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        A Concert in Vegas, a Witch Conference in Vegas, a Disaster in Vegas…

      

      

      

      All Mary wants from her trip to Las Vegas? One concert ticket. The witches conference gives her a perfect excuse to travel. Visiting with the other like-minded witches never disappoints. But the lure of a concert ticket got her to Vegas.

      Unfortunately, the magical vortex opening onto a shadow realm in the middle of a conference meeting room upends all her carefully laid plans.

      Especially with mundane humans in danger.

      As distractions go, Mary gives this one high marks. Closing the breach takes concentration, power, and a little luck. But the vortex isn’t the worst thing to happen. What comes out of the vortex…

      That could destroy everything.

      

      AUTHOR’S NOTE: This story is also published in the collection HAUNTS AND HOWLS AND DRAGON TALES

    

  


  
    
      For Want of a Concert Ticket

    

    
      
        Kat Simons

      

    

    
      
        
          [image: T&amp;D Publishing]
        

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
        FOR WANT OF A CONCERT TICKET

        Copyright © 2026 by Katrina Tipton

      

      

      

      
        
        First published: Haunts and Howls and Dragon Tales

      

      

      

      
        
        Cover design: © 2026 T&D Publishing

        Published by: T&D Publishing

      

      

      

      
        
        T&D Publishing: https://www.tanddpublishing.com

        Kat Simons Website: https://www.katsimons.com

        Kat Simons Newsletter: https://books.katsimons.com/newsletter

      

      

      

      
        
        All Rights Are Reserved. No part of this book may be used or reproduced in any manner whatsoever without written permission, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews.

      

      

      

      
        
        This book is a work of fiction. The names, characters, places, and incidents are products of the writer’s imagination or have been used fictitiously, and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons, living or dead, actual events, locale or organizations is entirely coincidental.

      

      

      

      
        
        eBooks are not transferable.

        They cannot be sold, shared or given away as it is an infringement on the copyright of this work.

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Contents

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

    

    
      
        Thank You

      

      
        Books By Kat Simons

      

      
        About the Author

      

    

    

  


  
    
      For the matriarchs and witches who get shit done.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Chapter One

        

      

    

    
      Trying to get tickets to a sold-out concert in the very swanky Vegas hotel complex should not have resulted in a magical explosion that had Mary hiding behind an overturned conference room table.

      But here she was.

      Hiding behind a big round conference room table, laying on its side, the cushioned chairs scattered across a—strictly in her opinion—gaudy blue and purple patterned carpet, with the remains of the conference lunch—something she’d assumed was chicken and potatoes—scattered across the floor. The chicken blended in with the white and gold lines threading through the carpet’s swirling pattern which was going to be a bitch for anyone who had to clean this up later.

      Though, whoever had to clean this up later was going to have bigger things to worry about than the chicken.

      Like the giant swirling vortex of power circling above the speaker’s podium, near the otherwise beautiful ceiling with its elaborate crown molding. The recessed lights were out, dropping the conference room into a darkness lit only by the swirling blue lights of the vortex. The disco effect made Mary’s head hurt.

      All she’d wanted were concert tickets. Just a couple of tickets. The Playland Hotel complex in Las Vegas was the last stop on Aaron Yin’s world tour. Mary loved Aaron Yin. And since she was here anyway for the witches’ conference, she’d just wanted to take this chance to see one of her favorite singers live. Really, that shouldn’t have been too much to ask.

      A lightning bolt zipped out of the vortex, slamming into one of the many overturned tables scattered chaotically around the large room, sending splinters of wood and charred bits of chicken flying. The stench of burnt chicken did not offset the smell of sharp ozone and the snapping electrical scent of the swirling magic.

      Fortunately, most of the people who’d been in the room had fled the minute the vortex started to open. Since this wasn’t the room the witches were supposed to be in, the mundane people who had been here to celebrate the exciting advancements in the insurance business were not really prepared for the vortex.

      Mary half wondered what effect this experience would have on their assessment of insurance policies for big conferences going forward.

      Unfortunately, there was still three insurance people trapped near the vortex. And there was the creator of the vortex still to deal with.

      Mary lunged from one overturned table to another, just as power slammed into the table she’d been crouched behind. Shattered wood, porcelain, and glass sprayed everywhere. Mary hit the floor hard on her side, covering her head instinctively.

