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            About This Book

          

        

      

    

    
      An early-career witch must choose between a job offer with the coven and the family-first doctor capturing her heart.

      

      This is the third book in the sweet paranormal romance series, Wildcrest Witches, from the author of the Paranormal Talent Agency.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter One

          

          Patty

        

      

    

    
      Patricia Newsome hoped that once she walked through the teal double doors before her, she would find her personal, magical path. That lofty expectation explained the butterflies swarming inside her. Time for action. She raised her hand to rap on the door with her knuckles. Except the door swung open, and a body came barreling out.

      “Oof, excuse me,” Patricia mumbled into the shoulder of the person who had just crashed into her. The tall, well-built someone who smelled amazing, with a clean, bright herbal scent. “I was about to knock,” she explained as she lifted her gaze and saw longish brown hair framing dark brown eyes. “Noah! What are you doing here?”

      The skin around Noah Wright’s eyes crinkled with a smile. “Hi Patty, sorry about that. I didn’t see you there.”

      She laughed and lifted one shoulder in a shrug. “Wouldn’t be the first time, given that I’m, ahem, height-challenged.” Unlike Noah, who was the very definition of a tall drink of water.

      Noah stepped through the front door of his parents’ home and held it open for her. “I was just leaving. Are you here to see my mother or my father?”

      “Your father, if he’s available.”

      “I believe he’s out back. Do you want me to get him for you?”

      “Nah, that’s not necessary. I’ll head around the side.” She stepped away from the open door, and Noah followed. Curious. And a bit intriguing.

      “How’s school?” he asked, shifting his green backpack from one shoulder to the other.

      “Great. I can’t believe I’m graduating with my master’s degree in only one more semester.” She shook her head.

      “In Theology, right?”

      “You remembered.”

      Noah winked. “My excellent tutoring clearly helped you get there.”

      “No doubt, my improved algebra skills made all the difference when studying alternative religions,” Patty responded deadpan.

      “No doubt,” he agreed with a solemn nod.

      They stood in silence for a beat, and she wondered if she was imagining the spark she felt between them. Patty had always found him attractive. Especially in high school, when he was her older tutor – high school senior to her freshman. But she hadn’t seen him until this summer when she’d made her discovery about his mother.

      “How’s your mother?” she asked, and his face grew troubled. All the witches in Wildcrest, Nevada had a magical inclination, and Noah’s was healing abilities. He might look like the stereotype of a cowboy in his flannel shirts, jeans, and brown boots. But, no, he was Wildcrest’s only family doctor who made house calls.

      He ran a hand through his longish brown hair. “The same,” he answered in a lowered voice. “Ben tried to read her, to find what might be wrong with her. He couldn’t tell, so I tried a general healing spell. It didn’t seem to do anything.”

      “Have you spoken to Esther about it?”

      Noah flushed.

      “That would be a no, then,” she teased.

      “We’ve seen the impact of whatever is going on with Mom,” Noah said. “But since you’re the only one who has actually seen something wrong with her, we’re not sure how to approach it. My brothers and your sister have said we need to meet to discuss what to do, but we don’t.”

      “Avoiding?”

      Noah nodded.

      “Is that a good idea?” Patty scanned his face, took in the worry lines and troubled expression marring the chiseled cheekbones. She knew she’d upended the family during their last Wiccan celebration when she had been shocked to witness Esther Wright’s magical aura.

      All witches had magical energy radiating from them like an aura. Patty’s gift was to see and interpret those magical auras. Except that for as long as she had known Esther Wright, though the woman might be a brilliant and beautiful person, she was not a witch. Esther never had a magical aura. Only apparently, now she did and therefore she was a witch. There was no other explanation for why Esther would have a magical aura. And her developing magic was interfering with other witches’ magic. It was a bizarre scenario none of them had encountered before. Patty had researched it when she returned to school after the celebration, but found no recorded instances of a person developing magical abilities outside of puberty.

      “How do you tell your mother she’s not only a witch, but possibly a broken one?” Noah crossed and uncrossed his arms. “Have you seen anything else?”

      “No, I haven’t. Maybe we should have a meeting with her?” Patty suggested.

      Noah looked uncomfortable, though gave a curt nod.

      “How’s work?” Patty asked instead, hoping it would be a safer topic, though she made a mental note to speak to his brothers.

      Noah’s relieved expression reinforced Patty’s decision to change the topic. “It’s great. This morning, I healed a small femur fracture that happened when a goat tripped and fell on its owner.”

      “A goat? No!” Patty exclaimed.

      “Yep.”

      “Is the goat okay?”

      “Yes,” he responded, and they shared another smile.

      A moment before the silence grew uncomfortable, a booming voice sounded from the back of the home.

      “Who’s at the door, son?”

      “It’s Patty,” Noah called over his shoulder to his father, his eyes never leaving Patty’s.

      She grew warm under the scrutiny. “I’d like to talk to you about a job after graduation,” she hollered from the front doorway to Elijah Wright, the coven’s high priest, who likely was in the kitchen on the other end of the large home.

      She couldn’t miss the bright flare of Noah’s typically muted pink aura to a brighter, richer pink, with her explanation of why she was on his parents’ doorstep. The flare threw her for a moment.

      To respect other witches’ emotional privacy, she tried not to read their auras without their permission; except sometimes when their emotions sparked, their auras were unavoidable.

      Noah’s bright, rich pink aura suggested attraction. She’d thought she’d seen a hint of it at the celebration earlier in the summer, and again when he opened the door. But it definitely flared brighter just now. And if he could read magical auras, hers no doubt would match.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

          Noah

        

      

    

    
      The rush of pleasure when Patty stated her intention with his father surprised Noah. Because that meant she wanted to move back to town after graduation? That wasn’t surprising. Most witches returned to Wildcrest. After all, who wouldn’t want to live relatively openly among other supernatural beings, chiefly witches, if they had the opportunity to do so? His father’s continued speech stopped Noah’s rush of thoughts.

