it was noon and not four o’clock in the morning.

      Her phone vibrated, and she pulled it out of her pocket, a grin already threatening to form on her face at the thought of catching up with the dozens of messages that had likely been exchanged by her friends after she’d boarded. Then she grimaced. Friends. That was a word she seldom used anymore, and she wasn’t sure when it’d become true for this group.

      The notification wasn’t from her text messages, though. Instead, it was the airline app she’d installed. Her flight to Dublin was delayed by three hours. Seconds later, the same announcement went out over the loudspeaker.

      Morgana bit back a curse. It was only ninety minutes to Dublin, but the delay would mean she wouldn’t be landing until almost five in the afternoon, and even though the sun wouldn’t set until nine, that didn’t give her much time to find her rental car and drive to her destination.

      She marched up to the desk, nearly vibrating with stress, and joined the queue of irritated, angry, or frantic people. She tuned them out and concentrated on calming her energy. She found she often had a better chance of getting what she wanted when her energy soothed instead of incited. It was a technique she’d honed and perfected during the centuries she’d spent with Paska, who, better than anyone, could infuriate her with ease.

      The woman at the desk looked frazzled and exhausted by the time Morgana arrived at the front of the line.

      “I am sorry,” the woman said in heavily accented English. “There is nothing I can tell you about the reason for the delay.”

      Morgana smiled sympathetically. “Do you prefer Dutch?”

      Relief washed over the woman’s face. “Yes. Thank you. I am running out of English.”

      “I know you can’t tell me anything, but I was hoping you could help me find another flight. I’ll gladly pay the cost; there is no reason to transfer my fare,” Morgana continued in Dutch.

      “I wish I could help you, but there is nothing. All flights to the UK and Ireland are delayed. There is an unexpected weather event.”

      Morgana bit back her anxious sigh. “Thank you.”

      “You are welcome. I appreciate you being so kind.” The flight agent smiled softly, then looked up and behind Morgana, pasting a bright, false smile back on her face. “I am sorry,” she said in English as Morgana walked away. “There is nothing I can do.”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Morgana drummed her fingers on the arm of the chair at the gate. She’d long since finished the last book she’d purchased at the Portland Airport and was too full of nervous energy to read on her phone. It was approaching four hours after their scheduled departure, and they still weren’t boarding.

      Finally, just as Morgana was contemplating how long it would take to swim to Dublin, the plane pulled up to the gate and, a few moments later, started boarding. She sat in her window seat, trying not to imagine the ramifications of not arriving in time.

      It would delay the ceremony, or they’d be forced to start without her. Either way, it would disrupt the evening and make the proceedings less smooth than they should be. Perhaps the only thing she hated more than being late was being late and creating waves for other people. If she was going to make waves, it would be through purposeful action and not because of the incompetence of an airline.

      She wasn’t going to be late. She took a deep breath and willed herself to let go of the tension caused by the worry she was borrowing. She didn’t have to go through customs again, so all she needed to do was hit baggage claim and dash to the rental car agency.

      She pulled up the map app on her phone as the plane taxied and lifted off. From the airport to her destination, it was a two-hour drive. If they landed at six, she wouldn’t be out of the airport with her car until six-thirty at the earliest. If she was in Portland, she knew she’d be able to drive faster than Google maps thought she could, but it’d been a long time since she’d driven on the left side of those now unfamiliar roads, and she couldn’t guarantee she’d be able to speed around the shoulderless curves with the same speed she could at home.

      “What are the chances we’d end up seat mates again?” Donovan’s smooth voice interrupted her frantic mental math as she tried various route scenarios.

      “It seems a highly unlikely coincidence,” Morgana muttered, looking up at him. She hadn’t noticed how tall he was earlier, but he towered over her as he stowed his bag. In a moment of angry indulgence, she let her gaze travel his body from his long, muscular legs encased in tight denim, past the tight, skin-hugging t-shirt that showed off his muscular chest and shoulders—Morgana’s Achilles heel—to the face that she couldn’t get out of her head.

      “There are a couple other people on this flight from Portland,” he said, dropping into the seat next to her. “I chatted with them during the layover. So, maybe not as much of a coincidence as you believe.”

