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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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      For Cat

      You have been the best support and the deliverer of the toughest love over the past decade. Thanks for reading my books, threatening me with bodily harm, and listening to my latest Dr. Google theories. You are the best PSM a person could ask for. I’m looking forward to many more years of surprises and personal laundry.
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      Drew walked up to his front door, tipsy from both the celebratory post-apocalypse beers he’d downed with the other oracles at The Pour House and the hint of a flirtation he’d shared with his ex-boyfriend. A silly grin spread across his face; he tipped his head back to take in the night air.

      A fog was rolling in off the ocean, and the moist air was saturated with the scent of brine. Drew closed his eyes and breathed it in. He loved the coast. Hearing the sound of the waves from his bed at night, tasting salt on his lips when the wind kicked up, and living in a town where he didn’t feel like he had to constantly hide who he was—even if he was occasionally cagey about the literal realities of his job—was more than enough to make up for the long, gray rainy season.

      The Pour House was on the other side of town from where he lived, but it hadn’t been too far to walk, especially since it wasn’t raining. The walk—and the lingering effect of the beers he’d consumed—had eased the tension from his shoulders he hadn’t realized he was carrying until it had vanished. Opening his eyes, he strode up his front steps and fumbled with his keyring, looking for the right one.

      He grabbed the key, took a step forward to insert it in the lock, and tripped, stumbling into the front door and narrowly avoiding falling on his ass.

      “What the—” He looked down at the unexpected obstacle. A large cardboard box that hadn’t been there when he’d left for the bar was perfectly placed to both block his path to the door and hide in the shadows.

      The box mewed.

      Drew took a step backwards, teetering on the edge of the stairs before regaining his balance. He crouched down and regarded the box with less-than-sober suspicion. “Did you say ‘mew?’”

      “Mew!”

      Drew pulled out his cell phone and scrolled through his contacts. Who did one consult about a middle of the night mewing box? His finger hovered over Ceri’s number; she was usually his go-to for weird, but from the way she and Andy had been looking at each other, he suspected she might be busy. Before Drew could decide to press the call button, the box mewed a third time.

      Maybe Misty? She and Joseph were an item now, and they had experience with supernatural goats.

      Something rustled in the box. Drew groaned. He was standing on his doorstep, acting like a scaredy-cat, over a box. There was no one he could call who would make him feel any less foolish than he felt right now.

      “Everything all right?” a voice called.

      Drew jumped again, although this time he didn’t lose his balance. He turned around. His across-the-street neighbors were striding towards him. He waved. “Everything’s fine,” Drew said. “Just dropped my keys.”

      “How many drinks did you have?” Sandy laughed. She and her fiancé, Vincent, were stopped in the middle of the street. The pair were clearly torn between making sure Drew was okay and heading off to do whatever it was newly engaged people did after midnight.

      “Not as many as you, Sandy,” Drew retorted. They’d wandered away from the main group and ensconced themselves in a shadowy corner.

      She laughed again. Vincent looked down at her and smiled. Even in the relative dark, Drew could see the affection in Vincent’s eyes as he gazed at the olive-skinned beauty that was Cassandra Franklin, Oracle Bay’s resident tarot card reader.

      “You’re sure you’re okay?” Vincent asked, tearing his gaze away from Sandy and looking back at Drew.

      Drew tried to ignore the ache growing in the center of his chest. It definitely wasn’t jealousy that Sandy and Vincent had found each other and fallen in love. It wasn’t regret that he’d blown his chance with the only man he’d ever loved, tonight’s almost flirtation aside. It was exhaustion and concern over his—MEW!—mysterious box.

      “Drew?” Sandy prompted, worry lacing her voice. She didn’t seem to have heard the box.

      Drew forced a smile. “I’m fine. Just tired. Go home and get some sleep.”

      “If you’re sure…” Vincent said.

      Drew flapped his hand in dismissal. “Gooooo!”

      “See you later this week,” Sandy said. “I heard there’s going to be a post-apocalypse wrap-up. You know, so we can discuss best practices or something.”

      This time Drew’s laugh was genuine. “Nothing like the end of the world to bring people and ideas together.”

      Sandy waved. She and Vincent turned around and walked hand-in-hand back to their house. Drew watched them disappear, then turned back to the box. He steeled himself, grabbed the tucked in flaps, and pulled them open.

      “Mew! Mew!” the box erupted in frantic noises that seemed too loud to be made by the creatures inside.

      Two tiny kittens, wearing matching green collars decorated with a leafy design, were sitting at attention in a sea of patchwork quilt and scattered kibble. One of the kittens looked up at him. The left side of its face was black with a blue-gray eye, almost exactly the same color as Drew’s eyes. The other side of its face was orange and punctuated with a bright green eye. The dividing line between the colors ran directly down the center of its face and disappeared into a more uneven distribution of black and orange.