      “A job?” Elijah hollered, his booming voice easily traveling from the kitchen to the front door where Noah and Patty still stood.

      “Yes, sir,” Patty hollered back and then winked at Noah.

      He caught himself before he winked back. That wasn’t an appropriate response, he didn’t think. She was staring at him, waiting for him to… oh right. “I guess you don’t need to go around the side of the house,” Noah said, stepping back through the doorway into the foyer.

      “Kitchen?” she asked him, pointing as if they both didn’t know the way by heart. They’d spent hours in the kitchen together when he tutored her.

      “Kitchen,” he answered, and then closed the door behind her. She wore jeans, a t-shirt, and turquoise Converse, which he swore she wore almost exclusively during high school. “Nice Chucks.”

      She glanced at him over her shoulder and gave him a coquettish wave. Then she kicked up one foot, but didn’t say anything.

      Noah laughed and continued to follow the tiny woman through the foyer, her shoes silent on the terracotta tile flooring, in contrast to the clacking of his boots.

      He stopped in the doorway to the kitchen. Patty was embracing his parents.

      “Elijah,” she said, wrapping her arms around the burly man, her head not reaching his shoulders.

      “It’s great to see you,” Elijah said. “I’m sorry we didn’t get a chance to chat much at the celebration.”

      Patty waved away the apology, disentangled herself from his father’s hug, and hugged his mother. “How are you doing, Esther?”

      Noah understood the subtext to that question, but he doubted his parents did. And, judging from his mother’s response, she definitely didn’t pick up on anything other than a social nicety in the greeting.

      “I’m great, Patty. I’ll echo my husband. It’s great to see you.” Esther sat at the white oak table, gesturing for Patty and the men to do the same. “Did I hear right? Are you here about a job?”

      Patty glanced around the table at Elijah, Esther, and Noah, then bit her lower lip.

      “Hadn’t planned on a whole crowd, had you?” Noah teased and she gave a bobble-headed nod. “We can leave.”

      “Oh,” Esther said, “of course. You’re like family. It never even occurred to me.” She lifted her hand like she wanted to run it through her hair, but forgot she had done her French braid.

      “Let’s go, Mom,” Noah said to Esther, before mouthing good luck to Patty. She mouthed thank you and visibly relaxed.

      Patty and Noah stood. “I can’t wait to catch up after we’re finished,” Patty offered, as Noah led his mother back out of the kitchen and onto the deck.

      The two sat on wooden deck chairs situated to overlook the Nevada desert beyond the property. It was still early afternoon, so the sun blazed in a cloudless blue sky. Its rays warmed the brown and green scrub brush surrounding the home.

      Noah sank his tall frame into the chair and breathed in the fresh air.

      “Do you know what job Patty’s asking your father about?” Esther whispered the words, though Noah doubted that Patty or Elijah could hear inside the house.

      Nevertheless, he matched her tone and volume. He even leaned closer. “I don’t. Her degree is in theology, so it might have something to do with Dad as the high priest of the coven.” He cocked his head. “Is that Richard?”

      Esther and Noah peered at the scrub brush off to the side of the deck. A gray wolf appeared and sauntered over to them, stopping between their two deck chairs.

      Noah scratched the wolf behind the ears and was rewarded with a tail thump of pleasure. “How are you doing, Richard?”

      The wolf’s tongue lolled out in response and Esther chuckled. “Elijah is inside,” she said to her husband’s familiar.

      Noah didn’t think the wolf fully understood his mother, but the wolf certainly understood his father’s name. Richard – a Wright warrior ancestor from several hundred years ago – settled between the chairs and rested his head on outstretched paws.

      “Did I sense something between you and Patty?” Esther asked her son.

      Noah’s eyebrows practically jumped off his forehead before he recovered. But not fast enough.

      “I did,” she answered her own question.

      “She’s like my little sister,” he blurted out in response, his face flushing. His reaction to Patty continued to not feel like family-member feelings.

      “Uh-huh.” His mother leaned back in the chair, eyes closed, lifting her face to the sun.

      Noah mimicked her, enjoying the gentle breeze on his skin, and wondered about his mixed reactions to Patty. He’d always thought she was cute, but in a platonic way. Like a little sister. Except, that rush of pleasure when she’d said she was asking his father about a job… that wasn’t like the pleasure of reuniting with a family member. Not at all. The thought of seeing her every day, or spending time with her… he never felt like that when he thought about seeing his brothers, that was certain.

      He found himself wondering if she’d experienced something similar.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

          Patty

        

      

    

    
      Patty hadn’t realized how much the clashing auras in the kitchen upset her magical balance until Esther and Noah left the room. It hadn’t just been Noah’s aura, suggesting an interest in her. Esther’s aura continued to swirl a chaotic mix of colors, and for the first time, worry appeared in Elijah’s aura. Patty sighed in relief with their exit.

      “Is that sigh about me?” Elijah teased.

      Her face reddened and she sat across from him at the kitchen table. “Not at all,” she said, though that wasn’t entirely accurate.

      Did he sense something with Esther, or was it unrelated? She wasn’t comfortable asking him, since he wasn’t aware his aura was flashing like this, so she cleared her throat and focused on her reason for the visit.

      “As you know,” she began, her hands rubbing the smooth oak top before she caught herself, “I’m graduating with my Master of Arts in Theological Studies at the end of the upcoming semester.”

      “Congratulations in advance,” he interrupted her.
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