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  THREE WISHES

Sometimes True Love needs a little help. That’s where the Fairy Godmothers’ Union, True Love Local steps in. 




 In Every Day an Hour is the story of Jordan and Renata, who were divided by misunderstanding before they ever had the chance to get started together. It takes a dose of magic to dispel the misunderstandings and give love its chance.




In Happy to be Stuck With You it takes a fairy godmother’s interference to get practical security-expert Craig and New Age mystic Amy together in one place long enough to see past their differences.




 In Your Dreams calls on the fairy godmothers to free Linda from the enchantment that has kept her from being her true self and letting Tony, the man she secretly loves, see the true beauty within her.
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Spirited!

With the help of Al Marid, a handsome djinni, Amelia Swenson must save her city from a demon's threat
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  In Every Day an Hour

from the files of the Fairy Godmothers’ Union, True Love Local


Six year-old Renata Spalding didn’t realize that this would be the last time she saw her fairy godmother. The meadow simmered with the songs of crickets and stirred with the bobbing dance of daisies and sunlit grasses in the green-scented breeze. The high whine of a cicada sounded from the windbreak standing in the way of any view of the lake. Renata lounged in the meadow grass as easily as if it were the living room rug at home – never minding what her mother might say about grass stains and wood ticks. Whenever she was with her godmother, the meadow seemed like a larger, wilder kind of room in a larger, wilder home than her own.

“What is it, Gomamma?” she asked the white haired woman who sat, more properly, above her on a stump near the overarching maple at the edge of the meadow.

“I think you’re old enough to say, ‘Godmother’ now, Rennie. Or even, ‘Arabella,’ which is my name, you know.” Her tone might have seemed stern if not for its warmth.

“But you’ve always been ‘Gomamma.’ It would be like talking to someone else if I called you different.” Pleased with her logic, Renata smiled up, basking in her godmother’s warmth.

Arabella laughed. “Well, I probably won’t be seeing you again, so there’s no point in changing it now.”

“Why won’t I see you again?” A cloud crossed the summer warmth in which Renata had felt so at ease.

“Oh, my dear child. People are always leaving this world – everyone does it one day or another, and I must be going sometime soon.”

“But I don’t want you to go!” The cloud grew darker. Her small hands gripped a withered one that felt as sturdy as any tree root and surely would not easily let go of the world?

“Don’t fret. There, there, now.” Her godmother patted the child’s hands. “I have a goodbye present for you – weren’t you just asking what it was?” Arabella’s tone was as warm as ever, reassuring in its calm strength.

“I didn’t know it meant goodbye. I don’t need one. You should stay.” Renata still clung to her godmother’s hand.

“Oh, but this is a magic present, and you haven’t seen it yet.” Arabella’s eyes twinkled.

Renata paused at that. “Like the magic tadpole you showed me, that turned into a frog? Or the caterpillar that turned into a Monarch butterfly? I saw those on TV, too. It doesn’t seem like real magic if it’s on TV.” 

“I think you’ll like this magic better. It will give you a wish.”

Renata straightened at that, releasing Arabella’s hand at last. “A wish?”

“Just one, and the timing must be right. It must come straight from your heart.” Arabella pulled something shiny from a pocket in the long, many-pocketed, flowered vest she wore over a short-sleeved shirt and sturdy beige trousers. She let it slip between her fingers, revealing a shiny blue stone hanging from a shimmering golden chain.

“Ooo.” Renata reached out to touch the stone, so like a chunk of the sky, ringed in its golden setting. “Only one wish?”

“Yes, greedy thing.” Her godmother laughed at her again. “One wish in every day – but there’s only one hour in the day when it will work, and you never know which hour it will be. It’s not always the same hour, so don’t think you can figure it out – and, as I said, the wish must come from your heart.”

“Why is magic always so tricky?” 

“It’s only tricky when you look at it from the outside – just as trying to describe how your feet work is harder than simply walking from here to there.”

“Hmm.” Renata held out her hand, accepting the stone as it dropped from her godmother’s fingers. “Thank you.” Renata looked up again, studying Gomamma’s lined face, her heart filled with a mix of wonder, gladness and regret.

“Am I forgiven, then, for going away?” Arabella rose to her feet in stages, at first bent, with hands on knees, then straightening slowly, with a sigh.

“Yes. But I’m still sad.”

“So am I,” Arabella confessed, “but that’s part of the magic.”

When Renata returned to the rental cabin where the family summered, her mother asked where she’d been so long. “I was starting to worry.”

“Just out on the meadow.” Renata drooped where she stood. “My fairy godmother is going away. I won’t see her anymore.”

