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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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        A sneeze that set my world on fire. A Fae King that sets my heart ablaze. Wyvern Worshippers that want me dead. Middle age should come with a warning label.

      

        

      
        At my age, I thought my biggest worry would be finding reading glasses that didn't make me look like a librarian. Turns out, accidentally incinerating my coffee shop with a sneeze was just the beginning.

      

        

      
        Now I've got exploding Fireballs I can't control, a devastatingly gorgeous Fae King I want to have my wicked way with, and a psychotic cult hunting me like I'm the last slice of pizza at a PTA meeting.

      

        

      
        Did I mention I am meant for greatness, but no one knows what that greatness is? Well, apparently, being the eldest Dragon Queen in existence and being unMated doed not a prophecy fulfill.

      

        

      
        Some women get hot flashes. I get death threats and a legendary romance. I guess it’s true, you can’t have it all, but I can d@mn sure try.
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        Friends are like bras: close to your heart, there for support, and when you least expect it, they poke you in the boob.

      

      

      

      “Well, hello, Beautiful. Get on in here. You sure are a sight for sore eyes.”

      “Well, shit, Martha. I need to come see you more often.” Smiling so brightly it made the entrance of Marvelous Martha’s Brew House & Bougie Bags sparkle, she did a twirl and added, “You sure know how to make a girl feel beautiful.”

      “Because you are, Girl.” Then, I made a show of rolling my eyes before tsking and shaking my head. “And you know it. You just like hearin’ it.”

      “You know I do.”

      “I do. I also know just as sure as God with a capital G made little green apples that that hunky hubby of yours gets all lovey-dovey the minute you walk into a room. I bet he tells you how gorgeous you are morning, noon, night, and twice on every day that ends in Y.” Winking when she rolled her eyes even as a blush colored the apples of her cheeks, I chuckled then held my arms open wide. “And that’s the way it should be. You, that Wolfman, and those gorgeous kids of yours deserve the best of everything.” Pausing for just a second, I huffed out an exaggerated breath and shook my head. “Alright, enough of the mushy shit. You’re gonna get all big headed and all that sill hit.”

      “Yeah, that’s me, alright.”

      “Ha! I just love you. Now, get over here and give me a hug.” I chuckled, complete with a snorted giggle. “It’s been a month of Sundays since I’ve seen you and that means I am in serious need of some Zelda love.”

      Her shoulders bounced as I gave her a little extra squeeze before loosening my very southern hug and taking a step back. “Seriously, though, I need to know your secret. You look younger every time I see you. I bet it’s…” Waggling my eyebrows up and down, I teased, “And just like that, we’re back to the topic of Mac. He’s all that and a sexy butt, too, isn’t he? Makes you howl at the moon, doesn’t he? It’s all the bow-chica-wowwow that keeps your cheeks rosy, isn’t it? Yeah, that’s it.” Giving her a wink, I turned my hands over and did a give me-give me motion with my fingers while moving backward so she could get over the threshold and into my shop. Leaning in, I pushed the door closed and conspiratorially whispered, “Come on, now. Don’t leave me hangin’. You know my love life lives vicariously through you.”

      “You mean to tell me that your very mated and extremely pregnant sister doesn’t regale you with a sordid tale every now and then? I mean the newly Mated can hardly ever keep their mouths shut. They just love sharing all the sexy details and tellin’ anybody and everybody how blissfully happy they are.”

      “First of all…” Pinching my perfectly pert nose with the tips of my thumb and index finger while the rest of my digits stood at disgusted attention, I squished up the rest of my face as tight as possible and added, “Ewwwwww.”

      Dropping my hands, I gave s single that was so loud my boys jumped up from their beds and started barking and looking for the disaster they were sure had befallen us. Shaking my head to let them know there was no threat, I apologized while pulling treats from the pocket of my apron and handing one to each of them.

      When the boys were happily munching on their homemade, organic peanut butter bars, I turned my attention back my buddy and huffed, “Secondly, Zelda, my friend, you know I am a visual thinker. And for the love of all that southern and wonderful, Maisie is my youngest sister. I changed her diapers. I was there when she took her first step. I…”

      “You taught her how to properly French kiss using my favorite makeup mirror and that crazy one-eyed Dragon pillow that was always on your bed.”

      “No. No. No. That was different. That was job as her big sister. Getting graphic details of her sex life is… Well, it’s… Just the thought of it… The mention of… The… The… The horrible yuckiness of remotely entertaining the idea of how my soon-to-be-born nieces came to be makes my stomach do gold medal level somersaults, my eyes melt like a block of ice left out there in the middle of the Chihuahuan, and my very special, seriously underused Quad-Shot Macchiato heretofore called Hot Stuff, lose all its steam and go on strike for the rest of forever. How could you…?”

      “How could you name your lady parts, your Quad-Shot Macchiato! Then…” She shook the index finger her hand two-point-two millimeters from the tip of my nose. “And I repeat, then, add further insult to injury by suggesting that that region of your gorgeously curvy bod be called, Hot Stuff. That is… Well, it’s just… I mean….”

      “What you’re trying to say is that is so much better than calling my ‘lady parts’ Little Red Riding Hood– which is what you call yours. Little Red Riding Hood? Puhlease… I mean other than the fact that Mac is indeed a very sexy Wolf… It makes no sense.”

