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      When my sisters and I were handed the keys to our deceased mother's shop, we thought we’d spend a crisp and colorful October weekend together.

      

      We planned to divvy up the shop’s contents, keep what we wanted and sell off the rest, then close the doors to Needles & Sins for good.

      

      Our mother had other plans.
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        CLEMENTINE

      

      

      

      “Needles and Sins.”

      My oldest sister, Alderose, shielded her eyes from windborne grit and contemplated the sign’s faded lettering. “Why did Mom have to give her shop such an awkward name?”

      “Never bothered me,” I said, tracking the path of Alderose’s stormy gaze. I found the shop’s pitiful appearance far more unsettling. Seven years after our mother’s death—and a scant month after her successor’s passing—two grimy, unlit display windows whispered of hard times and a dearth of customers.

      I’d lost count of the hours and days I’d spent ensconced in the shop’s overstuffed armchairs, sneaking glimpses of swooning, half-naked humans on paperback book covers while my mother and her friends taught me how to knit and crochet.

      Or tried.

      “You were too young to care.” Alderose shrugged off my touch and shifted her weight. The wind whipped a hank of her wavy, dark brown hair across my cheek while sending clusters of bright yellow leaves scuttering across the sidewalk. “Mom opened the shop when I was in junior high, and that name haunted me from day one. The girls were brutal and the boys assumed I knew way more than I did.”

      Middle-sister Beryl stepped in between us. “I say Mom was ahead of her time. I think it’s cool she decided a store devoted to romance novels and the womanly art of needlework would thrive in a town already devoted to women’s empowerment.”

      “‘Womanly art’?” I asked. Northampton, Massachusetts, was home to a famous all-women’s college and, as an alumna, I chafed at my sister’s phrasing.

      “I was being ironic.”

      “Moira Brodeur. Pioneer for witches, stitches, and dukes in britches.” Alderose turned on her booted heel and offered us fist bumps. An updraft lifted the skirt of Beryl’s plaid dress, and more of Alderose’s hair. She grabbed the wild locks and returned to scowling at the sign and jangling the ring of keys the estate lawyer had pressed into her hand.

      During our hour-long meeting, the insipid warlock repeatedly voiced the assumption that at least one of us would pick up where the shop’s most recent caretaker—our mother’s longtime friend, Serena—had left off when she’d died. Her will passed the care and running of the shop to us. It was nobody’s business that the Brodeur sisters had met multiple times over HexenApp and agreed to sell what we could and divvy up the proceeds.

      “It’s going to be dark soon. Let’s get this over with.” Alderose—shortest, fiercest, and our de facto leader—broke away, read the tags on the keys, and separated two. She unlocked the shop and tugged on the heavy, crosscut oak and beveled glass door. Hinges groaned and the strip of rubber at the bottom flaked off in pieces.

      Beryl elbowed the door and followed Alderose inside. I paused on the threshold. A web of protective threads, frayed by time and invisible to the non-Magical eye, spread across the frame above head height. The threads had shimmered iridescent pink when my sisters passed underneath. I removed my knit gloves and reached to touch the construct with my bare fingers. Only the faintest sensation of my mother’s magic lingered in this place.

      There would be time for remembrances later. Wondering if there was some way I could capture the threads once we were done and take them with me, I closed and bolted the door and swiped the wall for the light switch. Florescent bulbs on the pendant lamps hanging over the two cutting tables flickered and spat before fully committing to providing us with a meager bluish glow. A checkout counter hunkered in the shadows to the left of the entranceway. Even with the overhead lights, late-afternoon shadows lingered in the corners of the shop.

      “At least the electricity’s working,” I said. “Either of you remember where the thermostat is?”

      “Back here.” Beryl veered around the cutting tables and headed for the wall at the rear of the store. If my memory was correct, one of the two closed doors led to a bathroom-slash-utility closet and the other to an office.

      I leaned against a cutting table, cupping my fingers around the wooden measuring stick nailed to the table’s edge as I looked around the chilly room. How many times had I measured out yards of muslin for Needles and Sins’ customers, glowing with the praise they heaped on my curly-haired head?

      Alderose joined me as I rode the memory. “I think you spent the most time in here helping Mom,” she said. “Beryl always had an excuse to stay away. And Dad thought at least one of us should follow his trade.”

      I bumped shoulders with her. “He taught you to cut hair?”

      “He tried. The man put blades in my hands as soon as I was strong enough not to drop them.”

      “He used scissors, Rosey.” I mimed cutting the air with two fingers.

      “Yeah, well,” she said, crossing her arms and tucking her hands in her armpits. “Those weren’t the only sharp things he wielded.”

      Before I could dig deeper into Alderose’s relationship with our father, Beryl emerged from the bathroom, wiping her hands on a sheet of paper towel and interrupting the rare sisterly moment. “I’m hungry. Let’s order takeout. What do you two want?”

      “Mac and cheese,” Alderose and I blurted out together, laughing. Macaroni and cheese from a box was Mom’s fail-safe dinner option. My sisters and I had developed a mutual aversion to the stuff, though the last time I choked down a bowl of mac and cheese was with my mother, here at the store, because…because that’s what she made and that’s what we ate.

      “Oh my Goddess, do you think Serena did anything with Mom’s never-ending stash?” Beryl’s eyes widened. “I mean, look at this place. It’s creepy how little has changed since she took over.”

      The lawyer had led us to believe that Serena had been operating the store since our mother’s death. Alderose exaggerated a shiver and tucked the keys into the stud-covered leather pouch slung around her hips. “Very creepy. I vote we order pizza.”

      “Fresh mozzarella, tomatoes, and basil for me, please,” I said. “And get a bottle of champagne. For Mom.”

      Alderose and Beryl nodded, and Beryl added, “Better make it two bottles. And get some Pellegrino. And see if they have any tiramisu.”

      “Call in the order. Make mine onions, extra cheese.” Alderose adjusted her earbuds and scanned the street as she exited the shop. I locked the door, my gaze lingering on the last patch of clear sky visible between neighboring brick and granite buildings. Clouds with dark linings had been threatening to drop rain on us all afternoon, and now their fuzzy edges had almost fused.

      Behind me, Beryl called our favorite pizza place. Puffing out a breath against the glass, I drew a tiny heart in the condensation. I’d be departing my hometown soon enough, arriving at my new life in British Columbia armed with a bounty of cash and whatever sentimental odds and ends I wanted from the shop.