      “Oh my god, you’re fabulous!” Drew gasped. The orange and black kitten wiggled its butt.

      “Mew!” The other kitten demanded attention. This one was entirely black, and its body disappeared into the dark corners of the box. Its eyes were identical to the first kitten’s.

      Drew picked up the box and headed inside. He didn’t know what he was going to do with two kittens. He had no food and no litter of any sort, but he wasn’t about to leave them in a box on his front steps. He placed them in the downstairs bathroom, filled up a bowl with water, and covered the floor with old towels, then tipped the box gently to let the kittens out. They scrambled out, and with them, a small, dark bag fell on the floor. Inside was a gallon Ziploc bag of kitten kibble, and a note.

      Merry Christmas Drew. I hope you like these kittens. They reminded me of you. xoxo.

      It wasn’t signed, but it did come with a certificate good for one spay and one neuter at Live Long and Pawspurr, the local veterinary clinic and pet supply store.

      “Mew!” the orange and black one said, pawing at the bag of food.

      Drew shook himself, poured out some food, then backed out of the bathroom and closed the door. It was late. There would be plenty of time tomorrow to deal with mysterious kittens.
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      Drew startled awake and sat up in bed. His breath came in deep, gasping pants, and he could feel sweat beading over his face and chest. He glanced at the bedside clock; it was four am. Something had awoken him.

      He slowed his breathing. It was probably nothing. Maybe Tuppence Beresfurred or Hercule Purrot had broken out of the bathroom and found something in the kitchen to knock down.

      Drew rolled over, content in the knowledge that whatever it was that had startled him awake had been caused by cats behaving badly. He stretched out an arm and hit fur. The fur shifted and started purring; a second set of purrs almost immediately joined in. He sat up and switched on the light.

      Tuppence and Hercule were curled up in a giant orange and black fluff ball on the other pillow. They should’ve been shut in the downstairs bathroom, not on the bed with a solid, fluffy alibi. It was impressive they’d found him and hopped on the bed without waking him, but they clearly weren’t the perpetrators. This time.

      “It’s probably nothing,” he told himself as he got out of bed and found his slippers and a robe. Drew stifled a yawn, opened the door, and flicked on the hall light. Footsteps echoed on the floor behind him, deceptively heavy for such small kittens.

      When he walked into the living room, nothing was out of place. However, the air was far colder than the fifty-nine degrees he kept the thermostat set to at night. A breeze caught Drew’s robe, lifting the corners, and sending frigid tendrils over his bare legs.

      His stomach clenched. He’d doubled checked the windows and doors, making sure everything was closed and locked, just as he did every night before bed. But he’d left his cell phone upstairs. Drew was torn between running to grab it or doing a quick check to find out where the breeze was coming from. He paused, closed his eyes, and concentrated. Other than the periodic thumps and mews from the kittens still shadowing him, his home was still and quiet.

      Drew opened his eyes and looked around. Nothing was out of place. The front door was closed, as were the windows. He flipped on the lights as he reached the far side of the room and stepped into the dining room. Nothing weird here, either. Everything looked just as he’d left it, down to the discarded napkins from his dinner that hadn’t made it to the laundry room.

      Another light switch and a few more steps brought him to the kitchen. The curtain over the sink was blowing in the wind, but the back door was closed and—he checked to make sure—locked. Drew cranked the window shut and looked around. Other than the window, everything looked normal. Nothing was out of place. None of the plants on the windowsill were moved. The cabinets were undisturbed.

      Drew shivered. No matter how put together everything else seemed, the open window was wrong—he just didn’t know how. He sighed, scooping up the kittens to deposit one in each robe pocket, and headed upstairs to call the police.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Drew paced back and forth in the living room, every fifth step an awkward hop over a kitten chasing the dragging ties of his robe. The cops were on the way. It was the night officers that Oracle Bay PD had recently hired to give Roger and Daniel a break. He activated his phone again, scrolling until he found Roger’s number. He was probably asleep, Drew reasoned. Besides, recent events had put a little distance between them. Roger’s and Daniel’s terrible behavior during the recent supernatural goat crisis had been caused by an ancient goddess, but Drew knew both cops blamed themselves.

      He put the phone down, then picked it up again, dialing before he could second-guess his motivations.

      “What do you want?” Ceri grumped at him. She was not a middle of the night person.

      “Something weird happened.”

      “Weirder than goddesses disguised as goats? Weirder than the impending apocalypse spearheaded by my…Andy?”

