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PRAISE FOR THE BOOKS OF 
#1 INTERNATIONAL 
BESTSELLING AUTHOR
KERK MURRAY





Since the Day We Wished


“I read it in one sitting! If you love small town romance with realistic characters, you need to read this. I already pre-ordered the next one.”— Reader Review



“That ending had me sobbing. Such a beautiful story about healing.”— Reader Review



“Loved every page. The Wishing Tree concept was so romantic and unique. Kerk Murray is an auto-buy author for me now.”— Reader Review



“I hope this gets made into a movie. So good!”— Reader Review



“Finally, a romance that handles grief with so well!”— Reader Review



“I want to live in Hadley Cove! Phil’s Diner need to be real.”— Reader Review



“Not your typical romance. I loved how the story dealt with real life issues in a relatable way. I felt like I was there side by side experiencing everything with the characters.”— Reader Review



“Read it twice already this week. It’s the perfect comfort read.”— Reader Review



“The writing pulled me right in. I found myself cheering for the Katie and Sam multiple times. Also, seeing some of the side characters from the previous books in the series was great!”— Reader Review



Since the Day We Kissed


“This is the first romance I’ve read written by a male and won’t be my last by this author. His take on romance was surprisingly insightful—you can’t help but cheer for Kara and Ethan.”— Reader Review



“The best story in the series by far!”— Reader Review



“I can’t wait to read more Kerk Murray books! He’s my favorite new-to-me author.”— Reader Review



Since the Day We Fell


“Hadley Cove feels like a character in itself. It’s a place that feels both real and magical and one that I never want to leave.”— Reader Review



“Kerk has a gift for capturing the nuances of human emotion. I found myself stopping to highlight several passages.”— Reader Review



“I’ve been a fan of Kerk’s work since Pawprints On Our Hearts, and Since the Day We Fell did not disappoint.”— Reader Review



Since the Day We Danced


“Murray’s writing is simply gorgeous.”— The Book Commentary



“An emotional rollercoaster that will make you fall in love with love all over again.” — Reader Review



“A beautiful escapist Nicholas Sparks type romance.”— Reader Review



Pawprints On Our Hearts


“Animal lovers will feel connected to Murray’s almost spiritual awakening and admire his devotion to following his heart, even in the face of tremendous sacrifice. This touching memoir overflows with intense emotion.”— Booklife by Publishers Weekly



“A deeply moving memoir... one of the best books that capture the connection between human beings and dogs... Pawprints on Our Hearts inspires a love for animals while exploring the painful edges of the human heart in need of love and healing.”— The Book Commentary



“A powerful and emotional story.”  — Alyson Sheldrake, Bestselling author of “Kat the Dog"











  
  


BEFORE YOU BEGIN…
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You’re invited to join my private Facebook Reader Group, where you’ll make new book friends, meet other animal lovers, and be the first to know about new releases, book clubs, and special deals.




Join here :



Kerk Murray’s private 
Facebook Reader Group





















  
  
STORY PLAYLIST
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Listen to it on your favorite music streaming platform.
Download it by clicking here.

Katie’s listens:





	“Stronger (What Doesn’t Kill You)” — Kelly Clarkson


	 “Brave” — Sara Bareilles


	 “This Is Me” — Keala Settle, The Greatest Showman


	 “Begin Again” — Taylor Swift


	 “Who Says” — Selena Gomez


	 “Survivor” — Destiny’s Child


	 “At Last” — Etta James


	 “Firework” — Katy Perry


	 “When You Wish Upon A Star” — Leigh Harline & Ned Washington


	 “Perfect” — Ed Sheeran






Sam’s listens:



	 “Chasing Cars” — Snow Patrol


	 “I Wish You Would” — Taylor Swift


	 “Home” — Phillip Phillips


	 “Just The Way You Are” —  Bruno Mars


	 “The Sound of Silence” — Disturbed


	 “All of Me” — John Legend


	 “My Wish” — Rascal Flatts


	“Hall of Fame” — The Script


	“Amazed” — Lonestar


	“I’m Yours” — Jason Mraz













  
  


































To the ones who’ve stopped making wishes. May this story remind you to start again—this one’s for you.













  
  
DEAR READER,

I’m thrilled to welcome you back to Hadley Cove for the fourth book in this series. 