      Once in Vancouver, I would approach my mother’s siblings about my magical education. With Dad gone incommunicado—again—and Mom not around to answer my mounting list of questions, Aunt Maritza and Uncle Malvyn were next in line.

      My magic had always been a wild card, and now it was doing things I didn’t understand and couldn’t ignore. Not any longer. Not with the varied and creative ways the past was infiltrating my daily life, especially since moving to such a rainy region of the world. Whatever had triggered my latest round of visions was exhausting. Some people had chronic headaches. I had chronic visions. I was beginning to feel sleep deprived.

      “Sissy, come here.” Beryl waved at me from behind the checkout counter. “Call me crazy, but the more I see, the more I think Serena didn’t change anything after Mom died.”

      The shelves below the counter held the same orderly collection of notebooks, cardboard shoeboxes, and jars of pens and pencils I remembered from my years at the cash register. I flicked on my phone’s flashlight, swept the bright beam over the two shelves, and swiped my fingertips across a round tin of pastilles. A roll of greasy dust coated my skin. “Looks like Serena didn’t clean anything either.”

      “Ew, that is so gross.”

      I agreed. Mom might have been a pack rat in some areas of her life—she couldn’t say no to a set of vintage buttons or yet another pair of scissors—but she never let clutter get out of hand. The checkout counter especially was always spotless but for the register and a collection box for a local women’s shelter. “I’m going to wash up. Let’s not touch or move anything else until Alderose gets back.” I stifled the urge to wipe my hands on my jeans. “Keep an eye on the door. I locked it after she left.”

      I was almost to the bathroom when Beryl yelled that she was putting a cloaking spell on the windows. I had just located a desiccated bar of soap when she shrieked. My sister, still in her cropped, puffy jacket, was silhouetted in front of the glass, one arm raised and clutching her wand. On the other side of the door, six feet plus of leather-clad, auburn-haired, horned male glowered at her, then at me.

      “Demon Boy,” I said. “What the hell is he doing here?”

      “I don’t know,” Beryl hissed, “but would you get your butt up here and help me out?”

      I managed to ding my thigh on the table closest the door because I couldn’t take my gaze off Demon Boy’s face. He and I had history. He had history with Alderose, and with Beryl too.

      Separately.

      “I’m texting Alderose,” I whispered to the back of my sister’s head.

      Kostya, aka Demon Boy, Troublemaker, and half a dozen other monikers, pressed his massive palms against his side of the glass and grinned. “Let me in,” he said. His low voice set the door to vibrating. He glanced to where I’d traced the heart on the glass, breathed a foggy patch above it, and drew a smiley face with horns.

      Beryl shook her head as Demon Boy ran his tongue across his lower lip and went to his knees on the stoop. “Should we let him in, Clemmie? He’ll only try to distract—” She shook her head and snorted. “Now he’s doing that thing with his tongue.”

      Demons of every gender had forked tongues, and this particular demon knew how to use his to the extreme. My brain hollered to batten down the hatches as I rested a hand on Beryl’s arm and peered over her shoulder. “Do we have any reason to not let Kostya inside?”

      “History? Who knows what wild mission he’s on.”

      Last I heard, the demon in question was in training to become an investigator for the Board of Magical Governance. “Was he ever less than gentlemanly with you?” I asked. Kostya was the horniest male of any species I had ever come across, but his use of consent was stellar, and his ratio of orgasms provided to orgasms obtained positioned him in the top three of my list of lovers. Not that I was keeping a list. Or that we were lovers any longer. “Beryl. Answer me.”

      “Sorry, I was just remembering how good he is with that tongue,” she said. “I’m fine with letting him in. He never broke my heart. Or yours, right?”

      “Only thing he broke was my bed.” I reached under her arm to undo the lock.

      Kostya grinned at the squeak of metal on metal and straightened his legs the second the door began to swing toward him. “Beryl. Clementine. May I join you?”

      “We were just debating that question, Kostya. Can you behave yourself?”

      “Always and in whatever manner you request.” Peering past our shoulders and into the shop, he asked, “Is Alderose here too?

      “Yep,” I said, pointing behind him. “And you better not give her any reason to drop our dinner.”

      Kostya glanced over his shoulder as he crossed the threshold to the shop. A lone thread grazed the top of his head and glowed green for a moment.

      Safe. Mom had built a simple, familiar code into her protective spells, one that mirrored the non-Magical world and had been easy for a kid like me to remember. Green for go, yellow for caution, and red for stop.

      Beryl resumed tracing the wood framing each window and chanting. By the time she finished, Alderose had crossed the street. The top half of her head was visible over a bag and two pizza boxes balanced atop a cardboard box from the liquor store.

      “Kostya.”

      The demon bowed. “Alderose.”

      “Can you guys move? This is heavy.” My sister shoved the boxes toward Kostya, wiped her boots on the worn welcome mat, and locked the door. “Put that on the table, then tell us what you’re doing here.”

      I darted to the counter and hefted the adjustable oak stool; the same one I had toppled off of countless times as a kid. Kostya retrieved two more stools, and a chair from one of the alcoves facing the street.

      An early-October weather front had arrived, darkening the sky, dropping temperatures, and bringing a smattering of rain. Beryl jogged to the back of the store, hit a light switch, and emerged from Mom’s office with a plate of beeswax candles and four teacups. She leaned over the table, shrugged the cup handles off her fingers, and centered the plate. “Kostya, would you light these?”

      The demon flicked a fingernail against his prominent, pointed thumbnail. A flame flared at its tip. He lit the candles one by one, then wrapped his fingers around his thumb, extinguishing the flame. “Thank you for letting me in,” he said. “I heard you three were in town and I wanted to offer my condolences about Serena’s passing, amongst other things.”

      “Would you like a slice of pizza?” I asked, pointing to the boxes with my elbow as I wiped dust out of the fragile porcelain cups.

      “And some bubbly?” Beryl lifted a bottle from the box. “We’re toasting our mom.” At Kostya’s nod, she handed him the champagne. He used the same sharpened thumbnail to slice the foil wrapper before he untwisted the metal basket trapping the cork.

      “Alderose, would you like to do the honors?” He tipped the neck of the bottle in her direction.

      Alderose shook her head. “I left my sword at home,” she said. “Try not to dribble over everything when you pop the cork.” There was enough sly humor in her voice to signal she’d gotten over any weirdness that might have arisen when she saw Kostya was joining us.

