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Seven years bad luck?

Not if Cricket has anything to say about it. She may have broken her Fae grandmother’s magic mirror, and she may be suffering the worst luck of her life, but no mirror (magic or not) controls her fate. She’ll prove luck has no part in her happily ever after. And if a hot leprechaun helps her do it? All the better.

Stephen knows all about luck. Leprechauns have their share of good fortune, and he’s no slouch in the leprechaun department. Or so he thought until he met Cricket. That girl is bad luck walking. It will take all of his tricks (and maybe his heart) to change Cricket’s destiny. 
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Copyright © 2019 by Catherine G. Cobb

All rights reserved.

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is coincidental.

This book contains content that may not be suitable for young readers 17 and under. 

The Author of this Book has been granted permission by Robyn Peterman to use the copyrighted characters and/or worlds created by Robyn Peterman in this book. All copyright protection to the original characters and/or worlds of the Magic and Mayhem series is retained by Robyn Peterman.
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Blast Off with us into the Magic and Mayhem Universe!

I’m Robyn Peterman, the creator of the Magic and Mayhem Series and I’d like to invite you to my Magic and Mayhem Universe.

What is the Magic and Mayhem Universe, you may ask?

Well, let me explain...

It’s basically authorized fan fiction written by some amazing authors that I stalked and blackmailed! KIDDING! I was lucky and blessed to have some brilliant authors say yes! They have written brand new stories using my world and some of my characters. And let me tell you...the results are hilarious!

So here it is! Blast off with us into the hilarious Magic and Mayhem Universe. Side splitting books by fantabulous authors! Check out each and every one. You will laugh your way to a magical HEA!

For all the stories, go to https://magicandmayhemuniverse.com/. Grab your copy today!
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Chapter One
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One loud, ill-timed boom of thunder and the antique silver compact in my hand went flying. Tiny shards of glass littered the bathroom floor. 

Bad enough I was on my third terrible date of the month.

Worse yet, the food was mediocre. This was Austin, the land of good food. My date must have searched high and low to find a bad fancy Italian restaurant. 

And to top off my list of bad news, I’d just destroyed the gift my biological grandmother had recently given me. My Fae grandmother. The one who’d only recently decided I was worth the effort to know. 

All of those unpleasant thoughts skittered through my head in less than a second—and then disappeared as I watched my pretty little trinket mend itself. 

The slivers of glass that had scattered across the floor lifted, hovered in the air, then swirled. A mini tornado of glass twirled with disturbing speed less than a foot from me. Then it got weirder. As I watched, the pieces reassembled themselves neatly into a solid piece of glass once again. 

Uh, no. That wasn’t how physics worked. That wasn’t how reality worked. 

I did a quick recap of my alcohol consumption for the evening. It didn’t take long. Half a glass of terrible wine was the extent of my indulgence for the evening.

Not drunk, so probably hallucinating. 

Except that wasn’t how I rolled. I didn’t see things that weren’t there. I didn’t have a family history of people who saw things that weren’t there. 

But what I did have? 

I had a Fae grandmama. 

The compact wasn’t supposed to be magical. My sister Kayla and her fiancé Don had only agreed to deliver the gift to me after securing multiple assurances that it was indeed safe and magic-free. 

My sis might not have a clue, but Don was an expert. He was a demon, and not just any run-of-the-mill hell-dweller. Don, a.k.a. Abaddon, was the Prince of Darkness and Destruction and master of a million minions. Or so my sister said. Don was pretty low-key about the whole prince gig. 

Regardless, he seemed to have the lay of the magical land. So if the compact wasn’t magic...

Had I reassembled the shattered glass?

This was a question one shouldn’t have to ask oneself. A girl should know if she had skills of the magical variety. 

Small problem there. My family tree has a wonky branch, hence the Fae grandmother.

A long time ago (the seventies...sooo long ago), in a place far, far away (Boise, Idaho), an evil faery lady put the whammy on my grandpa, because she needed his man batter to make a baby. 

Yuck, but that was how it was. Fae have fertility problems, so they hit up their friendly neighborhood humans for help, except they don’t always ask first. Consent doesn’t seem to be a prerequisite in these transactions. Again, just yuck. And also, poor Grandpa Tom. 

The end result of that particular encounter was my mother. But my Grandpa Tom is a seriously clever guy, and when he found out about my mom (he’s never said how, just that he did), he and Grandmama made a deal with the evil Fae lady and got Mom. 

And that was how I happened to be the offspring of a half-Fae, reluctantly magic-wielding woman, and sister to a woman who could nullify powerful curses. And also why I hadn’t a clue what kind of magic I had, assuming I had any at all. We had practically no ties to the people in our family who could have taught us about magic.

My life, thus far, had been magic-free. 

Minus Mom’s bout of disappearing flu, which precipitated the end of her marriage to my father. 

Oh, and then that whole “my sister’s marrying a demon” thing. 

Otherwise, magic-free. That was me. 

Kayla’s magic had crept up on her and blossomed at a particularly opportune moment. Her magic helped her find her One True Love. 

Whatever her pragmatic little soul says about timing and personalities meshing, I was going with magical intervention and Love Ever After, because I was the romantic in the family.

The romantic who was hiding in the bathroom from her date. 

He wasn’t that bad. 

There was no spark. And he didn’t ask where I wanted to go for dinner, just picked a place. Fine under normal circumstances, but his pick was blah. 

No spark, poor taste in restaurants... I could extend the list, but then I’d feel like I was picking on the guy, and he had been nice enough to ask me out. I needed to up my enthusiasm or this date would lead where every other date did: exactly nowhere. 

