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      As a forty-three-year-old, newly divorced, single mom, I know two things for certain, starting over sucks, and magic isn’t real.  At least that’s what I thought. I mean, starting over really does stink, but when it comes to magic, I have to rethink everything.

      I’ve spent the last year since my ex left me going through the motions. Get up. Work. Care for a grumpy teenager. Cook dinner. Go to bed. Wash. Rinse. Repeat.

      Nothing changes... Until it does.

      After bidding on a box of old books at an estate auction, I’m experiencing changes.

      And I’m not talking about menopause.

      My garden gnome Linda has come to life. No, really. Her name is Linda, and she never shuts up. A chonky cat with a few secrets of his own has adopted me. And a gorgeous professor of the occult tells me I’m a witch.

      Right now, I’m not sure who’s crazier—me, Linda or the hottie professor.

      If this is my new reality, it’s nature’s cruel midlife trick. I’m learning fast that earth spells might be easy, but they aren’t cheap. All magic exacts a toll, and if I don’t master the elements, the elements will be the death of me.

      Literally.
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      The garlicky scent of take-out created a nauseating stench I found hard to ignore. Now, I would forever associate Mongolian Beef with divorce, and it made me want to yark.

      I passed the legal documents across the kitchen table to my lawyer Donald Overton III then glanced around my kitchen. “Sorry about the mess, Don.” There were two plates, silverware, and cups in the sink, and it had been the third time I’d said I was sorry since his arrival.

      “The place is cleaner than my house,” he said.

      Don, who was a six-foot-four man with rounded shoulders and a big, balding head to match, wasn’t just my lawyer. He was also my brother-in-law. Which meant I knew he was stretching the truth to spare my feelings. My sister Rose was a meticulous housekeeper. “Is that it?” I asked.

      He gave me a sympathetic look, emphasis on the pathetic, and nodded. “That’s it, Iris. Done is done.”

      I rubbed my face. “Done is done,” I repeated. “I’m officially Iris Everlee.” I’d legally changed it a few weeks earlier. Still, it hadn’t felt definitive that I was no longer a Callahan until I’d signed the divorce papers.

      I’d wasted eighteen years married to a man who left me for someone else. Someone younger. Someone male. My ex, it turned out, was bisexual. I have always been open-minded. I genuinely believe, love is love and that people should live their truths. But when it’s your husband, it’s a lot harder to be congratulatory about someone discovering their “authentic self.”

      “Thanks for bringing those to me.” I stood up from the table. “I have to get Michael up for practice.”

      Michael was my seventeen-year-old son. I worried he’d suffered the most during the divorce. But my son had always been a quiet child, not distant or anti-social, just even keel and low drama. It made it extremely difficult to gauge his real feelings most of the time.

      “Is he still playing football?” Don asked.

      “Yep. Today’s the first day of spring training.”

      Don added, “You look like you need a friend. You should call Rose.”

      Unable to shake the feeling of trepidation, I said, “I’m fine. I’ll be okay.”

      Don gave me a grim smile, then gathered up the paperwork and slipped it into a folder. “I’ll get these filed at the courthouse today. You and Michael should come to dinner tomorrow night.”

      I stood up and walked him out of the kitchen and through the living room to the front door. “I’ll call Rose later. I promise,” I told him, which had been the only promise Don had been trying to extract. Of course, I hadn’t promised when I would call.

      “Please do. You know how Rose gets.” My brother-in-law gave me a gentle shoulder squeeze, then left.

      I had three sisters and one brother. Rose, the youngest of us all, had taken on the responsibility as the family worrywart since our mother died of pancreatic cancer five years earlier. The doctors had given her three or four months to live, but she’d died three weeks later in her sleep because the cancer had strangled her aorta and caused an aneurysm.

      I closed the door and made my way down the dark hallway past the kitchen. Even with the door closed, the foul scents of boy stink threatened to knock me off my feet. Garlic leftovers had nothing on Ewwww de Son. I tapped on the door. No response. I pounded my fist against the wood. Still no response.