      “Your Andy?” Drew asked. They’d been circumspect, but it was hard to hide a relationship in a town full of psychics.

      “My favorite brewer,” she replied, saccharine dripping from her words. “But he’s not why you called. What’s weird? It’s the middle of the night and I’m exhausted, so if this isn’t weirder than anything else we’ve dealt with in the last few weeks, I’m hanging up on you.”

      “Someone left a box of kittens on my porch and then I was woken up by a loud sound and found my kitchen window open.”

      There was a long silence on the other end. “Kittens?”

      “And a bang and an open window,” Drew said.

      “Why would anyone give you middle of the night kittens?” she asked.

      “Almost as excellent a question as who would break into my house through a tiny window full of obstacles and leave without stealing anything,” Drew said.

      “I’m on my way over. Did you call the cops?”

      He sighed. “I did. I wasn’t going to, not after the whole goat fiasco, but I didn’t know what else to do.”

      “No, it’s good.” Her voice trailed off, and the line went silent.

      Drew knew better than to interrupt her—this was the silence that only came with scrying. He took a deep breath in, held it for a count of four, then exhaled. After ten rounds of breathing, he was beginning to consider dropping his robe and doing a full sun salutation or two. There wouldn’t be any more sleep this night; anything that would contribute to his calm would be welcome.

      “Sorry, Drew,” she said, breathless.

      “Are you okay?” Her visions didn’t come as easily as they had before. Whatever she’d seen when she looked into Andy and seen millennia of history as well as the impending apocalypse had damaged her abilities. She hadn’t been prepared for so much pain and suffering and hadn’t been able to break free. Diving into Andy’s memories without barriers in place on either side to keep her safe and sane had unraveled her mind before she caught hold of herself and wound things back up again. Since then, her sight was taxing. Yet no matter how many times Drew told Ceri to take a break, she kept on keeping on.

      “It’s only temporary,” Ceri said. “I was stripped bare because I didn’t anticipate what would happen, but I’m already rebuilding. I’d be back to normal already if it hadn’t been for that pesky apocalypse.”

      “If you say so,” he said, one hundred percent sarcastically.

      “I might be damaged, but that doesn’t mean I’m missing your barbed points,” she said. “Don’t tell me you weren’t affected by our activities last week. Channeling psychic power into gods and demigods is hard.” In the background, he heard a car starting. “I’ll be there in ten.” Click.

      Drew paced. And squatted down to offer scritches. And paced. And drank a La Croix, pamplemousse, of course. He checked his watch. It’d been seven minutes since Ceri’d hung up and twenty minutes since 911 dispatch had promised to send someone over. He dropped into a chair, huffing dramatically on the way down.

      Before he could engage the lever to raise the footrest, the doorbell rang.

      Two officers stood at the door, smiling politely in that way that indicated they had no intention of taking Drew seriously.

      “Thank you for coming,” Drew said. He tried to squash down the last interaction he’d had with the cops. Roger—who’d always been a friend—and Daniel had committed terrible miscarriages of justice. Sure, they’d been possessed. And sure, there’d been goddesses disguised as goats and other goddesses gumming up the works, but it was hard to remember his friend’s—the cop’s—douchiness had external causes.

      “Can you tell us what happened?” Cop number one asked.

      Cop two, who looked like an extra from Reno 911, gazed around the living room until he spotted the orange and black kitten. “Who’s this little monster?” he crooned.

      Drew immediately reevaluated his opinion of Officer Handlebar Mustache and Too-Tight Pants.

      “That’s Hercule Purrot,” he said. “The all black one is Tuppence Beresfurred.”

      Cop one, tall, dark, and handsome, stopped glaring suspiciously at everyone and looked Drew in the eye. “You have a beautiful black lady cat, and you named her Tuppence Beresfurred? She’s definitely more of a Michelle Opawma or Zora Neale Purrston.”

      “I just got them tonight,” Drew said, more defensively than he’d meant to. “They were left on my steps.”

      “Who left them?” TDH asked.

      “I don’t know. There was a note and a gift certificate good for one spay and one neuter, but it wasn’t signed,” Drew replied. He rubbed his hand over his eyes and regretted calling the cops. “Nothing was amiss in my house when I got home, though. The window was closed.”

      “What time did you return home?” Reno asked, not bothering to look up from the floor where he was trying to get some belly rubs in without losing any skin to the kittens’ claws.

      “Just after one o’clock. I got the cats situated and shut into the bathroom over there—” he waved towards the downstairs half bath “—and was in bed and asleep well before two.”

      “And you woke up when?” Reno asked in a sing-song tone, following up his question with another: “Who’s the cutest little monster? Who’s the sweetest, sharpest boy?”

