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Three Wishes is a sweet winter romance written from Lisette Rivera’s point of view. This is not a religious romance nor is it a romcom. This story does not contain bad language or sex scenes, remarkably so. This sweet winter romance is different than most of Jessica Caryn’s previous works. Mainly because it has a fictional resort with mountain and forest settings. Silvestre is very similar to her other fictional towns of Honey Grove, Pine Springs, and Forest Glen except there are no true mysteries. Also worth mentioning, Jessica Caryn is using pattern recognition. Most of the characters were previously written, and new characters have the same first and last name of someone she has already written. This method was intentionally used with sound reasoning.
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Lisette Rivera (Lettie) – left Bolton & Price for a reset 

Thomas Wilkes – Lisette’s ex-boyfriend 

Barrett Hale (Rett) – Silvestre’s owner, engineer, EMT-P

Everett Hale (Evers) – EMT-P, Barrett’s older brother, owns Barley & Brew, mixes a great Vesper Martini 

Dr. Sutton Hale – (prefers being called by his name) concierge doctor/resort physician, Barrett’s older brother 

Aiden Richards – chef, co-owns Sage & Spice 

Claire Richards – Aiden’s wife, co-owns Sage & Spice 

Caleb Marshall – mechanic, fuel specialist 

Carlisle Saint-Laurence – owns Hickory & Smoke 

Deacon Sebastian – mechanic, fuel specialist 

Dutch Brandt – mechanic, emergency road & transport services, Barrett’s friend

Sophie Brandt – Dutch’s wife, owns Cedar & Ivy 

Fletcher Carter – co-owns Evercrest Outfitters. 

Greta Mae – owns Evergreen Café 

Jake Calder (JC) – electrical engineer, emergency road & transport services, Barrett’s friend 

Jimmy Locke – co-owns Locke & Key  

Jessica Locke – Jimmy’s wife, co-owns Locke & Key

Hannah Grace – works at Evercrest Outfitters 

Imani Lewis – works at Cedar & Ivy  

Mindy Jayne (MJ) – office manager, physician assistant 

Melody Andrews – owns Sweet Melodies 

Nathan Blackwell – resort security, CSO of Paragon 

Thatcher Carter – co-owns Evercrest Outfitters  

Phoenix Santos – owns Paragon Security Services. IT infrastructure engineer, works with Barrett and JC

Veronica Santos – owns Oasis Spa, Phoenix’s wife 

Roxie Simone – used to work at Guilty Pleasures (Miami), now, she works at Oasis, but she still wears her favorite boots complete with the Harajuku charm bracelet

Vera Rae – owns Sugar & Honey Bakehouse  

Carlo Giovanni (Arizona) – frequent guest 

Giselle Ricci (Charleston) – new guest, Tammy’s friend 

Danny Murphy (Cincinnati) – craftsman

Niall Murphy (Cincinnati) – project manager 

Dawson Flint (Las Vegas) – his company builds the cabins 

Bianca Martinez-Flint (Las Vegas) – Dawson’s wife 

Colt Merrick (Las Vegas/San Antonio) – Everett’s friend 

Dex Walker (Malibu) – architect, resort/luxury construction

Tammy Walker (Malibu) – Dex’s wife

Murphy Hayward (Malibu) – architect, resort/luxury construction  

Juliana De Araújo-Hayward (Malibu) –Murphy’s wife  

Linda Alexander (Miami) – frequent guest 

Flynn Thompson (Milwaukee) – Everett’s Friend  

Kimber Thompson (Milwaukee) – Flynn’s wife 

Brian Kemp (New Orleans) – frequent guest 

Salina Kemp (New Orleans) – frequent guest 

Declan O’Keefe (New York) – frequent guest

Niamh O’Keefe (New York) – frequent guest 

Damon Pierce (New York/St. Louis) – architect, designed the resort’s office and luxury homes for Barrett and his brothers

Quentin King (Tampa) – professional photographer  

Jana Sutton-King (Tampa) – Que’s wife, IT professional, she loves her husband and Vesper Martinis, in that order
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Being burned out didn’t happen all it once. There weren’t any quick-tempered episodes. I didn’t break down or have random crying spells. I had always stayed on track, even when my world was falling apart. Maybe that was why my burnout happened exhaustingly slow. It was like silently begging for oxygen when none was available. 

The achy feeling in my chest was emotional pain and physical exhaustion. I had acquired, accomplished, and saved enough, but the grind wore on me. My long-term relationship went from lovers to coexisting. Breaking up with him wasn’t hard, but leaving someone so familiar was. I was on my own, again. My destination, Silvestre. A month at a luxury resort will put things into perspective. 