      I opened the door a crack. “Hello?” I leaned on the door to open it wider as the sickly sweet and sour odors hit me full force, burning the back of my nostrils.

      My eyesight adjusted to the dark. I saw a small mountain of dirty clothes wedged behind the door, barring further entry. I could see long toes peeking over the edge of a queen-sized mattress. Otherwise, I wouldn’t have known a human being occupied the bed.

      “Michael, damn it.” Lately, “damn it” had been his middle name. “Let me in.”

      “What do you want?” came his muffled voice full of sleepy annoyance.

      “I want you to open this stupid door right now.”

      “Go away.”

      “I’ll go away. I’ll go away to the garage and get a screwdriver and a hammer and take this freaking door off its hinges.” Screw this. I pushed the door as hard as I could. Mount Dirt & Grime slid across the carpet and allowed me entry.

      His foot drifted out of sight. He was moving—another good sign.

      “What the hell died in your room? It smells like a serial killer’s drop zone.”

      The boy sat up, his short hair looking too perfect to be slept in, just like his father. He scratched his patchy goatee. “Dramatic much?” His voice, low and pleasant in tone, held an edge of sarcasm.

      I fought back a smile. My kid was beautiful, no doubt about it. He was one of the few things Evan and I had done right.

      He blinked his soft brown eyes in my direction. “I’m not going to practice.”

      “Oh, you’re going.” I picked up a pair of sweatpants, a green pair at the top of the pile, and chucked them at him. “Get dressed.”

      He groaned and threw himself onto the bed, pulling the covers over his shoulders. “I’m tired.”

      “You wouldn’t be so tired if you weren’t up all night playing video games with your buddies.”

      He grunted. Translation: Whatever.

      “Michael Evan Callahan, you will get yourself out of bed this minute. You promised your father.”

      He moaned his dissent. “Coach is going to be there,” he replied.

      “If you want a relationship with your dad, you’re going to have to come to terms with the fact that Coach Adam is a part of his life now.” I sounded so reasonable, even to my own ears. Inside, I was screaming. It had been a year since Evan and I had separated, and most of the time, I tried to not hate him for what he’d done to our family, but sometimes I struggled with taking the higher road.

      “Yeah, well, you didn’t catch them going at it.” He was sitting up now, rubbing the sleep from his eyes. “And you expect me to come to terms with it.”

      Unfortunately, my son had discovered his father’s infidelity before me. He’d gone to talk to Coach Adam after school hours and found him and Evan kissing in the coach’s office. Michael had come home and locked himself in his bedroom that night. I could still see his hurt and rage. Being caught by our kid was what prompted Evan to finally come clean with me.

      Sighing, I sat on the bed next to Michael and put my hand on his shoulder. “Kissing is not going at it,” I said.

      My oldest sister Dahlia was a family counselor. She’d recommended someone for the family to see, including Evan, in order for us to move forward with our lives.

      “Close enough,” he countered.

      It took months for Michael to even look at his father, then a few months more for him to have a civil conversation with him. I was angry with Evan, but still, I was glad that Michael was finally seeing him again. They’d been taking it slowly. A few lunches and dinners here and there. One month ago, their relationship had taken another setback when Evan and Adam decided to go public and move in together.

      I missed the days when I could scoop Michael into my arms and cuddle him. He was at that age now where he would have pulled away if I tried to comfort him. As it was, I could feel him shrink at my consoling touch. How could I expect him to understand and accept his father’s new life when I could hardly think about him without my own rage clouding my mind? I felt like I’d wasted my best years on him. He’d promised to love me until death do we part. Yes, I lost my husband, but I’d also lost my best friend. Evan and I had more in common than anyone I’d ever met. We had the same tastes in books, music, and movies. We’d shared similar political and philosophical beliefs, and we’d rarely ran out of conversation.

