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        Secrets broke her heart... and have now come back from the grave to haunt her.

      

      

      So far, Lorna Addams’ forties are not what she expected. After a very public embarrassment, she finds it difficult to trust her judgment when it comes to new friendships and dating. She might be willing to give love a second chance when she meets the attractive William Warrick, if only she could come to terms with what her husband did to her and leave it in the past.

      How is a humiliated empty nest widow supposed to move on with her life? It’s not like she can develop a sixth sense, séance her ex back, force him to tell her why and give her closure. Or can she?
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      Being an author in my 40s, I am thrilled to be a part of this Paranormal Women’s Fiction #PWF project. Older women kick ass. We know things. We’ve been there. We are worthy of our own literature category. We also have our own set of issues that we face—empty nests, widows, divorces, menopause, health concerns, etc—and these issues deserve to be addressed and embraced in fiction.

      Growing older is a real part of life. Women friendships matter. Women matter. Our thoughts and feelings matter.

      If you love this project as much as I do, be sure to spread the word to all your reader friends and let the vendors where you buy your books know you want to see a special category listing on their sites for 40+ heroines in Paranormal Women’s Fiction and Romance.

      Happy Reading!

      Michelle M. Pillow
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      “The perfect combination of spine-tingling magic, paranormal fun, and the strength of female friendships. Michelle M. Pillow delivers an emotionally powerful, must-have read.” - K.F. Breene, Wall Street Journal, USA TODAY, and Washington Post Bestselling Author

      

      “Michelle M. Pillow brings us yet another hilariously touching story, this one set in the world of paranormal women’s fiction, and you won’t want to put it down. I know I didn’t! Then again, she had me at séance.” - NY Times Bestselling Author Darynda Jones

      

      "When the past and the present merge…awesome author Michelle Pillow brings secrets from the grave and other things that go bump in the night into a fantastic story of second chances in the second act of life." - Jana DeLeon, NY Times, USA TODAY, & Wall Street Journal Bestselling Author

      

      "Second Chance Magic starts with a bang and does not slow down! It’s a beautifully written story of starting over and finding your inner power. Highly recommended." - Elizabeth Hunter, USA TODAY Bestselling Author

      

      "Michelle M. Pillow's Second Chance Magic proves that sometimes all it takes to get a second chance after a massive betrayal, is a little luck, a lot of magic, and the help of your best friends." - Mandy M. Roth, NY Times & USA TODAY Bestselling Author

      

      “Michelle M. Pillow's Second Chance Magic is full of delicious secrets! What's not a secret is how much you're going to love this book and this heroine. I'll take book two now!” - Kristen Painter, USA TODAY Bestselling Author

      

      “Delightfully heartfelt and filled with emotion. Psychic powers, newly discovered magic, and a troublesome ex who comes back from the grave. Michelle M. Pillow delivers a wonderfully humorous start to a new paranormal women's fiction romance series.” - Robyn Peterman, NY Times and USA TODAY Bestselling Author

      

      "Second Chance Magic is full of heart and everything I love in a paranormal tale. Great friends, second chances, and physic powers... what's not to love?" - Deanna Chase, NY Times and USA TODAY Bestselling Author

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER ONE


          

          NICKERSON, VERMONT

        

      

    

    
      This was not where Lorna Addams wanted to be. Tears filled her eyes and she was afraid to look down, so instead she stared at a flower arrangement. Her hand rested on top of satin and the smooth texture slid against the wood underneath.

      “I’m sorry for your loss.”

      Lorna nodded, not seeing who spoke. She wished people would stop saying that. They meant well, but she didn’t want to hear it.

      At the sound of murmuring voices, she turned toward the gathering crowd. The funeral home continued to fill as people came to pay their respects to her dead husband. She only recognized about half of them but assumed the expensively dressed men and women knew Glenn from work. Her husband had a few nice suits but he wasn’t—hadn’t been—pretentious. Not like this crowd. He had liked to keep his home life away from his job. He called his family his oasis.

      Why were these people even invited? If Lorna had been in charge of the arrangements and not a trustee, she would have kept the event for family and close friends only.

      “I’m so sorry for your loss.” Jackie, her cousin, forced a hug on her. Lorna stood still, letting it happen as she counted the seconds until she was released.