      Drew held back a sigh, forced amiability into his voice, and said, “About forty minutes ago. Around four-thirty. I called nine-one-one about ten minutes after I woke up.”

      “But nothing was disturbed?” Tall, Dark, and Handsome asked. “There was no reason to call this in?”

      Drew forced a smile. “I heard a loud noise that wasn’t caused by the cats. When I got downstairs, the kitchen window was wide open—far more open than I ever open it; I don’t want to blow over any of my herbs—even though I always close it before bed.”

      “But if you’d been drinking…” TDH suggested.

      “If he’d been drinking, what?” Ceri demanded as she strode into the house, her red hair streaming behind her.

      Both officers stood at attention; Drew took a moment to appreciate that Ceri could do what so few other of his close friends could…challenge police officers without fear.

      “If he’d been drinking,” TDH said, taking a few steps forward, attempting to force her to give up ground. “He might’ve forgotten to close the window or opened it more instead of closing it. The wind could’ve made the noise that startled him.”

      Ceri stood steady, ignoring the larger man who’d invaded her space until he took a half-step back. She looked at Drew. “Do you think that’s possible?”

      “Ordinarily, sure,” Drew said. He took a deep breath, closed his eyes briefly, and pushed his shoulder blades down his back, forcing his shoulders to follow suit. The tension drained from Drew’s shoulders, and he began to relax for the first time since he’d been startled awake. “But I closed the window and locked the backdoor before I headed out to The Pour House. I knew it’d be a late night and didn’t want to take chances.”

      Ceri beamed up at TDH. “There you go! Couldn’t have been due to drunkenness!”

      TDH took another step back and nearly tripped when a kitten took the opportunity to twine herself around his legs. “Da—darn cats,” he said, looking towards Ceri without meeting her eyes.

      “What more do you need, officers?” Ceri asked, honey dripping from her tone in a way only a woman who’s spent considerable time in the South can manage. “Are we good here?”

      TDH nodded, but Reno interrupted. “I’m not clear on the sequence of events that led Mr. Hardy to call us. Seems to me that it’s just a spooky noise in the night and an open window. Hardly nine-one-one material.”

      Drew sighed and found a chair so Reno and TDH could ask the same questions again. And again.

      It was almost six-thirty before Reno and TDH stopped asking the same questions in new ways.

      “Since nothing was stolen and there isn’t any property damage, there’s really no evidence of a crime,” TDH said. “Next time you have a nightmare, phone a friend instead of wasting police time.”

      “You’ve been here for an hour and a half asking the same questions over and over,” Drew said. “If anyone’s wasting your time, it sure isn’t me. That’s all on you.”

      TDH scowled at Drew. “You need to show a little respect.”

      Drew bit back a retort and smiled at the officers. He didn’t want to, but they were strangers, and he wasn’t ready to get arrested for being a jerk. Yet. “Thank you for coming and taking my statement,” he said without dropping his smile. From the glance at the hallway mirror, it looked more like a rictus than a natural grin.

      The radios on the officers’ belts buzzed to life. “Chad? Kyle? You guys done with the home invasion? We’ve got a situation on Main Street.”

      TDH grabbed his radio. “Just finishing up. No invasion. Probably just the wind or a cat or something. Owner was tipsy and doesn’t quite know what happened.”

      “Hey!” Drew said. “The owner is right here, and that is not how we left things.”

      “Chad and I will be right there,” TDH said, ignoring Drew.

      The door slammed behind Chad and Kyle. Drew turned to Ceri, who was crouched on the floor and cuddling both kittens. “Am I completely off my rocker here?” Drew asked. “This is weird, right?”

      Ceri looked up from the kittens in her lap; both cats followed her gaze to stare at him. She looked paler than usual, and her freckles stood out against her porcelain skin. “If you were anyone else, I’d tell you to get some sleep, lay off the gin, and find a nice man to make time with to relieve some of the hysteria. But you’re you. If you say something is weird, then I believe you. I can’t see it yet, and I’m not going to try again any time soon, but maybe you’ll be able to see what’s going on.”

      Drew stared at her until she sighed.

      “Go get dressed,” she said. “I’ll make us coffee. Then we’re heading to your shop to look at balls.”
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      An hour later, Drew and Ceri were on Main Street in front of his shop.

      “Something’s wrong,” Ceri said.

      “But what?” Drew asked.

      Nothing looked out of place. The door was closed, the windows intact, and the sign hand-painted on the picture window was…

      “Look at the sign,” Drew said.

