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      For my family.

      You are my everything.
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      One wish, one woman in hiding, and one witch racing the clock.

      

      I’m Patience O’Reilly—white witch, amateur sleuth, and ex-private investigator. My specialty? Granting heartfelt wishes with a touch of magic and a nose for secrets.

      

      When a terrified woman shows up at Willow Gardens Retirement Community, she’s desperate for a safe place to hide. Retired social worker Lori Maber is doing her best to help, but the past has a nasty habit of catching up—and someone out there wants this woman silenced.

      

      As I dig deeper, guided by my intuition and the magical whispers only I can hear, I begin to unravel a tangled web of lies, fear, and danger. My police officer boyfriend, Kyle, suspects I’m more than just a sharp ex-PI with good instincts—and he’s not wrong. But keeping my secret is harder than ever.

      

      With my loyal terrier familiar, Lucky, by my side, I’ll risk everything to protect the innocent and make sure this wish comes true… before time runs out.

      

      If you love magical mysteries with heart, humor, and a dash of danger, A Wish in Time is the perfect spellbinding escape.

      

      Fans of Heather Blake, Nancy Warren, and Leighann Dobbs will feel right at home in this enchanting series.

      
        
        Wishes and Wishes

        A Wish to Die For

        A Wish In Time

        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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      Being a white witch is both wonderful and exhausting.

      My job is to help people by granting a single wish that lasts a lifetime. Not a fleeting desire or a momentary whim, but something that truly matters. Unfortunately, most people don’t know what they really want. They might think they crave riches, power, or beauty, but those things don’t bring real happiness. Without a witch’s assistance, many are disappointed with how things turn out. My wishes are meant to make the world a better place—one fulfilled heart at a time—and I love that.

      As I pull into the Willow Gardens parking lot, Lucky is by my side, strapped in his harness in the passenger seat. He’s a scruffy little terrier with an uncanny ability to know when I get too involved. And I always get too involved. It’s my nature, which is why Lucky’s main job is to keep me grounded.

      Today marks the start of a new job at Willow Gardens Retirement Community, though it’s familiar territory. I was here once before, granting a wish for two sisters who longed for the trip of a lifetime but hesitated to spend their children’s inheritance. Let’s just say, they had a fantastic adventure. Because of the nature of their wish, I kept a low profile and didn’t explore the place properly. In fact, many of our meetings were held in a café.

      As I climb out of my car, the warmth of the midmorning sun kisses my skin. My long, flowing dress brushes against my ankles as I take in the surroundings. The village is expansive—cottages, apartments, a nursing home, even a small medical center—and the air is thick with the scent of freshly cut grass and blooming roses.

      Immediately I feel it. The unspoken desires of the residents hum in the air, tugging at me, pulling my thoughts in too many directions at once. I take a steadying breath, center myself, and focus on the one I’ve come to help.

      Lorraine Maber.

      A retired social worker, Lorraine has dedicated her life to helping abused women. Independently wealthy, she offers her services for free, driven by a passion I find deeply admirable. After unclipping Lucky’s harness, I attach his leash and we head to reception.

      A woman sits behind a counter wearing a name tag that says ‘Sandra’ and she smiles warmly at us. “May I help you?”

      “I’m here to see Lorraine Maber and I thought I should check if I need to sign in.”

      “Lori did mention she was expecting someone and residents can have visitors any time of the day. Do you know where you’re going?”

      I nod. “Yes, thanks, Lori gave me instructions.”

      “Excellent. Enjoy your visit.”

      As I turn to leave, I notice another woman standing at an office door. Her frown is directed at me, but she quickly turns it into a smile and moves back into the room. Curious.

      We make our way down the winding path to Lorraine’s cottage where the cherry-red door standing out against the white siding looks cheerful and inviting. Knocking, I wait with anticipation.

      The door swings open, and I blink in surprise. In her late sixties, with long gray hair draped over one shoulder and tied with a bold red bow, Lori does not look her age. She wears a flowing dress similar to mine, and her sharp blue eyes twinkle with kindness and excitement.

      She grins. “Well, look at us, Patience. Matching outfits already. I think we’re going to get along just fine.”

