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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!

      And if you would like to read the book that started all the madness, Switching Hour is FREE!

      https://robynpeterman.com/switching-hour/
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      Luna watched her last pair of customers walk away. The two of them almost glowed with happiness and the rush of new love. The reading she’d done for them had been full of promise, and she hoped things worked out for them.

      “Lucky guys. Lucky. Lucky. Fucky,” her raven familiar croaked.

      “Language, Beaker.”

      He gave her a cheeky look and added. “Flucky.”

      She checked to make sure no one was in earshot before replying. “Behave, birdbrain, or you’ll be living the rest of your life as a flamingo. They don’t talk at all.”

      “No pink! No pink. You stink.” Beak Badda-Boom thought annoying outbursts made him sound like a normal pet. No matter how many times she explained that the best thing he could do to appear normal was to keep his beak shut, he insisted his way was more believable.

      She suspected it was his passive-aggressive way of protesting her choice to live and work around humans. Even in a place as quirky and liberal as Victoria, normal mortals were easily startled by magical matters and could rapidly reach mob-and-pitchfork levels of panic if an animal suddenly started talking in full sentences.

      Fortunately the square was relatively empty right now. Most folks were enjoying dinner at this hour, a fact she could verify just by inhaling. The air was thick with delicious scents that wafted out from the various restaurants surrounding the square.

      Her own dinner was waiting for her in the staff room of the Cackling Cauldron, the kitschy little occult bookstore where she worked. She’d take her break soon and get Sasha to take over the tarot table. The readings were a way to make some extra money and bring in foot traffic to the store.

      “Dinner?” Beaker asked. He wasn’t psychic, but he knew her so well it was like he could read her mind.

      “Soon.” She wasn’t ready to leave just yet. It was one of those perfect late-summer days with a blue sky and warm weather, but the breeze had just a hint of chill to it—a prelude to the end of the season.

      Laughter and conversations drifted out from the patios and open doors of nearby restaurants. It was all peaceful and perfect until someone started singing that damned song.

      “Happy birthday to…”

      She groaned and grabbed her phone, hitting buttons until music erupted from the speaker and drowned out the warbling voices.

      “Still in denial?” Beaker asked, his voice low enough the music masked it.

      “It’s not denial. It’s defiance. I’m not doing it.”

      “Aging is not a choice. It’s a function of reality. You don’t get to decide not to get older.” Beaker managed the avian version of a snort, which was more of an adorable sneeze. “If it was a choice, every actor in Hollywood would still be twenty-four.”

      She shot her familiar a look so dirty it should have come with warning labels. “You know that’s not what I’m talking about.”

      Beaker fluffed his feathers. “I know. But you don’t get a choice about that, either. Fate has decreed…”

      “Fate can hop a hand cart to hell for all I care.”

      Beaker uttered a horrified croak. “Are you nucking futz, witch-o-mine? You don’t say shit like that out loud. If Fate takes offence, she will flatten this square and everyone in it with her perfectly polished combat boots.”

      “If she shows her face, I can ask her what in the name of the Goddess’s G-string makes her think I’m going to play along with this destiny crap?”

      “And now you’re insulting Destiny, too? Do you have a death wish?”

      “You know I don’t. I have a life wish. I want everyone to leave me alone and let me live my life in peace. No destiny. No fated battles against evil forces. I want to be boring.”

      “Says the witch with hair that changes colour on a weekly basis.”

      “Flamingo,” she said, dropping one hand beneath the edge of the table and summoning enough magic to engulf her fingers in a swirl of red and orange sparks.

      Once the off-key singing stopped, she turned off the music. Instead of putting her phone down, though, she opened another app. Online dating was an exercise in ego-bruising masochism, but she did it anyway. How else was she going to meet someone from the supernatural world when she spent most of her time surrounded by ordinary humans?

      After a few seconds of aimless scrolling through pictures of guys smiling, guys drinking beer, guys fishing, and guys with their shirts off, she had summoned the courage to open her new messages.

      “Nice hare, you wanna hook up?”

      “I wnt2 tap/zap that.”

      “I know your profile says monogamoose, but my wife and I…”

      “Ugh. Ew. Spelling counts, losers. So does respecting boundaries,” she muttered as she read and deleted each message.

      Beaker hopped from his perch on the little wooden sign that read: “Luna Fortuna sees all. Learn your fortune today” to her shoulder so he could speak without being overheard. “You are never going to find love on Magical Mates 4U. That app is the laughingstock of the supernatural world. Magical beings do not need software to find each other. Fate takes care of that.”