      “Behold, the Amazing Ramiro!” the text read, curving over a crystal ball. “No questions unanswered! No stone unturned. Your secrets revealed when Master Ramiro gazes into his mystical blue balls!”

      Ceri started laughing. Drew glared at her for a few minutes before giving in.

      “Fine. As far as vandalism goes, that’s pretty funny,” he admitted. “I think the previous text of ‘Crystal ball reading—future, present, past—Love, Money, Destiny!’ was more on brand.”

      “I rather preferred the original name of the shop, Amazing Ramiro,” Ceri said. “Although if you don’t start going by Mr. Amazing from now on, I will be disappointed.”

      “Ramiro was the name I used in the last town,” Drew said. “Here, I’m just Drew.”

      “You’re ‘Have a Ball with Drew! Psychic Readings.’ And the rest you said. This is weird.”

      Drew gritted his teeth and squared his shoulders. “We should go in.”

      It was dark in the shop. None of the lights came on when the switches were flipped.

      “I am about ready to lose my mind,” Drew said. His voice was thin, a quiet undertone to his loud, rapid respiration. “What is going on?”

      “We should call the cops,” Ceri said, the laughter gone from her voice.

      “Not again. Not until I have something more than a professionally repainted sign and lights that don’t work.”

      Ceri shined her cellphone flashlight up at the overhead fixture. “There aren’t any lightbulbs.”

      “Everything is missing lightbulbs,” Drew confirmed. He headed into the back of the shop where he stored the odds and ends that he didn’t want on display, like brooms, his Halloween costume, a wine fridge for prosecco, and lightbulbs. On the table in the small make-shift kitchen was a large wooden bowl that reminded Drew of the salad bowls that’d been so popular in the seventies. The overhead light in the room was missing its globe, and the light was shining directly down into the bowl. In it were thirteen lightbulbs. “Found the light bulbs,” he said, voice thin.

      “Where were they—oh…” Ceri said, voice trailing off as she saw the spot-lit tableau. “That’s really weird. But it’s not as weird as what’s going on in your shop.”

      “What do you mean?”

      “After you came back here for bulbs, I shined the flashlight around. Granted, I haven’t been in here in a bit, but things are different than I remember.”

      Drew grabbed a few lightbulbs from the utility closet, leaving the bulb bowl for the inevitable police investigation, and followed Ceri back into the main room. He screwed bulbs into the four mood lamps in the room—bright enough to see by, but dark enough to make customers squint a bit when they first came in from outside. Then he looked around.

      “Oh my god,” he said.

      The table where he did his readings was in the center of the room, instead of further back. In Drew’s chair was a figure in a purple wizard’s robe wearing a pointy purply hat. Drew walked closer and pushed the hat back with one finger. A skull stared back at him.

      “Oh my god!” he said. “It’s a skeleton.”

      The robes were gaping open a bit near the chair, revealing a bony pelvis cradling wine in a straw-bottomed bottle. One hand was curled around the bottle. The other, hidden by the voluminous sleeves of the discount wizard’s robes, rested on top of Drew’s ball. He leaned in closer. “This isn’t my ball. It’s styrofoam!”

      “What?” Ceri said, striding over and peering with him. She reached out and poked it. “Why would anyone leave a styrofoam ball?”

      “Why would anyone do any of this?” Drew gesticulated wildly. “It took me ages to find a stone that resonated with me in that way. It might not have been worth much, but it was priceless to me. This has moved past weird and into scary.”

      “Agreed,” Ceri said. “We need help. Someone familiar with scary weird.”

      “Morgana and Paska?” Drew asked.

      “They’re both extremely weird and more than a little scary,” Ceri nodded. “I’ll call Paska if you call Morgana?”

      Five minutes later, they were back to square one. They’d left messages for Paska, Morgana, and Andy—the three Oracle Bay citizens most likely to understand the creepily weird events.

      “Maybe we should ask Misty,” Ceri said.

      “She won’t be home,” Drew said. “She spends most of her time out at Joseph’s now.”

      Ceri pulled out her phone, pushed a couple buttons, and held it to her ear. A few moments later, she ended the call. “She’s not answering.”

      Drew looked around the shop and shuddered. “Let’s go out there and talk to her. It’s not too early to show up at a farm, right?”

      “Definitely not.”
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      Drew knocked on Joseph’s door and tried not to fidget. He’d been here a handful of times in the last few months—missing supernatural goats really did bring a community together—but before that, no one went in Joseph McEwen’s home. They might stop at his farm to see the goats, or at the little farm store he operated closer to town, but no one ever saw the inside of his house. No one but⁠—

      Drew stopped that thought before it went too far down memory lane and paced back and forth in front of the door.