      I smile and offer my hand. “It’s uncanny. I’m so pleased to meet you, Lorraine.”

      “Please, call me Lori.” She clasps my hand but drops it almost immediately to crouch down. “And who do we have here?” Her face lights up as she reaches for Lucky. “Oh my goodness, aren’t you adorable?”

      Lucky flops onto his back and wriggles happily. “I certainly am.” He grunts in pleasure as she rubs his belly. Lori chuckles at the strange sound, which is all anyone else can hear.

      “This is Lucky. I hope you don’t mind him tagging along. He has abandonment issues.”

      “Oh, you poor darling boy.” She coos at him. “I love that you’re here. The more, the merrier. Now, come in. Let’s get comfy. I want to know all about you.”

      I exchange a glance with Lucky as I unclip his leash. I can’t tell her the truth about what I do, so I’ll settle for the version Lucky and I practiced on the drive here.

      We settle at her kitchen table, where a fresh pot of coffee and two large mugs await. My heart lifts. I love coffee. My last employer had a preference for tea, and let’s just say, that was the hardest part of the job. Well, that, and solving a murder.

      Lori pours without asking and nudges a sugar bowl and a small jug of milk toward me. “Help yourself, dear.”

      “Thank you.” I add a few drops of milk and take my first sip. A contented sigh escapes me. “Mmm. This is incredible.”

      She beams. “None of that instant stuff for me. It’s my own blend. I experimented until I got it just right.”

      “Well, you certainly did. I’d love the recipe.” While I love to bake, and pick up recipes wherever I go, good coffee is a must-have, and I’m always on the lookout for the best latte.

      “Of course. Now, tell me, why do you want to work with me?”

      Speech can tell you an awful lot about people, and I like her more for saying work “with” and not work “for” her. “I heard about the work you do, and I’ve always wanted to be involved in something meaningful.”

      She nods approvingly. “Charity work isn’t for everyone, but I believe we all should take our turn where possible, and survivors of abuse need a friendly face.”

      Under the table, Lucky grumbles contentedly, and Lori laughs. “He agrees with me.”

      She’s right, but instead, I say, “He makes those sounds when he likes someone.”

      “Well, I’m honored.” She chuckles and tilts her head. “I use one of the bedrooms as an office, but sometimes I work from the conservatory or the garden up at the main building. It’s quite peaceful at different times of day, and I do love a change of scenery.”

      “I don’t mind where I work.”

      “Perfect. Let’s take a walk so you can get familiar with the place. That way, when I’m not around, you’ll know where to find me.”

      When we leave, I notice she doesn’t lock her door. “I read in the file you sent me that you used to work with an agency handling domestic abuse cases.”

      “That’s right.” She tuts. “The bureaucracy in those places was maddening. I like to think I made a difference, but I was happy to retire and do things my way—I certainly don’t miss all that red tape.”

      It really is uncanny how much alike we are. “How do you fund your work?” I already know the answer, but it’s always best to hear it firsthand.

      Lori nudges my shoulder playfully. “And your time?”

      I nod. I don’t grant wishes for money, but a girl’s gotta live, and I try to use as little magic as possible. Especially when it comes to my own wishes.

      Lori shrugs. “I came into a lot of money and have no need for all of it. I live frugally. If I use it all helping others, then so be it.” She smiles. “You can’t take it with you.”

      “That’s incredibly selfless.”

      “Pshh! It makes me feel good, so it’s a win-win.” She waves at an older man approaching with a cane.

      “Ladies,” he greets, tucking his cane under an arm, and straightening a purple bow tie before giving a small bow. “You’re both looking lovely this morning.”

      Lori rolls her eyes. “Pay him no mind, Patience. He’s a terrible flirt.”

      “My dear, it’s not flirting if it’s the truth.” His gaze lands on me. “Another of your wounded birds?”

      Lori stiffens. “Henry, I wish you wouldn’t call my clients that.”

      He’s instantly contrite. “You’re right. Poor choice of words. Forgive me. Welcome to our little zoo.”

      “Zoo?” I ask, amused.

      “Oh yes,” he says with a smirk. “This place is a menagerie of personalities. You’ll be hard-pressed to find two people alike.”