A new life? 

Maybe. 

A reset? 

Definitely. 

Arriving during a snowstorm wasn’t the best situation, but I didn’t expect to meet Barrett Hale. His calm voice was a different kind of comfort. A spark. Our chemistry started with an incredible spark. Barrett felt it too. He asked if I had three wishes what would they be. My answer was to be safe and warm with hot cocoa. We couldn’t count two of the three. Reason being, I was in my beautiful cabin, cozy and safe. 

Barrett granted my first wish by pouring gingerbread cocoa, and that was the start of something wonderful. 

Silvestre felt like a world away from everywhere else. Going from city life to a slower pace was a huge change. My routine turned into easy conversations over hazelnut coffee on snowy mornings in quiet woodsy spaces. My second wish came after winter’s kiss in newly fallen snow. My time was winding down in Silvestre, and I wanted my third wish. Maybe Barrett Hale would grant that too.  
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Lisette Rivera

Silvestre was nestled in miles and miles of forest. It was a town-like mountain resort and picture perfect. Everything was online nowadays. One video tour was enough to decide, so it had been three days of takeout and hotel stays. Six-hour driving worked for the most part.

 Fatigue set in on day four. Giving myself grace was never easy. I tried pressing on, but the exhaustion won. A full-on crash out happened. The hotel’s linen smelled like strong detergent, but I slept until ten in the morning. 

My feminine routine was done without cutting corners. Housekeeping was on their way in at eleven. Polite smiles were my go-to for silent greetings. It worked wonders. 

I left to check out and went to the dining room for brunch. Lemon and blueberry muffins were in a little paper bag, and hazelnut coffee was in my favorite mug.  

It was day five. The final stretch. Long drives weren’t for me, but my new navigation system was doing its job. 

Two hours down. 

Three to go.

I gently patted my dashboard. Purchasing a new vehicle had been my first order of business. I needed something that could handle inclines and different kinds of terrains.

My cozy confines were super comfortable, but it looked like I was driving into the storm. My attention was on the road with Thomas’s voice surging through the speakers. 

 “Lettie, you mentioned this, but I didn’t think you were serious. Most people say one thing and do another.” 

Thomas was excellent at managing people. He was a high-salaried CEO, and that worked for him, most of the time. Thomas ran into trouble when it came to me. His demands were met with calm queries. Our personalities clashed because he wasn’t used to being questioned.

Respect was important. Constant effort went into bridging the gap, but it didn’t always work. Our differences were exciting for him and exhausting for me. Thomas needed a woman who would fall in line. He could be in a relationship by next week with little to no luck. 

Me? No. There would be all kinds of hoping and wishing. Not to say, I wouldn’t find love. Maybe in time, but it wouldn’t be in Silvestre. I wanted to do some exploring, well, not too much. I wasn’t outdoors experienced. Still, it would be a nice change of pace.

 The sky above the trees had turned gray. It wasn’t much colder, but the flurries would give way to snow. 

 Thomas was hitting key points. He wanted the best outcome even if we weren’t together anymore. I let him have it. Thomas sounded frustrated with talking.

“Lettie? Are you there?” 

“Yes, Thom. I’m listening. Stop worrying.” 

“Not a chance. You’re traveling across the country alone. I never liked the idea of this trip. I still don’t.” 

“Thomas Wilkes, I’ve been traveling for a good while. Your concern started when you didn’t hear from me. You’re my ex-boyfriend. Ex as in our relationship ended.”

“Right. We agreed to put love on hold.” 

“We broke up.” I corrected him. “I moved out.” 

“Right, but that’s only because we want different things out of life. We’re on good terms, despite it.” 

We were on good terms, well, as much as former lovers could be. Thomas wanted a different version of me. No one was cheated on, well, not to my knowledge. No one was verbally, physically, or emotionally abused, either. Thank everything good for that. My life wasn’t set up for drama. That was the main reason I never got along with Thomas’s friends. They were a lot, all of the time. Angsty and loud, but they cared about him. That mattered most.  

Thomas’s family was supportive and amazing. They were the kindest people, ever. That took getting used to. My upbringing heavily influenced my identity and decisions. It was a good benchmark on what not to do. Life skills were learned quickly to adapt and survive. 

Still, Thomas was expressing his concerns for my life choices. He ditched the commanding conference room talk. Now, he was intimately speaking. It felt warm and familiar. Caring couldn’t keep us in a relationship, so it wouldn’t be enough to ditch my plans and turn around. 

Thom was using reasoning skills, and I was following my heart. Still, he wanted to influence my decisions. 