      Over Jackie’s shoulder, Lorna glanced toward the front row of seats where Nicholas, Jacob, and Jennifer huddled together. Though they were all technically adults, they’d always be her babies. Jennifer’s dark head rested against her twin’s shoulder, trembling as Jacob tried to comfort her. It broke Lorna’s heart to see her strong daughter brought to such sorrow. Jacob’s lips were pressed tight and he had been staring at the same spot on the floor for nearly an hour. The two had always been close. They even planned on starting at the same college in the fall.

      Nicholas, the oldest, looked the most like his father, reminding Lorna of when she’d first met Glenn. He was almost finished with his undergraduate degree in accounting. He should have been at his summer internship, not here. None of them should have been here.

      Jackie finally let go as she made a bit of a scene, gasping and sobbing. Lorna wanted to remind her cousin that they weren’t close. Jackie barely knew Glenn. The last time they’d seen each other had been nearly five years ago at a family reunion.

      Some people appeared to glide through life—an average family, quiet dramas, envious paths. Their struggles, though real to them, seemed small compared to those of the rest of the world. Their bads were never as bad, their goods consistent. They looked to have all the answers to happiness. That was Lorna’s life before this day—perfectly uneventful, no made-for-TV-drama. In fact, for long stretches, she would have admitted her life was even dull.

      She’d give anything for boring right now.

      Lorna finally forced her gaze to the casket. The funeral director had tried to tell her it would look like Glenn was sleeping. It didn’t.

      Lorna frowned. Glenn’s hair had been combed all wrong. He hated when his bangs were pulled forward. It matched a large portrait of her husband displayed near Glenn’s head. Lorna had never seen the picture before. In fact, she’d never seen the suit they’d put on him. It wasn’t the clothes she’d dropped off for him.

      Glenn had appointed a trustee he’d met through work to take care of all his funeral arrangements. Honestly, Lorna had been grateful not to have to make any of the decisions. But then, she’d assumed the trustee would make sure everything was perfect.

      She leaned forward to fix Glenn’s hair, brushing it back. There was nothing she could do about the portrait. It looked like it belonged on an ID badge from the consulting firm Glenn worked at.

      “How did you know my husband?”

      Lorna turned at the strange question. Her mind was in a fog and it was possible she’d misheard. The woman who spoke looked like she’d stepped off a movie set in her tight black dress and large-brim black hat. A veil covered her face, making it hard to see all of the details.

      Lorna glanced behind her to the chairs. She now recognized less than half the crowd. This lady clearly belonged with them. Who were these people? Lorna’s dress was shabbier by comparison and had come off a department store sales rack years ago. She didn’t have many reasons to wear black.

      Lorna stared numbly as the woman leaned over to smooth Glenn’s bangs down to match the photo. The large diamond of the lady’s ring begged people to look at her hand like a shiny distraction. Lorna glanced at the plain band on her finger.

      “Please, stop,” Lorna tried to lift her hand, but it didn’t feel as if it belonged to her body. Nothing felt real. “He hates his hair like that.”

      The woman pulled the veil over her head, away from her face. Her makeup was perfect, including the thick black lines around her eyes. If Lorna had put on makeup, she would have cried it off long before now.

      “How exactly did you know my husband?” the woman repeated, her tone annoyed as she directed a withering glare in Lorna’s direction.

      What was going on here? Was this a sick joke?

      Glenn had been her husband for twenty years. These were their children sitting in the front row. This tightness in her chest was a wife’s grief. This day was stressful enough and it was all she could do to stay upright. Who said such a thing to a grieving widow? Now? In front of the deceased’s three children?

      “That’s not funny,” Lorna whispered, not wanting to create a scene to upset her kids.

      “Omigod, you’re her, aren’t you? That’s why his funeral is in this dump of a town, and why the man handling the estate couldn’t look me in the eye? Glenn just had to get one last dig at me. You have some nerve showing up here.” This time the woman’s voice was louder. “Leave now or I will have you thrown out.”

      “I don’t know what your deal is, but—” Lorna instantly stopped talking when Jacob appeared next to her.

      “Mom, what’s wrong?” Jacob took a protective stance in front of her. Lorna wasn’t sure how to answer. To the other woman, he said, “I think you need to leave.”