      “Don’t scare her off,” Lori scolds, turning to me. “But Henry’s not wrong. It makes life here all the more interesting. Imagine how boring it would be if we were all the same.”

      I nod, taking it all in, sensing layers beneath their words.

      “We’re off for a tour of the main buildings if you’d like to join us,” Lori offers.

      “Will there be food?” Lucky asks.

      They laugh at his noises, and I give him a warning look. While they can’t understand him, some people are more attuned to magic than others, and drawing attention is never a good idea.

      There are two main rules to being a witch.

      Rule #1: Balance is everything. Wishes must align with the natural order.

      Rule #2: Don’t draw attention to your magic.

      Henry extends his arm to Lori. “Since I have nothing pressing this morning, I’d be delighted to accompany you both.”

      I smile. Something tells me Willow Gardens is about to become far more interesting.
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      Lori ignores Henry’s arm and leads the way, which means I walk alongside him instead.

      “And where do you hail from?” he asks casually.

      He’s well-dressed in a dark three-piece suit with polished shoes and speaks with an air of refinement and a decent education.

      “I’m originally from a small town outside of Portland, but I’ve lived in Destiny for a couple of years. What about you?”

      “New York, but originally from England.”

      “I thought I detected an English accent.”

      Henry smiles. “Very clever of you. I did go back to study at Oxford as well, which is more likely the root of it.” He chuckles. “Studying English didn’t hurt.”

      “Don’t tell me, you’re an English professor?”

      He taps his cane on the ground with satisfaction. “Exactly! I’d say Lori has found herself the perfect helper. And it couldn’t come at a better time.”

      Lori shoots him a look over her shoulder that I can’t decipher, but she keeps walking.

      “What do you mean?” I press, sensing I’m missing something.

      “There are some here who object to what Lori does. It is, after all, a retirement community, and we aren’t technically allowed to run a business here. However, since no money changes hands, management don’t interfere,” he adds hastily.

      “Are there a lot of people who’d rather she didn’t involve herself in counselling abused women?”

      He shrugs. “You know how it is. It only takes a few to stir the pot.”

      I nod. I know this firsthand. “Anyone I should be wary of?”

      “Well, let me see. There’s Alison Devere, Mitzy Summer, and Ramona Flagg. Oh, and Richard Evans.” He snorts. “Don’t know how I forgot him.”

      You didn’t, I think, but smile politely.

      Lori comes to an abrupt halt at the door to the main building. “That’s enough, Henry. We’re here now, and we should let Patience make up her own mind about people’s mindsets and personality.”

      “Hmmpf. Very well.”

      Lori smiles at me reassuringly. “Don’t worry, you might not need to have anything to do with that group.”

      Henry scoffs but pulls open the door, revealing a well-designed reception area that expands into a vast lounge. Comfortable chairs are arranged in small groups around coffee tables, creating an inviting atmosphere. At the far end, a spacious dining room features bifold doors that can be used to close it off. To the right, another set of bifold doors lead to a bright conservatory. Sunlight streams through the spotless windows, revealing a lush garden beyond.

      “Wow, this place is amazing.”

      Lori and Henry exchange pleased smiles, clearly delighted by my reaction.

      “Isn’t it wonderful?” Lori gestures grandly at the room. “And this isn’t all. There’s a swimming pool, a gymnasium, and a games room.”

      “There’s also a minibus that takes us shopping a couple of times a week, and we can sign up for tours to all kinds of places,” Henry adds. Then, his expression darkens. “Unfortunately, you can’t bring Lucky in here unless he’s on a leash. It’s a new policy.”

      Although I never looked around properly, I picked up a few things about how this place operates during that earlier visit, though that definitely wasn’t a rule last time I visited. I smile and pull the leash from my shoulder bag and clip it onto Lucky’s collar.

      The terrier rolls his eyes but doesn’t fuss and Lori nods approvingly at my foresight.

      “Would you like a tour of the garden?” Henry offers.

      “Yes, please.” I turn to Lori. “If we have time?”

      “Of course. We’ll go over some files later. Today is about getting you comfortable with the surroundings.”