      “Fate. Hand cart. Hell. Remember? Why would I let a being who messed up my entire childhood have any say in who I fall in love with?”

      “Because that’s the way it works. Those cards you use are just another way of tapping into Fate’s plans, and you don’t seem to mind them.”

      She tapped the deck on the table. “These are a way of seeing what Fate is planning without calling attention to myself. Plus, you know I rarely do readings for myself anymore. They always say the same thing. Your destiny awaits. Big things. Blah blah blah. And if I ask about my love life, I get told I’m emotionally distant and out of touch with my heart. Apparently there will be no love for me until I learn to trust people.”

      “If that’s what the cards say, then why in the six-and-a-half hells are you on that stupid app?”

      Luna set down her phone and sighed. “Because hope springs eternal? I’m lonely, Beaker. You’re an amazing familiar, but I miss…” She cut herself off. No way she was putting the rest of that thought into words. Words had power, and she didn’t need those particular words to start thinking they had a chance of becoming a reality. She didn’t miss anything—especially not her parents, her friends, or her home. Not. At. All.

      “Do another reading. Change is coming. I can feel it in the air. Maybe things will be different enough the cards will show you something new.” Beaker hopped from her shoulder to the table, scattering the cards she used to do readings for customers. It was a friendly deck that didn’t give her problematic readings and had a nice, cheerful looking death card that stopped most of her clients from panicking when it came up.

      “You’re making a mess.”

      “I’m shuffling the deck for you. See how helpful I am? A flamingo couldn’t do that.”

      She shooed him to one side and then gathered up the cards. “If I do this, do you promise to behave like a normal raven for the rest of the week?”

      “It’s only Tuesday. That’s a long time.” Beaker hopped from foot to foot. “Shiny rocks, too?”

      “Again?”

      “Always. You know this.”

      The Cauldron had a section dedicated to crystals and gemstones. It was behind glass because of Beaker, the only raven in the world who really did like shiny rocks. “You’re reinforcing an inaccurate folktale about your kind. You know that. Right?”

      “Shiny!” he croaked at full volume.

      “Kleptomaniac familiars are a pain in the ass.” She considered herself an expert on the subject since she knew her childhood friend, Breeze, had a familiar with a similar issue. At least Beaker only liked rocks. Snuffy Wuffles the Turd would steal anything that caught his eye and wasn’t nailed down.

      She shook her head to dislodge the memory. Snuffy and Breeze were part of her past. They’d forgotten about her just like everyone else in Wyrding Way. They’d let her be taken away by Baba Yaga and never thought about her again. Not a card, letter, or email.

      No one had cared enough to even look for her.

      Sensing her shift in mood, Beaker scuttled across the table and into her arms. “I know. I miss them, too.”

      “I don’t miss anyone,” she lied. “Why would I? I have the best part of that place right here. You.”

      “You’re my witch. Nothing would keep me away from you. Not even Baba Yak-breath.”

      Luna snickered and scratched Beaker under his beak. “Damn right. Okay. So, I do these cards and let you pick out a new crystal, and you behave for the rest of the week.”

      “Until Friday,” Beaker agreed.

      “Until Sunday. And no more mentions of what happens in a couple of weeks. I don’t want to talk about it.”

      “No birthday talk,” Beaker said. “Are your feet cold?”

      “What? No. Why?”

      “Because you are standing knee deep in de Nile.”

      “Think pink.” She flicked a single spark of her magic at her raven’s foot.

      He shot her a disgruntled look and fluttered back to his perch to sulk. But since he didn’t say anything, she assumed he would keep his word.

      She set aside the deck she’d been using and took her personal deck of tarot out of her bag. These cards had nothing friendly about them. Their imagery was as dark and broody as a vampire in an emo phase and their messages usually came with attitude.

      She shuffled them slowly, concentrating on the question she wanted answered. Would she ever find someone to love?

      The simple three-card spread produced a different answer this time, and she stared down at the cards in shock.

      “Well, that’s new.”

      The past was the same as always. No passion. No trust. She moved on to the present. Competition. Conflict. That didn’t make any sense. She didn’t have any conflicts in her life, and the only competition was making sure that Beaker didn’t eat more than his share of her meals.

      The last card was the one that made her want to head to the nearest candy shop and inhale everything made of chocolate. The Fool—herald of new adventures, surprises, and the prospect of finding love in unlikely places.

