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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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      “You’ve got to be kidding me!”

      Mackenzie Cooper looked at the woman behind the desk at the PITA offices in utter disbelief. She stared back without batting an eyelid, chewing her gum with industrial movements of her jaw.

      It was a highly trained, institutionalized “polite” look, the sort that said the wearer had dealt with everything this morning from drunks to bomb threats and the cob van being late… So no, she wasn’t putting up with your shit, Karen.

      Even though he was a bear, and a deputy, and therefore had a glare on him that gave his own reflection a headache, he knew when he was in the presence of a master and when discretion was the better part of valor. He was also fairly sure she had a shotgun loaded with silver slung under the desk.

      Unfortunately, the guy who rushed up from behind him wasn’t so enlightened. A chorus of disgruntlement filled the air from the queue he’d pushed his way past before he tried to shoulder-barge Mac aside. Given he smelled plain old human, that didn’t work, and he glanced at Mac in confusion.

      Wearing a slick suit with what looked like a gym-honed body, he was obviously in the midst of a midlife crisis. Most humans got to that point when they reached a certain age, and the aches and pains informed them that the Grim Reaper had just made an upcoming appointment in their diaries. This tended to result in an obsession with exercise, getting healthy and kale. Mac had tried kale once. Worst two seconds of his life.

      “Sorry, on the clock here,” Suit rapped out by way of explanation and turned his attention to the still-chewing receptionist. Mac shrugged and indicated he should go ahead, interested to see how this little drama would play out.

      Idly he wondered if he should call for an ambulance or at the least a first responder because this wasn’t going to be pretty. His suspicion was borne out when Suit looked the girl behind the desk up and down, completely ignored the name badge with “Sharon” on it, and said, “Okay, sweetheart. I’m gonna need you to call me through to the boss.”

      Sharon didn’t move a muscle but the temperature dropped. The flowers in the vase at the end of the reception desk closed their petals with a snap and huddled together for warmth and protection while at least three people in the queue behind him audibly winced. A junior officer at the back made a break for it through the front doors.

      Now, it is a constant the world over that receptionists use a version of weaponized politeness. True to form, Sharon, obviously a veteran of the receptionist versus ignorant general public conflict, stopped chewing and said, “Of course, sir. What time is your appointment?”

      “I don’t have one. Just call him,” Suit answered with a supreme smugness that made even Mac want to introduce his face to the desk.

      “You don’t have an appointment.”

      It wasn’t a question; it was a statement. One that dripped with ice and was uttered in the tone of heavy tomes hitting the desk, possibly ones made of stone. Mac could practically feel the pulse ticking in the side of her forehead, even though the skin there was perfectly smooth.

      “Of course, sir. Can I have your name and I’ll see if he’s available…”

      Now, faced with such a response, most people’s survival instincts would have sat up and taken notice, and, if their owner had continued down such a path of folly, would have ambushed them and dragged them off into a dark alley to have a word about their life choices.

      Suit’s survival instincts were obviously the instinct version of the village idiot because he just looked at Sharon.

      “Don’t you know who I am?” he demanded shrilly.

      Mac fought the urge to close his eyes and pray for the man.

      Sharon’s expression didn’t alter. Instead, she leaned forward to trigger the intercom. “Attention, all PITA personnel, code one. I have a gentleman at the front desk who does not know who he is. I repeat, gentleman at the front desk with memory issues.”

      At her words, two doors either side of the reception desk sprang open and a couple of uniformed PITA security officers emerged like freakishly large jacks-in-the-box. A white-coated doctor trailed after them, a badge identifying him as from the PITA Mental Health Unit.

      “Hey! What are you doing? I know who I am! You can’t do this!” Suit squealed as the two big guys upended him to carry him away.

      “I’m sure you do,” the doctor patronized with a tight smile, exchanging glances with Mac as they passed by. “We’ve had two Santa Clauses and an Easter Bunny this morning. They must be putting something in the norms’ water again.” He exhaled the long-suffering sigh of the permanently put upon. “I do wish they’d get the formula right so we don’t get them wandering in here. Damn nuisance.”

      “LET ME GO! I am Charles Winford the third. I’m here to sell insurance!”

      Mac actually groaned at that as the doctor’s grin broadened. Moon alone knew what would happen to the guy now. Insurance salesmen ranked somewhere below lawyers and just above ambulance chasers in the hierarchy of “completely fucked up.” Suit would no doubt get treated to the long version of any paperwork required to release him.