      The demon shrugged out of his worn leather jacket and used the bottom of his T-shirt to grasp the head of the cork and twist. At the muted pop, he brought his mouth to the neck of the bottle and captured the foam. Alderose, Beryl, and I might have groaned in unison as we lifted our empty teacups in his direction and waited. Kostya made an elegant show of filling them one by one.

      “To Mom,” we said, clinking the gilded rims before taking our first sips. Kostya topped us off and we toasted Serena too.

      Demon Boy lifted the bottle a third time. With champagne bubbles dancing across the surface of my cup, I looked into his eyes. The flames from the candles reflected alongside the solar flares at his irises. Thick, rose-gold hoops glinted at each of his earlobes. The same metal tipped the ends of his horns and adorned piercings in other parts of his glorious body.

      “To the Sisters Brodeur,” he said, “and their new business venture.”

      I choked. Alderose spit her champagne across the table.

      Beryl pursed her perfectly outlined, burnt-orange lips. “Excuse me?” she said, making a show of sipping, swallowing, and placing her cup on the table. “I don’t recall the three of us signing a business agreement today. We’ve already talked this through and decided to close the doors to the shop for good, Kostya. We’re selling everything we don’t want and then we’re going our separate ways to resume our separate lives. The future of the building is up to our father to decide.”

      Beryl dismissed the possibility of other options with a wave of her hand.

      Kostya leaned sideways into the armchair, tucking the champagne bottle between his thighs. He kept one hand on the neck of the bottle and rubbed his thumb around the rim of the thick, green glass.

      The man had a well-equipped lap. And the only thing I’d mounted lately were the footstools at the base of portal trees, placed there for shorter individuals like myself. At five feet four, I often needed a boost in order to access the Magical world’s time-saving system of transportation.

      I flared my nostrils and inhaled sharply. I could see where my imagination was headed. My body would follow if I didn’t corral my thoughts and stay focused on the task at hand. “I’m going to see if Mom left any plates in the bathroom closet. Don’t say anything important until I get back.”

      The short walk to the rear of the shop cooled my cheeks and settled the sparks of arousal set off by Kostya’s presence. I counted out four saucers and four forks, washed them in the sink, and then tucked a roll of paper towels under my arm. At the table, my sisters were quietly sipping the last of the first bottle of champagne, and Kostya was opening the second. I doled out the plates and utensils and lifted the lids on the pizza boxes.

      My belly grumbled at the smell of wood-fired crust, melted cheese, and fresh herbs.

      “Eat first, talk after?” I asked. My sisters nodded in unison. Kostya declined the pizza and refilled our cups. His massive hands dwarfed the dainty porcelain, and the creases in his forehead belied his flirtatious exterior. I nudged one of his booted feet. It was like kicking a marble statue. “Why don’t you fill us in on your investigative escapades? Caught any interesting cases lately?”

      “How long has it been since any of you were in Northampton?” he asked, dodging my question.

      “Seven years for me,” I said. “I bugged out after Mom’s memorial service.” After living in the same town for twenty-one years I was ripe for adventures. When I graduated college, I had a capital-P Plan. Being a witch and having a dual major in World Literature and Spanish, I was going to travel from country to country, library to library, in search of references to early systems of magic. I started my travels by visiting my maternal grandparents in México.

      “I pass through regularly for work.” Alderose wiped the corners of her mouth and reached for another slice of pizza. “And occasionally for sword training at one of my teachers’ dojos.”

      “I’ve come back every summer around the anniversary of Mom’s death,” said Beryl. “But you know that, Kostya.” She slipped off her stool enough that she could offer him her mouth.

      “I have enjoyed our reunions every time.” Demon Boy’s pupils enlarged, and I might have drooled watching the way he lovingly cupped my sister’s jaw before kissing her. I should have been grilling Alderose about who she was training with and why she’d reneged on her long-ago promise to teach me the rudiments of handling swords and daggers. Where Beryl was gifted with spell work, Alderose was born to wield weapons. I was adept at neither.

      Instead of delving into the whys behind my oldest sister’s lack of follow-through, I elbowed Beryl. “You’ve been banging Demon Boy?”

      She nodded, pleased. “At least once a year, whether I needed it or not.”

      Kostya’s pupils returned to normal. He adjusted the front of his strategically ripped jeans and leaned forward. “‘Demon Boy’?”

      “Would you prefer Demon Man?” Alderose asked, reaching to caress the side of his throat and run her thumb over his lips.

      “I prefer Kostya.” He wrapped his fingers around Alderose’s wrist and kissed her palm.

      Okay, enough of this lovefest. “We’re getting sidetracked. Kostya, what are you doing here?”

      The demon took hold of Alderose’s wrist again, turning his hand until their fingers intertwined. He reached to his right and did the same with Beryl. She grabbed my hand. Sensing the incoming drop of a truth bomb, I reached across the table for Alderose.

      Kostya leaned in and lowered his voice. “How much do you know about this shop and your mother’s magical gifts?”

      Beryl shrugged. “She was a witch who could do amazing things with fabrics and yarns and threads and stuff?” Our mother created accessories, like gloves and handbags. She could knit and crochet faster than any of the customers that gathered regularly in the cluster of chairs at the front of the store, their needles clacking and jaws flapping for hours on end.

      We let go of each other’s hands at the same time. Kostya turned slightly, reached into an inner pocket of his leather jacket, and tossed a slim billfold onto the table.

      “Hoping to get lucky?” I joked. He arched one eyebrow and showed us the badge and the official-looking identification card tucked inside the brown case.

      “Your mother’s primary business was arranging romantic partnerships for Magicals. This place,” he said, motioning around the store, “was more of a cover. Clients would come to the shop to engage her services. Upon her death, her unfinished contracts went into limbo.”

      I scrambled to absorb Kostya’s explanation. “Wait, what’s this about matchmaking?”

      Beryl butted in with, “Did Serena know that about Mom? Did either of you know? Because this is the first I’m hearing about it.”

      “Serena was absolutely aware,” Kostya said. “The Board of Magical Governance was given access to her personal laptop and cell phone after her death. She had used a voice-recording app to make notes about the work she did for Moira. The old files were still on her phone.

      “She’d tried to finish your mother’s pending contracts, though it would appear her ability or interest in helping didn’t last long. Serena’s primary magic was Unbinding, a fitting skill for a divorce lawyer. Moira’s primary magic was Binding. From what I’ve been able to piece together, Serena’s role in the business while your mother was alive was to create amicable contracts of dissolution between clients who felt their romantic arrangements had run their course.”

