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        Clay Garrison is having a bad week. The newest batches of beer at the Townsend Brewery have been corrupted. Luckily, his earth witch wife, Abby, has been testing her own brews. Now it’s up to her batches to save the summer season’s profits. The problem? Everything is going wrong, and when a dire warning comes from the ghost of an old friend, Abby is starting to believe someone, or something, is out to get them.  She’ll need her witchy powers to save the day and, in the end, reveal the gift of the witch.
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      “With the power of the moon and stars, let this potion be a slumber charm,” Abby Garrison said as magic sparked from her fingertips and onto the wooden spoon she used to stir her potion. The thin, herb-infused liquid in her copper pot went from a pale green to a deep midnight blue. She smiled down at her creation, pleased with herself. Her newly developed sleep potion had worked perfectly.

      “Abby!” The door to her studio swung open and in walked her husband, Clay Garrison.

      “Clay? What are you doing here?” Abby put her wooden spoon down and wiped her hands on her apron, frowning in confusion. “Aren’t you supposed to be bottling today?”

      Her husband was the brewmaster at her family’s brewery in town. The fact he’d come all the way out to her father’s property, where Abby made her magical potions and soaps, was highly unusual. “I was, but there’s a major problem with my tanks. I need you to come down to the brewery so we can test your batches. If they aren’t ready, we’re going to have a major problem supplying our vendors with product.”

      “I was going to give them at least another week,” she said, already untying her apron. “What happened? Are all of your batches ruined?”

      “All of them.” He held the door open for her and followed her out.

      Abby stopped in her tracks and turned to her husband, taking in the worry lines around his eyes. She pressed one hand to his chest and the other to his cheek. “Clay? What happened to the tanks?”

      He ground his teeth together and closed his eyes as he nodded. “One of the new ones imploded and ruined the other four. We’re going to have to replace them all.”

      Abby’s heart sank all the way to her toes as her limbs went cold. “No,” she whispered, fearing the worst. “Was anyone hurt?”

      His eyes flew open and he quickly shook his head. “No. No one was in the brewhouse when it happened. Thank the gods.”

      “But what about replacing the tanks? Dad doesn’t have that kind of money just lying around.” Her heart was nearly beating out of her chest now. Her father owned the brewery, and while they made a good living, it would cost over six figures to replace what had been lost.

      He covered her hand that was still cupping his cheek and then brought it to his lips to kiss it gently. “Don’t worry, Abs. Insurance will cover the damage. Our biggest problem now is having product to supply to our accounts. That’s why we need to go test your experiments. If it looks promising, we need to get started on the marketing and notifications of a change in our lineup.”

      “That’s a lot of pressure,” she said, falling into step beside him. The batches in the backup tanks were her first try at brewing beer. Sure, she’d learned a lot, growing up as a brewmaster’s daughter, but watching and learning wasn’t the same as doing. “My batches could be terrible.”

      Clay grabbed her hand and squeezed. “They could,” he agreed. “They could also be delicious. We just won’t know until we try.”

      She sucked in a deep breath. “And if they are terrible? What then?”

      “Then we’ll be behind for at least a month and the business will take a pretty significant financial hit. But we’ll get through it.”

      Abby eyed him and frowned. “The brewery isn’t in the position to lose a month’s worth of income right now. Not after the new roof and the upgrades to the tanks we did this year. Plus, production will be limited if we’re just using the backup tanks until the others are replaced. That sounds more like two months behind.”

      A muscle ticked in Clay’s jaw. “I know, but we’ll find a way to work it out.”

      She nodded and paused at the back door of her childhood home. “Hold on, we need to let Clair know where I’ll be.”

      Clay opened the back door to her father’s house, and the two of them walked in together.

      “Hey there, sweetheart,” Clay said, striding across the living room and picking up their two-year-old who’d been playing on a blanket with her pile of stuffed animals.

      Lynette squealed as her father picked her up and spun her around the way he always did when he got home from work.

      “Well, this is a surprise,” Clair said, rising from her spot on the couch. “What brings you out here in the middle of the day, Clay?”

      He gave her a quick smile. “Just came to grab Abby. I need her for a couple of hours at the brewery.”