“Lettie, you’ll be staying at an isolated resort during a record-breaking storm. The place is probably not as advertised. Most likely, you won’t even have cell service.” 

“Sounds like a silent situation.” 

Thomas sighed, clearly frustrated on a different level.

“You’re using humor. End it.”

“Why? Are you the only one allowed to be charming?” 

“You’re clever. You don’t need charm.” 

“Humor is amusing. Right? I’m thinking it is! It so is!”  

Thomas chuckled, “Inquisitive and still adorable.” 

“I’m beyond adorable, just so you know.” 

“I’m aware. I miss you. Lettie, I’m serious about this.”  

“You’re not liking my life changes. Got it. Thom, you don’t have to keep going on about it, but you will.” 

“It’s good you know it. Traveling like this is dangerous. I fell in love with a woman set on living life on her terms.” 

“I never lied about it. Thom, I didn’t. I never pretended to be anyone other than myself.”  

“That’s true. You didn’t lie. I assumed it wasn’t the truth because everyone lies. From harmless to malicious.” 

“Thom, you’re wrong.” 

“I’m not. I’m rarely wrong, same as you.” 

We both went silent. Everything was different. Thomas probably felt it too. He tried changing me. It didn’t take. 

“Thom, please don’t worry. This a reset. I need this.” 

“No. You want this,” Thomas gently corrected me. “Corporate’s not for you, but you’re good at it. The best.” 

“I’m not rescinding my resignation with Bolton & Price. My life had been an endless cycle of meetings about other meetings. I was managing deadlines that weren’t even set. I hated that with a passion. All of it wore on me. I was living off adrenaline, caffeine, and resentment.” 

Thomas chuckled, “You were outstanding.” 

“Being constantly burned out wasn’t in my contract. There’s more to life than work, sleep, and complaining.” 

“Lettie, say how you honestly feel,” Thomas teased me. “You’ve described my life in less than ten seconds.”

“You love it. I don’t. Before you say it, no, I’m not a homemaker. Making your life comfortable was enough.” 

Thomas chuckled again, “You’re breaking my heart.” 

“You’re fine. You’ll have my spot filled in a week.” 

“For sure. I’m taking interviews later on today.” 

We laughed. Thomas was right. I was rarely wrong, so saying he had my replacement wasn’t far from the truth. 

The storm was starting. Traces of snow were on the road. I tapped the defrost and hit my windshield wipers. 

Thomas still wasn’t letting it go. 

“You’re determined, Lettie, I love that about you. That’s why I’m worried. You’re burned out. People do unpredictable things when they’re overwhelmed. Like isolate at a mountain resort to reset.” 

“Are you saying I’m depressed or moody?” 

“Not depressed. Extremely moody,” Thomas said dryly. “That’s not like you at all. Lettie, you’re having a crisis.” 

“I’ll put you in crisis if you keep talking bad about me.” 

Thomas chuckled, “I’m willing to risk it. We were never the type to passively avoid hard topics. We shouldn’t start. We still have chemistry. That spark.” 

“Our love story ended,” I reminded him. “It’s over.” 

“Does that mean I have to stop caring?” 

“No. It means you won’t get your way.” 

“Now you’re being cruel.” 

Thomas’s outburst made us both laugh. 

Background noise was happening on his end. We did our best thinking while pacing. Thomas was probably rubbing his jaw while trying to think of what to say.  

It was pointless. 

Like he said, I was determined.  

Finally, Thomas released another exhausted sigh. He felt energized around people. Him being home alone with his ex on the phone couldn’t be good for him. We needed to cut our call short. Thomas would be okay after texting or talking to his friends. I was set on saying goodbye. 

Thomas kept it from happening. 

“Don’t say it. Lettie, don’t. This isn’t goodbye for us.” 

“It has to be. Women won’t like you being friends with your ex. It doesn’t matter if they pretend it’s okay.” 

“Insecurities. Right. Just promise you’ll stay in a cabin with the necessities like heat, running water, and walls.” 

“My cabin is modern.” I thought about it. “Mostly.” 

“Lettie, what does that mean? Mostly.” 

 “Mostly means most of it. I feel like you’re judging me. Don’t. The resort said everything is mostly updated. It should match the pictures and video. The infrastructure is still being worked on. That’s understandable with it being the only resort or town for maybe a hundred miles.” 

“Maybe? You don’t sound sure.” 

“I’m not sure, but I can read a map, and I’m really good at digital navigation. That’s the easy part. I can do this.” 

“Lettie, there’s not much you can’t do.” 

“True. My skill sets improve all the time. Thom, I’m excited. I’ll be waking up without my alarm chiming. I’ll have fresh air. My coffee and tea will never get cold. I’ll be drinking it and not setting my cup aside for texts or emails. I’m looking for a quiet place to just be.”  

