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WARNING!  This story contains cussing, brawling, and unladylike behavior.  Proceed at your own risk.

Welcome to the seedy otherworld of Maggie MacKay!  

This stand-alone story takes place after Maggie Get Your Gun.  If you've never heard of the MacKays before, Maggie for Hire, the first in the series, is available free on all platforms at maggieforhire.com (as well of a list all the Maggie MacKay books).

Want to be the first to know of special deals and upcoming releases?  Sign up for the Kate Danley newsletter at www.katedanley.com/subscribe.html

The Maggie MacKay: Magical Tracker Series

Book One: Maggie for Hire

Book Two:  Maggie Get Your Gun

Book Three:  Maggie on the Bounty

Book Four:  M&K Tracking

Book Five:  The M-Team

Book Six:  Maggie Goes to Hollywood

Book Seven:  Maggie Reloaded

Book Eight:  Maggie Goes Medieval

Book Nine:  Eine Kleine Nacht Maggie

Book Ten:  Of Mice and MacKays

Book Eleven:  Moons Over My Maggie

Book Twelve:  Auntie Mags (Coming 2021)

Maggie Holiday Short Story Specials

The Ghost and Ms. MacKay

Red, White, and Maggie

My Maggie Valentine

Lazy, Hazy Days of MacKays

The NutMacKer Sweet

Luck of the MacKays

A Merry Maggie Messmas (Preorder Now)

––––––––
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The Know Spell Hotel

Miss Spell's Hotel

And more to come! 

www.maggieforhire.com
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The Irish wolfhound should not have been trotting down La Brea Blvd.

That was the first sign.  And I should have been paying attention to it.  But, you know, it was a glorious spring morning in Los Angeles.  The skies were clear and blue.  The air was the same sweet temperature as your skin and you aren't quite sure if you're walking through life or swimming through it.

But that's when they get you.  

And I knew better.

My name is Maggie MacKay and I'm a magical tracker.  When the magic is out of whack and shaking the natural world like the San Andreas on a hot day, it's my job to set things to right.

And today, this March 17, St. Patrick's Day, my elfin partner, Killian, and I had picked up a job from everyone's favorite ogre on the Other Side, Frank.  

The day was sign number two that I missed.  

Now, to be fair, St. Patrick's Day isn't so big in Los Angeles.  My freckle-prone brethren tended to flee for the more gentle rays of the northern latitudes.  And the few that did hang out in SoCal tended to stay indoors away from the unrelenting sun or take up a cozy Goth habit.  So, it's not completely unforgivable that the only sign I was looking for in relation to St. Patrick's Day was if McDonald's was out of Shamrock shakes.

I flipped off the radio as Killian sucked his straw noisily.  The disc jockeys had blessedly stopped playing Red Hot Chili Peppers for one gawddamned minute, but now were shooting their mouths off about U2 playing the Coliseum and how a bunch of college boys had overdosed on some new something or other until their lips bled.

Not anything I needed to hear about when I had a sweaty cup of green, minty awesomeness in my cup holder.

"You are telling me the gentleman who starred in the original 007 movies was in a children's film about leprechauns and we will be watching it?" Killian asked in disbelief.  "At Mindy's house tonight?"

"He's got a remarkably lovely singing voice," I assured him.

"The traditions of this St. Patrick's Day are wondrous indeed," Killian remarked in awe. 

"Right up there with Die Hard at Christmas."

"I hope I dressed properly for this festive occasion," said Killian, worrying as he looked down at his outfit choice.  "Are you sure I should not have put on something more formal?"

His tunic was a deep, green velvet with shamrocks sculpted into the nap, and his tights had the same pattern, but in a lighter color.  The golden embroidery along the edges made it pretty fancy.  

Mindy had invited the whole family over to her place and Killian had been ridiculously excited about it.  I had been trying to figure out how to tell him he was, perhaps, a little overdressed, but when he revealed how much he was looking forward to celebrating his first St. Patrick's Day with humans, I didn't have the heart to tell him to put on some pants.   

"I think you'll be crowned 'best dressed,'" I said, diplomatically.

"Oh?  Is that a St. Patrick's Day tradition?"

"No."

"Ah."

"But Mom is making some corned beast and Dad'll have the movie rolling.  I hear that Pipistrelle even decorated Mindy's house."

"I am overflowing with delight at the prospect!"  He turned excitedly to me.  "When do we drive the snakes out of Los Angeles?"

"I'msorrywhat?" I asked.

"There was a tradition I heard about transporting snakes...?"