      I chuckle. “This is next-level living. It’s hard to imagine being anything but at ease here.”

      Henry raises an eyebrow but says nothing as Lori tuts and leads us through the conservatory. I do wonder how long it will be before Henry spills whatever Lori would rather he didn’t.

      The space is filled with cane furniture adorned with bright cushions, and several houseplants add warmth to the area. Since the weather is nice, more bifold doors stand open, leading into a beautifully maintained walled garden. A central path winds through colorful flower beds and toward a small meadow beyond.

      Every shrub is manicured to perfection, and the sheer variety of flowers is breathtaking. As I breathe in the earthy scent of fresh blooms, my fingers tingle. A faint pulse of energy shivers up my arms—subtle and fading, but undeniably magical. Sometimes my magic calls to me with varying degrees of urgency, and at other times I feel the magic left behind from other witches.

      “This place really is stunning,” I murmur.

      “We think so.” Lori beams. “There’s also a plot on the other side of the wall near the meadow where we can plant things for ourselves.”

      Henry gestures toward it with his cane. “Lori started it off, and it used to work very well.”

      “Used to?”

      Before he can answer, Lucky gives a small whine and edges closer to my leg. His ears are pinned, his body tense.

      Lori gives Henry another pointed look. “Never mind about that. Some people still get pleasure from it, which is the main thing.”

      I try to focus on their conversation, but the pulse beneath my skin insists something’s wrong beyond that wall. Noting my distraction, Lucky frowns up at me and I shrug. It could be anything.

      As we continue walking, we come across a small group seated at a table, armed with notepads and pens.

      “Oh dear,” Lori mutters before plastering on a smile. “Good morning!” she calls cheerfully.

      The group looks up, and a lone gentleman stands. “Good morning. Are you joining us?” Though he smiles, the tightness in his expression suggests he isn’t exactly thrilled at the prospect. Henry’s immediate response only confirms the mutual distaste.

      “Heavens, no!”

      “We’re just showing my new friend around, if that’s okay, Richard?” Lori asks sweetly.

      A thin woman with a furrowed brow tsks. “She’s too young to move in.”

      “Yes, Mitzy. We’re well aware of that.”

      “No need to be snippy, Lori.”

      “I assure you, I wasn’t.”

      “Sounded like it to me.” The woman sitting next to Mitzy, with perfectly coiffed hair and manicured nails, sneers.

      “Well, you’d be wrong, Alison. As usual.” Lori tucks her arm in mine. “Come, Patience.”

      “Just one moment.” Richard raises a hand. “That dog has no muzzle and is unfamiliar to us.”

      Shaking off his rudeness, I smile. “I can assure you that Lucky is housebroken, gentle, and adores people.”

      Lucky ambles over, flopping onto his back, exposing his belly. His big, soulful eyes soften Richard’s stern demeanor, though he quickly composes himself.

      “Hmmpf. Well, as long as he’s on a leash, I suppose he’s under control.”

      Henry exhales sharply. “Now that that’s settled, shall we continue the tour?”

      As we move on through the garden, I slow just enough to glance back. The group has already resumed their note-taking, heads bowed in too-perfect unison. The notepads probably aren’t just for garden plans. Something about the way they huddle feels… off.

      They really don’t like Lori, except for one woman who doesn’t seem quite as hostile. She looks up and there is definitely a glimmer of sadness in her expression as her gaze follows Lori. When she sees me watching, she immediately drops her head.

      “Who’s the other woman?” I whisper.

      Lori sighs. “Ramona Flagg. She’s the least of our worries. Look, here’s the garden. Isn’t it fabulous? At least, it was once.”

      The garden is large and clearly once well-kept, but now it’s mostly overgrown. There are glimmers of healthy plants here and there, and plenty of flowers struggling against the weeds. A shed stands in one corner where the wall opens up to grass beyond it.

      As the faint shimmer of unseen energy brushes the edge of my awareness, I know this place hides secrets. They might not concern me personally, but if they affect Lori and her work, then I might have to dig deeper.
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      The next day, I’m eager to get to work. This wish feels like it needs to happen fast, and the urgency is throwing me off a little. I make a batch of muffins and put them in the oven to bake while I shower. It’s a thing I do to relieve stress, and it usually makes the recipient smile as well, which makes me feel even better.

