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        Their fate depends on the luck of the draw.

      

        

      
        When a prominent businessman suddenly dies from suicide, Evelyn suspects supernatural foul play after discovering that he only recently catapulted to success. Later, Frankie witnesses another man narrowly escape his own death moments after he was crying about his misfortune.

      

        

      
        They soon discover that Lady Luck is behind their change of fate. And while she dishes out good luck to those who need it, after a year their luck abruptly turns bad and often leads to their deaths.

      

        

      
        While Frankie and his friends close in on Lady Luck, her next victim hits close to home: Anna, Frankie’s grandmother who is a young woman and still pregnant with Frankie’s father in 1924, has made a deal with Lady Luck herself. If Frankie and his friends can’t turn their luck around in time and stop Lady Luck from wreaking havoc on the her victims, Frankie’s life—and everyone he knows in his own time—could be at stake.

      

        

      
        Lucky by Magic is the second book in the Lost by Magic series, which serves as the first series in the Art of Magic universe, containing the Coven and the Under the Moon series.
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        If you or a loved one is considering suicide, please utilize the following resources:

        Call/Text: 988 (in the U.S.)

        Visit online: https://988lifeline.org/
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          - TUESDAY, SEPTEMBER 16, 1924 -

        

      

    

    
      “Read ‘em and weep, boys!” Charles Bennett laid out his cards on the table, much to the dismay of his poker buddies. Another Royal Flush. He had won the last three games with the same hand. The cards seemed to find a way into his possession, no matter how well the deck was shuffled or who dealt.

      “That’s it.” Tony tossed his cards in the air and leaned back in his chair. “I swear, you have to be cheating somehow.”

      “And where would I be hiding the cards?” Charles sat with his suit jacket off and his shirtsleeves rolled up to his elbows, which his buddies had insisted on after the second game he won.

      Jeffrey shook his head. “If he’s playing again, I’m done. I need to keep the little money I have left!”

      Charles collected the pile of dollar bills on the table and began sorting them into stacks. This was his third night playing at the Erie Club, and every game he played, he won. By a significant amount each time.

      “All right, boys,” Charles said with a grin. “I’ll even the score and head on home. It’s getting late and the missus is going to want me there, if you catch my drift.” He waved his cigar and gave a wink.

      “Just take your money and go,” Robert told him.

      “Our money,” Tony corrected.

      Charles finished collecting the cash up, then slipped it in his suit coat pocket. He rose and pulled the jacket on. What had started out as a friendly weekly game turned into a tension-filled glutton show, and Charles was the only one smiling.

      Of course, Charles didn’t care. As long as he was the one winning, that was all that mattered.

      When Charles finally made it onto West 6th Street, his driver was already waiting for him at the curb.

      The ride home was short. In truth, it would’ve been just as easy to walk, but being that it was just after midnight and, more importantly, that Charles simply had the money to waste, he opted for the driver.

      The Bennett house was among the many grand brick homes on West 6th between Myrtle and Chestnut. It was another status symbol for the neighborhood to see. One that he spent a fortune on, simply because of the address.

      Inside, Charles went right to the credenza where he and his wife, Catherine, kept the liquor in the front den—ready for any guests who may arrive—and poured himself a glass of bourbon. Even though alcohol was technically outlawed, Charles found that rules of that nature didn’t always extend to the people of his class. That is, unless they were a part of the temperance movement. But those people made themselves known, so Charles was careful around them.

      Taking a seat in the sitting room, Charles set his glass on the table beside his usual chair and reached over to click on the lamp. When the light illuminated the room, however, he was stunned to see a woman sitting in the chair opposite him.

      Not just any woman. Her.

      She was as beautiful as he remembered. Her long blonde hair was draped over one shoulder. She wore a white hat with a thin rim that held a short veil to cover her eyes. Her dress was white and hugged her body tighter than Charles was used to seeing on a woman.

      At the sight of her, Charles could feel his heart begin to race. She always had a way of making him flustered.

      “Charles,” she said with a sneer.

      Stunned, he couldn’t speak.

      The woman rose to her feet and walked around the room. “You’ve done quite well for yourself, haven’t you?” Her fingers traced over the ornate furniture, which had been hand-crafted by a fine carpenter and upholstered with fabric of his wife’s choosing.

      “I dare say, you are one of my most successful clients,” she went on. “And to think that you’ve accomplished all of this in just a year. My, how your life has changed.”

      “I would’ve gotten all of this eventually.”

      The woman slapped both hands against the back of the chair she stood behind. “Wrong!” she bellowed. “You had nothing. Otherwise, you wouldn’t have called on me.”