      Kostya leaned in. “After Moira died, Serena tried to replicate your mother’s matchmaking techniques, even though bringing beings together romantically wasn’t in her skill set.

      “She fell behind. Clients waiting for their love match got upset. By the end of her first year in charge, Serena had stopped returning phone calls and shut down the shop’s email account.” He paused to take in the entire room. “The doors to Needles and Sins have been closed for almost six years.”

      “Fuck.” I planted my elbows on the table. The champagne was going to my head. I eyed the pizza, slid another slice onto the dainty plate, and contemplated whether to bite into the soft tip or attack the corner of crust. “Beryl, didn’t you think to check on the shop whenever you were in town?”

      “Why? Because I’m the responsible one?” She dabbed at the corners of her mouth without smudging her lipstick. “I had no emotional connection to this place when Mom was alive. It’s difficult to imagine I would develop an affinity for it in her absence.”

      “But—” I was days away from turning twenty-eight and still able to conjure the itch to pick a fight with my next oldest sister. She stuck out her tongue and looked away.

      Alderose took charge. Alderose always took charge. “Mom’s talent for matchmaking doesn’t explain how she died or what you’re doing here.” Like me, her elbows were on the table. Unlike me, she was holding the corners of her pizza slice with her fingertips and toying at the cheese-laden tip with her tongue. Kostya’s gaze was glued to her mouth.

      “Stop torturing Demon Boy. He was just about to tell us why we have to stay here and help a whole bunch of sad witches and warlocks find their one true love.” I giggled. One channel of my brain was stuck on the part about contracts and limbo and I could feel myself coming unmoored by the day’s sudden change of direction.

      Kostya straightened his spine and smoothed his hands down his thighs. “I’m here at the behest of the Board of Magical Governance. Your uncle, Malvyn Brodeur, has opened an official investigation into your mother’s and Serena’s deaths. We have reason to suspect both women were murdered.”
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      The bite of pizza went soggy in my mouth. Tears stung my eyes. I tore off a paper towel and spat out my food.

      “Da-amn.” Beryl’s whisper echoed my sentiment. Her slice ended up half on her plate and half on the table.

      “When did the Board come to this conclusion?” Alderose stood, shoved her stool back, and spun away from the table. “And why didn’t Uncle Malvyn say anything to us first?” She patted the sides of her thighs and sighed when her hands came up empty of weapons. “I can’t believe you didn’t tell us earlier, Kostya.”

      “Rosey, I’m telling you now. Serena died less than a month ago. The only reason I’m here today is because I was just promoted to head the investigative arm that encompasses the Northeast Corridor. Suspicious deaths involving Magicals are flagged for my department. I grabbed the assignment seconds after it arrived.”

      “Can you tell us what was suspicious about Serena’s death?”

      “Her employers insisted on an autopsy after her required annual physical showed her to be in perfect health.” Kostya looked at his palms. “Serena and your mother died of the same condition—bacterial endocarditis.”

      “A heart infection?”

      He nodded. “An infection of the heart’s inner membrane.”

      “Do they know what caused it?”

      “Serena’s autopsy showed traces of psittacosis, an infectious disease transmitted through bird droppings.”

      Alderose parked herself at the front door and braced her hands against the jamb. “Mom didn’t have birds, Kostya. She and Dad never even let us have pets.”

      “Speaking of Heriberto…” Guilt washed across Kostya’s features. “Your father met me at their apartment two days ago.”

      “Dad’s here?”

      “He was here. Briefly. Said he knew about Serena’s death. He seemed surprised when I told him about the investigation and promised to consult a friend who might know something.”

      My chest constricted. My father made time to see Kostya. Why didn’t he stay in town and make time to see his daughters? “Did he say anything about us?”

      Kostya shook his head. Alderose repositioned her stool. Her leather pants creaked as she sat. She fumbled for my hand and for Beryl’s, then continued to address Kostya. “We grieved the loss of our mother once. We gave her final rites of passage, we laid her body to rest, we moved on. And now you’re telling us we have to reopen the doors to the past, and—”

      “I can handle the investigation on my own, Rosey,” he said, hitting the tabletop with the side of his hand, “but the three of you know things I don’t, same as Heriberto. He—”

      “What else did our father say?”

      “He filled me in on the role he played in Moira’s business. I knew he ran a, a hair salon—I didn’t know Moira sometimes asked him to obtain samples of hair from potential mates for her clients. Beyond that, he wasn’t part of the day-to-day operations of the shop.”

      “Did he say when he’d be back?” Alderose kicked at the table leg.

      I was uncomfortable with my father cutting and keeping Magicals’ hair without their permission, though Kostya’s information did shed some light on why my dad traveled so frequently to see to his out-of-town clients’ needs. “How did our mother do the actual matchmaking?”

      Kostya planted his elbows on his knees. “She required the client initiating the request to show up here, physically. Not by proxy, not via an animal familiar. In person. They had to fill out paperwork—real paperwork, not electronic—and leave a cash deposit.

      “Moira would create a profile on the client for her eyes only and collect a sample of their hair. I assume she used the hair for making charms or working spells. Heriberto didn’t go into specific detail on your mother’s techniques.”

      I blew out a low whistle. “This wasn’t a bunch of hopeful moms and aunties sitting around gossiping—this was a…a business.”

      “A very successful business,” Kostya said. “Your dad said Moira made good money because she made good matches.” He extended his arm toward one of the candles and let the wax drizzle down his finger. “Turns out my mother was one of her last clients.”

      “Your mother’s married.”

      The demon snorted softly. “My mother wants to see her bloodline continue. She wants to play with demon grandbabies. She wants—”

      I could see the light bulb going on in Beryl’s head. “Your mother wanted our mother to find a mate for you?” she asked.

      “Me and my brothers,” he said, rolling the softened wax between his fingertips. “I’m thirty-four, Laszlo’s thirty-eight, and Ivan’s, like, thirty-one. My mother’s upset that none of us is adhering to her mate-finding and heir-producing timeline.”

      “Your mother’s scary.” I’d met the demoness twice. She was nearly as tall as Kostya and every bit as formidable. Kostya’s father was a cream puff who doted on his wife and adored their sons.

      “If the three of you could work together, I bet you’d be able to figure out how your mother did what she did and complete her outstanding commitments. Then you could decide if you wanted to formally close the business, or—”

      I glared at Kostya. His comment annoyed me. It’s not that Alderose, Beryl, and I couldn’t work together; it was more that we hadn’t tried to synchronize our magical talents in a long time. A very long time. And the last time we made a concerted, coordinated effort to help our mother with her various projects, we had Serena around. She would spend her weekends patiently unknotting or detangling every mess we made of the sewing and needlework Mom assigned us.