      “I’ve never seen anyone pace in such a small area before,” Ceri remarked.

      “I’m tired and today has been really weird,” Drew snapped. “I’ve earned the right to pace oddly.” He closed his eyes and scrunched up his face before slowly opening one eye and grimacing at Ceri. “I am so sorry. I’m a little on edge and apparently, that makes me rude.”

      “It’s okay. I shouldn’t have teased you. I am often inappropriately humorous when it’s uncalled for. I always think it’ll diffuse the tension, but even after this many years of experience, I haven’t learned it’s just as likely to piss someone off as it is to make them laugh.”

      “Inappropriate humor, delightful cocktails, and boy-watching shenanigans are the hallmarks of our friendship,” Drew said.

      “I’m so glad you decided to cement your bff vows on my doorstep,” Joseph said, pulling open the door and walking out onto the stoop, pushing Ceri and Drew back and down a couple of steps. “Have you finished what you came here for, or is there something you needed from me or Misty?”

      “We came to talk to Misty,” Drew said, leaning forward and taking the steps up, joining Joseph in front of the door. He put a hand on Joseph’s arm and looked up at him pleadingly. “Is she here?”

      “She’s getting dressed,” Joseph answered, standing back to let Drew and Ceri into the house. “You know, there’s this new technology that allows you to contact a person without leaving the comfort of your home and then—this is the best part—you can talk to them without needing to drive anywhere!”

      “It’s rather an emergency,” Ceri said. Her voice, usually relaxed with a hint of Irish brogue, was tight and brooked no nonsense.

      “Of course it is,” Joseph said. “Just promise me it’s not my emergency this time. I still haven’t fully recovered from being kidnapped by a vengeful goddess.”

      “As far as I know, it’s completely goat and goddess free,” Ceri promised. “There’s been no evidence of either.”

      “Yet,” Drew muttered, too low for Joseph to hear. Ceri shot him a chastising glance but didn’t say anything.

      “That’s all right, then. Why don’t you sit down? Misty will be out in a minute. Can I get you some coffee?”

      “Yes, please,” Drew said.

      “No thank you,” Ceri replied.

      Drew was halfway through his coffee with cream when Misty walked into the room.

      “What’s up, guys?” Misty said, grabbing a mimosa off the counter. “Want one?”

      “No, thank you,” Drew said. “I know I should’ve called, but something weird happened, and I needed to tell someone.”

      “Why me?” Misty asked. “Not that I don’t appreciate being the go-to for weird, but Morgana and Paska are better equipped if it’s the same kind of supernatural happening we’ve been having lately.”

      “I couldn’t reach them,” Drew admitted. “Ceri has been with me most of the morning and can verify that everything is peculiar.”

      “I don’t care that you didn’t call me first. But I do care that you’re talking about an oddness you haven’t defined. What kind of strange goings on have you witnessed?”

      “For starters, my ball is missing.” Drew shook his head slowly as soon as the words were out of his mouth. Misty was fighting back a grin, Joseph was trying to cover his laughter with a snorting cough, and even Ceri looked like she was about to giggle.

      “My crystal ball. My focus stone. It’s missing.” Drew glared at his friends. Maybe the wording was funny, but maybe this wasn’t the best time to act like adolescents.

      “That’s terrible,” Misty said. “I know how much it meant to you. Do you think it was a standard breaking and entering situation? Or something else?”

      “Definitely something else,” Ceri said. She drummed her fingers on the table one at a time. “There was nothing standard about this.”

      “Tell me everything.” Misty leaned forward, words and posture indicating that she was devoting the entirety of her attention to Drew’s problem.

      “I spent the early part of the morning with the cops because I woke up to an open window I know was closed and a loud bang. It wasn’t the kittens⁠—”

      “Kittens? Since when do you have kittens?” Misty squealed. “I know that’s probably not the point, but maybe they’re creepy kittens? Do you have pictures so I can verify whether or not your new kittens are the problem?”

      Drew rolled his eyes. “You can come by later and personally examine them yourself. In fact, I’d welcome it. However, that was only the beginning. The cops decided that nothing had happened, except me being drunk and opening windows myself or something. We decided to head to my shop to do a little gazing to see what the problem was. When we got to Main Street, the first thing I noticed was that my sign was all wrong. It looked almost identical, but the words were completely different. The second thing we noticed is that all the lightbulbs had been removed from the lamps and piled neatly in a basket in the back room. And the third thing we saw was that there was a styrofoam ball the same size and shape as my focus stone, and a skeleton in a Halloween wizard’s robes and pointy hat was sitting in my chair gazing at the ball.”