As I wrote this book, I found myself contemplating the nature of wishes—not just the kind we make on shooting stars or birthday candles, but the ones that live quietly in our hearts. Wishes are reflections of who we are and what we long for, even when we’re afraid to admit it. Some wishes fade, while others stay with us, waiting for the right moment to come true. And some wishes will even lead us down the most unexpected paths to exactly where we were meant to be.

In this story, you’ll meet Katie and Sam, two people who have lost so much yet still have so much to give. Their journey is about second chances, not just in love, but in rediscovering the courage to believe in something bigger than themselves.

I hope you feel the charm of the Breezy Tails Bookshop, hear the rustling wishes tied to the Wishing Tree, and perhaps even reflect on the wishes of your own heart. Above all, I hope you’ll remember that even the most ordinary moments can hold extraordinary possibilities.

Thank you for being a part of this incredible adventure and for joining me in creating a more compassionate world for all living beings, one heartwarming story at a time. 

Your support through reading and sharing this series, along with your kind words in messages and reviews, means more than I can express. I’m forever grateful.

Don’t forget to check out the extras I’ve included at the front and end of the book, created with you in mind.

With love,
Kerk











  
  




















“I wish you to know that you have been


the last dream of my soul.”






—Charles Dickens, A Tale of Two Cities
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Katie
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October


Thursday

“Oh no, no, no—”  

Katie lunged for the tipping stack of books, her stool wobbling beneath her. She caught the top of the pile just in time, but one book still tumbled, landing with a soft thud, spine-up on the floor.

Of course, it was Pride and Prejudice. Romance novels always made the most dramatic exits at the Breezy Tails Bookshop. 

“At least stick to your own section,” she muttered as she hopped off the stool. She scooped up the book and gave it a gentle dust-off before sliding it back into its rightful spot.

Katie squared her shoulders and turned toward the counter, raising a hand to shield her eyes from the late afternoon sun streaming through the windows.

Jingle. Jingle.

Glancing over her shoulder at the front door, Katie saw her friend enter. “Em!”

Emma grinned. “Hey, you!” The redhead bent down to pat the graying muzzle of Katie’s rescue dog, an elderly miniature schnauzer, who snoozed in his usual corner. “And hello to you too, Benny boy.”

Katie straightened her faded T-shirt as she moved to greet Emma, but her gaze fell on a nearby shelf with wooden slats that bowed under the weight of too many books. She bit her lip as her list of things to fix grew longer.

“Katie?”

She blinked, returning her attention to Emma. “Yes? I mean, yes, I’m here. Heh. So, what brings you by today?”

“That, that right there.” Emma smirked.

“What? The shelf? I plan on fixing it, after the register, and the leak, and the—”

“That’s not what I meant. You are what I meant, because if you don’t give yourself a break, nothing is gonna get fixed. Besides, someone’s gotta make sure you remember what sunlight looks like, yeah?”

Katie’s laugh trailed off into a sigh. “A break?” She shook her head, combing a stray strand of hair behind her ear before reaching behind the counter. The familiar heft of her battered toolbox settled in her hand as she left the counter and crossed over to the sagging shelf. Then, crouching down, she set the toolbox beside her. Metal clinked as she fished out a hammer and a handful of bent nails. “I appreciate the thought, as always, but the to-do list won’t do itself.”

“But you’re always fixing something around here.”

“It’s part of its charm,” Katie chirped. The hammer’s taps echoed through the shop, and Katie winced at each impact, half-expecting the shelf to collapse, or the hammer to hit her thumb.

But none of that happened—yet.

Stepping back, Katie eyed her handiwork and gave a nod before rising to her feet. She swiped at her jeans, which left pale streaks across the denim.

“You know, if you ever need an extra set of hands around here, say the word.” Then, with a mischievous grin, Emma added, “Or we could always ditch the DIY for some wine and Lorelai Gilmore’s latest crisis. Your call.”

Katie released a small, contented sigh. She was lucky to have a friend like Emma. Someone who understood, who was always there. “Ugh, I wish. Wine night and drifting away to Stars Hollow sounds pretty great about now.”