      “We have lives, you know,” Alderose muttered. “Jobs. Homes. Responsibilities. A girlfriend.”

      “And a dog,” I added. I’d left my husky, Sitka, in Vancouver in the care of a group of pet-sitting shifters. Knowing she was well cared for meant I might be more willing to stay in Northampton longer. Especially if I could enlist the help of a professional witch with an inside track on our family’s magic. Putting in a plug for my current Life Plan, I added, “I think we should ask Aunt Maritza for help.”

      “Why do we need Tía to deal with all of this”—Alderose waved her hand in the vague direction of the shelves to either side of us—“stuff?”

      “Because Mom was her sister, because they’re both Binders, because she’s a professor at a university for Magicals in Toronto.” I paused to inhale and get a handle on my rising upset. Enrolling our aunt in our predicament would be the perfect way to reintroduce myself. Though resolving my mother’s unfinished business would likely take precedence over my ongoing problem with spontaneous visions of other peoples’ pasts. “And because I’m tired of feeling like I’ve missed out on entire chapters of my education in witchcraft because of the way we all just…just blew away from each other after Mom died.”

      “Then we should have Dad’s help too. And Uncle Malvyn’s, him being the Enforcer and all. He’d get this figured out in a flash,” Beryl said, snapping her fingers for emphasis.

      I got dramatic—I couldn’t help myself—and rolled my eyes. I might have added a huff. Kostya broke in. “When I spoke with your uncle, he assured me he can be here on short notice if we need him. And that he trusts me to handle the investigation.”

      “Is it possible one of her clients killed Mom?” I asked. “And then killed Serena?”

      Kostya wobbled his hand. When he reached for his badge, Beryl smacked her hand over his. “Or what about those customers who used to come in here to gossip and drink Mom’s tea? Could any of them have been involved?” she asked. “Either with helping Mom, or—” My sister’s shoulders sagged into a slump.

      “I don’t know, which is why I’m here and why I’m asking the three of you to stay,” Kostya said, sliding his billfold to the edge of the table. “And why I’m all in favor of inviting your aunt to join us.”

      “Any other reasons why you want us to stay?” Go me, always the little one poking the big bear. Before Kostya could answer, the plate-glass windows shuddered. The demon pushed out of the wingback chair and whirled to face the front of the store.

      Rain streaked sideways, flickering like a school of manic fish under the glow of the streetlamps. The weather had ramped up since we’d opened the champagne.

      “Crap.” Alderose’s usually confident voice hushed at the sight. She rounded the table and jogged to the door, then turned an annoyed face to me and Beryl. “Either of you know there was a nor’easter coming? I’m supposed to leave tomorrow from the portal in Boston and this is going to make the turnpike totally craptastic.”

      I shook my head. Checking a weather app for the two-hour drive back to the city hadn’t even crossed my mind. Once we finished at the lawyer’s office, we’d piled into Alderose’s rental car for the drive to the shop. I hadn’t done much in terms of planning for the weekend beyond assuming we’d be inside the shop more than a few hours and that one of my sisters would have secured a hotel room where I could crash. Then Kostya had showed up and now everything was topsy-turvy.

      The lights over the cutting table fizzled and popped before they gave out.

      “We’re spending the night here, aren’t we?” I asked.

      “Looks like we’re stuck for a while,” said Kostya. “At least until the wind settles.”

      “Not if I can help it.” Beryl swirled and launched herself toward the back of the store, the tip of her pocket wand lighting the way. “There’s an umbrella in the office. I’ll get Rosey’s car. The hotel’s holding a reservation for me. We can settle in, watch a movie, finish the champagne and dessert, and come back tomo—”

      What sounded like a shovelful of gravel slammed against the windows. Beryl squeaked.

      “Is it sleeting now?” Alderose asked. “My pants are going to get ruined in this weather.”

      Ever-practical Beryl’s solution to our sister’s whining was to inform her there was a box of black plastic trash bags in the bathroom and that Alderose could wear one over her legs.

      My ears had perked up at Beryl’s plan. Hotel Northampton had a swank factor I loved as a little girl. With the chill settling in, I was in full support of cozying up in Beryl’s room. I was about to chime in with my vote when something outside caught my attention.

      Beyond the front of the store, two orange dots wavered from the depths of the pewter-colored light. As the dots crossed the street, they paused to let a flyaway umbrella pass, then stopped in front of the shop’s door. I shuffled closer to Kostya.

      A being with glowing orbs for eyes, cloaked in coal-black rainwear, raised its arms. Its reach out-spanned Kostya’s. One hand pushed the slicker’s hood back while the other rattled the door handle.

      Beryl squirmed against me and whispered, “Who is that? They must be a hella powerful Magical. I know my cloaking spells work.”

      Kostya shoved us behind him. Now that the figure was at the window, I could see that what I thought were eyes were actually aviator goggles fitted with side shields. The being pushed the goggles to his forehead and rapped his knuckles against the glass.

      “Is it waving at us?” Alderose leaned forward from the waist, then swiveled her shoulders. “It’s waving at us. Like it expects us to know who it is.”

      The repeated tapping and waving drew Kostya toward the door. Within two steps, he’d fired up one hand—literally; he was a fire demon and could conjure the element at will—and flicked his wrist. The coiled metal cuff he wore transformed into a slender whip that crackled and spat like fireworks.

      “Identify yourself,” he bellowed.

      The being on the other side of the door showed both palms before pulling an ID badge on a chain out from underneath his shirt. Whatever they pressed to the glass brought Kostya off high alert. He doused his flames, snapped the whip back onto his wrist, and unlocked the door.

      “Thank you for letting me in without prior notice,” the very tall, bald, deep-voiced visitor said. “My name is Alabastair Nekrosine. I was sent by Maritza Brodeur. Your aunt.” He waited. The drops of sleet quivering on his shoulders began to melt while Kostya studied the identification card and punched at his phone. Satisfied with whatever information lit up the screen, he passed the badge to Alderose. Beryl and I gathered close.

      The ID had been provided by the same agency as Kostya’s.

      “You’re a necromancer,” I said, appraising the clean-shaven visitor in the black mock turtleneck. Within seconds, he’d gone from being frightening to being an object of interest.

      “I am,” he said. His pale gray eyes crinkled at the corners as he attempted a smile. “I am also Maritza’s apprentice. And her partner. Her romantic partner.”