      On top of that, our sex life had been good. Don’t get me wrong, we’d had our share of arguments. It’s hard to be with someone for eighteen years and not have any fights, but we’d always made up. In other words, his falling in love with someone else, regardless of gender, had been a complete blindside.

      “Michael,” I said, my voice gentle but strained. “I understand that you’re uncomfortable around your dad and Adam but avoiding them is not going to make your life any better or easier. Do you want a relationship with your father?”

      The teenager raised a wary brow. “Don’t shrink me, Mom. That’s what you pay Dr. Bradford for.”

      I narrowed my gaze. “Well, do you? Do you want a relationship with your father? And keep in mind, he’s the only father you have.” I wasn’t above deploying mommy-guilt. “Your dad changed your diapers, coached your baseball and basketball teams. He attended every sporting event you ever played in high school. And he loves you,” I said with as much gentleness as I could manage. “Now tell me, do you want a relationship with your father? Yes or no?”

      “Sure,” he said more than a little grudgingly. “But not with Coach.”

      “I’m not trying to make you have a relationship with Adam, but he and your father are a package right now.” The words, even from my own lips, were a punch in the gut. Evan was a package with someone else now, and like Michael, I had to find a way to come to terms with it.

      My teenaged son grunted. Unsympathetically, I clapped my hands to get his attention. “Get. Up.”

      “I hate you,” he said through gritted teeth as he clambered from the bed.

      I tried not to let the hurt show on my face. There were plenty of times I’d thought the same words to my mother when I was a teenager, but I never meant it, and I reminded myself as I let out a slow breath that Michael didn’t mean it either. “You can hate me all you want, son, just as long as you mind me.”

      After dressing, and before he left the house, Michael gave me a rare hug and mumbled “love you” in my ear.

      “I know,” I said. “Love you more.” And out the door he went. Once I was alone, my breath started coming faster, harder, and my pulse kicked up a notch—a feeling I knew all too well. This was the beginning of a panic attack. I tried to slow my exhales through pursed lips. Blow out the candle, I told myself, as I raced for the back door.

      I quickly shoved it open and staggered into my floral paradise, aka my backyard garden. It was a brilliant mixture of colorful wildflowers and herbs. Cleome and zinnias to attract butterflies and hummingbirds, my mother had said when she’d help me plan the garden. There were yarrow plants for ladybugs. And fennel and dill, which are supposed to attract beneficial insects, but frankly, after all these years, I couldn’t remember which bugs were good. I’d turned the fountain on in the spring, and the sound of trickling water started to soothe my anxiety.

      I sat on a bench near a patch of garden phlox. The plants were all green now, but in July, delicate, pale-pink flowers would cluster in bunches. I put my elbows on my knees and lowered my head.

      Linda stared at me with contempt. I flipped her off. She didn’t react. Of course, she wouldn’t. Linda was a stone garden gnome. I’d turned her around the night before, so she was staring at the dill and not at the bench. But—I was guessing—Michael had moved her to mess with me. The kid loved freaking me out. It was his new favorite game of let’s see how many ways we can startle Mom.

      Her beady eyes always creeped me out. More than once, I’d contemplated tossing her out, but she’d been a gift from my mother.

      Every garden needs a gnome, she’d told me. And this sweet girl will keep your garden lush. Like a mini-Santa, the gnome had a snow-white beard. Mom had painted its hat and tunic pink.

      “How do you know it’s female?” I’d asked my mother.

      “Oh.” She’d given me a knowing look. “She’s full of feminine energy.” My mother had tapped her chest. “I can feel it in here.”

      I could’ve done without a gnome, but Mom loving the ugly statuette had softened my feelings toward the little creature.

      “What now?” I asked Linda. “What do I do with my life now?”

      I waited for a few seconds for a response I knew would never come. A rustle in the bushes drew my attention away from my stone nemesis. Two long ears twitched above a small rosemary bush, followed by the rest of the rabbit. It was much larger than an Eastern cottontail and smaller than a desert jackrabbit. I’d seen it several times since the beginning of spring, and I wondered what in my garden kept the little fella coming back.