      “Oh,” Misty said. “That is bizarre.”
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      An hour later, Drew was fortified with breakfast and coffee and back in his shop talking to the police. It was Kyle and Chad again, and they didn’t look much more interested in Drew’s story than they had earlier. Once the cops had taken fingerprints and photos, confiscated the fake ball, skeleton, and wizardly garb, and left, everyone else arrived.

      Drew had never figured out how word spread so fast in a small town, but within two hours of discovering Mr. Wizard in his emaciated state, everyone in Oracle Bay knew about the break-in—what exactly had happened, that he’d found kittens on his doorstep the night before, and that he hadn’t gotten a wink of sleep, the poor dear. He grimaced as one more sweet old lady patted him gently and remonstrated him to take a nap, so he didn’t ruin his youthful good looks.

      “Drew!” a familiar voice called. Drew stood on his tiptoes, trying hard to see over the crowd, and spotted Sandy and Vincent, the former waving madly at him. He waved back and watched her weave through the crowd, stopping every couple seconds to greet someone. She’d only been in town about three months, but Sandy already knew almost everyone, and they all loved her.

      Finally, she got to him. “Here,” she said, thrusting a festive holiday gift bag at him.

      “What could it be?” Drew asked, eyeing the tall, skinny bag.

      “Duh,” Sandy said. “Open it.”

      Drew pulled out a bottle of sparkling wine—one of his favorite Proseccos. “This is the best,” he gasped. “Thank you! How did you know?”

      Sandy rolled her eyes at him. “Drew. Are you serious? How did I know? I saw it in the cards. Obviously.”

      “Pfftt… That’s not how it works.” Drew stuck his tongue out at her.

      Sandy rolled her eyes. “Fine, spoilsport. I asked around.”

      “However you found out, I don’t care. It’s my favorite, and it’s impossible to find on the coast.” Drew hugged the bottle to him and grinned at her over the top.

      “Lucky for you, I’m still regularly making the trip to Portland,” Vincent added.

      “Regularly making the trip and he knows wine importers who can help find the good stuff,” Sandy added.

      “Isn’t he…special.”

      Sandy and Drew spun to the right and came face to face with Adriana Covington’s long face. Her mournful brown eyes were framed by wavy, tangled gray-black hair. She always reminded Drew of a particularly unkempt Afghan hound having an extremely disappointing day. Today, her sour expression, slightly pushed out lower lip, and gray tunic and trousers also made Drew think she’d be perfectly comfortable with a cat of her own. A white Persian, perhaps. Adriana had a fantastic Doctor Evil cosplay down, except for the hair, of course.

      “Hi, Adriana!” Sandy said. “Are you going to be open later on? My wine cellar is running low.”

      Adriana looked pointedly at the bottle Drew was holding. “It must not be too low if you’re giving away bottles you didn’t buy from me.”

      Drew watched the confusion wash over Sandy’s face and irritation gather in the corner of Vincent’s eyes. Adriana ran The Covington Wine Shoppe a few storefronts down. Although she kept a great selection of wines—and in fact probably had one of the best wine shops on the Washington coast—she never managed to be a very popular spot. She was rude to almost everyone. Adriana mocked people who bought screw top wine, even if she did carry a few bottles capped that way and denigrated their taste in wine if they disagreed with her suggestions—even when they were choosing another wine she had in stock. But the sticking point for most of the locals was that she refused to rename her business to something more appropriate, something…punny. She also used her position on the City Council to actively campaign against punny entrepreneurs.

      Sandy mustered a smile. “This was a specific special bottle that you didn’t have in stock, and when I asked you about ordering it, you said it wasn’t worth it. I buy most of my wine from you, Adriana, but this is Drew’s favorite.”

      Adriana turned her glare on him. Drew smiled politely at her as Sandy mouthed, “Sorry,” over Adriana’s shoulder and started to back away.

      Drew held out his hands. “Adriana, you’re the only wine shop in town, but we’re a small town and sometimes we go elsewhere for specialty items. It’s not a slight against you. You know that we get all our regular meeting wine from you.”

      “You can forget about the discount I’ve been giving you,” Adriana said. “If you don’t value my store, I don’t have to value your patronage.”

      She turned and flounced out of Drew’s shop, narrowly missing a group of fellow Main Street business owners coming in, presumably to offer their condolences.

      “Drew!” Ryan, owner of the Title Wave bookshop on the end of the block called out. “What the heck is going on in this town?” Ryan was closer to seventy than sixty but carried himself like a man in his early thirties. His impeccable posture always made Drew stand up straighter, and his white hair and blue-gray eyes were aging goals. “What happened? Your psychic gang better not be bringing in a bad element.”

