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Thanks for inviting me into your magical world!


 -Jessica 
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Forward by S.E. Smith
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Imagine The Worlds of Magic, New Mexico... A series that brings together outstanding paranormal and science fiction authors to expand a town where witches, aliens, vampires, werewolves, goblins, sorceresses, pirates, time travelers, and paranormal live in harmony - when they aren’t joining forces to defeat the bad guys. A magical town where being abnormal is the norm!

I’m S.E. Smith, the creator of Magic, New Mexico and I invite you to curl up with each book now and discover all the action, the magic, and the love that makes Magic, New Mexico the ultimate go-to series for Paranormal / Science Fiction Romance readers.

For all the stories, go to MagicNewMexico.com. Grab your copy today!
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Chapter One
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​Esme Treblenote hummed a little Irish tune as she practically skipped down the sidewalk of Magic New Mexico ogling all the fabulous out of this world stores that lined Main Street. Her first real job as an official fairy godmother and she was stationed here in Magic, the most desired post in the U.S.! Her mentor and teacher, Mrs. Wigglewort, had told her how lucky she was. All the fairies in the FGA—Fae Godmother Association, wanted to be here in Magic because of how amazing it was to live out in the open as one of the fae.

The town of Magic was the place where the odd, the magical, and the down-right exotic, came to hide from the rest of the world, and they did so right in the open. While the mundanes thought all the enchanting and mysterious shops were designed to draw a little extra money to this small town in the deserts of New Mexico, the actual witches, werewolves, and exotics knew—this was the real deal.

A middle-aged woman with her tight tan shorts stretched over her pear-shaped rear, and a t-shirt that read ‘I love NM’, goggled at a collection of cast iron kettles and baskets in the front window of the Krazy Kettle. “I can’t believe the stores here, Marvin,” she said to her husband. “Every single one is like it belongs in one of those fantasy movies the kids like.”

“That’s why we came here, Trish. It’s like visiting a theme park in the middle of New Mexico, only without the crowds.”

Esme giggled and turned away, hiding her secret glee at the fact that the couple had no idea that all of this was real. Good thing she’d placed the glamour over her wings and had toned down the sparkle in her skin to look like it was just a light dusting of makeup and not fairy dust, just like she would have if this was anywhere else in the U.S.

Okay, so MNM wasn’t a perfect magical place and you couldn’t really live totally openly as a magical creature because of the tourists. But it was damn close. Over all, this was a plum assignment and she had no idea how she’d gotten so lucky. Fresh town, new job, a brand new start. She knew she was going to love it from the moment she’d driven her beat-up Volkswagen Bug into town and pulled up at her temporary lodgings at the California Hotel, just on the outskirts of town.

From the outside, with its faded hot pink adobe exterior and desert landscaping, the hotel didn’t look like much, but once inside, holy cowbell! It was a fairy’s dream hotel. Because the building had been built over a hundred years ago the adobe walls were thick and didn’t have any metal in them. The staff accommodated special needs magic users, like fairies. Esme could be around technology and metal, but it made her very tired and being able to head back to the foot-thick walls of the hotel and the special revitalizing drinks they had at the bar, made everything better.

And best of all, they allowed cats! Who ever heard of a hotel that welcomed felines, but she guessed when you ran a hotel where witches were frequent customers, you had all kinds of familiars. Not that Tripod, her three-legged cat, was magical. He was just a normal cat, but special to her and she was thrilled he could come with her to her new job.

A tingle of the excitement she’d had ever since she’d found out she’d been posted here ran through her. The hotel was perfect. The quaint little town was perfect. Everything was set for her to start her life as a real adult with a real job. She was going to make Mrs. Wigglewort proud.

Esme paused in her musings and frowned as she looked down the street. Where was that coffee shop? A tiny bell rang a few doors down, catching her attention as if by magic. Ah, there it was, the Coffee Bean.

She paused at the window of the quaint toy store and did a last quick check of her reflection. Short, snazzy, brand-new bright purple haircut in place? Check. Tidy white blouse tucked into super cool checked skirt? Check. Short boots all laced up and her wings still hidden? She peered around at her back as best she could. Check and check!