“Lettie, you can’t do total silence. You still sleep with storm sounds. You can’t live without that.” 

“The cabin will have streaming services. I have apps on my phone too. I’ll be okay. Thom, please stop worrying.” 

“I’ll keep worrying. Text to say you’re safe. Even if that means driving down the mountain to get a signal.” 

Something changed. 

Thomas’s tone sounded less demanding and more intimate. He went back to being familiar.  

“Lettie, it’s okay to take a break. You deserve it, but I’m serious about hearing from you. I love you.” 

Thomas’s confession was felt on the deepest level. Love can be like that saying. Patient and kind. Or love can be hard and unforgiving. Sometimes, love was exhausting. Some say it was about trying, but love didn’t have to be messy. Thomas and I had been proof of that. Before, not now. Our love story was over even with lingering feelings.

Truly loving someone was wanting the best for them. Even if that meant not being together. Most people get that part wrong. It was common to have a selfish kind of love. I didn’t. Effort went into learning the ups and downs, and everything that made love complicated and terrifying. Being loved was never taken for granted. Maybe because I had so little of it throughout my life.

Sometimes loving someone means letting go. Thomas needed a chance to have his version of happiness.

My words were said sincerely and completely in context. “I care about you too, Thom. Love me less.” 

“No. Guess that means you won’t get your way either,” he replied. “Text when you arrive. Keep being safe.” 

Thomas ended the call, and I was alone with the wintry road, and the not-so-distant storm. One stop happened to fuel completely up. Hours later, the solid gray had darkened on the horizon, but I was still cozy and cruising. 

This was my reset. My excitement was ongoing, and I felt hopeful for the first time in what felt like forever.
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Powdery snowflakes were drifting all around. Thankfully, there weren’t any accidents. My exit was next, so the ramp was taken with inches of snow under my tires. The storm was increasing with the wind blowing snow like crazy. 

I kept cruising to make a right onto Fern Ridge. A huge truck with a plow attached was idling nearby. The wide road was salted and prepped for the storm. My navigation was saying twenty-minutes to go. It was all snow, pine, and beech trees. The road kept curving with wide turns until it opened to a clearing. The view would’ve been so wonderful, but the storm quickly whited everything out. 

The wind was howling, and the thickening snow weighed heavily on the smaller trees. Their branches sagged so much. With luck, the woods would be okay. 

My attention stayed on the snow-covered road. I was slowly making my way around more turns while driving further up into the mountains. Hopefully, the truck was plowing somewhere behind me. The navigation system said my estimated arrival would be in fifteen minutes. 

A beautiful wood sign was nearby. It was covered in snow, but the engraved letters were easy to read. 

Welcome to 


SILVESTRE


A smaller sign swayed underneath. 


Use Caution. Drive Slowly.


Snow Removal in Progress.


A left was made onto Evergreen Pass. A quick rearview check turned up nothing. The truck from earlier wasn’t anywhere in sight. Clearing Fern Ridge would probably take time. Not one vehicle was on the road with me. Guess everyone had the good sense to hunker down for the storm. Me, well, I was driving slowly along Evergreen Pass with only forest and snowdrifts.  

A loud crackle happened with thumps. 

I quickly muted the navigation to listen. 

First, there was nothing but the howling wind. 

Then, a splintering crack from somewhere nearby. 

Were trees falling?

Staring at the snowy road happened intensely with my intuition, triggering caution. I went slower still. 

 So far, nothing. A loud creak and then a series of splintering cracks. Lowering my window would let in cold snow and harsh wind. I wasn’t doing it. 

Turning down the heat worked in my favor. 

I listened. 

Everything was quiet. 

My engine was a low hum. I gently patted my dashboard, silently promising to give my SUV much-need downtime. After, I was at the resort, safe and sound.  

Another series of cracks started. Large branches were swept onto the road. Heavy snow was falling on a slant, My eyes darted, left and right. The high beams were on. 

Tree branches.

 Okay. The wind was breaking branches. Safety first. I let off the gas to carefully maneuver around the branches.

My relief didn’t last long because a harrowing sound started. My eyes widened. A massive pine tree was tilting.  

No, not tilting. 

Falling. 

The tree would create a natural barricade across the road. Shock and horror happened for a full three seconds. Death would most likely happen by speeding up to pass it. 

No. 

Absolutely not. 

I braked gently, but my tires hit ice. My SUV was sliding to the left. I stopped braking to turn the wheel in that direction. I tried to straighten out, only to slide to the right. On instinct, I turned in that direction. Braking was out. Most likely, the wheels would lock. 