      “What’re you doing here?”

      “Your aunt tasked me with the safekeeping and delivery of a magical object.” Alabastair unzipped a pocket on the inside of his waterproof cloak and withdrew a gold ring. The dull, oblong emerald sitting atop the band thrummed with magic. My mother’s magic. Even the threads outside the door recognized her magical signature. They pulsed with a matching shade of green before turning invisible again.

      The necromancer offered the ring to each of us in turn but only Kostya was brave—or foolish—enough to take it without further explanation.

      “Do you feel that?” I directed my question to my sisters. They pressed even closer and nodded.

      Beryl noted, “This belonged to Mom.”

      “You are correct. Your aunt came into possession of it this summer. The ring now belongs to you.” He extended his arm to Kostya, pinched the gold band between his thumb and forefinger, and offered it to Alderose. “Your father, Heriberto, insisted that this ring is the key.”

      “The key to what?”

      “He…” Alabastair’s pale skin took on a grayish cast. “He did not say. By the time I was able to circle back to ask him for more information, he’d disappeared—as had your mother’s ghost.”

      “Mom is a ghost?” Alderose sat down heavily, barely catching the edge of the stool as Beryl shot up to standing, sputtering, “Wait, you met our father? Why is everybody getting time with our father and we’re getting the silent treatment?”

      Alabastair looked confused by Beryl’s outburst. “Might I take a seat? I think I should start at the beginning rather than give you the background on the ring piecemeal.”

      “Please, sit.” My hands shook as I draped Alabastair’s outerwear over an unoccupied chair in the alcove. Kostya brought a third seat to the table.

      “This past July twenty-first was a day I will never forget.” Alderose returned from the office with another cup and offered Alabastair champagne. He accepted. “I arrived in British Columbia that morning, ready to meet Maritza for the first time and begin my apprenticeship with her.”

      He took a sip of champagne. “A rather eventful dinner—at which I also met your uncle; his husband, James; your cousin; and your grandparents—was topped by the appearance of Heriberto del Valle. Apparently, your father arrived at Malvyn’s home determined to die.”

      The three of us gasped in unison. “What?”

      Alabastair nodded and held up both hands, palms forward. “As it was explained to me, Heriberto had showed up at your uncle’s home on the anniversary of Moira’s passing every year, intending to end his life. He was convinced that either Malvyn or Maritza had the ability to reunite him with your mother in her ghostly form—Maritza is a necromancer as I am sure you know—and every year, either Malvyn or Maritza revived him using magical means.

      “I take it this inability to successfully cross over was upsetting to Heriberto and contributed to why he seemed so assured of victory this year. He knew an individual—such as your aunt—may perform a resuscitation on another being up to three times. After that…” Alabastair shrugged his shoulders.

      “So, what happened?” Kostya and the three of us leaned into Alabastair’s riveting story. I didn’t think he knew just how much light he was shedding on our parents’ lives and the magic we’d inherited.

      “Because the Nekrosines are known for their innovation in the realm of necromantic techniques, I performed one of my family’s patented resuscitations on Heriberto. With Maritza’s and Malvyn’s permission,” he clarified. “Afterward, while your father was recovering and regaining his strength, your mother’s ghost manifested for the very first time.”

      He paused, then added, “It is my understanding that as skilled as your aunt is at conjuring and speaking with the dead, her sister had never once appeared to her.”

      My mom had never appeared to me either. But now I had to wonder if some of the visions I had been having belonged to her memories. I had no idea how to begin to approach verifying that idea. “What did Mom have to say?” I asked.

      Alabastair shook his head, his downcast eyes going mournful. “We may never know. Maritza and I left the two of them together, and the next morning they were gone.”

      “How did you get this?” Alderose asked, holding the emerald in front of the candle’s flame.

      “Heriberto presented the ring to me after the resuscitation, during one of his more lucid moments, and before Moira’s ghost entered the picture. Maritza and I had been discussing what to do with it when word of Serena’s passing arrived. Mari immediately tasked me with delivering the ring to the three of you.”

      “Do you know if Serena had the ring at any point?”

      Alabastair shook his head. “The provenance of this magical object is a mystery. If any of you can reach your father, perhaps he would be more forthcoming with—”

      “Excuse me for interrupting, Alabastair, but did you travel here with anyone?” Kostya placed his hand on the necromancer’s shoulder and turned him to face the door. “Because it looks like we have more company.”

      Wind and rain rattled the windows in their frames. Another dark gray, human-looking form hovered over the sidewalk, holding its arms away from its body. Lengths of shredded clothing flailed in the wind, and clouds and a rainspout spiraled in ragged figure-eights around and between its legs.

      The figure advanced toward the shop, bringing the swirling storm with it. None of us moved, even as the being came close enough that its tattered, water-soaked garments slapped the windows.

      “It’s like being stuck in one of those car washes with the giant brushes,” I whispered. I was pretty sure we weren’t being visited by one of the dead. I would have felt it, the way I always had. But there was thick glass and a wall of water between me and whoever was out there, so I couldn’t be entirely sure.

      “I suspect it’s one of your mother’s customers, come to collect,” Alabastair said.

      “Or ask for a refund,” Beryl joked under her breath. “What do we do?”

      The necromancer cleared his throat. “Your aunt has made it abundantly clear it is not my place to step between a Brodeur witch—or three—and a potential problem. That said, I am more than willing to assist if asked.”

      “I’m with Alabastair,” said Kostya. “I’ll support however you decide to handle this, though—”

      “Handle this? I’m not going out there.” Alderose’s voice barely registered above the noise from the water pelting the windows.

      My gaze shot to the top section of the door. The web of threads was beaded with drops of water and glowing golden yellow.

      Caution. “I’ll do it.”

      “Clemmie, did you even hear what the necromancer said?” Beryl asked. “He saw Mom’s ghost. He saw Dad, who gave him a ring and a cryptic message. It’s like we’ve stepped into a Netflix special. Next thing you know, the three of us will be given an impossible mission to solve in a ridiculously short amount of time. With no food.”

      The storm battering the shop suddenly paused. Large teardrops of water in shades of granite, jade, and onyx hung motionless in the air. The floating being landed on its feet, held up one hand with fingers spread wide, and began to move its lips.

      One, they mouthed, crossing their thumb over their palm.

      Two. The pointer finger was next. Three was forming on its lips when I nudged aside my sisters and ducked around Kostya.

      “Wait,” I said, waving. “Wait!”