She moved to the Coffee Bean and opened the door, smiling as the little silver bell’s ring was lost in the music pouring out of the door. She had no trouble picking out who she was supposed to meet from the handful of customers seated at the scattered tables and comfy couches. At a table in the back corner of the café, next to a shelf of battered paperbacks, the woman wielded a black pen over a spiral-bound datebook. Flyaway gray hair caught up in a sloppy bun and a huge frown on her face, she had an enormous Mary Poppins leather bag at her feet and the most severe black reading glasses Esme had ever seen on a fairy.

This was her—her new boss, Delia Thundertoes.

Mrs. Thundertoes had a reputation among the other fairy godmothers for being fair, but tough. Very tough. Esme swallowed her sudden nerves down hard and drew a little pick-me-up energy from the ground, wishing she didn’t have that slight hum that the fae got from being around too much metal. It made her more nervous than she should be, and she was pretty nervous.

She wound her way past a battered couch and leather chair all the way to the back table. As soon as she got close to the older fairy the music cut off, as if there was absolutely none in the shop. “Hello? Mrs. Thundertoes?”

Her new boss barely looked up from her datebook. “Grab yourself a cup of joe, Treblenote, and sit down.”

Before Esme could turn around, a full cup of coffee appeared on the table. She blinked at the white cup with blue and pink swirls and white shape of a magic wand with a starburst at the tip formed in the fluffy foam.

The pert young blonde at the counter winked at her. “Mocha latte with extra foam, right?” With her super short haircut and wide blue eyes, the girl could be a double for a fairy, but with coffee skills like that she was obviously a witch. 

“Aren’t you supposed to hide magic from the tourists?” Esme lowered her voice and glanced furtively at the other customers, but no one seemed to notice either the quiet circle enveloping Mrs. Thundertoes or the magical appearance of her order.

“Sure, but there’s none in here right now. Just us Magic folks.” With a sassy smile the girl went back to work.

Well, she was super cute with that saucy attitude and almost punk hair. Maybe she’d be Esme’s first client. Esme smiled to herself. A young and attractive witch—she’d be an easy one to find true love for. Hmm, she’d need to start to get to know the entire town’s population.

“Ahem.” Mrs. Thundertoes put her pen down, closed her datebook, and gave Esme a severe look over the tops of her glasses. “Stop that right now, Treblenote.”

“Stop what?”

“Daydreaming about perfect clients.” She shook her head at Esme. “Do you think someone that easy needs a fairy godmother?” She snorted and rolled her eyes. “Newbies. Give me a break.”

“I’m sorry.” Esme dropped her bag on the floor and sank down into her seat.

Mrs. Thundertoes gave a long-suffering sigh. “Look, I get it. It’s your first job and you’ve got all these new skills you want to put to work. Ideas. Plans. Dreams. Yada, yada, yada. But I don’t have time to hold your hand. Magic New Mexico is no place for a wide-eyed innocent like you. There are witches, vampires, and trolls on the client list. And for goodness sake, don’t forget the werewolves. Horny sons of bitches.” She shook her head and stared hard at Esme, a sour twist to her lips. “If the FGA wasn’t in such dire straits, you wouldn’t be here at all. We usually only send the most qualified and experienced of the fae here.”

All the sparkle of the day leached out of Esme, but she shook it off, sitting up straight and giving her new boss her best serious look. “I can do this, Mrs. Thundertoes. I trained under Mrs. Wigglewort in upstate New York. She said I was the best pupil she’d had in over a thousand years.”

“And her recommendation is the only reason I let the council put you here,” Mrs. Thundertoes sniffed. “That, and they had to pull Lulu Fly-by-night out of here fast.”

Esme took a careful sip from her coffee before asking, as if she didn’t care. “By the way, what happened to Mrs. Fly-by-night?”

“Old age, that’s what happened. This place just sucked the life right out of her.”

Esme jerked, spilling some coffee on the wooden table. A paper napkin appeared and soaked up the hot brown liquid. She caught the barista’s eye and gave her a grateful smile.

Mrs. Thundertoes laughed. “Oh, don’t look so scared. You’ve got years until they wear you down. At least that’s one benefit to you being so young. Plenty of time to make your own mistakes.” She shook her head and sighed. “But young or not, you’re what they sent me to work with, so let’s get down to business.” She leaned over and unlatched her leather satchel.