      “What’s going on here? Cheryl, are you all right?” One of the tailored gentlemen appeared next to the lady.

      “No, Frank,” Cheryl hissed. “I need you to get Glenn’s mistress out of here before I scream. I can’t take much more. I swear to God I can’t.”

      Mistress? Lorna gasped at the insult. Jacob looked at her in confusion. Lorna wasn’t sure what to say to her son. How could she explain whatever this was? She didn’t understand it herself.

      Cheryl reached into her small clutch and pulled out a cigarette from a metal case. Frank automatically retrieved a lighter from his suit jacket and lit it for her.

      “Ma’am, you can’t smoke in here.” Mr. Wilkens, the owner of the funeral home, stepped forward to stop her.

      Cheryl blew smoke in his direction. “Shut up or I’ll have you fired. Can’t you see I’m grieving?”

      Mr. Wilkens glanced at Lorna in question but backed away from the hostile woman.

      “This is my mom, and that is her husband and my father,” Jacob stated, his tone condescending enough to match the woman’s. “I don’t know what kind of scam you’re trying to pull, lady, but it’s you who needs to leave. I won’t have you disrespecting my father’s memory, and I sure as hell will not stand for you upsetting my mother.”

      “Father?” Cheryl swayed on her feet, eyeing Jacob. She waved her cigarette toward Frank who instantly took it from her fingers. He wrapped his arm around her waist to hold her upright. “Did you say my husband fathered…”

      “He’s our father. Not your husband.” Jennifer appeared next to Jacob. She held her cellphone. To her twin, she said, “I’m calling the police.”

      Cheryl’s eyes landed on Nicholas and she visibly stiffened.

      “I think you should get your friend out of here, mister,” Jacob said to Frank. “I don’t know what kind of psychological issues she has going on, and I hope you get her help, but my parents have been happily married for twenty years.”

      “I’ve known Glenn since we were five. This is his wife, Cheryl. I think it’s you who better go,” Frank answered.

      “That young man looks just like Glenn.” Cheryl clutched Frank’s arm as she continued to stare at Nicholas.

      “We’ll get this sorted, Cheryl,” said Frank. “I’m sure it’s not true.”

      Lorna saw everyone staring at them. The conversation had become loud and they were being watched like reality television. Her friends and family looked on in pity and confusion. The strangers in their suits and fancy dresses watched with disdain, some shaking their heads as if she’d done something wrong.

      Under her breath, Cheryl said to Frank, “I don’t care how many illegitimate bastards Glenn has, they’re not getting a dime of my money.”

      “He’s my husband,” Lorna yelled. She’d had enough of this. “Mine!”

      “Make them go away,” Cheryl demanded just as loudly, “Get them out of here!”

      “He’s my…” A sharp pain erupted inside Lorna and she pressed her balled fist to her chest. At first she thought it was another wave of grief but, as she felt herself falling toward where Glenn’s body lay in the casket, the world spun into blackness. She didn’t try to fight it.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
CHAPTER TWO


          

          WARRICK THEATER, FREEWILD COVE, NORTH CAROLINA

        

      

    

    
      Three years later…

      Lorna watched the young ballerinas prance across the stage. This was only a rehearsal. What they lacked in talent they made up in pure enthusiasm. At six years old this was how dance should be—fun. Her only concern was whether one of the little tutu-wearing mice would bounce right off the edge.

      She sat alone in the back of the theater. It was a small venue with only a hundred and four seats, and had been set up for both live performances and movies. The gold and burgundy sponge-painted walls, art deco light fixtures, and paneled ceiling had been that way since long before she’d taken over the management of the building. She’d petitioned the city for updates, but only managed to acquire a used set of spotlights. Three of the eleven were broken. Lorna was sure the council had only given her that much funding as a way of shutting up the new woman in town.

      A plaque on the front of the building indicated the theater had been commissioned by local businesswoman and suspected witch Julia Warrick over a hundred years ago. The colorful description of the woman sounded more legend than fact. Apparently, she was part of the Spiritualist movement and had held séances in the theater to talk to the dead. People would travel hundreds of miles to go to one of her shows. Julia’s granddaughter, Heather Harrison, now owned the building and the old theater drew an entirely different kind of clientele.