      “I apologize for that,” Sharon said, bringing her attention back to Mac. “As I was saying. We don’t have you down as starting today.”

      Mac frowned. “Are you sure. It’s Mackenzie Cooper. From Bottomslick. I got a letter informing me I was seconded for duty with PITA and to report here today.”

      He fished the official notification out of his pocket and showed it to her. Sharon’s expression tightened, her lips compressed into a thin line that radiated displeasure and frustration.

      “Bloody secondment. I wish they’d freaking keep me in the loop. I don’t have any security badges for you nor do I have you set on the system yet! This just won’t do… I’m gonna put in a formal complaint about this. Just you wait and see.”

      “Err… right?” Mac replied as she speared him with a look, not entirely sure what to say and knowing not to interrupt a woman in mid-rant. That way led to pissiness and the dreaded “I’m fine.” While he hadn’t been in a relationship for… shit, longer than he wanted to think about… he knew not to risk invoking the “fine” trigger.

      Sharon sighed. “Take a seat. You’ll just have to wait until one of the agents comes in and takes you through security.”

      There was the sound of heavy thuds outside accompanied by glass breaking and a scream. Her gaze flicked to a screen under the desk, obviously checking the cameras, and her expression lightened.

      “You’re in luck. Big Al’s just about to arrive.”

      At the announcement, the queue behind him scattered and something large hit the glass double doors at the front of the lobby.

      “What the fuck?” Mac jumped, half bringing his arms up to shield his head as he turned.

      For a moment, he saw a huge, rocky figure plastered against the shattered, but not broken, glass of the doors. Like a heavy-duty rock bug that had hit a windscreen. A second later the spell on the glass activated, springing back into place with a “pop” and the figure, a gargoyle by the looks of it, slid down to the ground with a squeak and squeal of rock over glass.

      Mac’s eyes widened. He didn’t know many creatures that could hurl a fully grown gargoyle about like that. So what the hell was Big Al?
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      Alberta sighed as she bent down to scoop up the gargoyle’s ear from the sidewalk. He groaned softly as she popped it into his top pocket.

      “Let’s not try that again, shall we, Bobby?” she suggested with a little smile as she hooked her hand into his shirt.

      Turning, she nudged the doors open with a hip and started to drag him through into the lobby. “So far you’re looking at three counts of public lewdness… no, being in stone form does NOT count as art… you do not get to wave your dick about even as a statue.”

      She grunted as she twisted, using a booted foot to hold the door for her familiar, Reginald. The heavily muscled garden dragon waddled through, red tail swishing from side to side, the spiked knob on the end like a wrecking ball. He’d have come through the door whether it was open or closed and she was fed up with having repairs docked from her paycheck.

      Even though she could throw a fully grown gargoyle at the doors, Reggie was her familiar, meaning he had magical protections up the wazoo and could probably take out a couple of city blocks without breaking a sweat. Which was somewhat dangerous. Samhain bless him, she loved him to bits, but he was a clumsy little fuck at times.

      She dragged Bobby, still moaning gently, toward the desk. The center of the lobby was, as usual, empty. Most people knew what kind of asshole she brought in and had cleared the area so as not to get inadvertently squashed. Personal accident claims in the city had spiked when she’d moved here and started to clean up. Which meant anyone who had been in the center of the lobby when she’d come through the door was currently lined up against the walls, standing on the bench seats or had climbed each other to get out of the way.

      “And let’s not start talking about assaulting a PITA agent, shall we?” she continued, cheerily, nodding toward Amos, a fellow agent. He’d dragged his handcuffed companion halfway up one of the Grecian columns that ran down the lobby to get out of any potential blast zone. Clever boy Amos. Young, but going places. And they said golems were stupid… A few lines of extra code added to his scroll and he was the most tenacious investigator PITA had.

      “Pizza?” Bobby lifted his head to ask groggily. “I never did the pizza job. Can’t pin that one on me!”

      “P.I.T.A…” she spelled out. “Paranormal Investigations nobody knows what the T stands for Agency. PITA. Not pizza, but I’ll be asking you about the pizza job later. Don’t you worry,” she told him, her instincts spiking at the hint of a lead on a crime.

      Bobby’s head dropped back again and thunked on the solid floor of the lobby, eliciting another groan from the semi-conscious gargoyle. She kept dragging him.