As she returned her toolbox to its usual nook, Katie’s gaze swept over the shop—the worn shelves, outdated carpet, and the paint flaking from the walls. To some, it might seem run-down. But to her, it was home in every sense of the word—from the beloved bookshop below, to the creaky stairs leading up to her small apartment. She loved the chirping chorus of birds that greeted her each morning and the clear view of stars twinkling through her bedroom window at night. It was simple, yet it was everything.

“So,” Katie said brightly, pivoting toward Emma, “what’s new with you? How’s business at Barking Orders?”

“Can’t complain,” Emma said, rummaging in her bag and stepping closer. “Speaking of which—look what I brought for Benny!” She brandished a colorful package and set it on the table. “Ta-da! Our latest creation. Peanut butter and sweet potato flavored treats. I figured Benny might want to try something new.”

“You always know how to spoil him, don’t you?” Katie looked over to Benny. The old dog’s chest rose and fell in a rhythm, his paws twitching slightly at some unseen dream. “Thank you, Em. Seriously.”

“Ah, it’s nothing,” Emma said, waving her off before looking toward Benny. “How’s the little guy holding up these days?”

“Oh, you know. A little arthritis and more naps than ever, but still the sweetest boy around.” She chuckled. “What about your little escape artist? Riley still giving you a run for your money?”

Emma rolled her eyes dramatically. “Don’t even get me started. The little terror almost gave me a coronary this morning. I swear, he sees that gate as a personal challenge.”

Katie shook her head. “Some things never change, huh? Brings back memories of our first ... encounter.”

Emma let out a breath, as if reliving the episode all over again. “What a day that was. I heard those brakes and my heart stopped. And then I saw your face—thought for sure you’d flattened him. Glad he only ran himself into the car though, and not the other way around.”

“Right?” Katie chimed in. “I was so relieved and so very sorry, Emma. I would never—”

“Breathe ...” She reached out, squeezing Katie’s arm. “I got me a pretty great friend out of the deal, and Riley’s doing just fine.”

Katie gave a half smile. “Yes, you did, I did, he is.”

“You’re still not breathing.”

“Oh, right—” Katie took a deep breath.

The tinkling of the bell above the door drew their attention as an elderly woman stepped inside.

Katie hurried over. “Welcome to Breezy Tails. What can I help you with today?”

The woman’s face crinkled into a smile. “Oh, don’t mind me. I’m just happy to see this place is still open. It’s been ages since I set foot in here. More years than I’d like to count,” she said, fiddling with her glasses. “But I remember coming here as a girl with my father. He always said this was the best place in town to find a good story. Although, back in the day, it was called something different, wasn’t it? It was ... hmm ... I think it was—Oh, blast this old memory!”

“It’s okay. It was a long time ago. Well, perhaps not too long. I took over this place two years ago, which I bet is hardly a blink for—” Katie caught Emma’s eye from across the room as she raised a hand in a calming gesture, reminding her to breathe.

Inhale ... Exhale ...Turning back to the older woman, Katie began again. “Why don’t you tell me a little about what you like to read, and we’ll see if we can find the perfect—well, not perfect, nothing is perfect—but the best book for you.”

The woman beamed. “Oh, you’re so kind. Let’s see, I’ve always loved stories with characters who make you think a little. A dash of romance is lovely, too. I once read this book that hooked me within the first few pages ...”As Katie listened, she guided the woman toward the shelf she had just repaired. “Mhm ... yes ... I see ...” She stopped at the romance section, and her nodding slowed as the customer’s words faded, leaving them in a stretch of uncertain silence.

The woman cleared her throat. “So, do you have anything like that?”

Katie blinked. “Oh! Oh yes, sorry, I wasn’t sure if you were done and I didn’t want to interrupt. But I think I have what you’re looking for.”

As Katie scanned the shelf, her fingers led the way, moving along the spines before stopping decisively. Then she pulled out the book, presenting it with a flourish. “How about Pride and Prejudice? It’s a classic for a reason.”

The woman took the offered book, cradling it as she admired the crimson cover and the title’s gold lettering. “Oh my, I’ve heard of this one, but I’ve never read it,” she admitted. “What’s it about?”

“Everything. I mean, it’s got everything—romance, wit, and a heroine you’ll adore. Elizabeth Bennet’s a firecracker, especially when it comes to Mr. Darcy—trust me, you’ll want to shake him at first, but there’s more to him than meets the eye, not that I want to spoil it.” Katie took another breath, and on the exhale felt the tension ease out of her shoulders. “It’s about love, acceptance, and learning to see people for who they really are ...”