      Lorna didn’t do this job because it would make her rich. She enjoyed the theater and the arts, but she didn’t do this job for passion, either. She didn’t live in a small apartment upstairs because she liked minimalism and walking to work.

      Lorna did this job because she recently turned forty-four and had reentered the workplace after an adult lifetime of raising children. Yes, she’d worked outside of the home over the years, but it wasn’t like corporate ladders were in abundant supply where she’d lived in a Vermont suburb.

      One of the ballerinas’ mouse ears was askew. The little girl reminded Lorna of Jennifer. Her daughter had always been more tomboy than ballerina and dance lessons had not lasted long. At the time, she’d thought life was so hectic, but in truth everything had been so simple, so innocent back then.

      Lorna found herself looking at her bare ring finger, rubbing the place the wedding band had been.

      It had broken her heart to see her children’s faces at the funeral when they’d discovered the truth. They felt as if their entire lives were a lie. She couldn’t blame them for that. Nor could she be angry when they’d questioned how she didn’t know sooner.

      How could she not know? That was what everyone asked.

      How could you not know he was married to someone else when you married him?

      She’d asked that same question of herself many times.

      Why didn’t you leave him? How could you stay?

      Marriage was forever. It was hard and took work. That was the lessons she’d grown up hearing and she had never seriously considered leaving him, even when she wasn’t happy.

      For twenty years she’d been married to a stranger. Every I love you, every kiss, every sweet moment had been a lie. How could a woman get past that kind of betrayal?

      “If I were you, I’d resurrect him just to kick him in the balls.”

      Lorna glanced up in surprise, by not only the answer to her unspoken question but the fact someone talked to her. The parents usually ignored her when they came in to watch the ballerinas unless they wanted a snack from the concession stand. “Excuse me?”

      The woman pinched her sunglasses between two fingers and gestured questioningly at the seat next to Lorna before sliding in uninvited. In a green A-line skirt and silk blouse, she wasn’t dressed like most of the mothers who’d come to drop off for rehearsal. Her dark brown eyes matched the color of her long wavy hair, and when she smiled it showed a row of perfectly straight white teeth.

      Why was this runway model talking to her anyway?

      Lorna suddenly felt underdressed in a pair of jeans and a blue flannel shirt. Though she had natural curves she’d managed to keep her weight under control through diet more than exercise. She tried to be inconspicuous as she smoothed back strands of her reddish-blonde hair and tucked the longer bangs behind her ears. The highlights were meant to frame her face, which was difficult when she kept pulling them back into a messy bun.

      The woman’s steady gaze indicated she was serious about her suggestion. “Your husband.”

      “I don’t understand.” Lorna frowned and reached to drop the wrench she held into the small toolbox by her foot. She shook the theater seat to make sure the bolt she’d tightened held firm. “I’m not married.”

      “I read all about it. If half of what they reported is true…” The woman let loose a low whistle and shook her head. “Did he really marry three other women besides you?”

      “No.” Lorna knew she should have been used to questions like this but talking about it still felt like a punch in the gut. She grabbed the tools, saying, “There were only two of us,” before walking the opposite direction through the row. The toolbox bumped against one of the seats, bouncing back into her knee. She grunted as pain radiated from her kneecap and bit her lip to keep from crying out. So much for a graceful exit.

      Lorna turned to go up the aisle toward the small office near the front of the theater. It would be a miracle if she weren’t limping for the next three days. She pushed through the curtains and emerged in the lobby, only to stop and rub her sore knee.

      The physical pain in her leg was less than the sharpness she felt in her chest at the mention of Glenn. Anger was preferable to shame, and she had a lot to be angry about. Although she had been thinking about him, she hadn’t been expecting someone else to mention him. In Vermont, she’d been used to the local gossip, but here people didn’t know her. That was part of the appeal of her new home. In Freewild Cove she had been invisible.

      Until today.

      If this woman knew about her marriage, it was only a matter of time before the story spread.

      “Hey, wait.” The woman appeared through the curtains on the other side of the concession stand. “I’m sorry. My mother always told me I needed to stop speaking before I think.”