      “Fucking flocks of flying squirrels on acid.”

      “Vivid, yet confusing and alarming,” Beaker said quietly. “Please tell me your future doesn’t include some kind of polyamorous pack of drug-using rodent Shifters with a nut fetish.”

      “Ugh. No. You know my dating rules. No Shifters or vampires.”

      “You forgot gargoyles. Remember Rocky Balbiceps?”

      “Right. No gargoyles either. Pretty, but literally as dumb as a box of rocks.”

      She put away her cards and took one last look around Market Square. No likely customers. Just a few well-fed tourists and a group of street musicians who had set up shop in the square of late, playing some of the worst covers of eighties bands she’d ever heard. More than one passerby had paid them to stop playing.

      They were lean, lanky guys with terrible wardrobes and even worse hairstyles. They all wore their hair swept up at the sides and long at the front. It was like a mullet in reverse… and the only look she’d ever seen that made the mullet look attractive by comparison.

      She’d stayed away from them at first. But eventually one of them had wandered over to check out her table, and she’d realized what they were. Not just a talentless musical group, a talentless group of seagull Shifter musicians.

      Even more reason to keep her distance.

      “You ready for your break?” Sasha asked from the doorway to the shop.

      “Perfect timing. I need to eat and I bet you’d like to get some fresh air.” Their manager was easygoing and fair, but her love of incense was a local legend.

      “Air. Yes. I need to clear my lungs. Tricia’s trying something new, and this one is the worst yet.”

      “Worse than Honeydew Dawn?” That one had smelled like someone had set fire to a cart of moldy melons and then distilled the ashes.

      “So much worse. Think scorched skunk and Old Spice.”

      “Thanks for the warning. Back in thirty.” She rose and tapped her shoulder. Beaker hopped from his perch to his preferred spot on her shoulder and they headed inside. It only took a twitch of her fingers to create a bubble of purified air around her head, protecting them from whatever Tricia was burning by the cash register.

      Beaker nibbled at a strand of her hair. Today it was purple with streaks of black, but she was already planning on changing it soon. Blue maybe, or teal. She’d decide tonight. It would be easier to think about hair colours than to ponder what the cards had warned her was coming.

      She didn’t want adventure or surprises. She’d already had her share of both, and they’d made her into the witch she was today—orphaned, friendless, and hiding from a destiny she wanted no part of.

      Just the thought of another adventure had her conjuring up a feast of fudge brownies, gelato, and beaver tails with extra chocolate sauce instead of her intended meal.

      Beaker chortled and flung himself into the middle of the table. “I love it when you comfort conjure. Hello, carbs!”
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      At first, Chad hadn’t believed it when his father announced he’d tracked down the last of the three witches from the Wyrding Way coven. It shouldn’t be possible. They hadn’t been able to locate the other two until their twenty-sixth birthdays. That’s when the magic affecting their memories had started to weaken and they’d somehow been notified it was time to return home.

      Luna’s birthday was still a ways off. How had his father managed it? The man was a powerful warlock, sure, but he wasn’t exactly good with subtle magic. In fact, there wasn’t a subtle bone in Frank Frellshingle’s body. He had more razzle-dazzle than a Las Vegas headliner and the ego to match.

      Subtle was more Chad’s thing, which was why he was the one sent to implement the next stage of the plan—neutralizing witch number three. The Father of Shadows wanted control of one of Fate’s power sources, and Chad was expected to help make that happen.

      Chad’s minions had been watching the witch for more than a week. They’d reported on her routine and habits, all of which were surprisingly ordinary. In fact, if it weren’t for the presence of her familiar, he would have suspected they were following the wrong woman.

      For one thing, she was the wrong shape to be a witch. The Goddess had gifted witches and warlocks with beauty, health, longevity, and a metabolism that let them eat anything they wanted and never gain unwanted weight.

      Luna was stunningly, beautifully curvy. At least, that’s what he’d seen in the photos the featherheads he used as hired muscle had sent to him. Not that he’d been ogling the photos. That would be creepy and wrong. He’d been reviewing them strictly for research purposes.

      Research. Yeah.

      Research was necessary. He thought he’d prepared enough for his last mission. He hadn’t. No one had expected the Goddess herself to send a TGIF agent, and he had underestimated how fast that first witch would reclaim her powers.