“I’m sorry, honey,” her mother said aloud. Under her breath she muttered, ‘about time.’ “Jennifer and George are down by the beach. Why don’t you go play with them?”
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Twenty three years later

Jordan Colfax took his place at the conference room table on the twenty-first floor and Renata Spalding kept her eyes deliberately elsewhere. She studied the scrawled notes on the legal pad before her, then let her gaze wander to the view beyond the floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking downtown Minneapolis and a lovely skyscape of strato-cumulous clouds in the crisp blue of the December sky.

Better to look anywhere else than to catch the scornful glint in Jordan – Mister Colfax’s – eyes when he happened to glance her way. Better to avoid looking anywhere in his general direction – despite the intrinsic pleasure of seeing him. His strong features aligned around knowing eyes beneath the stern dark brows and thick head of dark hair as he bent over a sheaf of notes. It spoke well of his tailor that those broad shoulders fit so neatly beneath his suit jacket as he took his usual casual pose, top shirt button open, paisley silk tie loosened, as at ease in his high-backed leather swivel chair as a lion surveying its pride. He’d be perfect, if only he weren’t such a huge jerk.

 Ordinarily she might distract herself in conversation with her fellow representatives from the IT Department, but with Maggie retiring from her position as director of the web design team and the leadership role now open, the other members of the team were oddly quiet. Each of the three sat apart from the others, seeming occupied in their own thoughts.

Renata hardly knew whether to hope for the position. She’d been on the team longer than anyone, knew every CSS class and ID tag in the HTML, every hex code and where the PhotoShop originals were filed for every jpeg, ping and gif. But her heart sank, seeing Jordan at the table. Things never seemed to go her way when he was involved. 

Strange how her heart could sink while other parts of her never failed to spring alert at his presence. When they’d first met she’d thought she caught a different kind of look from him, something hot, almost predatory, that made her melt even in memory. When had that changed? How had he gone so suddenly from steam heat to deep freeze?

“Thanks for coming, everyone.” Jordan sat forward, addressing the group, sparing no particular look for Renata. As liaison between upper management and the Information Technology department, he presided over the meeting. “I’ll be brief and you can all get back to more interesting things than listening to me relay the latest memos from Management.”

A few people chuckled at that. He placed both hands on the table top, leaning in further, seeming to take the reins of the team with only a sweeping glance. “Management has decided on a new team leader to step into Maggie Roark’s position.” 

Renata looked up, her notes for design improvements forgotten. This was it. She held her breath, hardly daring to hope.

“We took Ms. Roark’s recommendations into account.”

She crossed her fingers. Maggie had promised to put in a good word for Renata. 

“And we studied the year-end performance reviews and qualifications for all candidates. I’m happy to announce that Ted Dickson will be leading the web design team starting today.”

Renata clapped robotically along with the others, making her smile a mask. A roaring filled her ears. She heard only noise. Dickson! The newest member of the team? What the hell? How was he better qualified than she was? How could she protest without sounding like a petulant child?

The rest of the meeting passed as if it were some too-familiar re-run of an old TV show playing with the mute button on. Until, toward the end, Jordan brought up the Green Team’s agenda, an issue Renata had taken to heart.

“Before you go, I’ll need a few suggestions for things your department can do to help the company’s Go Green drive.”

“We already recycle.” Dickson spoke in tones of annoyance.

Renata raised her hand. 

Jordan pointed to Harvey Stoltz, the IT manager. 

”He’s right. We already recycle,” he said, shrugging. “And that includes sending used equipment to a salvage operation.”

Renata kept her hand up.

Jordan looked around the table. “Anyone?” He pointed to Andy, one of the developers.

“We can power down all non-critical equipment that’s not in use.” Andy shrugged, too, looking around with a pleading expression.

“We already do that too,” Harvey muttered.

A long moment of silence. Renata’s hand remained up, alone above the heads of all at the table.

Jordan scowled, gave her a nod. “You.” He looked away.

“We go through a lot of Styrofoam coffee cups in the break room,” she said, keeping her tone mild. “I hear they make compostable ones now. We could switch to those or even invest in some non-disposable mugs for visitors. Most of us,” she nodded around the table, “bring our own ceramic mugs already and it’s mainly the visitors who use the Styrofoam ones. We could even get ceramic mugs with the company logo on them.”

“Someone would have to wash them,” Andy noted.

“Make it part of the regular break room clean-up rotation,” Harvey suggested. “That’s a great idea, Renata. We could get some reusable water bottles with the logo, too, make them available at a discount to employees. I’ve been seeing a lot of the disposable bottles in recycling. We should cut down on that waste.”

Renata hoped she showed no sign of how smug she felt at the moment. Mr. stick-up-the-butt Colfax had looked pained to have to acknowledge her
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