      “It’s fine,” Lorna lied. What else could she say? Standing up for herself in this situation had not gone well in the past. She’d been mocked mercilessly on radio and talk shows. Even the people who had meant well couldn’t understand how she was duped for twenty years. Her intelligence had been called into question. One talk show host even proposed the only reason she’d missed her husband’s secret life was because she had been addicted to painkillers and alcohol.

      It wasn’t true. If anything Lorna drank more wine after his death, and never every day or in a way she’d consider a problem.

      Lorna turned to go to her office.

      “No, it’s not fine.” The woman hurried after her. “Please, let me try this again.”

      Lorna was forced to stop when the woman blocked her path.

      “Hi. I’m Vivien Stone. I already know you’re Lorna. I heard your story and had the strongest urge to introduce myself and I don’t know why I thought…” Vivien gave her a weak smile. “I’m an asshole.”

      “It’s fine. Really.” Lorna made a move to walk past her.

      “What if I promise this is the stupidest thing I’ll ever do over the course of our friendship?” Vivien insisted.

      Friendship? Lorna wasn’t sure how to answer, so she instead tried to dismiss her. “It’s nice to meet you, Vivien. I’m sorry I can’t talk now. I have to get back to work. You’re welcome to stay and watch the end of your kid’s rehearsal.”

      “I don’t have kids. I was looking for Heather but she wasn’t in her office. But you go. We’ll talk later. In fact, you should come out with us tonight for drinks. Heather and I have a standing reservation every Friday at the Blues House Tavern when I’m in town. Just us women, music, drinking, maybe even a little hexing.” Vivien held up her hand and slowly backed away. “Don’t say no. Just think about it. Tonight at eight o’clock. You don’t even have to talk. You can listen to me badmouth my ex-husband. He’s a lawyer and not the good kind, so you know I’ll have endless complaints to fill the silence.”

      Lorna found herself giving a bemused smile, unsure what to make of Vivien Stone. She wasn’t one for getting vibes off people, but she got a good one from this woman.

      Vivien pushed through the front door. She chose the only one with a digital bell and it dinged to mark her exit. She passed by the large front windows before disappearing down the sidewalk. The woman was odd, to be sure, but also strangely likable despite her rough introduction.

      Excited voices came from the theater, punctuated by stampeding feet. Two dozen pink mice filtered into the lobby. Several broke away for the restroom while the majority made a line at the concession stand. Lorna’s eyes went to the girl who reminded her of Jennifer. Her ears were gone and a loop of her hair had pulled out of a pigtail. She shook the nostalgia away as she went behind the counter to take their orders. Though she was the manager in title, Lorna was the only person working in the small, hometown theater so it also meant she was cashier, cleaner, and whatever else the owner needed her to be.

      “I’m sorry. We only serve humans here,” Lorna told the girls with a smile. They giggled, bouncing with enough energy to make anyone jealous. “I only see mice.”

      Several of the girls swiped their ears from their heads. Not much care was taken with the headpieces and their twenty-something dance instructors probably wouldn’t be too happy about it.

      “Popcorn with lots of butter!”

      “Hotdog, please.”

      “Can I have popcorn?”

      “I don’t know, can you?” a friend challenged.

      “May I have popcorn,” the mouse corrected her order.

      “Cotton candy!”

      The orders came out in a rush, and Lorna hurried to fulfill their haphazard requests.

      “Who’s going to pay for all this? You?” Lorna asked a mouse with curly brunette hair. Since arrangements for snacks had been paid for in advance, there was no actual bill.

      “Not me, Mrs. Addams,” the girl answered.

      “How about you, little mouse?”

      The redhead giggled and shook her head as she took a cotton candy. “Mice don’t have money. They have cheese.”

      “Then that will be five pieces of cheese, please,” Lorna said.

      “You’re really good with them.” Heather’s voice came from beside her. With all the commotion, Lorna hadn’t seen her approach.

      Not only did Heather own the building, which made her Lorna’s landlord and employer, but she also owned several properties around town. Heather seemed to be in a constant state of motion, moving from task to task, to job, to task, crossing them off a list on the small notebook she kept shoved in the back pocket of her blue jeans.

      To the mice, Heather said, “Good afternoon, girls. Are you ready for the show this weekend?”