      “Keep your voice down,” he warned through gritted teeth. “I don’t want my wife to hear you.”

      “You mean the one you married only because your luck changed? Your fortune isn’t the only thing that came from me. I gave you a job, fame, even that beautiful woman waiting for you upstairs. And now I’ve come to collect on the debt that you owe me.”

      Charles shook his head, tears welling in his eyes. “Please. Don’t hurt her.”

      The woman let out a forced laugh. “Ha! Like I give a damn about her. No, you are the one with a debt to settle, so you are the one who needs to pay.” She gestured around the room. “Get ready to kiss all of this goodbye.”

      The rich man dropped to his knees and scampered across the room. “Please, no! I need a little more time! You can’t just take all of this away from me!”

      “These were the terms you agreed to, Mr. Bennett. You knew all along that this day was coming. What’s done is done.”

      Charles moved around the chair and wrapped his arms around her legs, desperate. “I’ll do anything! Just don’t take this away!”

      Placing a hand on his forehead, she pushed him away as she stepped out of his locked arms. “Don’t be so pathetic, Mr. Bennett. This visit was merely a courtesy call to tell you that the deal has expired.” She started to the door. “Your payment won’t be collected right away. But it won’t be long.”

      “When will it start?” There was defeat in his tone.

      “Your fall will be much like your rise. Quick.” From behind her veil, she winked at him. “Good luck, Mr. Bennett.” She exited through the front door, laughing to herself.
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          - WEDNESDAY, SEPTEMBER 17, 1924 -

        

      

    

    
      Frankie turned left from Peach Street onto Cherry south of the city line. In 1984, this area would be dominated by wide-lanes roads, oversized parking lots, gas stations, and drive-thrus. In 1924, however, it was dirt roads following the city’s street grid, with many houses still under construction. Houses that, in Frankie’s time, would be torn down for a commercial venture of some sort.

      He walked by Glenwood Park, which extended to Cherry Street. In his time, there was a large golf course between Cherry and Glenwood Park. So to see it extending much further was disorienting. Everything was similar to what he remembered, but also so different. He couldn’t help but wonder if the Erie that he remembered from 1984 was the vision of a future Erie that residents in the 20s saw for their city.

      On Arlington, Frankie looked around in awe as the grand houses he’d always admired growing up were still under construction. Many of the large trees that so beautifully shaded his street were still tiny saplings, or not even planted at all. There were no sidewalks or driveways. Dirt and dust wafted through the air from the gravel road that had yet to be paved.

      Frankie made his way down the street, which became more wild and natural with vegetation the farther from Cherry Street he got. Again, it amazed him to see how the city had been carved out of the natural landscape. Beyond Arlington, south of the city, were remnants of farmland that were likely already slated for development.

      Frankie took a seat on the grass across from his house. There were a few mature trees that sat back away from the street, although the street-lining trees that he remembered were nowhere in sight yet.

      His home looked generally the same. There were some finer architectural details missing—window dressings, stained glass, landscaping. The biggest missing piece was the kitchen addition to the left of the house. Idly, Frankie wondered where the kitchen was in this current house, since the addition had been a part of the house for as long as he could remember.

      There was a single car parked in the gravel driveway. It matched all the other cars Frankie had seen from this time period: cloth roof, thin glass, sidestep panels that covered the tops of the wheels. Being that Arlington was a relatively remote area in the 20s, a car would be necessary. Still, it surprised him. His grandfather was a woodworker and his grandmother was a homemaker until her early death. From what he remembered from the stories his father had told him, luxuries such as cars weren’t something his grandfather would’ve indulged in. Then again, the trolley line only came as far as 26th Street. A car would be important.

      Frankie thought more about the dates. His father, James, was born in November 1924, which would mean that Frankie’s grandmother, Anna, would be pregnant with him now. Maybe he could go in and talk to Anna and—

      “Frankie!”

      The force of the cry drew his attention more than the call of his name did.

      Evelyn marched down the road before stopping in front of him and crossing her arms. “What on earth do you think you’re doing?”

      “I—”

      “If you exposed yourself to your family, you could’ve severely altered the timeline and your existence could’ve been erased and then we’d all be stuck in a strange time loop because if you changed things to the point where you never come back here, then you wouldn’t have been able to make the changes that altered the future.”

      Frankie narrowed his eyes, confused at what exactly she had just said. “I haven’t gone in. I’ve just been thinking.”

      Evelyn studied him, then let out a sigh and took a seat beside him. “About what?”

      He shrugged in response and kept his eyes on the house.

      “Is that the house you lived in before you came back to our time?” she asked.