The last of her excitement leaking away under Mrs. Thundertoes dour expression, Esme pushed her coffee to the side and took out a fresh spiral notebook and pen from her bag. “I’m ready. Who’s my first client?” 

Mrs. Thundertoes pulled out a thick stack of manila file folders and slapped them down on the table. A cloud of dust rose and floated toward Esme.

Coughing, Esme raised her arm and covered her nose and face. “What are those?” She waved her hand and sent a little cleaning magic toward the dust.

“We got Lulu out just in time. The dementia wasn’t too bad. These are her last cases. And now, Ms. Treblenote, they’re yours.”

Esme’s heart sank as she stared at the three thick files. How long had these files been waiting? And why were they so thick?

“But I thought I’d have new cases.” The pale manila corners were soft with wear, and the top one had a purple stain on it that looked like it might be grape juice. “These look like they’ve been here a long time.” Visions of trying to arrange happy-ever-afters for old ladies like Mrs. Thundertoes raced through her brain. 

“Sorry.” Mrs. Thundertoes stuffed her pen, datebook, and glasses into her big leather bag and snapped it shut. She stood up. “No new cases until you’ve fixed Lulu’s screw-ups.” She threw some money down on the table. “The coffee’s on me. You’re going to be buying enough of it for yourself with the late nights you’ll be putting in on these cases.” She swung her bag up and hustled for the front door, calling over her shoulder, “ Good luck!” And in a not-so-quiet after-tone that Esme barely heard as the music came crashing into the once silent corner, “You’re going to need it!”

The bell rang out as the door swung shut.

Esme stared at the door and then back down at the files weighted down now with the reality of her new job. No new cases. No fresh start.

Crap.

She’d come here with such optimism. Sure, she’d known that all new jobs had issues. Mrs. Wigglewort had told her she’d have to work hard, but this was her very first job and she’d been dreaming about being a fairy godmother for years, ever since her own fairy godmother had swooped down and told her she’d be perfect at the job. It had been amazing. She’d been flitting from party to party, like the other young fae her age, drinking honey-wine and staying up for days. And then one morning as she sat holding her aching head at the breakfast table trying to choke down a piece of toast, Mrs. Wigglewort had appeared.

Everything about her was round and soft, including her voice as she said, “Young lady, you have a calling. Why are you wasting your talents dancing the night away when you could be serving a greater good?”

Esme had stared at her. “What in the world are you talking about? I’m just doing what everyone else my age is doing.”

“Yes you are. So stop it. Don’t you hear your inner voice telling you that there is more in this world?”

“I don’t think so.” Esme blinked at her across the half-eaten piece of toast in her hand.

“Well then listen.”

And so she had. And darned if there wasn’t something inside that had shriveled away into almost nothing—her self-esteem calling her to figure out what she should be doing with her life. That was the moment that she realized that she wanted to do what Mrs. Wigglewort did—find people their happy-ever-afters. And so she’d spent the last few years in apprenticeship, and then journey-manship, and now here she was with someone else’s failures staring her in the face.

But wait a minute, these weren’t her failures. Esme fingered the soft worn sides of the files. How bad could it be? She knew how to do this job, she’d worked hard to come this far. She put her shoulders back. No matter what Mrs. Thundertoes thought, she could do this. These weren’t her failures; they were her brand-new opportunities to shine.

Optimism rising through her, she opened up the first file and read the cover page. And then opened the next one, and the next. After skimming all of the files she sat back and took a sip of her cold coffee.

Not old, not one of them. But screwed up? Yes.

With all her good intentions twisted by dementia, Lulu Fly-by-night had done her best. But oh wow! Each of these clients was a mess.

Esme liked a challenge. It was why instead of staying in the party scene she’d gone for the fairy godmother training in the first place. She randomly chose the top file and opened it back up. This one?

Why not? She liked a challenge, and this one was a doozy!
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​Chapter Two
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​Tanner Scott paced back and forth in his office in the Spark of Magic Casino and cursed at the row of monitors keeping watch over the tables on the casino floor. “Damn it! Who let Dan Thompson in? And where the hell did he get those chips?”

At the blackjack table, his nemesis, Dan Thompson was back in action. Dan Thompson—the man who, just last night, Tanner had had thrown out of the casino and told never to come back because he was running up too much debt. And the night before that. And the night before that.
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