      Heather received an array of shouted answers.

      The dance instructors called for order as they lined the girls next to the window to watch for their parents.

      “Do you miss having kids that age?” Heather asked, staring at the children. Her long brown hair was pulled partially up and left to fall down her back. Though pretty, the waves looked as if they’d naturally dried. Her down to earth nature was a stark contrast to Vivien’s carefully planned appearance. Lorna would not have automatically guessed the women were friends.

      “In theory, for like a second,” Lorna said. “Then I remember what it was like, the constant running around, pickups and drop-offs, birthday parties, school functions. I have two boys and a girl. They were always doing something and never at the same time or place. I don’t miss that kind of busy. All I wanted to do back then was light candles, run a hot bath, and read while being left alone. Then again, now I can do that every evening and I hardly ever bother.”

      Some of the parents started to arrive and children ran out to meet them.

      “How about you? Do you want kids?” Lorna asked.

      Heather stiffened, pausing on her way to pick a piece of rogue popcorn off the floor. Sad brown eyes glanced up and then away. The moment was short-lived, but Lorna detected Heather’s pain.

      “Did I say something wrong?” she asked.

      “I had a son. We lost him when he was ten.” Heather picked up the popcorn piece and threw it in the trash can. Before Lorna could think of the right thing to say, she added, “It’s okay. You couldn’t have known. It was almost ten years ago.”

      A decade might have passed, but Lorna could see the woman’s sorrow. Any mother could empathize with what it must have felt like—unimaginably awful. Now that Lorna knew, she saw how that might have made Heather the woman she was today—hardworking, focused, never talking about men or dating. She had a wicked sense of humor, the kind with wry, sarcastic undertones that belied a sharp mind and quick wit.

      Such loss would have brought a new kind of perspective, one which no parent should ever have to gain. Heather didn’t sweat the small things, didn’t dwell on inconsequential problems. She took care of what needed her attention and just kept moving forward.

      “I’m very sorry for your loss,” Lorna said.

      “Thanks.” Heather nodded but didn’t look like she wanted to discuss it further. She began straightening the items on the countertop.

      “I can take care of that,” Lorna said. “It’s why you hired me.”

      Heather nodded and stopped what she was doing.

      “Oh, I think a friend of yours was here looking for you.” Lorna tried to change the subject. “Vivien Stone?”

      Heather gave a small laugh. “You met Vivien? I hesitate to ask how that went.”

      “She was… nice,” Lorna managed. She glanced at the remaining children by the door.

      “Nice is one way to put it,” Heather said. “What did she say to you?”

      “Not a lot. She mentioned we were going to be friends.” Even though Heather had shared about her son, Lorna didn’t want to talk about the drama of losing her kinda-husband. Odds were Vivien would fill Heather in later if she didn’t already know.

      “Ever since we were girls, Viv has claimed she has psychic powers. No one ever believed her and she was teased mercilessly for it,” Heather said. “Sometimes I think she might be right. She is perceptive when it comes to people. It often makes her quick to jump into a conversation the other person doesn’t know they’re having. She means well though.”

      “So you’ve been friends for a long time?” Lorna began counting the popcorn containers to see how many she’d given out to the girls to update the inventory.

      “We have.” Heather smiled to herself. “We just found each other when she moved here in middle school and clicked. She was a wild child with hardly any supervision. Her grandmother raised her. I was a Warrick. To everyone in town that meant I came from a family of witches, which we weren’t. My mom liked the Warrick money, and hated the Warrick reputation. She did everything she could to counteract it. Vivien and I thought it was cool. I liked being special. In high school, we’d go into the woods or to the beach and used to try to cast spells together.”

      “Spells? Like magical-type spells?” Lorna lost track of her counting and had to start over.

      “Yeah, magic spells. We’d go to the different campsites and build fires, make up chants, and even once tried to boil a potion recipe in one of my mother’s stockpots. Mom was not impressed when she found the scorched metal in her kitchen cabinet. It was all in stupid fun.”

      “And your brother? William?” Lorna inquired.

      William Warrick. Lorna thought about the handsome man more than she should have. He’d caught her attention as someone she’d like to get to know… before she realized his connection to her boss.