      He nodded. “Grew up right here. In my time, it’s a little more put together.” He pointed. “Over there, there’s an addition that gets put on in the 40s, I think. The whole yard is landscaped really nicely. The color is basically the same, but it’s more decorative. The trim and colors and everything is a little more elegant. Makes us look like we have more money than we do.”

      “Did you have a lot of money at one point? I mean, your family.”

      He shook his head. “Not really. We’ve always been comfortable. My grandfather was a carpenter—or is right now, I guess. In this time. He spent a lot of time adding different details to the house. It started as a simple ten-by-ten box that really just served the family on their farm. It had been added to and built up over generations. My grandfather is the one who really took it up a notch.”

      Evelyn smiled, but didn’t say anything else.

      After a moment, Frankie said, “I came back to get my hands on our family magic book. I was hoping to find a spell or a ritual or something to return me back to my time.”

      “But going back and interacting with your family could be dangerous,” Evelyn warned.

      “I know. And that’s why I haven’t gone in yet.”

      Evelyn put her hand on his back.

      “It’s just frustrating that the answer could be right there and I can’t get to it.” He wiped his hands in his pants. Wool. Time-period appropriate. Very formal. And very itchy. Evelyn and Levi had gotten him some clothes so he could blend in better. He still missed his regular clothes. Just like he missed his own time period.

      And his girls.

      Evelyn rubbed his back. “We’ll find a way.”

      Frankie could tell she was just saying that to make him feel better. As an oracle, if she truly knew how he could get back to his time, she would tell him. Even help him accomplish it. The fact that she only offered words of encouragement told him that she didn’t know any more than he did.

      The front door of the house opened and both Frankie and Evelyn got to their feet and tried not to draw attention to themselves. However, the woman who exited looked completely unfamiliar to Frankie. She was blonde, with her hair draped over one shoulder, and a rimmed hat that held a short veil over her eyes. She wore a white fitted dress and heels, which seemed to be in complete contrast to the dust and noise coming from the end of the street.

      “Is that your grandmother?” Evelyn whispered. “She’s beautiful.”

      “No, it’s not,” he said. “I have no idea who she is.”
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          - MONDAY, MAY 11, 1970 -

        

      

    

    
      The lunch break was much needed. Not only for the girls, but for Marie and her in-laws as well. After taking the girls’ orders, then hearing the many changes that came while she waited in line, Marie was happy that James and Helen, her husband’s parents, had agreed to take Samantha and Kathy to find a table among all of the other zoo visitors taking a mid-day break.

      By the time Marie arrived with the food, she could tell that her youngest, Kathy, who had just turned three, was on the verge of a meltdown. There would certainly be a nap somewhere in her near future.

      “Here, let me cut that up for you,” James leaned over and used his plastic silverware to cut up Samantha’s burger into smaller pieces.

      Helen, meanwhile, hovered over Kathy and picked up the various pieces of food that continued to fall onto the ground.

      “Are you girls having fun?” Marie asked in between bites of her own burger. The lunch options were limited—and expensive.

      “Yeah!” Kathy cheered.

      “What was your favorite part?” Helen asked.

      “The lions!”

      Marie smiled. “I liked them too. What about you, Sam?”

      Her older daughter thought about it a moment. “Hmm. I think the orangutans.”

      “Are we going to stay here all day?” Kathy tried to maneuver her hand to her mouth to lick up the ketchup she had splattered on herself. When she opened her mouth to lick it off, chewed pieces of food fell out of her mouth.

      “Here, let Grandma get that for you.” Helen chased after Kathy with a napkin. Kathy, however, whined and swatted her grandmother away.

      “We’ll have time to see everything else,” Marie answered. “There isn’t much left, we’ve seen most of it. Is there anything you want to see again?”

      Both girls shook their head.

      “What do you say we go back home and play in the yard with the hose?”

      The girls cheered.

      Summer was definitely gearing up. The forecast said it could reach just over 70 degrees and Marie was anxious to get the girls home and rested before the heat really set in. So far, though, it had been a gorgeous day. And it wasn’t too crowded, being that school was still in session, which lessened the crowd.

      Marie crumpled up the wrapper from her meal and gathered some of the other trash they had collected since they sat down. Leaning over to James, she said, “I’m going to run to the bathroom real quick. You mind keeping an eye on them?”

      He smiled and waved her on. “They’re fine. Take your time.”

      Marie left the table and went in search of the bathrooms. Signs pointed to just around the corner, but a blood-curdling scream stopped her in her tracks. It was coming from the jaguar exhibit.

      She took off in a run, following the source of the scream.

      Inside, the first thing she saw was a child cowering in the
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