      I stood up and narrowed my gaze on my recurrent garden guest. “Hello, Bunny Foo-foo?”

      The rabbit, reddish-brown in color, twitched its nose at me. The hair on my head and my arms raised as if the air had turned staticky around me. Only, there was hardly any breeze this morning. The rabbit scurried back behind some bushes, and by the time I walked over, I saw a burrowed-out spot under my privacy fence. The electric tingle I’d felt had disappeared with the small bushy-tailed beast.

      I began to look up types of hares on my phone when it rang, saving me from going down that proverbial and literal rabbit hole. I smiled as the name of the caller flashed on my screen. It was my second to oldest sister, Marigold.

      “Hey, sis,” I answered. “What’s up?”

      “What are you doing tomorrow night?” she asked. No, how are you? No, sorry about your divorce. I loved that about my hippy-dippy sister. She knew how to avoid a sore subject.

      I grinned. “I’m watching Hospital Blues. It’s a new episode.”

      She sighed. “That’s what DVRs are for. You can record it. Is there anything you can’t get out of?”

      I made a mental calculation of all the things I had to do this week, including anything involving work or Michael, and couldn’t think of a darn thing. He was old enough now to drive himself to practices, and I’d finished editing “Don’t Let Your Participle Dangle,” a follow-up textbook to “Where Did I Misplace My Modifier?”

      I used to be a professor of English out at Darling University, located just outside my hometown of Southill Village in the Ozark Mountains in Northern Arkansas near the Missouri border. I quit when Michael was born and had been working from home, living the glamorous life of a textbook editor ever since.

      Unfortunately, I wouldn’t have my next assignment until June tenth, so I didn’t have a reason to say no to Marigold. “Is washing my hair a good excuse?”

      Her tone was bright. “Not even in the slightest. Dress casual,” she said. “I’ll pick you up at four-thirty.”

      “So early? What are we doing?”

      “There’s an estate auction going on in New Weston. We are going to bid on something eccentric and fun.”

      “We’re going to do what?” I grabbed my coffee from the counter and sat down at my dining room table.”

      “Going to an estate auction. Ruth Boothwell died three months ago without any heirs, and her estate is auctioning off loads of fancy stuff.”

      “Fancy stuff, huh?” I asked skeptically. “Look, Mar. I don’t have time to go to an estate auction.”

      “Come on, Iris. What else have you got planned?”

      “Washing my hair. Shaving my legs. Waxing my mustache.”

      Marigold laughed. “It’s about time. Self-care is the first step in reclaiming your life. But you can do that tonight. Besides, this is more than just a leisure trip. A colleague of mine, Professor Keir Quinn, has written a book and needs a good editor before he starts submitting it to publishers.”

      Marigold taught Women’s Studies at Darling U.  She, like me, had gone the academia route. This wasn’t the first time she’d asked me if I would look at a “friend’s” manuscript. The last one she’d asked me to look at had been a romantic thriller set in South Florida. I’d given it a hard pass.

      “I don’t know how many times I have to tell you that I don’t do fiction, but…I don’t do fiction.”

      Of course, I read fiction for pleasure, but I didn’t want to have to ponder if a comma should exist in a sentence or if it was a choice the writer made to leave it out. Same with sentence fragments and other style issues that might or might not be on purpose. I liked the grammatical and mechanical clarity in which textbooks were written.

      “I know you don’t do fiction,” Marigold shot back. “So, it’s a good thing Keir’s writing is of the non-fiction variety.”

      “Mills & Laden Academic Press sends me plenty of work to keep me busy.”

      She sucked her teeth, producing a sound of sheer annoyance. “I know you only get one book a month, and I also happen to know that you are amazingly fast at your job. Besides, you could use extra money right now, right? And this guy is willing to pay double your normal fees.”