"Oh!" I said, getting it.  "We stopped doing that a long time ago."

"Pity," said Killian.  He put down his empty shake and picked up the file for our job.  He grimaced as he flipped through the pages.  "Do we need to hide from Pipistrelle that we are on a leprechaun hunt?"

I waved away his concerns.  "He'll probably write us a thank you letter."

"Really?"

"There's some outright gang territory malarkey between those two factions.  Both cobblers.  Leprechauns make shoes.  Brownies fix shoes."

"You'd think they would be natural allies."

"Brownies keep their household from getting new shoes by repairing the old.  Leprechauns provide new shoes that don't need to be fixed.  It gets ugly.  Did you ever hear about the Sole Uprising of 1692?"

Killian shook his head apologetically.  "The elves were very isolated after that unpleasantness in Salem.  We did not reopen our gates to outsiders for several centuries."

"Well, some shit went down.  And some more shit will go down if we don't bag this guy before sunset.  Namely, Mindy will kill us for being late." 

Killian sighed as he scanned over the details of our skip.  "Rian O'Malley.  What was he thinking?  Allowing himself to be seen?"  He flipped through another couple of pages.  "And it appears he has a thing for white-haired old ladies.  Keeps inviting them back to look at the end of his rainbow."

The thing is, when an otherworldly creature starts acting like a fool, that's when permits start getting issued and that's when I start getting the midnight calls to haul them in for justice.  Between you and me, I wanted to comfortably swoon over Sean Connery singing about Irish eyes smiling, not go tracking down a leprechaun while nursing a Guinness hangover at midnight.

But that was when the Irish wolfhound trotted by.  

If I had known all the shit that was about to go down, I would have let that dog walk all the way to the Emerald Isle.  Instead, I pulled my Honda Civic over to the curb.

"What are you doing?" Killian asked with concern.

I threw my car into park and unbuckled my seat belt.

"Maggie, it is rush hour," he said, pointing at the sign.  "This is not a parking lane until 10:00 AM.  We shall be ticketed and towed."

"Somebody's dog has pulled a runner," I pointed out.  "And I want to make sure to grab him before he gets runned over."

"Are you sure that is wise?" Killian asked.  "That animal is the size of a grown man.  What if he is rabid or vicious?"

"Taking down vampires is unwise.  Taking down ghouls is unwise.  Saving a dog?  I think I can handle it," I said, rolling my eyes.

Killian made a hand motion to proceed with his blessing, he was totally going to say he told me so later.  I provided a hand motion that indicated I didn't give a flying flip about his input and I'd see him and his 'later' in hell.

Now, as I stepped onto the deserted sidewalk (no one walks in LA.  Except for this dog), Killian wasn't wrong.  The creature was enormous.  Stood taller than my waist.  He had a tawny, wiry coat, but he looked healthy and taken care of.  He had a green collar and a gold-colored tag. 

I held out my hands to the beast.  "Hey, little guy!" I said.  

He must have smelled the fast food because he came trotting right over and was bumping his head against me to demand head scritches.  While I distracted him with pets, I reached for the tag.  No phone number, but it had the name and address for a local bar I recognized.

"Gelert, huh?" I said.  I squinted into his eerily human, amber eyes.  "You're not a werewolf, are you?"

He responded with a lick to my face, which I figured was his way of saying he wasn't going to eat us anytime soon.  Or maybe he was just tasting me and would decide later.  But it felt like there wasn't any danger.

"Well, let's get you home to the Shamrock Pub and hope you're not part of some guerilla marketing campaign to lure unsuspecting customers through the door with handsome doggos like you."  I looked over and Killian had his head craned back like he couldn't believe how long this was taking.  He pointed at his watch and then to the street sign.  To be fair, I was the one who had stressed the importance of paying attention to the no parking zones.  You'll find yourself towed away faster than a fairy snatches your firstborn and replaces it with a changeling.

I took Gelert's collar authoritatively.  "Well, I happen to know they don't open up for a bit, so how about you come hang out with us and then we'll see if your humans show up?"

Gelert seemed down with that.  Or he was just sleepy after a night on the town because he yawned greatly and wagged his tail.

"Awesome," I said, opening the door to my car and letting him climb into the backseat.  "In we go."

Killian looked over his shoulder to examine the wolfhound more closely.

I jerked my thumb from the dog to my elfin partner.  "Killian?  Gelert.  Gelert?  Killian."

"Pardon, Gelert, but are you a shapeshifter?" Killian asked politely.

The dog just panted and looked around like he was just too excited for this adventure in a car.

"I shall take that
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