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      Wishes, lies, and a touch of magic—what could possibly go wrong?

      
        
        My name is Patience O'Reilly, and I make wishes come true.

      

        

      
        But trust me—it’s not as easy as it sounds. People lie, mostly to themselves, about what will truly make them happy. That’s where I come in. I have to dig deeper, uncover the truth, and guide them toward what they really need. Oh, and did I mention I’m a white witch? That part stays strictly under wraps.

      

        

      
        Take my latest client: the sweetest octogenarian you’ll ever meet. She thinks she just needs help cataloging her treasures so she can rest easy about her legacy. But the real problem? She’s lonely, and her family... well, they’re the kind that make you believe blood isn’t always thicker than water.

      

        

      
        It should be a simple enough wish to grant, but when money and family are involved, “simple” goes out the window. And when things turn nasty—very nasty—it’s up to me to untangle the mess before it spells disaster.

      

        

      
        A paranormal cozy mystery with all the feels!

      

      

      
        
        Witches and Wishes

        A Wish to Die For

        A Wish In Time  - coming soon

        A Wish Too Late - preorder now!

      

        

      
        Join my mailing list to find out about new releases and deals on my books.
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      My name is Patience O’Reilly. I’m a white witch and I give people their last wishes.

      Okay, that sounds pretty macabre when it’s truly a blessing and an amazing gift: one I don’t take lightly. My family originated in Ireland and, no, we’re not leprechauns. Actually, I’m average height, was pretty good at track back in the day, and I come from a long line of witches who all have different powers. While each witch has their own abilities and talents, all are schooled in spell and potion making.

      There are rules—aren’t there always? No one gets a free ride. Not even me. However, I can manipulate small things via wishes so that the outcome is almost always favorable. Did you get the “almost”? That’s because nothing is predictable. Not in life or death. There’s also that space between life and death that can mess with what should be. I can’t explain it better than that, so you’ll just have to trust me.

      Back to my talents.

      I could work anywhere, and in my almost-forty human years, I’ve had several interesting jobs—all of them as a problem solver—until I fell into the latest, which so far is a perfect fit.

      Each client is special and I’m drawn to help them in a variety of ways. As an example, my last position was accompanying two sisters in their seventies, who were living independently and wanted to spend their savings on a trip to Paris. The weather was perfect, they saw everything they’d dreamed of seeing, and they loved every minute.

      Though I may have tweaked a few things to make it so, and I don’t say that just to brag; they had the time of their lives. Plus, they learned a valuable lesson about enjoying life. They have since moved in together to share resources and are planning more trips. Job done!

      I take great care and satisfaction in every problem solved, dream come true, or wish granted, and I’ve never failed yet. Which is why I never have to look for work.

      I love being my own boss and being able to say yes or no to a potential new client is so freeing. I would like to help everyone, but there’s only so much time. Even for a witch.

      People are mostly unaware of witches, though there are those who have a sense of us which we discourage where possible. White witches like me fly under the radar because we must. If it got out that I could make wishes come true ad hoc, I’d be inundated with people wanting to win the lottery, have someone fall in love with them, or human nature being what it is, requests to harm someone else. Imagine the chaos!

      Rule #1. Balance in the world is everything and witches are bound to it just like everyone else.

      Since my current clients are mostly in an age bracket where nothing can be taken for granted, customer satisfaction is expected and naturally, there’s a lot of pressure to deliver in time. They have no idea what I can really do and for the most part, I try not to use my powers in an obvious way.

      Rule #2. Don’t draw attention to witchyness.

      The major downside is that people lie. Sometimes they don’t even know they aren’t being truthful about what they really wish for. Unfortunately, this affects that wish and my ability to make it happen. It’s not always easy to get to the heart of it, and no two wishes are the same.

      A wish is something I can do anywhere and is instant, which is why there are many drawbacks to making them. The wish I grant a client is made up of smaller wishes so that they are imperceptible to those who have any ability to “feel” them as they occur. Spells are much stronger and work best when more preparation goes into them. Only those with a belief in witches are ever able to feel them, but they are more detectable so are best done in private.