      I sat down and closed my eyes as I prayed for patience, then asked, “Why would he do that?”

      “Because Keir needs it done fast. You know how it is at universities. Publish or perish. Besides, it’s an easy gig.” My sister sounded exasperated with me. “You should take it.”

      “It’s only easy if he’s a half-decent writer.”

      “He is,” Marigold assured me. “Look, come with me to the auction. Talk to the man. And if you decide to turn down the job, no harm, no foul.”

      The divorce, even with the sister-in-law lawyer discount, had been costly. I wondered if Rose had reached out to Marigold, and the two of them had cooked up this scheme to help me financially. I did need the money. And aside from that, even if I decided not to take the gig, going to an estate auction might be fun. The idea of getting out and doing something that wasn’t work, kid, or husband—I shook my head at my mental slip—ex-husband—related stirred excitement in me.

      “Fine,” I finally said. “What time should I pick you up tomorrow?”

      “I can drive,” she protested.

      “Barely,” I told her. “Do you want me to go or not?”

      I heard her harrumph. “I’ll come over to your house at four, but you can drive,” she said before I could protest. “The auction starts at five-thirty, but I want to get there early enough to check out the sale items.”

      “I’ll be ready with bells on.”

      “Excellent,” she said. “And Iris…”

      “Yeah?”

      “You know if you want to talk…about today or whatever, I’m here for you.”

      I nodded even though she couldn’t see me. “I do know. Love you, sis.”

      “Love you back.”
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      I’d changed my jeans three times. Nothing seemed to fit right anymore. According to the digital scale in the bathroom, I’d gained ten pounds in the past three months. I hadn’t noticed until my pants had become uncomfortably tight. Unfortunately, I couldn’t hide the muffin top pants created with my stomach unless I wore loose, and in my eyes, unflattering shirts. Resolved to my fate, I’d put on a pair of yoga pants and a flowing top.

      “I told you to dress casual,” Marigold said as she got into the car.

      “This is casual,” I replied.

      “I meant fancy auction casual, not binge-watching past seasons of The Great British Bake-Off casual.”

      “I can go like this, or I can stay home,” I said as I pulled out of the driveway and headed out of the neighborhood.

      “Fine.” Her lower lip jutted in a pouty sulk. “This will have to do.”

      My sister, who was five-eight, two inches taller than me, and thin as a reed—unlike me—wore wide-leg jeans and a Boho-chic tunic top with a light blue and yellow floral print that flattered her black hair and tan skin. We looked nothing alike, but of course, we wouldn’t. I, like the rest of my siblings, had been adopted when I was young. One thing I learned at an early age was that blood didn’t make you family. Love, support, and devotion created family. I had all three in spades with my siblings.

      Marigold took a bottle of perfume from her satchel purse and gave herself a spritz. I smiled as the floral notes of Chanel No. 5 filled the car. It had been Marigold’s favorite since high school. She’d bought herself a bottle with babysitting money when she was sixteen. It had made her feel grown-up and very French. Ooo-la-la.

      I took the highway exit. As we drove out of Southill Village, Marigold grew unusually quiet.

      “What is it?” I asked.

      My sister frowned. “You know you’re an attractive woman, right?”

      I snorted. “What’s your point?”

      “My friend, the guy with the book, he’s seriously handsome. Like, super-hot. And I just thought…”

      I held up my hand. “Stop right there. I have no interest in being set up.”

      “Okay.” Marigold leaned forward and rubbed her knees. “I won’t set you up.”

      I raised a brow at her. “Did you already set me up?”

      “No,” she denied. When I gave her a pithy glare, she shook her head. “Honest. I didn’t do any matchmaking beyond getting you in the same place as him. And he does have a book that he’s interested in having you edit.”

      “What’s this book about?”

      “Something about alchemy and symbols of the occult, I think.”

      “What does he teach? Defense Against the Dark Arts?”