      When the explosion settled, she looked up. One less conference room table. Few more cuts on her hands and arms. But so far, the little knicks and hits she’d been taking from flying debris weren’t drawing much blood.

      The blood was helpful, though. She was going to need it.

      Another explosion, across the room from her current shelter, started a small fire in the middle of the gaudy blue carpet. The magical flames mimicked the pattern on the carpet, rising in a swirl of blue and purple with some gold and white dancing through the flames. The overhead sprinkler system didn’t detect the magic fire as actual fire so didn’t activate. Damn it.

      Mary pulled at her own power, whispered a water spell, and flung her hand toward the flames. An aluminum bucket of water formed over the fire and dumped a steady flow of water onto it. A flow that went on much longer than the water that should have been in a bucket that size.

      The magical flames sputtered and shrank. But a few sparks shot off from the main blaze and danced across a chair, catching the tan cushions on fire, too.

      Mary sent another bucket of water to stop that flare up. Then had to hope the flames went out.

      Because a shout from the front of the room required her full attention.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          Chapter Two

        

      

    

    
      The three remaining insurance people who hadn’t escaped when the vortex opened were crouched behind a big, round table that was smacked up against the podium dais at the front of the long conference room. The angle of the table kept them blocked from the vortex, but it also put their backs to the stretch of wall behind the podium and gave them no clear escape route.

      All the doors in the room were at one side of the long, rectangular space. And the three remaining insurance people were at the opposite side of the room.

      The only saving grace in all this was that the conference room was an interior one, so at least there were no windows for curious onlookers from the surrounding hotels in the complex to get a good look at the magical disaster happening in the room.

      Mary studied the vortex from around the side of her own covering table. Swirling blue light around a blackhole center from which another blast of magical power arrowed out, slamming into a defenseless chair.

      She couldn’t close that thing from here. She’d need to be closer.

      And even if she could shut it down on her own—which was not guaranteed—she’d still have Deborah to deal with.

      Bitch couldn’t just let it go. Just had to prove how powerful she was. Had to start shit when all Mary had been trying to do was get concert tickets.

      Deborah should never have been invited to the witches gathering in the first place. Even her snack contributions were subpar.

      Mary snorted. Then ducked again when another volley of magical lightning raced over her head.

      Come to a conference. We’ll have some good times. Exchange a few spells.

      The three insurance people screamed as one of the bolts hit a server’s cart only a few feet away. The explosion sent porcelain plateware and leftover chicken slamming into the wall at one side of the room, dripping black, burnt detritus down the pale walls.

      Damn it. She had to get them out of here. Without the remaining mundanes, she could take care of the vortex. And Deborah.

      She scrambled around the dubious cover of overturned tables. Crouched behind an upturned chair. And used a dropped silver drinks tray to catch some of the wild magic, tossing it back toward the vortex.

      The magic slid into the central whirling blackness with a noise like metal scraping across paper—a sound that gave Mary the chills.

      She reached the cowering insurance people just as another volley of powerful bolts ricocheted around the conference room.

      Two women and a man. The man screamed when Mary rolled to cover behind the table.

      Mary rose to a crouch and raised her hands in a calming gesture. “One of the good guys,” she said. “Here to get you out.”

      “What the hell is going on? Did you do this?” the man demanded, his gruff tone doing nothing to hide his terror.

      He was middle aged, maybe in his mid-forties to early-fifties, wearing a decent suit that looked like off-the-rack but tailored to fit his lean body. His blond hair was thinning and the tanning he’d done had created creases around his blue eyes.

      “What’s going on is complicated and we don’t have time for explanations,” Mary said, avoiding the “did you do this” question. Technically, she hadn’t opened the vortex. But that was a technicality she didn’t have time to explain.

      One of the two women was youngish, in her twenties, and wearing a red pants suit that seemed very bold compared to most of the other, more conservative black and gray suits Mary had seen on the escaping insurance people. The young woman’s black hair was cut in a little bob that showed off excellent cheekbones. And her makeup had probably been flawless but there were now streaks of black mascara tracking down her cheeks from her tears.

      The other woman was older than the rest, approaching her sixties, maybe older, her white hair pulled back into what had probably once been a slick bun but was now listing to one side. She’d dropped her suit jacket somewhere and only had on a pink silk shirt and a fitted gray skirt. She’d dropped her shoes along the way as well, which, if they’d been heels, Mary thought showed good forethought. The only glass or sharp things on the carpet were
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