Katie’s voice wavered, and for a split second, images of her failed marriage flashed through her mind—how she’d once thought she understood Derek, only to see everything unravel. Thankfully, she’d had Jane Austen to keep her together. Blinking, she shook off the memory and forced a smile back to her face. “It’s one of those stories that stays with you.”

“This sounds wonderful.” The woman’s enthusiasm faltered. “I hate to ask, dear, but—well, things have been tight lately. Fixed income and all. Is there any chance of a small discount? These old bones don’t bring in what they used to, you see.”

The store’s most recent profit-and-loss statement flickered in Katie’s mind, reminding her of how thin her margins had become. Even so, she lifted her chin and brushed the thought aside. Forty-three years of life had taught her that kindness usually found its way back around. “Of course,” she said without hesitation. “Let’s call it a special ‘welcome back’ discount. After all, it’s not every day we get to reunite a reader with their childhood bookshop, is it?”

The old woman smiled and thanked her as Katie walked her to the counter and checked her out.

After the customer left, Emma approached the counter. “Katie, I get it, I do. This place is your baby, and you love these customers, but—”

“It’s fine, Em. I can manage. I always have,” Katie insisted, straightening a nearby stack of business cards. “A few dollars here and there isn’t going to sink us. It’ll build customer loyalty.”

“Really? And when was the last time you actually paid yourself? You’re pouring everything into this place”—Emma paused—“but who’s looking out for you in all of this?”

She’s right, but ...

Katie’s hands balled into fists before she shoved them into her pockets. “I’m managing just fine,” she said, her tone a little sharper than she intended. She closed her eyes and unclenched her jaw, trying to soften her voice. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to—but look, I know it’s not ideal, okay? But it’s nothing I can’t handle. I’ve got this.”

Emma stepped closer. “I know you do, but I also think you deserve better. You work so hard—you can’t keep putting yourself last.”

Katie’s chest tightened at the words. Maybe she did deserve better—better than this constant struggle, better than what she’d let herself believe when she’d been married to Derek.

She remembered the day Derek had found her old journal, the one where she’d written about opening her own bookshop someday. He’d laughed, not unkindly at first, but then: “You can barely keep our house in order. How would you ever manage an entire store?”

The familiar sting surfaced as Katie drew in a steady breath, willing the memory to fade.

Stay later. Work harder. Do better.

“I just need to keep things running,” Katie murmured, her hands fidgeting with a stray pen on the counter.

Emma nudged Katie. “Hey, you know what? The Wishing Tree Festival is kicking off soon.” Her voice brightened. “We should check it out.”

Katie paused and reached for her spiral notebook by the register, flipping it open. The notebook’s pages fanned beneath her thumb—a record of patches and prayers over the past two years. Some entries were crossed out. Most weren’t.

When she arrived at her latest entry, her pen hovered over the page, already crowded with her cramped handwriting and five reasons to stay put:

Fix fan before it falls.

Redo window display (summer books still out)

Deep clean carpet - check rental costs?

Replace stair treads (ALL of them this time)

Find source of leak - call plumber?

She began adding estimated costs beside each task, then stopped—some numbers were better left unwritten.

“C’mon. When’s the last time you did something just for fun?” Emma wiggled her eyebrows. “We could make a wish. Drink pumpkin spice lattes. Be basic fall girlies. Live a little, you know?”

Maybe she’s right. It’s not like these problems won’t still be here in an hour. Or two.

“You know what?” Katie closed the notebook. “A pumpkin spice latte sounds perfect right now.”

Emma’s face lit up. “Wait. No argument? Who’s this girl, and what’ve you done with my Katie?”

“Don’t get used to it,” Katie laughed, already reaching for her jacket.

After slipping it on, she grabbed Benny’s leash.

Benny’s ears perked up. “Hey, old man,” she called softly. “What do you say we go on an adventure, huh?”

He rose from his bed with a stretch and gave a little shake before his tail set to wagging.