      “Bloody hell, Bobby… what have you been eating? City blocks or something?” she groused and then a small noise behind her caught her attention.

      It was a cross between a hiccup and the pilot light on a gas stove flicking on, and for the owner of a garden dragon familiar it was the equivalent of a human cat owner hearing their pet start to heave. In other words, enough to bring someone out of deep sleep better than an alarm clock, and it got Al’s attention quicker than a bunch of Chippendales parading through the lobby stark-bollock naked.

      Her head whipped around to see Reggie’s stomach inflating.

      “Oh no. Don’t you fucking dare, Reginald Arthur Rheged! What have I told you about arson in public buildings? I don’t care that you have acid reflux.” She wagged a spare finger at her familiar. “You wouldn’t have it if you took your damn pill in the morning rather than throwing it up like I’m trying to sodding poison you. Would you?”

      Her dragon waddled to a stop, his eyes crossing as he tried to look contrite.

      And so he should. Every morning they had the same battle when it came to his medication. She’d tried hiding it in his food, but he licked the meat off and left the pill. She’d tried hiding it in a treat. Same thing. She’d asked him nicely to take his pill. Threatened him. Pleaded with him. No dice. Instead, he whined and hid until she was forced to back him up in a corner and get him in a headlock to stuff the pill down his throat. She even held his nostrils shut to make him swallow.

      And every bloody morning, as soon as she turned around, he threw the damn thing up. Just the pill. On its own in the middle of the carpet.

      “You set fire to anything,” she warned him, “and no treats tonight. Understand?”

      He nodded, his scaly arse thumping down as she dropped Bobby into a sprawling heap in front of Sharon’s desk.

      “Hey, chick, got the big guy for you,” she said with a smile. She liked Sharon. The woman had a way with paperwork that verged on the miraculous. “Indecent exposure in Central Row again. Gave a whole load of little old ladies in their exercise class heart attacks. Can I leave him with you until the booking guys get down here?”

      Sharon lifted up to eyeball Bobby lying on the floor. The gargoyle managed to open his eyes long enough to focus on her and then squeaked and squeezed them shut again, going pale. If he could have disappeared up his own arsehole, he would have.

      “Yeah,” she said, sitting back down. “Park him there. He won’t be any problem. Will you, Bobby?”

      “No, ma’am,” the very small voice of the very large gargoyle whispered up from floor level. Sharon exchanged a grin with Al, and a moment of camaraderie and professional respect passed between the two women.

      “In return, do me a favor. Tall, furry and handsome here needs taking through security…” Sharon jerked her head to the side. “Starts today. As usual, secondment have their thumbs up their asses and haven’t sent me any details. Be a doll and take him through to the chief. Would you?”

      “No problem.”

      Al turned to meet bright blue eyes and a charming smile that had everything female in her sitting up and taking notice. Well, helllllooo handsome…

      Today was looking up already.
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      Big Al, in the best traditions of nicknames the world over, was neither big nor the thug-like male bruiser Mac had expected with such a moniker. Instead, she was the tiniest, most beautiful woman he’d ever seen.

      She looked like a delicate little fairy… sans wings. For a moment he tried to remember if any of the fairy races—not elves, those bastards were as scary as fuck and hadn’t come out of the Dark Ages yet. Besides, they were all generally taller than he was, so she was too small to be one anyway—had no wings.

      “Mackenzie Cooper,” he introduced himself, holding out his hand. “My friends call me Mac.”

      Perhaps she’d lost her wings somewhere, he mused as he waited for her to shake. Deep inside, his bear snarled at the idea of someone hurting her.

      “Al Rheged.” She took his hand with a grip that could crush rocks or throw Gargoyles about. “Pleasure to meet you. This is my familiar, Reginald.”

      He nodded, smiling at the Pitbull-sized rust-colored dragon sitting at her feet, its tongue lolling out the corner of its mouth as it panted. Familiar. He replayed his memory of the last few seconds. Yes, she’d definitely said familiar.

      “You’re a witch then?” he asked as he let go of her hand with reluctance. Since she could probably twist him up into a pretzel, he didn’t have much choice.

      She flashed him a smile that melted most of his brain cells on the spot and got his little Mac, south of his belt buckle, all hot and bothered.

      “At least thirtieth generation.”