      The demon grabbed at my wrist. I wriggled away. “No, it’s okay, Kostya. I got this.” I unlocked the door, pushed it open, and offered a tight smile for our first customer. “Welcome to Needles and Sins. I’m Clementine Brodeur. May I help you?”

      The previously suspended drops hit the slanted bit of pavement, holding their shape like liquid mercury as they flowed toward our guest and reconvened around his ankles. Vehicles passed in both directions, shooting arcs of frothy water into the air.

      The magical being standing in front of me was male. Older, with features carved from granite and dreadlocks pulled back from his face. Lightning arced across his fingertips. Up close, the outer garment that had appeared shredded proved to be dense, dark clouds. Long strips continued to circle around his legs and torso.

      My first encounter with an elemental water mage was going swimmingly.

      “I saw light in the windows. Finally. I would like to speak with Moira Brodeur.”

      “Moira is no longer with us.”

      He inched closer, pulling the water and clouds with him. “Then I would speak with her replacement.”

      “Her replacement—” I said, stuttering. “Her replacement is no longer with us either.” I tensed the muscles in my legs, anchoring myself against the mage’s aqueous pull.

      “Then who among you will find my beloved?” The mage paused. The strength of his pull lessened. Behind him, a vague figure emerged, covered in threads of pearly mist. She was small, with one skinny braid cascading over each shoulder and a trio of scallop shells fanning across her forehead. She dissipated into a bank of fog before I could say anything.

      “A long time ago, I paid a lot of money to a witch who assured me she would find my beloved. How many more witches do I have to go through before I am given a capable replacement?”

      The threat-laced tone in the mage’s voice startled me into a sharp retort. “The witch you are referring to was my mother, and she’s been dead for seven years.”

      He took half a step and fumbled at the back of his neck. The cloth of his pants absorbed the clouds circling his legs. “Then who has assumed responsibility for her contracts?”

      When Beryl and Alderose rose from their seats and stepped to either side of me, I couldn’t fault the being in the doorway for smirking. Between the three of us, Alderose’s winged eyeliner and leather getup were the only signal flags of possible of bad-assery on display. “I guess this is it,” she muttered under her breath.

      Linking our fingers, we answered the mage, in unison. “We have.”

      My belly tightened in reaction to the commitment we had just made. Beryl kept the insanity going by asking the mage if he wanted to join us inside the shop.

      “The rules of hospitality dictate no harm shall come to you once you enter,” she reminded us all. “Those same rules mean you cannot use force against us under our own roof. At the very least, we need to know your name and the details of the contract you made with our mother in order to be at all helpful.”

      The mage’s gaze lingered on me. I dropped what was left of my bravado and allowed him to see my desire to make this right. He gave a tight nod. The three of us stepped back, giving him room to cross the threshold to our mother’s shop.

      Kostya directed the water mage to the head of the cutting table. Beryl pulled a stool to one side, and I tugged mine closer to the other. She withdrew a tablet from her messenger bag, woke the device, and opened a new document. “Let’s begin with your name, as well as whatever details you can recall from when you first engaged our mother’s services.”

      “My name is Rémy.” He lifted the champagne bottle and tilted it toward the flickering light coming from the candles. “Rémy Ruisseau, and I will take a glass of this.”

      Alderose volunteered to procure another cup. Rémy looked at Beryl, then at me. “You three resemble your mother. Who are your companions?”

      Kostya and Alabastair introduced themselves, making it a point to display their badges. Alderose poured more champagne.

      “I came to Moira Brodeur in search of my partner, my…my beloved. She assured me she would be found.”

      “Could you describe that process to us?” I asked. Our utter lack of knowledge about our mother’s methods meant we had to start at the beginning. Even if starting at the beginning meant irritating a powerful mage.

      “I came here, and she interviewed me.”

      Kostya placed his fingertips on the table and asked, “Where, exactly, did you meet Moira?”

      Rémy tilted his head. “I am confused by your question.”

      “Did you meet her here”—I swept my arm around the darkened room—“or in some other space?”

      “Ah, I understand.” He pointed at the front door. Silvery shapes swirled around and around the base of his finger. “I walked in through there, your mother greeted me from”—he twisted in the chair and indicated the counter area—“there. She put another woman in charge of the shop and escorted me into her office.”

      “Would you mind showing us her office?”

      He lifted one eyebrow and drained his cup of champagne. “Follow me.”

      Barefooted, with serpentine rings encircling his toes and chains connecting them to more rings around his ankles, he wound around the tables and wavered before stopping in front of the office door.

      The power came back on as I drew the door toward me. One overhead light illuminated the cramped, rectangular space. Rémy moved me to the side and entered. “This does not look like the room where we met,” he said, turning in a circle and gazing upward. “I recall seeing the sky and looking across rooftops. There were chandeliers. Four of them. Blazing with light.”

      Beryl, Kostya, Alderose, and Alabastair offered their affirmation that the closet-like office would barely accommodate two bodies, let alone four chandeliers. Rémy motioned for everyone to back away from the room. “Give me space to work. Allow me to recall the details of that day. Perhaps my memories hold information you can use.” He looped a finger through one of the myriad chains around his neck and lifted one holding a glass vial. He unscrewed the top and reached for the back of his neck. Bringing forward a slender, intricate braid, he dipped the tip into the vial and used his hair like a paintbrush. As he drew lines in the air, he chanted an invocation to Mnemosyne.

      I sucked in a breath as the ghostly imprint of my mother’s hand appeared on the door to the office. The emerald and gold ring circled her middle finger.

      “The key,” Alabastair whispered.

      “Silence.” Rémy dipped the braid into the vial again and again, moving closer to the actual door. The second image repeated the first, only this time my mother’s hand was pressed against the wall. She had twisted the ring. We couldn’t see the emerald. The third image showed a flat metal plate with a small hole at its center and no latch.

      “I assume one of you possesses a ring like that?” Rémy asked.

      “Yes.” Alderose slipped the thick gold band onto her middle finger, faced the nearest wall within the office, and held her hand in the same position. She swayed back and forth, mimicking our mother’s movements. We held our breath, hoping for something concrete to appear.

      “Keep trying,” Alabastair said. He wiggled the thumbtack holding an outdated calendar to the wall and set to work removing the few other notes curling away from the grime-streaked paint. He and Kostya lifted the desk and carried it out of the office, giving Alderose more room to move.

      She lifted her arm, hovered her hand, and whispered, “Bingo.”