      Morgana licked her lips before she could catch herself and flushed slightly at his knowing grin. She’d have to be quick to lose him in the Dublin airport if she was going to get changed. If she didn’t need what was in her checked baggage, she’d leave it behind and come back for it tomorrow. Alas, airport security frowned on carrying on marble and obsidian knives, or knives of any kind, no matter how ceremonial they were.

      “You still haven’t told me your name,” he said. “We could be friends, you know. We’re from the same place and heading to the same destination. I wouldn’t mind getting to know you better, and from the way you looked at me, I don’t think you’d be averse, either.”

      Morgana’s temper snapped. “Leave me alone, Donovan Davies. I don’t know how you’re used to treating women, but continuing to push where you’re not wanted is harassment. It doesn’t matter how attractive I find you. If I am not interested—and I’ve made it clear that I am not—it would behoove you to back off.”

      “Behoove?” Wry amusement twisted his voice. “But you’re right. I’m being unforgivably rude. I am glad you find me attractive, though.” He held up a hand as if to forestall any further comment from her. “I will say nothing more. In fact, I will see if the flight attendants can help me switch seats with someone else.”

      Donovan stood up, flagged down a flight attendant, and a couple minutes later, a mousy blond man of no more than thirty dropped into the seat next to her, glanced at her, then quickly away. He pulled a book out of the small knapsack he was carrying and buried his nose in it.

      The man didn’t speak to her once during the entire flight, a fact for which Morgana was grateful.

      When the plane landed, once again, she was out of her seat as soon as the fasten seatbelt light went off. She pulled her carry-on bag down and was the first one off the plane. She strode towards the baggage claim, beating the luggage there. Taking the opportunity to change, she headed into the bathroom, and after ensuring there was no one else around, commandeered one of the large, empty stalls.

      She stripped out of the pencil skirt and sweater set, crumpled them up, and shoved them into her bag. Then she peeled off the pantyhose she was wearing, creating a long runner on one leg, and balled them in her hand. She hoped to never see another pair of hose again. They were quite possibly the worst sartorial invention of all time, including whalebone corsets—which she’d worn only once before deciding fashion wasn’t worth it, something that hadn’t changed since.

      Morgana reached into her bag and pulled out a black, low-cut blouse, black leather pants, and a large comb. She dressed quickly, exchanged the awful, practical pumps for black lace-up boots with a higher heel than was probably practical for driving, but if she couldn’t have her figure-hugging maxiskirt to avoid getting tangled while driving, she was at least going for the boots. Once everything, including the horrid purse, was stowed except a small toiletry bag and the comb, she grabbed her bag, shoved her phone, wallet, and passport into the side pocket of the polka dotted suitcase, and walked out to stand in front of the mirror.

      Morgana stared at her reflection for a long moment, then pulled out a makeup remover cloth. After washing her face of every trace of the soft makeup she’d been wearing, she quickly reapplied her “face.” But this time, it was dramatic lines, eyeliner, and dark red lipstick. Once she was satisfied, she tucked the makeup away and added a large silver necklace made of interlocking Celtic knots with a raven skull pendant winking with a ruby eye.

      One thing left to do. She glanced around the room again. This was something she didn’t want anyone else to witness. When she ascertained she was completely alone, she took the comb and ran it through her hair in three large pulls. As she finished each swipe, her hair followed the comb, lengthening from the smart brown bob into a midnight black curtain that fell lower than her bra strap.

      Morgana sighed in relief as she washed away the last of the costume she’d been wearing for too long. The weight lifting from her straightened her shoulders and tipped her chin up. She no longer looked like a too-subservient country club member who was ready for a round of golf with her beige husband and bland friends. Now, she looked like herself again—bold, darkly attractive, and exuding enough power to make even ordinary mortals wary in her presence.

      She grabbed the handle of the carry-on and grimaced. Almost like herself. It was too bad she hadn’t thought to commission a luggage comb when she procured the one she’d just used on her hair. Hopefully, she’d have her matching luggage stowed away in the rental car soon enough and wouldn’t have to think about it again. Or at least until she reached her destination.