      A little while later, we’re on the road, the container of muffins on the back seat.

      “What’s wrong with you?” Lucky asks from the passenger seat in my old car. “You’re as jumpy as a dog at Halloween.”

      “I know. I thought about wishing for a little calm, but it might affect Lori’s wish somehow, and I don’t want to risk it.” This was always the dilemma. Every wish has a consequence, and sometimes you don’t see it coming until it’s too late.

      He nods thoughtfully. “I understand. Look, all you can do is take it one day at a time. Her wish is a big one and you know you can’t save all her clients.”

      “I know, but what if she can’t choose? What if this wish isn’t about them at all?”

      “What do you mean?”

      “Did you see how she was with Henry? He adores her. Maybe what she really wants is to have a relationship.”

      “Hmm. I don’t get that impression.”

      “Well, that’s merely a suggestion. It could be a hundred different things, and all relationships are tricky. Most times one person is more… interested than the other.”

      Lucky rolls his eyes. “Oh boy. Are you missing your police officer?”

      I blush, annoyed with myself for giving him an insight into my feelings. “Don’t be ridiculous.”

      “You are! I could tell you were downplaying those coffee and dinner meetups. You like him a lot—admit it.”

      “I’m not admitting anything.”

      “Except you do miss him.”

      He’s obviously not going to give up, so I shrug. “Okay. Fine. I miss Kyle, but he’s busy on another case as well as his regular work. Besides, we both know I can’t get tangled up with a police officer. Before you know it, he’ll be trying to figure out how I know things.”

      “And we can’t have that, can we?” Lucky watches me closely. “But if you keep him away from your wishes so that he doesn’t suspect anything, it could work, right?”

      I fall into his trap. “Do you really think so?”

      His eyes twinkle. “Actually, I do. You deserve to have a bit of fun. Saving the world one wish at a time must be tiring for you—and a bit lonely.”

      My throat tightens. “I have you.”

      He tips his head to the side. “Thanks, but it’s not quite enough, is it?”

      Chewing my bottom lip, I consider this. My mom passed a few years ago. I have a father who’s always off on an adventure and a sister who I butt heads with when we do occasionally meet up. Eventually, I sigh. “Is it enough for you?”

      Lucky shrugs. “I guess it has to be. As your familiar, where you go, I go. That’s the end of the story for me—and most of the time, it is enough.”

      He looks out the window, but not before I catch the wistful look in his eyes. It tugs at my heart. This life chose us, and though it’s full of purpose and good things do happen, it’s hard to make friends. And keep them.

      He springs to his feet. “I don’t know about you, but that pity party went on way too long. We have work to do.”

      “You know, there was little time between our last job and this one. Perhaps we need a vacation. Do you think when we’re done here, we might find a little time to relax?”

      He shrugs again. You know as well as I do that it depends on the urgency of any future wishes.”

      He’s right, but a small light of determination fires in my belly. We both need more than jumping from wish to wish the way we have been. I’ll find a way to make sure we get a break—whatever that looks like. My fingers tingle and I clench my fists. Not like that, I tell myself. Wishing for anything selfish could be disastrous and I wouldn’t risk it. Not when the consequences of losing my powers hang over my head.

      When we arrive at Lori’s cottage, there’s a note pinned to the door.

      Come to the community center.

      The writing looks hurried. “How strange,” I muse. “I wonder what that’s about?”

      Lucky shrugs. “Only one way to find out.”

      Leaving the container of muffins by the door, I slip his leash on him, and we head along the path without seeing another person. It becomes painfully obvious why when we arrive at the main building, which is full to bursting. At the back of the room, Richard thumps his fist on a table he stands behind. He’s flanked by Mitzy, Alison, and Ramona. Rows of chairs are filled with the residents facing him.

      “We simply can’t have unsavory people wandering around the place,” he bellows as I make my way down the side of the room and position myself near the board announcing today’s classes and events. It’s handy enough that I can see Lori and the team who seem bent on attacking her. At my feet, Lucky bristles as his gaze fixes on Richard.

