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Dedication







This one’s for the grandbabies. 

Callie-Cat, Fi-Fi, Samma-Llama, Zach-Attack, and Benny-Goat. 

Thanks for understanding that Gramma can’t always be with you, 

and is distracted by her imaginary friends too often. 

Love you muchly.
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About Midnight Magic





Midnight Magic is a companion story to the Three Moon Falls Series. 

Dabney Booth is stuck smack dab between a rock and a hard place. Or between poverty and the ridiculous stipulations of her grandfather’s will. How in the world is she going to find love before the month’s end? Magic seems like the only solution. Too bad magic isn’t within her skill set, and the man she thought was her soulmate turned out to be a lying conniver.

Fire Chief Sam “Sparky” McKenna has been in love with Dabney for as long as he can remember. They were happy until his awareness of his circumstances forced him to dump her without telling her why. He’d love nothing more than to win her heart back, but now she refuses to have anything to do with him, and his secret past seems to him an insurmountable barrier between them. When Dabney magically blows up her backyard, Sam rushes to her rescue.

Will his secret keep them apart, or will the truth set him free and make him realize he’s worthy of her love?
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Chapter One





Dabney Booth scraped her hands across her eyes. They burned like someone had poured acid in them. She was exhausted, but it was too late to quit. If she was going to meet the conditions of her grandfather’s will, she had to be married by the end of the month. 

She’d tried all the usual routes, blind dates set up by friends and neighbors, dating apps, she’d even humiliated herself by going on a Three Moon Falls cable television show called Falling for the Bachelor. She’d been punted from the show when she’d kicked their chosen bachelor in the junk for getting handsy. The man was a pig. What option did she have left, except for magic?

If she didn’t meet those conditions, her cousin Hector would be awarded two point two million dollars, and he was a drug addict. She didn’t want the money for herself. She wanted it to fulfill a family dream of opening an animal sanctuary with her two younger sisters.

The rules of magic said you couldn’t cast a spell for personal gain. Magic didn’t work that way. It wasn’t something for nothing. Magic had a cost. Casting for yourself either ended up failing or rebounding badly. But this wasn’t for her. It was for her sisters and the animals. And if that meant she needed to conjure a temporary husband to inherit, so be it. This spell would benefit so many people and injured animals. That made it for unselfish purposes. Right?

She leaned on the gazebo wall to gather her strength. They were renting a small acreage outside of town. The gazebo was private and well out of sight of the nearby road and the neighbors’ prying eyes. She couldn’t tell her sisters about the spell. They’d pitch a fit. She had already managed twenty-seven nights of magicking. One more wasn’t going to kill her.

From full moon to full moon. The spell she’d dredged up on the magical web took a full lunar cycle to complete. Tonight was the last night. The moon was full again, and as a bonus, it was a full blood moon, and that alignment only happened once every two and a half years. If she missed this one, she’d still be single when the will conditions came due. When she received the funds, she’d make sure Hector got into rehab and that he’d have what he needed. If he cleaned up his act, she’d give him a fair share.

Anger at the ridiculous condition rippled down her spine. Ugh. Grampa, you were such a butthead. Her paternal grandparents had died before she was born, and she hadn’t been close to her maternal grandfather. He had disowned her mother when she had married a man he hadn’t approved of. Her parents had been dead for nine years before she’d even learned of his existence. They’d been able to spend some time together during the last year before he succumbed to cancer.

Inhaling several long, slow breaths, she pushed away her irritation. Strong emotions could negatively impact a spell, and she could not risk messing this up. This last repetition had to be perfect.

Struggling to warm up, she moved closer to the small brazier she’d lit earlier. She had all her spell ingredients lined up on the side bench—enough delay. The moon was at peak fullness at 9:24 p.m. She had to be ready to drop the final herb at exactly that time. Her phone buzzed in her back pocket, reminding her there were only five minutes left.

Walking clockwise, or deosil, around the charcoal brazier that served as her ritual fire, she called on the Goddess and her consort to aid her in her quest. Candles in lantern shields sat at north, south, east, and west. She rang a small bell in time to her steps. Music helped build the final energy the spell would need. Sprinkling the herbs one at a time into her cauldron, her concentration intense, she recited the ritual words over and over as she worked. She dropped in a heart-shaped anthurium blossom. As she reached for the last ingredient, her alarm vibrated in her pocket. Perfect timing.

“As I will it, so mote it be!” she called to the heavens.

Something screamed through the air, sparking bright red and nearly hitting her in the face. It landed with a thump on the brazier.

“What the…”

The brazier exploded in a shower of sparks, throwing her backward, out of the gazebo, and onto the grass. Everything went black.