      Right now, I’m loving my job in the small town of Shadyspell. To be honest, I always love my work, but some people are just nicer and, though I would never admit this out loud, more deserving. Like my current client.

      Elspeth Griffen, a short round-faced woman in her late seventies, a good friend of my last clients, sits opposite me in her sitting room, tugging at the edge of a silk shawl that won’t behave. Her wish, or her dream, as she puts it, is to mend her fractured family.

      How do I choose my clients as a problem solver? Though it’s usually word of mouth like the sisters, who want their friends to be as happy and fulfilled as they are, I only take on those who really need my services. At a casual interview, I discover what they need most and decide if it’s a wish I’m comfortable granting.

      “Would you like some cake, dear? Landy made your favorite.”

      Landy is the housekeeper and cook. She’s devoted to Mrs. Griffen and when we’re finished for the day, I’m always asked to stay for tea. Mrs. Griffen drinks an awful lot of the stuff and can’t abide coffee, much to my frustration, so Landy is always in and out of the rooms bringing trays of tea and treats to tempt us.

      Mostly the time is spent talking about the cataloging of all her amazing antiques and treasures. Helping her assistant with this is my cover for being here so as not to alert her children.

      Lately, she’s been rather distracted, but today is different. There’s a determined and somewhat furtive air about her glance at the door as she talks about the need for me to keep an eye on a wily inheritance seeker. I swear I’ve been patient, but a half hour later, I’m still no clearer about what she wants from me. It doesn’t seem like it’s to do with her wish.

      To be clear, my clients don’t regard the wish in the same way as I do. They think it’s all a matter of me working out ways to make it happen. Which isn’t totally wrong. I simply have extra talents I can use if and when they are needed.

      “Mrs. Griffen, you’ll need to be more specific. Who do you want me to watch?”

      She sits up straighter, glances around her, then lowers her voice. “I’d like you to make sure my son doesn’t take anything from this house.”

      My mouth sags open and then shuts with a snap that makes my jaw ache. “Your son, Edward?”

      One delicate gray eyebrow arches. “I only have the one son, dear. He’s been increasingly interested in my priceless pieces and yesterday I found him taking a painting from the upstairs landing.”

      “But he’s your favorite child.” Sometimes, things erupt from my mouth before I think them through. Mrs. Griffen has three children. Edward’s the eldest at forty-six and the daughters are Amelia at forty-four, and Deidre at forty-two. All are unmarried and none have children. To be fair, the accusation is so out of character, I have every right to be shocked. Bizarrely she’s hindered me from tackling her children about their attitudes from day one—the very reason I’m here. Maybe this sweet old lady is losing the plot a little.

      I give her a tight smile. “Sorry, that came out wrong. You know him best, but have you entertained the idea that perhaps he was getting the painting cleaned?” I suggest hoping it isn’t true. It would certainly be an issue when her wish is to have her family back to the loving unit she said they used to be.

      Mrs. Griffen sniffs. “He gave me some slippery reply about it being in the wrong place for the light, and since it’s been there for a decade, I became suspicious. Besides, you know very well that everything gets inspected by Fiona as she works through them and they are dusted, then cleaned if necessary.”

      Everything she says is true so I simply nod.

      She sniffs again. “Anyway, he was my favorite child. Not so long ago, I would have given Edward everything he asked for and more. Then he changed into someone I don’t recognize and has caused a rift with his two sisters who won’t come near the place if they know he’s around. I blame that woman he intends to marry. A gold-digger if I ever saw one!”

      Having met the usually genial woman’s family over the several months I’ve been contracted by her, I know who she means. Edward’s fiancée, Tiffany Sneed, roams this house with a keen eye, questioning me at length about different paintings and their value. As if a girl from the wrong side of the tracks—her apparent take on my life—would have a clue about the value of things. I’ll never admit to her what I’ve learned in my time with Fiona, because frankly, it’s none of her business.