Prayers were sent in rapid succession while gliding closer to the enormous falling tree. My SUV straightened enough. I gently tapped the brake but couldn’t control the next slide. I bumped into a snowdrift with a low thump. Snow spritzed my hood and windshield. The impact caused more snow to fall from the branches overhead. 

The massive tree collided with the road with a loud jarring thud. Easing up on the brake wasn’t an option. The SUV was carefully put in park with the emergency brake. All of that was taken care of with one trembling hand, clutching the wheel.

I blinked. 

I’m alive. 

I’m okay. 

My heart kept thumping with a loud rushing sound, echoing in my ears. Fighting through my anxiety took effort, but I waited to hear more trees falling or worse. 

Seconds went by. 

A few seconds more. 

Okay. 

Nothing. 

First, the ignition button was hit to release the lock. My SUV was still idling, but my keys were in my hand. 

There was no telling when help would get to me. A quick check showed my gas was right under half a tank.

Heat was coming through the vents. 

So far, so good.  

I turned off the headlights and tapped my flashers. Situational awareness had always been a thing. My surroundings needed to be checked for safety. Heaven forbid the SUV was teetering on a steep incline. 

No thanks for that. 

Not a hill, ravine, nothing. 

My breathing wasn’t steady, but my phone was unplugged and zipped securely in my bag with my keys. My scarf was tucked around my neck and mouth. My gloves were grabbed from the passenger seat, and my parka’s hood was pulled up.

Self-preservation took hold. 

Okay, I’ll leave the doors unlocked and check my location. If safe, I’ll wait inside where it was warm. If not, I’m already on resort property. Help will come to me or I’m going to it. Either way, I’m not staying stranded. 

Flashlight. Yes. Best to take that. It was laying on the passenger’s side floor mat. There was a moment, only one when I thought about the SUV tilting while reaching for the flashlight. Wild, but it could’ve happened. It didn’t.  

One more calming breath happened before opening the door. The cold air shocked my senses. I eased out of my SUV with snow under my boots. My bag was slung crossways. It was whiteout conditions with harsh wind blowing in what felt like every direction. 

Come on, Lettie. 

You can do this. 

Take a look around. 

 Nothing too crazy. 

Rapid blinking helped relieve the stinging in my eyes. The snowdrift was a low wall on the passenger side. The wind whipped powdery snow into my face. I groaned and braced. The wind kept pressing in, but I fought it with careful, firm steps. Reaching the back of my SUV took effort. My exhaust pipe was clear with steam rising from it.

Another good sign. 

My goal was to look around the side. 

Again, nothing too crazy. 

Moving closer to the edge of the road happened, slowly and carefully. I fumbled with the flashlight, wanting to get a good look, but the swirling snow wasn’t giving in. 

Finally, I held the flashlight at the right angle. A slow crouch and sweep caused instant relief. My SUV didn’t look damaged. It was sitting level with snow underneath. Calculating the immediate risk happened much faster while sliding on the ice, but it worked in my favor. There weren’t any steep inclines. 

Thank everything good. 

My next issue was losing daylight. My vision was already limited from the storm. It was narrowing more with the dull light blending in with the snow. I turned in a circle, looking for any sign that someone was on the road. 

Nothing. Only wind and snowflakes swirling all around. Rustling was happening in the pines. A chilly shiver followed. My thinking was getting done in the SUV. 

Harsh wind kept tugging at my parka’s hood, but I carefully opened the door and eased in. The warm air was instant comfort. My gloves were pulled off. I looked at the sky again, like the forecast would change by wishing for it.

Snow was falling faster, but I would be temporarily warm in my little haven with heat and supplies. My SUV was in working order for the most part. The tree was the issue, not to mention, being boxed in by a wall of snow. 

Still, the storm was raging.

My essentials were back on the passenger seat. My phone was in hand, and I was hoping with extra heaps of hope. I tilted the screen to be sure. My phone lit brightly. I had bars. Okay, calling Silvestre Resort was the best way to go. It was as easy as stating my name, my approximate location, and the massive tree blocking the road. 

I was scrolling through my contacts when a faint glow drew my attention. It was probably nothing. The storm was trying me. There was only so much light. Hopefully, someone would reach me before nightfall. 

I was set on calling the resort, but the glow was steady. It kept getting brighter. A vehicle was on its way. The driver couldn’t miss the massive tree blocking the road. 

A different kind of relief settled in. My stress was slowly fading. The vehicle was still getting closer. It was all high beams and yellow flashing lights. The service truck coasted to a stop. I was out of my SUV in seconds.  
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