      [image: ]Sam “Sparky” McKenna crouched beside Dabney. His heartbeat raced furiously. What was the crazy witch doing this time? She’d blown up half her backyard. Her straight black hair was singed on the ends, and one eyebrow was missing. Luckily, she didn’t appear to have burned her skin. His chest hurt looking at her. She’d stolen his heart years ago, but after they’d broken up, she’d refused to speak to him. She’d probably be mad he was here, even though it was his job. 

“Dabney, can you hear me?” He grasped her hand in his. “Don’t move. Lay still. The ambulance is on its way.”

She didn’t open her eyes. “Back off, Sparky. Don’t touch me.” After a beat, her lids lifted, and her glare seemed to gouge a hole in his chest.

“Are you hurt?”

The fire hadn’t amounted to much more than a grass blaze, but the explosion had left one hell of a divot and totaled the gazebo. Everything smelled of ash. Wisps of smoke still rose from the gazebo’s rubble. His crew sprayed it one more time and poked at it with shovels to be sure the flames were fully extinguished.

“I could be bleeding to death, and I wouldn’t accept your help. Go. Away. McKenna.”

He bit back a laugh. It was that stubborn independence he loved most about Dabney. “What happened?” She’d done some crazy magic, but this took the cake.

“None of your damned business.”

“I’m the fire chief. You blew up half a block and burned your gazebo down.” A slight exaggeration, but he still had to investigate. “It’s my business to investigate all explosions. Tell me, Miss Booth, exactly what happened.”

“It wasn’t my fault.”

“You have to be the least coordinated witch on the planet. I told you to go see the Hawk sisters. They can help you hone those skills.”

“It. Wasn’t. My. Fault.” She opened her eyes just enough to glare at him. Fire danced in their gray-green depths. They looked like the ocean after a storm.

“Were you, or were you not, casting a spell?” He kept his voice low. Not all of the firemen and paramedics were aware of magic.

He looked around. She had been doing magic. Her brazier was sitting halfway across the yard, just on the edge of the blast radius, and her cauldron had flown nearly as far. “Seriously, Dabs, you could have been seriously hurt. You probably have a concussion as it is.”

“Yeah, my head hurts like Loki was pounding on it with Thor’s hammer.”

He chuckled. That sense of humor was another of her irresistible traits. “Come on, Dabs. Take it from the top.”

“Yes, I was magicking. I finished my spell, and just as I dropped in the last herb—a bay leaf with the thing I am trying to manifest written on it—something sparking came shooting from over there. It landed right in the brazier, like an arrow hitting the bullseye.”

“Something sparking?”

“Yes, Sparky, something flew at me that was trailing red sparks. It came from there.” She jabbed her finger to the north, behind him. “I think it was that little brat playing with fireworks or something.”

Sam sighed. That brat was her next-door neighbor, Hank Green, a twelve-year-old hooligan with a drunken father and overworked mother. The police had picked him up with fireworks more than once.

“Fireworks?”

“Yah, but big.” She spread her hands about eighteen inches apart. “Big. There was no real noise, though, just the hissing of sparks, then boom.” She slapped her hands together. “Ouch. That hurt my head.” She tried to sit up.

“Step aside, Sam, I’ve got this.” A medic nudged Sam to the side and knelt in his place. “Hey, I’m Damien. How do you feel?”

“I feel like I got hit by a bus. Mostly my head. I think I hit it when I landed.”

“Okay, let’s check you out.” He spooled off a list of questions, and Dabney answered them perfectly. “How long were you out?”

She nibbled her lip, making Sam want to soothe it with his thumb.

“I don’t know. It went boom, then Sparky was pestering me. Where are my sisters?” She struggled as she again tried to sit up.

“Stay still until I’m done examining you. If you were out the entire time it took the fire department to arrive, you could well have a concussion.”

She managed to settle into a seated position.

Sam placed his hand on her shoulder. “Your sisters are over there on the back step, Dabney. They’re fine. They called 911 for you.”

She looked up at him, and the vulnerability in her eyes nearly crippled him. “I swear, Dabs, they’re okay. Do what needs to be done. I’ll stay with them until the doc checks you out.”


      [image: ]Acrow screamed in a nearby tree as Dabney looked at Sam. Why wasn’t he ugly? Why hadn’t his betrayal turned him into a pockmarked weasel? Or a skunk. He was a skunk for sure. He shouldn’t be the studliest man she’d ever met. His green eyes shouldn’t make her heart skip a beat. If he weren’t a rat-bastard, she’d be totally into him. 

By the Goddess, she missed him. She’d been certain he was going to propose on the two-year dating anniversary. He hadn’t.

“Can you check on them, please?” She swallowed her fear for her sisters. Suddenly, inheriting billions didn’t seem so important. Bridgette and Emerald were just kids. Emmy was only fifteen and Bridge thirteen. With their parents long dead, Dabney, who was now thirty, had been their guardian for nearly a decade. She was more mother than sister. She’d struggled to keep them fed and clothed. The only reason they weren’t homeless was their parents’ insurance. Sadly, those funds were running out.