      When she emerged from the restroom, the luggage was spilling out onto the baggage carousel. Her bright suitcase was one of the first ones off. She elbowed her way to the front of the line, earning a few muttered reproaches that trailed off when the irritated traveler caught sight of her. She received a couple more odd looks when people registered that the bright, ultra-feminine luggage belonged to the woman Morticia Addams only wished she could emulate.

      Morgana permitted a small, enigmatic smile to break the resting witch face she usually projected. The luggage might not be to her taste, but it was fun to leave people guessing.

      Suitcase secured, she made her way to the rental car office, cut in front of the small line that’d formed—tipping the rental agent two hundred dollars to not make a fuss about it—and was in her Mercedes C-class and on the M50 on her way out of town.
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      The sun was slipping quickly towards the horizon when Morgana turned off the small road onto the nearly overgrown private drive. There were three other cars parked along the edge of the grassy drive. Morgana screeched to a halt, ripped open her suitcase, and grabbed the large bag laying on top. Then she jogged towards the field, hopping over the stile, and only slowed when she saw the glow of the setting sun reflecting off the top of the dolmen she was headed for.

      She paused for a moment to catch her breath, using the opportunity to take her athame out of the bag, smooth her hair, and settle a sheer veil over her face. Then she strode forward. There were twelve figures in a rough circle around the dolman and a thirteenth in the center, sitting cross-legged and leaning against the stone edifice. There was a palpable air of resignation and fear in the circle, but oddly, none of it was emanating from the figure—likely the accused—in the center.

      “Sisters,” Morgana called out, walking forward and taking her place in the circle.

      “Morgana. You’re late,” the woman to Morgana’s left said flatly.

      “I am not, Bridget,” Morgana replied smoothly. “The sun is still fifteen minutes above the horizon. And considering everything I have done to ensure I was here when I was needed, I think my timing is to be commended.”

      “Yes, yes. Well done, Morgana,” an elderly woman said testily. “Did you bring it?”

      Morgana held out the athame, balancing the black blade on both hands. “Of course, Lydia. As promised.”

      “Excellent,” a woman across the circle from Morgana said. “Kerry, Amelia, Sorcha, and Jane, set up the altar the way I taught you.”

      Morgana didn’t recognize the voice, although that wasn’t surprising. It’d been forty years since she’d celebrated the turn of the wheel with Willow Grove—the grove she’d founded almost six hundred years ago—and the only members she recognized were Lydia and Bridget. Bridget had been as young as the women setting up the altar were, and Lydia had been in her late forties when Morgana had last seen them. Lydia was old now and had settled comfortably into her role as crone. Clouds of wispy white hair curled around her neck, her voice quavered, and the furrows and lines that marked decades of life were visible through her veil.

      Bridget had aged what modern opinions would call “gracefully.” Her face was unlined, and her thick, glossy black hair showed no strands of grey. She gave off an almost youthful vibrance, but nothing had changed the cheerful expression she’d had since she was a child.

      The youngest women, likely new initiates into the goddess’s mysteries, finished arranging the altar to the specifications barked out by the tall, commanding woman Morgana didn’t know.

      “Miranda,” Bridget whispered in answer to Morgana’s raised eyebrow. “She’s the most powerful witch I’ve met since… Well, since you. She leads us now, although there are some who wished she didn’t.”

      Morgana watched Miranda more closely, wishing the veils the women had decided were traditional about fifty years ago weren’t obscuring everyone’s features in the deepening shadows that preceded the sunset. Bridget’s assertion that Miranda was the most powerful seemed on the surface to be true, but there was something simmering underneath that raised questions. If there was a hint that Miranda was abusing her power, Morgana would have to step in, no matter how loathe she was to take more than a ceremonial role in the group.

      When the candles were lit and the flames burning determinedly straight and tall despite the light breeze that rustled the dark robes of the older members, Morgana walked forward and reverently laid the athame on the altar.

      The sun slipped beneath the horizon and Lydia began the call. Morgana startled when she began. She’d encouraged the group to move towards the modern interpretations of witchcraft when Wicca gained popularity, but she hadn’t realized how far away they’d moved from rituals she’d practiced when she was young.
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