      “Harry Potter called and told you to shut up.” She rolled her eyes at me and sucked her teeth.  “Professor Quinn teaches classes on occult religions.”

      “Soooo…it is Defense Against the Dark Arts.”

      Marigold snickered. “Doctor Regan nearly swallowed his false teeth when the university hired Professor Quinn.”

      Doctor Phillip Regan was the chair of the Religious Studies Department. It was in the same building as the English department when I’d been an instructor there eighteen years ago. He was old then. “Regan has to be a hundred years old. I can’t believe he hasn’t retired yet.”

      “He just turned eighty-eight, but the pious bastard keeps on ticking. I’m pretty sure he crosses himself daily when he passes Professor Quinn’s office.”

      I giggled. “Does Regan carry holy water and a wooden cross as well?”

      “I don’t think that works on pagans,” Marigold pointed out with a grin.

      “Okay, so tell me why a professor of the paranormal is interested in an estate auction? Is the house haunted?”

      Marigold smiled. “Apparently, Old Lady Boothwell has a lot of weird stuff she’s collected over the years, and the auction house hired him to authenticate some of the items.”

      “So, she was into all the hoodoo hokum.”

      “Something like that,” she said.

      “And your friend is too?”

      “Well, he does teach Hokum One-Oh-One,” she snickered

      “Har har.” Marigold had been teaching Women’s Studies at the university for over ten years, and I’d never heard her talk about this professor of the occult. “Is that even a discipline?”

      “What? Hokum?”

      I shook my head and smirked. “Yes, hokum. How does someone get a degree in the occult?”

      “I don’t really know,” Marigold said. “But I’m sure there’s a degree program out there somewhere. You can major in just about anything these days.” She shrugged. “This is Keir’s first semester at Darling.”

      The way she said his name denoted a fondness that went beyond friendship. “Just how well do you know this professor?”

      “It’s nothing like that,” my sister assured me. “Keir and I are strictly friends. No benefits. Give him a chance, okay? I know you’re going to adore him.”

      “I’m sure I won’t.” The air conditioner blasted frigid air against my chest. I reached out and closed the vent, then put on my blinker and turned down Boothwell Manor Road, so named for the manor built at the end of the drive. “Where did this professor of paranormal live before he moved to our neck of the woods?”

      “He spent a few years in Ireland for his doctorate. But I think he comes from one of the coasts.”

      I laughed. “That really narrows it down. So, Quinn is either from California, New York, or Texas?”

      “You forgot Alaska,” Marigold smirked. “Probably not Texas. I think he’s from the east somewhere, but I won’t swear to it.”

      There were multiple rows of cars and trucks lining the long driveway leading up to the main house. I had to stomp the brakes once to avoid hitting a woman who had just willy-nilly walked in front of my car.

      My sister reached over and laid on my horn for a moment, but the woman walking in front of us didn’t even look up. “Cripes, what is wrong with these people?”

      “Distracted with dreams of hitting it big on the Antiques Roadshow.” My father loved both the British and the American versions of the show. He had many of them recorded to VCR cassettes and stacked like books in his living room bookshelves.

      “Does Dad’s VCR still work?”

      Marigold frowned at me. “I think so. Why?”

      “Just thinking about all those hours of recorded shows from PBS.”

      Marigold laughed. “Like Bob Ross and Hee Haw.”

      I grinned and shook my head. “Among others.”

      I parked on a tuft of grass between two trees, thankful for a compact car. Otherwise, we’d have been walking a half-mile up to the palatial house. After, we headed up the road with everyone else.

      “I can’t believe how many people are here.” I’d been to a few estate auctions in the past, but I’d never seen one quite so well attended. Probably because estates this lavish usually got hauled off to real auction houses.

      “Everybody is curious about all the stuff Old Lady Boothwell left behind,” Marigold said. “She was a bit of a recluse at the end, but rumor has it she was still collecting weird shit up until her last days.”

      “Who doesn’t love weird shit?”