      “Perhaps you should have a chat to your son about this,” I reason. “Before it gets out of hand.” To be honest, I’m not fond of Edward. Initially he behaved well and spent a lot of time telling his mother how marvelous she was and how much he loved her. Then, bam! A few weeks after I arrived, he’d flip-flopped into a money-hungry, moaning, entitled, arrogant pig. I assume he’s merely been playing a part until he couldn’t be bothered to keep up the pretense of the devoted son.

      Mrs. Griffen’s nostrils flare. “Once I calmed down, and insisted he put the painting back where it was, I did try to bring it up in as casual a way as possible how much he’d changed. All that came out of the ugly discussion were insinuations that I’m losing my marbles.”

      I snort, already taking back my earlier musings on this very thing. “No one’s ever going to believe that. You’re as sharp as a tack.”

      Preening a little, she pats my hand. “Thank you, dear. You always make me feel better.”

      “I’m glad I can help in some small way. Of course I’ll keep an eye on things when I’m here, but I can’t do much about what happens after I’m gone each day. Is there anything else you want me to do before I leave?”

      The woman blinks fast several times. “As a matter of fact, I’d like you to take that box of files from the coffee table with you. It needs sorting and it will be a lot of work, but no need to begin on it right away. In fact, take your time with it as we need to get the cataloging done first. Just bring it back when you’re ready to update Fiona and me—in a couple of weeks?”

      Something’s up. I may have talents, but none of them is that of a mind reader. That said, people have tells. A facial expression or a revealing gesture can say so much.

      By this stage I’ve figured out Elspeth’s tells. The problem is, no one wants to call their clients out or suggest they aren’t being honest. After all, this job is pretty lucrative, and I genuinely like my client

      With that in mind, I ignore the tell and struggle out to my car with the heavy box. After loading it in the trunk, I’ve just opened the driver’s door when Edward Griffen speeds up the driveway in his metallic-blue convertible. In seconds, he slides to a stop nearby, showering bits of gravel over me and my poor little Toyota RAV4. Arguably the most popular model of car in Oregon, Gertie has seen a few years, but I keep her in good condition and she returns the favor by always starting.

      Annoyed by his disregard for Gertie, my skin prickles—not a good thing.

      Scrambling out of the too small space in a decidedly ungainly way, Edward gently shuts his door and strides purposefully toward me. “Patience! A word, please.” 

      After eyeing my paintwork for another moment and disliking his dictatorial tone, I face him with as neutral an expression as I can muster. “Good afternoon, Mr. Griffen.”

      “How is Mother today?”

      This is one of those throwaway questions that doesn’t indicate the person truly cares, and I grit my teeth. “She’s great.”

      A frown wrinkles his brow before he checks it and smiles. “Wonderful. You do take great care of her.”

      “Your mom is hale and hearty and doesn’t require care. I’ve been hired as a companion.”

      “We both know it’s more than that.” He waves my pointed protest away like a fly that got too close. “At her age, it’s important that she has someone around to make sure she doesn’t over-tax herself while her assistant is busy cataloging the hundreds of paintings. Not to mention all the knickknacks she’s collected over her nearly eighty years.” 

      He rolls his eyes as if it’s a bad thing, but after working with Fiona all this time, I know how much some of those knickknacks are worth. By the glint in Edward’s eyes, so does he. Which means this is all for show. No wonder Tiffany acted the same way—she had a good teacher.

      Taking a deep breath, I try to keep my comments professional. “I imagine the familiar items give your mom comfort. Many of them are breathtakingly beautiful and they all have a story and history, don’t they?”

      “Yes, I suppose they do.” He tugs at his gold cufflinks, then steps closer. “Does Mother talk of any pieces in particular?”

      Now we’re getting to the crux of the conversation. “Not really. We only discuss items as we check them off Fiona’s list.”

      His mouth tightens. “That makes sense, though it does seem to be taking forever. Well, I better get inside before the old dear sends out a search party. As you know, she always likes my visits and to hear what I’ve been up to.”