Katie clipped the leash to his collar and locked up the store. As they walked toward Main Street, the autumn breeze carried hints of caramel, cinnamon, and freshly baked pretzels. String lights crisscrossed overhead between lampposts, swaying in the cool afternoon air. The sound of an acoustic guitar floated above the growing crowd, mixing with children’s laughter and the excited chatter of festivalgoers.

As they reached the entrance, a familiar voice called out from behind. “Katie! Hold on a second, honey.”

Katie turned to see Ms. Dottie, the town’s longtime courier, hurrying toward her, an envelope in hand. Her gray curls peeked out from beneath her cap, and her mailbag was slung over one shoulder.

“I just missed you at the store,” Ms. Dottie said, stopping in front of Katie. “This one needed a signature, and I wasn’t about to leave it in your mailbox. Saw you heading this way and figured I’d catch up.”

Katie took the envelope. “A signature?”

Ms. Dottie shrugged. “Not my business what’s inside, just making sure it gets to the right hands. Just sign here real quick.”

She handed Katie a small clipboard, and Katie signed. 

“Thanks, Ms. Dottie.”

“Anytime, sweetheart.” Ms. Dottie tucked the clipboard back into her bag, then gave Benny a quick pat on the head. “Be good, you.” She glanced at Emma with a nod. “You too, kiddo.”

With a wink, she adjusted her bag and headed off.

For a second, Katie stared at the envelope, turning it over in her hands, before tearing it open. Her pulse quickened as she unfolded the letter, the words blurring momentarily before she forced herself to focus.

Dear Ms. Hayes,

This notice is to inform you that your property, Breezy Tails Bookshop, has been found to be in violation of the Hadley Cove Building Code, Section 5.2, which states that all commercial structures must be maintained in a safe and habitable condition.

Our inspection has revealed significant structural issues, including water damage, unstable shelving, and potential electrical hazards. Below is a detailed breakdown of the identified violations:

1. Water Damage: Evidence of mold growth on interior walls and near shelves, posing a health risk.

2. Unstable Shelving: Antique shelving units improperly secured, posing a risk of tipping under the weight of books.

3. Electrical Hazards: Outdated wiring in the main storage room and customer seating not compliant with current safety standards.

4. Foundation Issues: Cracks along the building’s foundation, causing uneven flooring in the storage room.

5. Fire Safety Violations: Emergency exit signage not properly illuminated or visible.

6. Plumbing Issues: Poor drainage in outdoor gutters contributing to water pooling near the foundation.

7. HVAC Concerns: Blocked or dirty vents causing inadequate airflow and potential health risks.

8. Structural Integrity: Bowing in the main support beams posing a risk to the building’s stability.

9. Accessibility Concerns: Uneven door thresholds limiting wheelchair access.

10. Lighting Issues: Insufficient lighting in customer areas, posing safety risks for employees and customers.

You have 21 days to bring your property up to code. Failure to do so may result in fines and/or possible condemnation of the property. If you have questions, please contact our office at 912-555-4617.

Sincerely,

Raymond Barnes

Chief Building Inspector

Katie’s breath hitched, going over the words again, as if reading them a second time might make it less catastrophic. But no—twenty-one days was all she had. Her stomach knotted, and nausea crept up her throat, turning the ground beneath her feet unsteady.

How can I fix everything in that time? The repairs alone—a fortune I don’t have. And my home, what about my ...

Her thoughts darted to the little apartment above the shop, to the only place that had ever felt truly hers, the place where she pieced herself back together after the divorce ... and now all of it was slipping away, being taken away—

Katie felt a hand press to her back.

“What is it? What’s wrong?” Emma asked.

But Katie couldn’t speak. Her mind spiraled, thoughts colliding and dissolving into panic.

She glanced at the inspector’s name at the bottom of the letter. He had stopped by last month, smiled casually, and assured her there were only minor issues, a few small repairs here and there. Nothing urgent. And now—this.

Was he lying then?

Or is this all some kind of mistake?

The letter made it all sound like the entire building ... Her entire world was on the verge of collapse.

The festival buzzed around her, the once-inviting sounds now grating. Katie’s eyes drifted to the Wishing Tree, its ribbons fluttering in the breeze, each one tied with someone’s hopes. Tiny fairy lights threaded through the branches like sleeping stars, waiting for dusk to wake them. But wishes were for dreamers. She needed something more ...

She needed a miracle.
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