      A door-sized section of the wall slid away. A narrow set of wood stairs led upward, and sconces set into the walls began to glow.

      Kostya followed Alderose. Rémy stepped forward next, then Beryl, and me. Alabastair took up the rear. Ten steps up, we came to a switchback landing. Ten more steps brought us to the second floor, and the double doors to my parents’ apartment. I pressed my hand against the wall. Cold seeped from the horsehair plaster.

      “Keep going,” said Rémy, “to the third floor.”

      The paneled walls of the final landing were stained the color of tobacco juice. Centered on the only door was the tarnished brass plate we had seen earlier. It was easily twelve inches high and six inches wide with a hole in the center.

      “The ring is the key.” Alabastair’s deep bass startled me off the step. He caught my shoulders, apologized, and added for everyone’s benefit, “Try putting the ring in the keyhole, Alderose.”

      With four bodies ahead of me, I didn’t see what happened next, only felt the collective intake of breath as the door swung open into a cavernous room and the ceiling burst into light.
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      No one moved.

      “What do you see?” Beryl asked the question on the tip of my tongue. Before Alderose could answer, the rest of us flowed through the doorway to see my mother’s real office for ourselves.

      “This is it,” Rémy said. “The furniture, the lights, the tables, everything.”

      Alderose gave a low whistle as she gazed upward and turned in a circle. “The ceiling in here must be eighteen, twenty feet high.”

      It looked like we had entered a couturier’s workroom. Chandeliers illuminated the four quadrants of the loft-like space. Headless dressmaker’s dummies were scattered about. If I had the ability to animate the mannequins and get them to speak, I’d start with the one in the intricate, black lace bustier.

      I took a few steps farther into the room and sniffed. Underneath the musty air were the scents of old wood, cloth, and the oil my mother used on her scissors and sewing machines. The walls were lined with shelving units packed with bolts of fabric and neatly ordered spools of thread.

      A long, low table designated the hat-making area. Narrow shelves above the table held hat forms and dummy heads. On the opposite side of the room, shoe lasts were lined up along one of the larger shelves. Underneath, hanging from hooks, were slopers, pattern pieces cut from stiff paper, which I remembered from one of my mother’s impromptu clothing-design lessons.

      I looked around again. If an outsider wanted to judge my mother by the retail space on the ground floor, they could have easily assumed she was a romance-reading dilettante who dabbled in an array of needlework techniques.

      In this space, serious design and fabrication was taking place. Which only made me miss her and everything she could have taught me—us—even more. Seeing this workroom also begged important questions. Was our mother intending to bring us into the family business? Could she have been surreptitiously imparting her methods on her daughters from the time she first opened the door to Needles and Sins? If so, how we were going to separate her keep-the-girls-busy tasks from her teach-the-girls-to-become-matchmaker tasks?

      Those questions were too much to contemplate within the isolation of my own head. Plus, the more immediate task ahead of us was to hear out Rémy Ruisseau. A quick glance showed he was as curious about the contents of the room as the rest of us. I decided a couple more minutes spent cataloguing my mother’s workroom was fine and would help keep my emotions on an even keel.

      The general layout was the same as the ground floor. The wall facing the public parking lot in back had one window and the side walls had none, as the neighboring buildings were built right up against one another. The wall fronting the street had four windows. They were large and unadorned except for more grime.

      A massive desk, set at an angle and facing into the room, anchored the front, right-hand corner. As everyone continued to migrate toward whatever caught their interest, I sniffed at the air again. Fresh petrichor filled my nostrils, followed quickly by the faintest scent of dried blood, bird shit, and—

      “I smell death,” I said under my breath. Alabastair pivoted and was beside me in a flash.

      “Where?” he asked, concern flattening his pale eyebrows. I flared my nostrils, half closed my eyes, and let my magic—my ability to connect to moments from other peoples’ pasts—guide me. Turning slowly, I stopped when I faced the rear wall. The door we’d entered through sat to the right of center. Brown-edged water stains marred the repetitive floral pattern of the Arts and Crafts wallpaper.

      “Here,” I said, moving toward the shadowy, left-hand corner. I was drawn to the wall’s sole window. I swept my gaze upward and located the source of the rain-scented air. Much of the upper pane of glass was missing. Flecks of silvery-white bird droppings streaked the lower pane. The windowsill was caked with guano, along with a few curling, pale white feathers.

      “Looks like some kind of bird has been living here,” I said. Turning on my heel, I quickly perused the other walls. They were free of splotches. I stepped closer to the back wall and noted the staining began about a third of the way up. There was a reddish cast to these stains. Flakes lifted away in spots, like the edges of dead rose petals. I all but did a face-plant against a particularly thick spot when I realized my nose was an inch away from a patch of dried blood.

      I faltered, stumbling backward onto Alabastair’s foot. “Breathe,” he said, steadying my upper arms, “and sit down. Let me help you.”

      My legs gave out. The necromancer helped me to the floor until I was lying on my side. From a distance, I could see the entire back wall if I squinted slightly. Magical threads, thin and pearlescent white, quivered around one splat in particular as though they were trying to show me something. A meter high, the irregular shape had been left by something large and bloodied where it hit the wall.

      Mom?

      A wave of nausea sent me rolling away from the unfolding scene. My face met the hem of Alabastair’s cloak. He crouched, which made the cloak puddle on the floor, creating a tent. I wanted to pull the lush, heavy fabric around me and burrow deeper.

      “Clementine, can you sense the dead?” he asked.

      I grabbed the velvet and pressed it to my eyes. I was about to put into words something I’d never shared with anyone. Lucky Alabastair. “I can sense things that happened in the past. It’s like there’re these loops in my head. Loops and loops of gossamer threads—story threads—with clusters of tiny, tiny knots. I tend to get lost in the knots.”

      Loosening my grip, I rolled

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/social-goodreads-screen.png





OEBPS/images/social-facebook-screen.png





OEBPS/images/vellum-created.png





OEBPS/images/break-rule-gradient-screen.png





OEBPS/images/sisterwitches_book1_ebook.jpg
CORALIE MOSS

BLESSED

THRICE CURSED?





OEBPS/images/pinkmoonbooks_logo_final_color.jpg





OEBPS/images/sisterwitches_boxset1.jpg
—
&
A
a
-
v
o)
g
A
L
v
~
o
x
o)
v
~
Z

AALHOAVA SAALVH dVIAVOS dAHID

SHNIT NOWAQ

AASAND ADIAH]T, AdASSH I AONQO






OEBPS/images/social-bookbub-screen.png