      Heather didn’t readily answer the question. She knelt down and leaned her head close to the floor to examine the toe kick beneath the counter.

      Besides witchcraft and spellcasting, property management and construction work must have run in the Warrick blood. William worked as a contractor, building houses in a new development. He had the rugged hands-on appeal of a man who spent time outdoors doing manual labor.

      It didn’t matter that she found him attractive. Lorna had spoken to him several times and during each conversation she overthought every word that came out of her mouth. She doubted he thought about her at all.

      “What were you asking about my brother?” Heather asked as she stood back up.

      “Did he do spells with you?” Lorna realized she’d stopped partway through her stack of popcorn containers and had to start over yet again.

      Six. Six were missing. She wrote the number down.

      “William?” Heather laughed. “Oh, heck no. He thought we were crazy. He hates everything about that part of our family legend. William is always very logical and serious. He likes things you can see and touch.”

      “Vivien invited me out for drinks with you tonight,” Lorna said. “I don’t think I can make it. Please thank her for me, though.”

      “That’s too bad. It’s no hot bath and a book, but I think you’d have fun.” Heather fussed with the candy display inside the case, lining up the boxes. “Viv has been traveling through New Zealand and Australia for the last month. So she’ll want to talk about all her conquests—trails she hiked, zip-lining adventures, wild animals she petted, men she… petted.”

      Lorna felt a pang of jealousy. “I’m not looking for a relationship, but I do miss,” she lowered her voice, “petting.”

      She’d been with Glenn for so long that it was hard to imagine another man in her bed. How did a woman in her mid-forties start dating again? Apps? Social media? Speed dating at bars? None of those things felt like her scene. Flirting might as well have been a foreign language in which she was not fluent.

      Heather lowered her voice so no one else could hear her. “I’ll invite you the next time someone throws an adult toy party. It’s like buying candles, only not candles. You can purchase yourself plenty of new boyfriends. They’re quiet, and they’re fine when you lock them away in a drawer. They don’t make a mess. They’re dishwasher safe. They don’t care what you look like.” She gave another laugh. “They’ll even swat stuff out of the high shelf if you swing them hard enough. Just as good as the real thing.”

      “If they can take out the trash and change the lightbulbs, I’m sold,” Lorna teased.

      “I suppose you could ask it several times and it would never get done. That’s kind of the same thing,” Heather answered with a shrug.

      Lorna pressed her lips together to keep from laughing too loudly.

      “You okay?” Heather nodded toward where Lorna rubbed her knee.

      She hadn’t realized she’d been doing it. “Yeah, it’s fine. I banged it earlier with my toolbox when I was fixing that loose seat bolt.”

      “Speaking of fixing, that reminds me.” Heather pulled out her notebook and flipped it open to her current list. She grabbed a pen and spoke along as she wrote, “Glue theater loose toe kick.”

      “I can do that if you want,” Lorna said.

      “It’s fine. I have glue at home.” Heather stared at the list before crossing off a few items. “I need to check on those spotlights to see if I can’t get them working before the recital. Anything else you need me to look at while I’m here?”

      Lorna shook her head in denial. “Not that I can think of. The concessions order came today so as soon as the girls are gone, I’ll be in the storeroom unpacking.”

      “Sounds good. I’ll be in the theater on a ladder if you need me.” Heather shoved the notepad into her pocket and made her way past the curtain into the theater. Brighter lights came on, shining through a part in the thick red material. Lorna went to follow her to ask if she needed help with the ladder but stopped as Heather lifted her hand toward an empty seat and mumbled, “Hi, Grandma. How are you today?”

      Lorna dropped the curtain and returned to the lobby. The comment was strange, but no stranger than Lorna talking to herself when she was alone.

      Seeing the last of the girls leaving, she went to lock the entrance door with the digital bell. It was the only one that could have been opened from the outside. The rest had security handles, which were long metal bars across the front that allowed people to leave but not reenter.

      Lorna’s knee ached, and she decided she should probably check the damage and wrap it before going to the storeroom. Now that she was alone, she allowed herself to limp toward the door to her apartment. The stairs were located next to the office and she peeked inside to glance at the security monitors. The soft glow showed an empty lobby in an otherwise dark room. Thank goodness the workday was almost over.
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