      Nothing makes me flinch more than people talking trash about their elderly parents. Although, middle-aged men in convertibles with toupees and gold chains come a close second.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            
Chapter Two


          

        

      

    

    
      The Griffen mansion is a stately affair. It sits on immaculate grounds at the end of a pretty lane, with tall oak trees lining the drive. A handful of nearly as impressive mansions are spaced along both sides of the street, and it isn’t until you get two blocks further on that the real suburbia appears.

      Thankful to get away, I’m looking forward to being home and relaxing. My older style detached two-bedder is closer to town and positively not stately or even slightly impressive. In fact, it’s pretty small but all I need for me and a little black terrier. Lucky is the love of my life. As soon as I’ve parked Gertie in the garage and open the back door, he’s all over me like maple syrup on pancakes.

      As I scratch behind his ears, his butt wiggles in ecstasy. “Hello, boy. What have you been up to?”

      Affection sated for the minute, Lucky leans back into the silent treatment for being alone so long and struts through the sitting room into the kitchen with an imperious flick of his tail to wait by his empty bowl. He’ll stare at me until I feed him, regardless of how long it’s been since there was food in the darn thing.

      “Let me put this down and I’ll be right with you.” I plonk the box on the kitchen counter with relief. Had I known it wasn’t simply files inside, I might have been gentler. As it is, the lid bursts open and something inside glints and winks at me. Flicking back a few sheets of a newspaper, I gasp. “What the heck? It’s a freaking tiara!”

      Lucky barks excitedly and prances around on his hind legs, food momentarily forgotten. “Let me see, let me see!”

      Perhaps I should have mentioned he can speak and that other people can’t hear him. All familiars have this talent and all witches can hear them—unless the familiar chooses not to let another witch do so. It happens from time to time. After all, we can’t like everyone and familiars are perhaps a little more selective than you’d imagine them to be. Lucky has been known to ignore people and witches who he deems unworthy of his friendship.

      When I’ve lifted him up so he can look into the box, he sniffs before he tilts his head at me quizzically.

      “I know. Why would she leave something so valuable in there? Is she losing the plot?” Even as I say the words, I feel disloyal. After popping Lucky on a chair, I lift the tiara, set it on the counter, then remove a bundle of papers from the box—and gasp. “No way!”

      He tips his head. “More jewelry?”

      I nod. “There’s an emerald necklace underneath this layer, with matching drop earrings beside it. What the heck is she thinking? These need to be in a safe.”

      Lucky whines and that’s when I notice the envelope amongst the paper. Patience. My name is written on it in Mrs. Griffen’s flowery handwriting, and though I’m crazy confused right now, I’d be lying if I said I wasn’t excited. Mysteries are my bread and butter and Mrs. Griffen just added another filling. Ripping the envelope open, I pull out a single sheet of paper and read it aloud.

      

      “Dear Patience,

      You are the only one I trust completely. I should say other than Fiona, but asking for her help wasn’t an option. I’m sorry to be so underhanded, but I feel that I’m being watched. If you would come and live here, I’d feel safer, but since your last refusal, I feel as though there is no other choice. I must get these special pieces out of the house by any means. Obviously they are worth a great deal, but these are also dear to my heart—gifts from my late husband at the birth of my children. I simply couldn’t bear to lose them!

      There’s more. Strange things have happened lately, usually at night when there’s no one here but me, Fiona, and Landy. To make it more intimidating, it’s always when we’ve gone to bed. There are noises and occasionally a voice.

      Quite frankly, I am scared about where this will end. Yes, I’m sure that seems very dramatic to such a composed young lady as yourself and you may be wondering if I’ve finally taken the trip to la-la land. While I won’t deny I occasionally forget things, I promise this is not my imagination. I mentioned my fear to my son and the next day he brought me information on retirement villages! Is this my children’s plan all along?

      We both know that money turns people into monsters, and though I don’t want to burden you by involving you further, I can’t see another way of doing things. These pieces must be hidden from my family until I pass away. Only then can they be given to their new owner.

      In the bottom of the box is my latest will. Please see it gets to my lawyer—into his hands preferably. His name and address are written on the envelope. I would have phoned to alert him, but I didn’t want that conversation overheard. I’m sure he will have a safer place for the jewelry, but I couldn’t chance him coming to the house while Edward was around.