      Lori sits in the front row with Henry beside her, and now she jumps to her feet. “Unsavory? Since when is a woman who has been beaten by her husband unsavory?”

      “Don’t split hairs, Lori,” Richard growls. “You know that if she’s at Willow Gardens, her husband will likely follow.”

      “He has no idea she’s here, and neither would you if you weren’t so nosy!” Lori shouts.

      Henry stands next to her, placing a hand on her shoulder while his gaze settles on Richard. “I think we’d all like to know—what were you doing peering through Lori’s window like some peeping Tom?”

      Several women in the audience clutch their pearls and gasp.

      His face flushes crimson. “Don’t be ridiculous. I was walking by and saw someone at the window. I could tell it wasn’t Lori and therefore I was concerned for her safety.”

      Lori snorts. “A likely story. Having people visit shouldn’t elicit a response like that. You’re the biggest gossip in the whole of our community.”

      “How dare you!”

      “I dare because it’s true. You’re always pushing people’s buttons and bullying them into your point of view.”

      Mitzy jumps to her feet, eyes blazing. “Where’s your respect? Richard is head of the residents’ committee. It’s his job to protect us from the criminals you bring in here.” She looks pointedly at me. “And those who are dangerous and disruptive.”

      “These women are not criminals and besides, we have security for that,” Henry reminds her.

      “Bradley?” Richard huffs. “Don’t make me laugh. He’s not likely to step between you and a thug, is he?”

      Lori’s eyebrow shoots up. “And I suppose you are? You, who thinks an abused woman isn’t worthy of anyone’s care?”

      “You need to calm down.” His voice shifts to patronizing. “This was supposed to be a civilized discussion.”

      “More like a witch hunt,” Lori mutters.

      Lucky snorts and I squirm. Little do they know.

      “I vote that we ban anyone from entering the property who isn’t a resident or family member,” Mitzy announces, her steely tone slicing through the rising chatter.

      “That’s just ridiculous!” a ruddy-faced woman shouts. “Unlike you, we have friends who visit regularly. And what about the entertainment? I’m not missing out on the children’s performances or the country and western singers.”

      “And what about ask-the-expert sessions? I love gardening and they’re so valuable.”

      “Don’t forget the swimming tutor!”

      “And stamp collecting through the ages!”

      A few more chime in before a smallish woman pipes up. “I agree with everyone, but more importantly, abused women deserve our help, and you have no right to stop Lori from seeing whoever she wants.”

      She’s angry, but trying to downplay this, and though others have disagreed with the committee, I sense the divide growing between those who want to support Lori and those who fear the consequences—whatever they might be.

      “Thank you Kitty,” Lori says to the woman.

      Richard has to shout over the noise. “Look, no one wants to stop the things we love and are passionate about.”

      “Except if it concerns me!” Lori shouts.

      “If you’ll let me finish, madam. I think we need to consider that if anyone else comes on-site in relation to Lori’s business, we rethink the matter.”

      The concession quiets the room for a moment. The residents begin chatting among themselves, clearly eager for a resolution that doesn’t disrupt their lives.

      “It seems very fair, Lori,” a woman in the row behind says.

      Lori glances around at the sea of hopeful faces and nods. “Very well. I’m sure it won’t happen if we don’t go around blabbing about my guest, so I agree.”

      Richard and Mitzy share a look that can only be described as gloating. Wisely, he doesn’t add anything else, but gives a broad smile to the room, as if the residents are now behaving.

      “Well done everyone. I think that concludes our business. Let’s all have a lovely day.”

      With that, and lots of chatter about other things, the group disperses.

      “I think you handled that just right.” Henry beams at Lori.

      “Good for you for sticking to your guns,” I add.

      Lori runs her palms down her skirt. “I hate confrontation, but that man and his cronies want to rule the world—and sometimes a line must be drawn.”

      I want to applaud her, but she’s already heading out the door. Several women waylay her to offer good wishes for the woman in her care.

      Lori smiles and doesn’t linger, but I sense her disappointment. Perhaps like me, she wishes everyone could be kinder. I clasp my hands together.

      If only it was that easy.
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