      Abby moved to stand next to Clair, her father’s longtime partner. She’d graciously offered to watch Lynette a few times a week so that Abby could spend time in her potion studio, keeping up with her online business. “Do you mind watching our girl for a few more hours?”

      “Not at all.” Clair gave Abby a warm smile. “I can’t think of a better way to spend my afternoon.”

      Abby chuckled. “I don’t know. The spa sounds pretty appealing to me. Especially after Endora nearly ripped my arm out of the socket on our walk yesterday,” Abby said, referring to their fourteen-year-old daughter’s rambunctious golden retriever. “Usually Olive walks her, but she had to finish a school project.”

      Clair’s face softened as she watched Lynette and Clay. “Spa appointments are great and all, but they don’t hold a candle to spending time with your little cutie.”

      “I think my heart just exploded,” Abby said, clutching her chest. Then she took a step forward and wrapped Clair in a hug. “You’re the best. You know that, right?”

      “I do,” she said with a chuckle and then stepped back.

      Clay gave Lynette a kiss on her cheek and then placed the toddler back on the floor. He knelt down so he was at eye level with his daughter. “You have fun with Grandma Clair. Mommy and I will see you in a few hours.”

      The toddler hugged him and then ran over to Clair and wrapped her arms around the older woman’s right leg, leaning in as if claiming her.

      Clair beamed down at the little girl, and Abby wished her dad would go ahead and ask Clair to marry him already. The couple had been dating for two decades. While she understood his reluctance to get remarried after his trauma of being abandoned by her mother, there was no indication that Clair was ever leaving the family.

      Abby’s heart was so full, she thought it might burst. Whatever was happening at the brewery, they’d get through it. She knew that. This right here, their daughter and family, were what was most important. Kneeling in front of her daughter, Abby gave her kisses and then squeezed Clair’s hand before she followed her husband out of the house.

      Clay walked to his truck and opened the passenger door. “I’ll bring you back later for your SUV.”

      She nodded and climbed into the new truck they’d purchased just last year. It had come in useful since he was attending more beer festivals, while Abby had taken on a booth at the weekly farmer’s market in the middle of town.

      “You know,” Clay said, glancing over at her as he made the way down the long treelined driveway, “I thought for sure your dad was going to propose to Clair last month on Valentine’s Day.”

      “You did?” Abby asked, surprised. “Why?”

      “He was asking me about what I thought of his plans. If it was romantic enough.” Clay chuckled. “He wanted to take her to the beach, but I told him that being bundled up from the wind and cold in the middle of February on the northern California coast didn’t sound all that romantic. I told him to book a cabin that overlooked the coast and to plan a romantic candlelit dinner with a fire in the fireplace.”

      Abby frowned and pressed her hand to her churning gut as she feared she’d been the one who messed up her dad’s plans. “They didn’t go away for Valentine’s Day. They watched Lynette and Olive.”

      He nodded. “I know. I tried to tell them it wasn’t necessary, that we were happy to spend the night with them, but Clair wasn’t having it. She said it was exactly how she wanted to spend the evening. When I asked your dad about it, he said it wasn’t a problem. That they’d delayed their getaway due to other reasons. I never did find out what happened.”

      “That was a month ago,” Abby said, frowning. “They haven’t gone anywhere and as far as I know, they don’t have any plans to do so. I wonder if Dad got cold feet.” Abby made a mental note to ask her dad about it. She knew nothing would mean more to Clair than to officially be part of the family.

      “Maybe he did.” Clay reached over and squeezed his wife’s hand. “Lin Townsend doesn’t really seem like the type of man who gets cold feet though.”

      Abby blew out a breath. “I don’t know, Clay. Normally I’d say you’re right. He’s been the rock of this family. Unafraid of anything. But he’s been so gun shy about remarrying, it’s possible.”

      Clay pulled the truck into the parking lot of the Keating Hollow Brewery and jumped out. A moment later he was pulling Abby’s door open and helping her out of the vehicle.

      “Thank you,” Abby said, smiling softly at her husband. They’d been married for four years and, as her sisters would say, the honeymoon stage had never ended. In fact, Abby was more in love with Clay and their two daughters every day.

      He took a moment to wrap his arms around her and kiss her so thoroughly that when someone cleared their throat, it took her a moment to even realize they weren’t alone.

      “You do know this is a parking lot and not your bedroom, right?” she heard her father ask
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