      “Don’t be ridiculous, Ryan,” Antonia, proprietor of To a Tea said. “You know what happened. Everyone knows what happened. There’s no reason to think it has anything to do with any one type of business over another. I’m sure you’ll manage to sell off your store and retire to the San Juan Islands.”

      Before Drew could reply, the door opened again, and he looked up to see which of his fellow business owners had shown up to scoop up the gossip under the pretext of offering condolences.

      “Bill,” he said, barely above a whisper. His hands dropped down to his sides and a wave of dizziness washed over him as the blood drained from his face. They’d reconnected lately and maybe flirted last night from across the room, but to see him here, in his shop… Bill had never set foot in here—he thought Drew’s job was a silly affectation, little more than a diversion to make a few dollars and have a reason to stay in Oracle Bay. That’s what they’d fought about most.

      Bill stood in the doorway behind the small throng that had gathered, head turning as he searched the crowd. Drew saw Sandy and Vincent walk up to Bill, gesture in Drew’s general direction, and then escort Bill towards the back of the shop.

      Panic overwhelmed Drew for a second, and he backed away from Antonia and Ryan towards the door that led to the back room and the back exit, before telling himself it was ridiculous. He was an adult. He was not going to run away from his ex-boyfriend, no matter how tempting it was.

      Bill broke through the crowd, a tray of coffee drinks in hand, and skidded to a stop in front of Drew. “Are you okay?” he blurted out.

      “Yes. Yes. I’m…fine,” Drew stammered. “Why…” His voice trailed off. There were too many whys.

      “I had to see. I brought you coffee.” Bill thrust one of the cups at Drew. “Caramel latte, extra foam.”

      “That’s my favorite. Thank you.” Drew took the cup, unable to pull his gaze away from Bill’s. Their fingers brushed and Drew jumped, almost dumping his latte in the process.

      “You’re okay?” Bill asked again. “You’re sure?”

      “I’m okay,” Drew said, more confidently this time. “I mean, I feel completely violated and more than a little nervous to go home and pretty pissed off that someone stole my crystal ball and vandalized my shop sign, but I am okay.”

      “You don’t need to be alone tonight,” Bill said.

      Drew became suddenly and blushingly aware of Sandy, Vincent, Antonia, and Ryan watching the back-and-forth. Sandy was grinning like a fiend, and the other’s eyes were wide. Ryan had his hands covering his mouth.

      “I…uh…” Drew said, looking between Bill and their spectators. It was ridiculous that this one man, not even thirty years old, could throw Drew so off-balance. It’d been almost a hundred years since he’d been affected like this. Nope, not walking down that path, either.

      “Drew! Darling!” A voice rang out over the crowd of people still milling about discussing safety and alarms and neighborhood watches.

      Bill and Drew turned in unison, and Drew almost dropped his coffee for the second time in just a few minutes. A man, shorter than average with dark hair, light brown skin, and piercing blue eyes, strode towards Drew. He was wearing skinny jeans and a leopard-print button-up shirt with leather loafers. In one hand, he had a bottle of wine, unlabeled, and two glasses. A pair of sunglasses dangled from the other. A leaf-shaped pendant dipped behind the collar of his shirt.

      Movement beside Drew caught his attention, and he turned in time to see Bill take a step away and set down the coffee carrier, stiffness masking the raw emotion that’d been showing moments before.

      “Dio,” Drew said flatly as the man pushed his way into Drew’s personal space and kissed him on each cheek. When Dio went in for a third, Drew backed up, nearly running over Ryan. “What are you doing here?”

      “I was passing through and knew I couldn’t leave again without saying hello to my favorite former⁠—”

      “You can walk yourself right back out of town,” Bill interrupted. “You’re not welcome here.”

      Drew couldn’t quite identify the surge of emotion that welled up. He was half swooning that Bill was being so commanding and protective, and half angry that Bill would take it on himself to banish Drew’s rebound guy.

      “I was invited,” Dio said, giving Drew a very serious once-over.

      “Invited?” Bill spat out, looking at Drew. “Really?”

      “No!” Drew said, but it was too late. Bill was already out the door. “Dio! I didn’t invite you.”

      “Never said you did.” Dio shrugged. “Want some wine? It’s an old family vintage.”

      “Why not?” Drew replied. Dio was a sore spot between Bill and Drew, as much as Bill’s adamant refusal to believe that fortune telling was real. Regardless of recent events, there was no way to move past the obstacles Drew and Bill had placed between them. “Pour me some wine.”

      “Excellent.” Dio uncorked the bottle with his teeth, spat the cork into the corner of the room, and started pouring. There were enough glasses for everyone in the shop to have wine, and most people had seconds and thirds.
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