      It was a mistake he wouldn’t make again. He couldn’t. Not if he wanted any kind of life after his father achieved his goals. Once Frank could manipulate the fate of anyone on the planet, the unhinged but highly dangerous warlock was going to cause havoc. The only way to stay clear of the mess would be to stay on Frank’s good side—assuming he still had one by then. Chad knew his father’s good side was more of a narrow, crumbling ledge at this point, and it was getting thinner by the day.

      To have any shot of escaping his father’s shadow, Chad had to keep Luna away from Wyrding Way until the fated final battle was over. Tonight, he would put his plan in motion. It was time to make contact.

      The gull Shifters had been watching her for long enough she had to have noticed them, so he’d hired another pair of Shifters for this part of the plan. Wolverines. They were built like bulldozers on two legs. Hairy, thick necked types with permanent scowls and shoulders broad enough they had to move through doors sideways.

      They were waiting in the alley she always cut through on the way to her apartment… and so was he.

      He cloaked himself in magically enhanced shadow and waited. This alley was thick with magical wards already, all designed to discourage humans from entering the area. It helped protect the supernatural denizens that lived in a carefully disguised magical space at the far end of the alley.

      “For the record, this is a stupidly complicated plan.”

      “Shut it, Hissy. Now is not the time.”

      His familiar sighed loudly, which was an impressive feat for something as small as she was. The garter snake popped her head out of his shirt pocket and flicked her tongue at him. “You could have just walked up and asked for a reading. Flirted. Said something charming. But no. You had to turn this into a cheesy drama moment. You are so like your father.”

      “Not now, Hissy-Fitz.”

      She hissed in a mocking version of his hushing sound and ducked back into his pocket.

      Good thing, too, because not ten seconds later Luna appeared at the entrance to the alley with her familiar riding on her shoulder.

      It was the first time he’d seen her in person. Shades and shadows, she looked even better than her photos. Her hair was dark purple streaked with black and pulled into a pair of high pigtails tied with black and purple ribbons. High-top sneakers, a flowing skirt of some dark fabric, and… holy Goddess dipped in hot sauce. Was she wearing a corset?

      She was, and the things it did to her curves had to be illegal in every country he could name, including Atlantis… and their hedonistic ways were legendary.

      He’d taken half a step forward before he remembered he had to stay hidden. The plan was for the wolverines to scare her, and then he’d come to her rescue. From what they’d learned from the other two witches, the majority of her powers would be locked down until her birthday. That meant his arrival and magical dispatch of her harassers should make an impression. After that, his plan was… flexible.

      Hissy had used a different description of his post-contact plan. “Thinner than dental floss on a diet.” His familiar was a sarcastic pain in the wand sometimes.

      One of the wolverines stepped into the middle of the alley, blocking Luna’s path. “Check out this magical morsel. Yummy.”

      The second wolverine lumbered into view, trapping her between them. “Do you think she tastes as good as she looks?”

      So far, so good. They were sticking to the script. Any second now Luna should start to panic, and then he could make his move.

      Any. Second.

      “You want a taste of me?” Luna’s voice was soft without a hint of fear.

      That was unexpected.

      So was what happened next.

      The alley erupted in a flash of red light accompanied by a sound like the world’s largest chunk of duct tape being ripped away by a giant hand.

      His hired thugs squealed in voices so high they hit ultrasonic range. He couldn’t see anything but the spots dancing in front of his eyes like pixies at an all-night rave.

      Once his vision cleared, he peered out from his place in the shadows and silently wished he was still blind.

      The wolverines were both on the ground, wailing incoherently and alarmingly naked. Not just normal naked, either. They were as shiny as freshly waxed bowling balls, only with more lumpy bits. A lot more. Chad shut his eyes, swallowed hard, and then deliberately raised his head so that the next time he cracked his lids open, he was looking at Luna. Much better.

      Red and black sparks shimmered around her hands and forearms, lighting up the alley and making the twilight sky seem darker by comparison.

      “If she doesn’t dial down the light show, you’re going to have trouble explaining where you came from, oh master of overly complicated plans,” Hissy whispered very softly.

      The same thought had occurred to Chad, too. Every time he went up against one of the Wyrding Way witches, his plans unravelled faster than a mummy in a tornado. Why did this keep happening?

      Keeping his eyes on the lovely witch with the oh so very impressive powers she wasn’t supposed to have, he edged his way further down the alley, keeping the shadows wrapped tightly around him. Fortunately night was falling fast, creating enough shadows he didn’t have to go far before his plan would work again.