I knelt to retrieve the compact and examined it. Yep, all one piece. No cracks, no dings. 

The time for internal debate—hallucinating versus magical moment—was not now. I had a date waiting for me. Ned...no. Nelson. Nelson was waiting for me. 

After a quick swipe of my finger over the shiny, perfect, and most definitely intact surface, I closed the compact with a decisive snap and returned it to my purse. 

The poor lighting in the bathroom, which had necessitated my use of the compact, got a nasty glare, then I left. 

I walked with a determined stride back to my waiting date, a mediocre lasagna, and a less-than-exceptional red. 

Except...

He hadn’t waited. 

When I returned to the table, Nelson had fled, but only after finishing his meal, drinking both his and my glass of wine, and leaving me with the bill.

Not a good date. 

Also, sadly, not my worst. 
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Chapter Two
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Two days later, I sent out an SOS. 

Actually, it was more of a desperate plea for assistance via phone. 

“I need your help.” I skipped hello and went straight to the point. Michael Kelly seemed like the sort to appreciate directness. 

“Hello to you too, Cricket.”

Or maybe not. I tucked my phone closer to my ear and prepared for a longer conversation and maybe some begging. “Hi, Michael. How are you doing? My life is going to hell.”

“Okay, then. How did I land on your list of heroes ready to swoop in and save the day?”

Which made me laugh. “Cute. It’s a question of luck, and you’re the guy I know who has a lot of that handy. Also, my sister is stuck down south, you know, in hell, quelling a minor minion uprising with Don.”

“Yeah I heard about that.” He paused, and when he spoke again, he assumed a preachy tone. “But let me just say, gambling can become an addiction. Just say no.”

I snorted. “I’m not calling to ask for the lucky lottery numbers or a racing tip. Please. This is much bigger than that.”

A gentle sigh reached my ears, and I couldn’t help wondering how many people hit the poor guy up for favors on the regular. That had to be one of the downsides to being a leprechaun. 

“I would only ask if it were an emergency, and it is—trust me. My luck has officially hit rock bottom.”

“Um, I don’t think that’s a thing.”

Not a thing? Said the guy who carried around a bit of gold for luck. The guy whose ability to manipulate luck was literally his magical skill. 

“Oh, I beg to differ, buddy. I had a date two nights ago, and when I escaped to the bathroom, I broke my compact mirror.”

“Let me just interrupt you now. Seven years bad luck from a mirror breaking isn’t really a thing.”

First my bad luck wasn’t a thing, now a shattered mirror bringing bad luck wasn’t a thing. This guy. 

“Let me just tell you how I’ve spent the last two days. First, the bad date—it happens. But then I break this mirror, head back to the table, and find my date has left. He’s just gone. Not a word to the waiter, no text, nothing. Oh, and the bill? Yeah, he didn’t pay. The food was nothing to be excited about, cost a fortune, and was apparently all on me even though he picked the place. Fun times.”

“One bad date does not equal epically bad luck.”

“Riiight. You’re speaking to a woman who’s had more bad dates in the last two years than any twenty women should experience in a lifetime. I’m no stranger to romantic failure. The date merely marks the beginning point. It gets worse. Just wait for it.” 

And then I listed the extent of my bad luck over the last two days, including but not limited to my lost job—the one I’d moved to Austin for—the eviction notice I’d received for an apartment I’d only recently signed a lease on, and my totaled car.

“In two days?” Michael sounded mildly surprised, but not convinced, which he proved with his next words. “You’ve been awfully busy.”

I growled. 

Let’s be clear. I was the upbeat sister. The fun sister. The sister with the unending optimism. Kayla was the cranky-pants pessimist waiting for the sky to fall. Sort of. That makes her sound not cool, and she’s seriously cool. Also, she’d taken a much lighter approach to life and love since meeting Don.

Maybe we’d switched personalities, because I was feeling very cranky-pants right now.

“Okay, look, I can tell you’re frustrated,” Michael said in that placating tone one took with crazy people one didn’t want to set off. “I’m heading out with Annabeth for a few days—”

I squealed. “You’re proposing again, aren’t you?” Even two days of epically bad luck couldn’t completely alter a girl’s nature, and proposals bought out the girly girl in me. 

“Let’s keep this on the down-low. Just because I’m asking, doesn’t mean she’s saying yes.” 

Poor guy. He was sounding a little distressed by the fact that his girlfriend kept not accepting his proposals...though that did actually sound pretty bad.

“You know she adores you, and it’s just a question of when you’ll get married, right? Not if.” And I didn’t even have to infuse any false hope in that statement, because it was one hundred percent true. Michael and Annabeth were members of the True Love, Happily Ever After club. There were one hundred percent meant to be together.

“Thanks, Cricket. I appreciate it.” He paused, and he sounded downright cheerful when he said, “You know what? I have just the guy for you. I’ll send my kid brother Stephen out to give you a hand. He’s in between gigs right now. Maybe you could keep an eye on him, keep him out of trouble for a bit, and he can have a look at your bad-luck problem.”

“Uh...” Wait a minute. I’d asked for help from the responsible Kelly leprechaun. I heard stories about those other Kellys. I’d had more than enough bad boys in my life. This sounded like a terrible plan. Although I was desperate. And if he was just a kid, how much trouble could he be?

The pipes in my walls groaned, reminding me that I’d already had a toilet overflow—the one that had precipitated my eviction—and couldn’t take any more bad luck related to my living situation. As it was, I had a week to vacate. I wasn’t sure it was entirely legal what my landlords
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