      “Right?” Marigold said with excitement. “This is going to be awesome.”

      Her enthusiasm was contagious. I felt giddy as we took the steps up to the expansive and open front door. Of course, by the time we’d signed in and got our bidding numbers, we were shoulder to shoulder with the crowd, and the shine of this adventure had tarnished. Sardines weren’t packed this tight.

      “Is it too late to go home?” I asked. I was still a bit of a raw nerve after signing divorce papers, and I was beginning to think that maybe this wasn’t the distraction I needed. “We could eat our weight in ice cream and binge-watch cozy mysteries on that British channel that you love.”

      Marigold turned her gaze on me. “Tempting, but no. We’re here, so let’s do it.”

      The items for the auction were set out on tables with tags, and the rumors about the late Mrs. Boothwell’s eccentric taste had not been exaggerated. She had a Victorian palmistry sculpture, a wand made of purple heartwood, and some ceremonial masks from Africa, Japan, Mexico, and the Bahamas. A display shelf housed twenty fertility statuettes. Half were female depictions with large breasts and rounded bellies. The other half were of the male variety with giant phalluses, pointing toward the crowd of eager buyers.

      One had a tall headdress that was skinnier than his erection. I leaned in for a closer look at the tag. Like it had in my garden the day before, the air around me felt like it held a slight electric charge. Cripes. It had to be the new fabric softener I was using.

      “That’s Min,” a man next to me said. “The Egyptian god of fertility.”

      I smirked. “More like the god of Viagra.”

      His soft, low chuckle drew my attention. The man was tall, lean like a runner, his dark hair was slicked back, and his gray eyes held a hint of amusement. “He’d be a hard pill to swallow.”

      My skin buzzed as he gave me an appraising once over. The heat of a blush rose in my cheeks. I forced a bland expression and leveled my gaze at him. “Old Lady Boothwell probably had no gag reflex.”

      The man grinned, the slight lift in his brow the only sign that I’d surprised him. He leaned in and said with a quiet voice, “She has an assortment of fetish items that border on torture devices, so it wouldn’t surprise me.”

      I pursed my lips. My eyes widening in shock. “She did not.”

      He laughed and shook his head. “No, she didn’t. But wouldn’t it have been grand if she had?”

      Marigold showed up and slipped her arm in mine. “Hey, I see you’ve met Keir already.” She glanced at the man. “I told you he was gorgeous.”

      Keir’s eyes darted to the right as if looking for an escape route, but he didn’t actually try to leave. Instead, he met my gaze. “You must be Iris,” he said. “Your sister has told me all about you.”

      I gave Marigold a soft elbow to the ribs and stifled a groan. “Well, that’s ten minutes of your life you’ll never be able to get back.”

      His mouth quirked up on one side. “I know a good time travel spell.”

      “Isn’t that handy,” I said, wishing it were true. I would go back in time to the point where I conceived Michael, then I would have dumped Ethan’s cheating ass. I shook my head. He hadn’t been cheating on me then.

      Keir shifted his gaze to a suit-clad man across the room who was waving madly at him. He tilted his head to me, and I couldn’t stop myself from admiring the sensuous curve of his lower lip. “I’ll be talking to you soon,” he said.

      “Yes, you will,” I answered breathlessly. That’s when Marigold’s elbow found my ribs. I blinked. “I mean, yes, of course. To talk about the book.”

      He grinned then and winked. “Is that what the kids are calling it these days?”

      Before I could stammer out a response, Keir Quinn strolled off in the direction of the urgently waving man.

      “He’s really full of himself,” I muttered.

      My sister laughed. “The lady doth protest too much, methinks.”

      I reached into my purse and jingled my keys. “I’m going to leave you here to fend for yourself.”

      She pressed her fingertips into her chest, her eyes wide in mock disbelief. “You wouldn’t dare.”

      “No, I wouldn’t,” I agreed. “Now distract me with cool stuff before I change my mind.”
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