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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 (Coming December 2020)
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The Know Spell Hotel

Miss Spell's Hotel

And more to come! 

www.maggieforhire.com

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Chapter One


[image: image]


“I fucking hate Halloween.”

I threw the folder onto my desk and rubbed my temples.

Killian paused pouring the bag of candy into a bowl and held it out to me.  “I hear that chocolate makes the holiday better.”

I took one of the fun-sized bars and then realized that to have any fun, I was going to need about five, so I took a couple more.

My name is Maggie MacKay.  I live in a world called The Other Side.  It runs parallel to Earth, but I’m pretty darn good at ripping holes through the dimensions and popping over whenever my job requires it.  And my job requires it on a fairly regular basis.  I have the dubious honor of finding the monsters who have overstayed their welcome in Hollywood and returning them to the loving arms of a gentle corrections officer.  By monsters, I don't mean Silver Lake hipsters who refuse anything that's not craft-brewed.  No, I mean werewolves, vampires, ghouls, Hugh Heffner, and various other subsets of the undead. 

“So is there any particular reason you hate childhood celebrations and happiness?” Killian asked.  “Or is this just another one of your endearing qualities?”

I chucked my eraser at Killian’s head.

Killian is my partner at M&K Tracking.  We share a sweet little office straight out of a noir film.  Brown-bead paneling on the walls, slow ceiling fans circling overhead, even frosted glass in the door so that anybody coming for a consultation could throw a badass silhouette before entering.  Handy when it behooves you to count the tentacles and extra heads before admitting visitors.  There is a greengrocer below us who is happy to give us a lifelong free shopping spree in his bruised produce section in exchange for corporate protection whenever an ogre decides to come through and play pop-the-bubble-wrap with his melons. 

Killian’s a six-foot-something wood elf and he makes Orlando Bloom look like Quasimodo.  Note: not all of that is entirely due to Killian's natural assets.  The wood elf wears the power of his people’s faerie glamour like a shirtless shop boy spraying Abercrombie & Fitch cologne.  Nice if you’re a fifteen-year-old girl uncomfortable with what men actually smell like, but wears a little thin if you’ve gotta hang around in it all-day.  Killian and I originally started working together when his big boss, the queen of the elves, informed us that my uncle and a bunch of vampire cronies were trying to collapse the boundaries between worlds, leading to the extinction of the human race, blah blah blah.

We seemed to work pretty well together, so decided to make it a more permanent relationship.  Working relationship.  It’s like a girl can’t have a male co-worker without people thinking twelve hours a day is not enough to spend in each other’s company.  And by "people", I mean my mother.

Aaaaand as if on cue... the phone rang.

“M&K Tracking,” I said into the receiver.

“MAGGIE!”

I inwardly groaned.  “Hey Mom...”

“What time are you coming over for All Hallow’s Eve tonight?” she asked.

I rattled the papers on my desk.  “Oh man... we are just swamped... monsters everywhere.  I don’t know if I’ll make it...”

“Now, Maggie, you know and I know there is absolutely nothing requiring your attention tonight.”

My mom is a psychic.  It makes begging out of unpleasant family get-togethers a real pain in the butt.

“How’s 9PM?” I offered weakly.

“Perfect!” she said.  “Swing over to Pasadena and pick everyone up, would you?  And if you could come early, it would be so helpful to have an extra set of hands to help me set up.  And try not to wear all that dreadful black.  It's a celebration!  I'll text you if I think of anything else.  See you then!”

I hung up, placed my forehead on my desk, and sighed.  Mindy was my twin sister and she and her completely normal husband lived in a completely normal house in Pasadena with a little brownie named Pipistrelle.  Pipistrelle made Martha Stewart look like a middle school Home Economics teacher and I had a feeling he was the real reason Mom wanted me to do a Pasadena pickup.  Traffic getting from the Other Side to Earth was going to be the pits.

“Who was that?” Killian asked.

“My mother,” I said, not lifting my head.

“What does she want?”

“To remind me how much I hate this holiday.”
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“Now, what could she possibly do to make this night unpleasant?” Killian asked.

I sat up and took a flask out of my drawer.  It was 9AM somewhere and I was feeling like I was ready to be a morning drinker.  I poured a healthy slug into my coffee cup.  “She runs a haunted house,” I said.

“Oh,” said Killian confused.  “That seems... I thought...”

See, my mom, in addition to being a psychic, runs a psychic-eye tea shop.  She also has the gift of the gab when it comes to conversing with the dearly departed.  She specializes in crossing people over who’ve gotten stuck.  And she gets cranky when the dead are used for entertainment purposes.

“Yeah.  On this particular night, it’s an open house for all the spirits on this side of the border... any border... to come hang out at the MacKay house.”

“Oh.”

“Yeah.”

“And you hate ghosts.”

“I FUCKING HATE GHOSTS!”

I fucking hate ghosts.  I’m not an unreasonable person.  I'm a tracker.  I deal with the living and the undead.  Mom deals with the dead-dead.  But the dead-dead didn't get the memo that I can't hear them, so as a kid, they would show up unannounced any moment of the day or night, just itchin' for a chat.  I had a hell of a time explaining to my first boyfriend it wasn't his kissin' that was making me cold, it was the ghost who decided to slip into his skin and replace his face.  Made my heart go from pitter-pat straight into cardiac arrest.

So, Mom throws these shindigs each year for all the ghosts to pop on by and pass along any messages they feel are important to get through.  It's a great big family affair.  Whoopdittydoo.  The highlight of the evening is a mass-crossing when the veil is the thinnest for anyone feeling like they're finally ready for that eternal nap.  I was feeling like I could use that nap.

"Such an interesting holiday," said Killian, sticking a cherry lollipop in one cheek.  "The humans and their gifts of candy for everyone!  What a celebration!"

I looked at him with disbelief.  "Have you ever actually experienced Earth Halloween, Killian?" I asked.

"No," he replied.  "My people celebrate the passing of the autumn season and the beginning of winter days.  We look on our bountiful harvest—"

"—your people shop at grocery stores.  They don't harvest, Killian."

"Ahem," he said, glaring at me.  "We look at all the goods we have purchased from the Other Side grocery stores and count our blessings for the ease of our bounty when once hunger plagued us."

"Go on."

"Then we leave out treats for our fellow faerie friends who do not have the opportunity to shop at Other Side grocery stores."

"Oh!  Is that why they're SO less pissy come November?"

"Someone has to remember the old ways..."

I tipped my hat to him.  There is nothing as miserable as waking up because some doxy has spent the night knotting your hair to the bedpost.

"So never dealt with the human version of the holiday have you?" I asked.

Killian shook his head and shifted his lollipop to the other side of his mouth.  "No."

I smiled.  "Oh Killian, you are most assuredly in for a real treat tonight."
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