“If you sit still for the medics, I’ll check on them.” Sam’s smile was almost as reassuring as seeing the girls for herself. She couldn’t tear her eyes from him as he jogged toward the house.

“How’s the head? Where does it hurt?”

She blinked rapidly and turned her attention back to the paramedic. What was his name? Damien. Right.

“It hurts everywhere.” She finally managed to focus on the question. “Mostly at the back and the right temple.” She touched the sore spot. Her fingers came away bloody. She wobbled sideways. “Oh, I’m bleeding.” She hated the sight of her blood. She could fix a gash on her sisters without blinking, but a paper cut on her hand made her woozy.

“Dabs, don’t look,” Sam demanded. “I brought the girls.”

She turned toward them. They had fire department blankets wrapped around their shoulders and were huddled together. Their tear-streaked faces broke her heart. Sam stood behind them with a hand on their shoulders.

“I’m fine, girls. It’s just a bump.”

“That’s not true. Your aura is messed up. I can see the lie and the pain,” Emerald snapped. “Don’t tell lies.”

Behind her, Sam shrugged.

“She’s going to be fine,” the medic said. “We’ll take her to the hospital for a quick checkup, just to be sure. Do you have someone to stay with you while she’s gone?”

“We’re not infants,” Bridgette growled.

“No, you aren’t,” Dabney agreed. “But you are shaken up. Heck, I’m shaken up.” She managed a laugh. “Sam, will you sit with them? Maybe order a pizza and watch a movie? I won’t be long.”

It was beyond wrong of her to ask the favor of a man who had dumped her on their anniversary. It was a wonder he even cared how she was doing. No, that wasn’t fair. He’d never treated her badly, even after the breakup. It was the abrupt dumping that had her stumped.

“You got it. I’ve got a craving for a barbecued chicken pizza. What about you girls? Maybe dessert, too?”

He instructed his second-in-command to take over, ensuring the fire was out and starting the paperwork. He slung his arms around her sisters’ shoulders and turned them toward the house.

As easy as that, they went inside with him. They adored Sam. They had from the first time she’d brought him home to meet them, back when she thought they’d be together forever.

The trip to the hospital was fast, and Doctor Carter met them there. A short time later, Hyacinth Hawk arrived. Most people thought Hyacinth was simply a midwife, but she was a magical healer, as well. She was the go-to person for magicals in town when they needed medical care.

The doctor watched without comment as Hyacinth healed her wound and dropped, exhausted, into a chair.

“Juice?” she mumbled.

Casting magic was a lot of work and took a physical toll. Hyacinth had spent her energy on healing the internal damage to Dabney’s head. She’d left the cuts and bruises alone. Because news traveled quickly in Three Moon Falls and so many people were aware of the accident, it was best if conventional means were used to close her head wound.

After Hyacinth had eaten a tray of high-calorie food, she turned to Dabney. “What happened? There’s magical residue all over you. White magic.”

“My spell was finished when something hit my brazier, and it exploded. I suppose that means my spell was for nothing.” Dabney wanted to weep. Now that she was fine and her sisters were in expert hands, her need for money jumped forward into her mind. “I spent a month on that spell. Every single night.”

“You should work with a coven for big spells. Why don’t you swing by the shop, and we’ll help you out? But if the spell was finished, maybe the magic was complete and would work.”

“Do you think…” Dabney shook her head. “Never mind.”

“Do I think what? Don’t be shy. I’m from a long line of witches. Salem witches. I’ve had help at my beck and call my entire life. Not everyone is as blessed as my family. I know you come into the shop. You’re a solitary, right? You work alone?”

“Sometimes I work with my sisters.”

“Oh, honey. Half of this town is magic. Come by, and we’ll help you. If we can’t, we’ll find someone who can. Now, what were you going to ask me? I know Celtic, Scottish, Cajun, and Irish witches. Hedge, kitchen, and candle witches. I even know hoodoo and voodoo practitioners. Someone will be able to help you hone your skills. Your sisters’ skills, too.”

Something in Hyacinth’s voice was reassuring, almost as calming as seeing Sam when she’d opened her eyes earlier. However, this calm didn’t come with the undertones of having lost something important.

“I’m in a tight spot.” She sighed. “I need to be married by the end of next month. I was trying to catch a man. Not a specific man, that would be wrong, but a man to marry who would care for me. If I’m not married, I’ll lose my inheritance to my cousin. The girls and I need that money for our animal sanctuary. Okay, we need it to survive.” She explained the will and conditions, their plans for the sanctuary, and how they were being evicted in sixty days. “Do you think the spell went wrong because it was for selfish purposes?”
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