      I’m sure you can imagine the questions and the lecture that would surely follow.

      Thank you for your help in this matter, Patience.

      Elspeth Griffen”

      

      “Good grief, Lucky. The idea of people stealing her stuff is awful enough, but Mrs. Griffen’s insinuating someone’s out to rob and or hurt her. I can’t quite picture it when she’s made sure her daughters and son are well taken care of.”

      Lucky shakes himself vigorously. This is a sign that he’s resetting like a normal dog would, but it is usually followed by an observation. I’m not disappointed.

      “In my opinion, people can be very greedy.”

      “Sure, and there are people in and out of her house who I don’t exactly trust, but Fiona hasn’t mentioned anything going missing or anything bad happening.”

      Lucky gives me a pointed look and I immediately get his meaning. It’s part of the wish thing—making sure the client gets to enjoy it once it’s done. Dead people simply don’t have that luxury.

      “You’re right. If Mrs. Griffen is sure bad things are afoot, then I need to check it out. Tomorrow I’ll get her alone and ask her about her fears. I should also find out who the person is that she wants to leave this jewelry to.” I wave my hand at the box. 

      Lucky nods and jumps down from the chair. At the back door, he turns. “I don’t think it’s wise to leave that stuff lying around. Are you coming or not?” 

      We’re on the same page about what to do now. My instinct to hide the jewelry right away is also strong and I don’t think it’s simply due to how much they must be worth. If someone wants them that bad, they might figure out that I have them, so they can’t be found here. Having worked for an ex-cop in his PI agency, I have some talent as an amateur sleuth and have already settled on the best hiding place only a witch might locate. A witch like my father.

      He has a talent for finding things. In fact, he’s made it his career. He says he’s simply lucky, but I put a lot of that luck down to a little bit of magic and how meticulous he is at piecing clues together. And yes, that’s how Lucky got his name. A terrier is also good at finding things. A familiar is even better.

      Dad hopes I’ll take over the family business when he retires, but I like working with people and not for them. Yes, I get paid for my time, but a lot of that is spent talking to them and not locked away in an office poring over almanacs and treasure maps.

      Anyway, Dad always says safety first, and obviously I’d prefer an actual safe for the jewels, but since I don’t have one, I need a space that will fit everything in it. Lucky also knows just the spot.

      Once I open the door, he heads straight for the garage, as I knew he would. Glancing around to check that no one can see me through the hedge, we slip in the door, and I pull it closed behind us. It’s quite dark in here and a little spooky, which is obviously my imagination in overdrive since I was in here not ten minutes ago. Still, I leave the light off and follow the inside wall to about halfway along. It’s not a big garage and my car takes up a good deal of the space, but it is easy enough to walk around the car and not hit anything.

      There’s a narrow workbench on one wall, which was here when I moved in. I’ve made one important alteration to it. This is where meticulous planning comes in, thanks to dear old dad.

      Once I press hard on a length of wood that looks flush with the top, it drops down on a hinge, revealing the space that I need. It holds spare keys and my passport. Important, even for a witch, who may need to disappear fast if a sensitive to magic person stumbles upon my abilities. This is rare, but not impossible.

      While not big enough for the whole box, there is just enough room for the tiara, necklace, and earrings. I wrap them in tissue paper from the box and stow them gently inside, along with the letter to me. Once it’s closed, I check that everything looks untouched, then add a wish for it to stay concealed.

      “I don’t know if these papers are important, but they look like old invoices to me.” Tucking the envelope for the lawyer into my back pocket, I stow the box of papers in the corner, with another small wish to protect it, and wipe my hands on an old cloth.

      Lucky sniffs at the box. “Best that they stay out here and not in the house. They don’t have a good vibe at all.”

      “Really?” I glance back at the box and get nothing from it. Since this isn’t unusual, because familiars have such keen instincts, I simply shrug.

      We’ve done what we can today and will have to wait to confront Mrs. Griffen to get more answers.

      You can’t always hurry mature clients. Or, for that matter, magic and wishes.
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