      Well, part of his plan. Some things were going to have to change because she clearly did not need rescuing from the two bald, whimpering wolverines. He was going to have to pay them extra for that. Getting forcibly defoliated wasn’t part of their contract.

      He cleared his throat and stepped out of the shadows. “Miss, are you alright? What happened?”

      “Assholes happened,” the raven spoke first.

      “And now they’re bald, apologetic assholes. Aren’t you?” Luna nudged one of them with her shoe.

      The wolverine grunted. “Very. So sorry, ma’am.”

      That made Luna blink. “Uh. Sure.”

      “Both of you get out of here and stop picking on helpless women. Er... or any women, helpless or not.” That was part of the original script, and both Shifters got to their feet and started limping away, arms and legs spread out to stop any unnecessary skin-to-skin contact.

      He would have to give them a big bonus.

      Then, he turned his attention to the hot as hell and scarily overpowered witch still watching him with red sparks shimmering around her fingers. “Are you okay?”

      “I’m fine. Just annoyed. Where do guys get off thinking they can talk to women that way?”

      “I have no idea.” It was a complete lie. He’d written the script himself. “I’m Chad, by the way. And I would like to walk you to your destination if you’re okay with that.”

      She raised a purple brow. “After what I just did, do you really think I need a chaperone?”

      Chad ran a hand through his hair. “Well, no. But my mother tried to teach me to be a well-mannered warlock.” At least that’s how he remembered her. She’d been gone so long he didn’t know which of his memories were real and which were wishful thinking.

      Luna gave him a long, lingering look. “I’m Luna. If you really want to walk me home, you can. It’s not far.”

      “And if you mess with my witch, I will peck out your eyes and use them as olives in my next martini,” the raven muttered, fluffing his feathers and scowling at him.

      Hissy poked her head out of his pocket. “Threaten my warlock again and I’ll turn you into a feather duster.”

      Luna and Chad looked at each other in mutual confusion and amusement.

      “You don’t know how to make a martini, Beaker,” Luna said.

      “And you don’t have hands, so you can’t make anything, Hissy. Play nice.”

      His snake flicked out her tongue and vanished back into his pocket.

      “She’s protective,” he explained to Luna.

      “So is Beaker.” Her expression softened into a mischievous smile, her crystalline green eyes dancing with sudden merriment. “Familiars are such a pain.”

      He opened his mouth to say something he hoped sounded smooth and charming when both of them were suddenly caught in a torrential downpour.

      “Rain?” Luna threw her hands up over her head.

      “Asshole alert!” Beaker screeched and took to the air. “Up here. Up here!”

      No time for anything fancy, Chad lashed out with his magic and caught their aquatic sniper in a magical bubble before he could escape.

      At least, he thought it was male. His gold and orange magic still swirled around the little winged fucker, making it hard to see much. All he knew for certain was their attacker was bouncing around inside the bubble like an agitated hornet on crack.

      Chad brought the shimmering bubble down to ground level and then changed it into a barred cage so they could get a better look. It was a chubby toddler with gleaming white wings and what looked like a water pistol that was almost as big as it was. What the flying fuckery was it?

      “What is it?” Luna asked, mirroring his thoughts.

      “I ain’t an it, lady. I’m a guy. You need me to whip down my diaper and show you the goods?”

      Chad’s brain cells sizzled a little as he tried to match the pint-sized body to the gruff, snarky voice emanating from its cute little lungs.

      “Diaper can stay where it is, thank you. And Goddess above, what is with the men I’m meeting tonight?”

      “Hey now, we haven’t all been assholes,” Chad pointed out. “Though I will admit I appear to be the exception here.” And if he was being honest, he was actually here to set her up and change her destiny, which probably made him the biggest asshole of all.

      But if she went up against his father, she’d die. Frank’s pride had taken an even bigger beating than his body after his last confrontation with the two witches already guarding Wyrding Way. Plans were now in place that not even the combined power of all three witches could survive. The need for revenge had twisted the last pieces of Frank’s soul into something inhuman… and very dangerous.

      If Luna took her place in Wyrding Way, she’d share the same fate as her friends.

      He didn’t want that. Instead, he could protect her. Once his father cut him loose, he could take her away. Yeah. He liked that idea.

      Not an asshole. A rescuer in disguise.

      He circled back from that train of thought to discover Luna and the winged menace were deep in conversation.
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