      “Thirtieth? Impressive. Not local though,” he queried, picking up her accent. It was cool and cultured, like his best friend’s new mate, Livvy. “You’re English?”

      Before she answered, something hit his leg, hard, wrapping around it just below his knee. There was a rhythmic movement his brain tried hard not to recognize. Really hard.

      He looked at her. “Err… your dragon is humping my leg?”

      “Oh my goddess, I’m so sorry.” She gasped, red flaring over her cheeks as she lunged forward and hauled the overly amorous dragon away from Mac’s leg.

      “No! Bad Reggie! We don’t hump the nice man’s leg!”

      “Bear,” he supplied helpfully, finding himself speared by two sets of eyes as the tiny witch held her familiar up by his collar. Just like with the gargoyle, it was an impressive feat of strength. Dragons, even garden types like Reggie, were heavier than they looked. A lot heavier.

      “What?”

      “I’m a bear,” he repeated. “Not a man.”

      Al and Reggie looked at each other. “No humping the nice bear’s leg. Okay?”

      Suitably chastised, the dragon harrumphed, which Al seemed to take as agreement, and she dropped Reggie. His tail hit the marble floor with a crack, spiderwebs snaking out from the point of impact.

      “Shit…” Al sighed and started to chant. “We really need a good floor in here, so make these cracks disappear!”

      At the wave of her hand, the red magic of the spell swirled in the air and drifted down like the animated fragrance in an air-freshener commercial.

      “Impressive,” he murmured as the magic repaired the cracks that were even now trying to escape, snaking across the floor with the same desperation as a mouse in an alley full of cats.

      They didn’t manage it. The red streaked after them, single minded in its determination, and mended them with a snap. He practically heard the scarlet tendrils dust off their hands in satisfaction before they disappeared in a small “poof” and shower of sparks.

      “Thanks,” she grinned as they headed toward the scanners. “Easily done in here thankfully, or my entire paycheck would go to deal with the damage this little dipshit causes.”

      She reached down to scrub the stocky dragon on the top of his scaled head. Reggie’s eyes rolled back and his rear paw waggled aimlessly in the air for a few seconds... like he was trying to itch behind his ear, but the scratches had made him forget where it actually was.

      Mac could sympathize. If a woman like Al touched him anywhere—and he had a list of suggestions. Some very specific suggestions—he’d forget where his ear was as well. His bear growled suddenly, making its presence known, and he quickly amended his mental statement.

      Not a woman like Al but Al herself.

      Don’t get attached, bud, he warned his inner beast. She’s not ours.

      Not yet anyway, he mused, looking over the curvy form of the petite witch as she stepped up to the scanner arch ahead of him. She was just his type—small with curves that made his hands itch to run down them. He’d make her his given half a chance. If she didn’t turn him into a frog first.

      “Hey, Jeff. How’s it going?” she said cheerily to the security guard as she walked into the arch. Placing her feet on the painted footsteps, she raised her arms in the air and closed her eyes as the magic washed over her.

      The swirling sparks turned green with a ping. She smiled and stepped off the plate to let Reggie take her place.

      “Not too bad, thanks Agent Rheged.” The guard grinned.

      Mac was surprised to see he was a vamp. There weren’t too many of those around, certainly not in public service roles anyway. Then he spotted the pin on the guy’s lapel. Ahh... he was one of the new wave of vegan vampire. Abstainers. He’d heard about them but had never seen one.

      “Factor thousand working okay?”

      Al leaned a hip against the counter as the magic washed over Reggie. The stocky little dragon shivered, hunkering down with his eyes closed as he was lifted up and spun around slowly.

      “Yeah, managed to get outside yesterday and grab lunch with Susan from records,” the vampire said proudly. “I think she likes me. And I got me a night job, so I can afford to treat her to nice things.”

      “No way! You finally asked her!” Al was all smiles, holding her hand out, palm toward him. “Put it there!”

      The two high-fived and the magic pinged again, turning green as it dropped Reggie into a little scaled heap at the bottom of the scanner. The dragon familiar stood up, shook himself off and waddled out to sit by his witch. A veiled eyeball studied the vampire guard’s leg for a second before, without even looking, Al reached down and tapped him warningly on his scaly red nose. Obviously, she was used to her familiar’s antics… either that or Jeff was a favorite target.

      “Your turn, handsome,” Al called out, motioning him forward into the scanner.
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