      “And referring to your hoo-ha as something people order right here in this very shop-your shop-isn’t absolutely nucking futs? Martha, you are…”

      “I am brilliant. Moreover, I am right, because my hoo-ha is strong, sweet, and layered with history! She is…"

      And that was as far as I got before Zelda, the next Witch in line to be the Baba Yaga- a title bestowed upon the one and only Witch strong enough and wise enough to lead all the other Witches in the whole of everywhere-burst out laughing. No. Check. Make that cackling, she was literally cackling with such gusto that tears were already forming in her emerald eyes.

      Of course, I joined in. How could I not? After all, it had been the best meet-up-with-one-of-my-bestest-friends-in-the-whole-world-sparring-match-smackdown in decades. (Hey! We all love in different ways. Don’t judge us. We have fun, and baby, that is one of the spices of life.)

      It was something Zelda and I had been doing since the first time she showed up in Dragoon Bootay, Texas (I promise to explain the name later). There she was, bold as bold could be, announcing that she had come to give the Magic protecting our town from prying eyes a kick in the keister, a boost in the bustier, a fire under the derriere- an abracadabra, alakazam, shazam, and sim sala bim in the Spell, so to speak.

      Before that, the honor or duty or chore…

      (I never knew what she thought of it because we rarely conversed. It was more of a she bitched about her boyfriend, Fabio and I listened, nodded, and said, “Mhm,” at the appropriate times.)

      So I truly had no clue what Carol thought of keeping the only three living Dragon Queens in the world– Maeve, Maisie and myself–hidden for those who wanted our heads on a pike, our scales on necklaces around their necks as trophies, and our wings hanging over the entrance of whatever hole in the ground they called home. I knew she appreciated that there were three-hundred-and thirty-two other people–all the Magical Beings– who called Dragoon Bootay home. She said that everyone in the Paranormal Community gave off residual Magic and that made keeping the handy-dandy Magical Spell that made our little slice of Heaven look like a barren wasteland in the middle of the Chihuahuan Desert to anyone non-Magical easier to maintain.

      As the story I was told pretty much every day of my life until my parents went to the Heavens with the Ancestors goes, when dear old dad and sweet Momma June got hitched, my mother, aka Momma June in case you weren’t keeping up, had a dream on their Mating Night in which she was told by none other Fate that she and Pops, aka Hank Dellencourt would have three wonderful daughters– all of which would be the very Dragon Queens the rest of the Magical World, and I guess all the other Realms too) thought were gone never to return. When mom woke, she padded to kitchen her favorite fluffy slippers only to Fate– in the flesh, not in her dream– in the middle of the kitchen.

      Six feet tall with a set of breasts that made the Angels– and later, Hugh Heffner– weep, the most beautiful woman Momma June had ever laid eyes on was standing with her hip cocked against the kitchen counter drinking coffee out daddy’s favorite mug. Wearing army fatigues and combat boots that made her look like a Drill Sargeant Bratz Doll, momma never forgot to mention that Fate’s attire didn’t match her femininity one iota. I believe the saying she used was, ‘it was polar opposites, like sending a snowman to Hell for tall glass of sweet tea’. Momma June always did have a way with words.

      Oh, and the strange but stunning hits didn’t stop there. Framing the Omnipotent Being’s gorgeous face was the thickest, shiniest mane of curly rainbow colored hair ever thought into existence by The Powers That Be, her ebony skin was as dark as night with the splendor and mystery that make it so special and her eyes were the sparkling silver of the stars in that night sky, twinkling as if to say, “Oh, if you only knew what I was thinking…”. She was unlike any other being Momma June had ever laid eyes on- and at that point in time, my wonderful mother, Goddess bless her heart, was four-hundred-and-forty-four years old and had been around the world more times and visited more spectacular places than even she could recall.

      Before the new and reigning matriarch of the Dellencourt Clan could so much as nod, Fate set her mug on the counter, stood up straight and closed the distance between them in less than the blink of an eye. Stopping far enough away that my mother wouldn’t have to crane her neck but close enough that not only her words, but their gravity could be heard, felt, and understood, she explained, “The dream you had last night was the truth, and that’s why I’m here. I need to be sure you understand. Your Mating with Hank is blessed by the Goddess and the Universe. Together, you will have three daughters. They will all be of Royal blood”

      “You can’t be… You mean…? But we’re not…”

      Nodding her head, Fate answered the question Momma June hadn’t been able to finish. “Yes, all three girls will be Queen Dragons even though you and Hank are not Royals.”

      “But Dragon Queens don’t…”

      “No, they do exist–they always have.”

      “But…”

      “Holding up the index finger of her left hand, Fate continued without missing a beat. “Sure, they haven’t been around for centuries but never forget that the Great Goddess and the Universe always have a plan. Yes, we are all well aware that no Queen Dragons have been born over the last three hundred years. Well, that is because the Universe and the Goddess did a bit of hocus pocus and the lovely ladies that were born with Royal blood never grew into Dragon Queens.”

      Needing to sit down before she fell down, Momma June didn’t even bother with giving Fate a wide berth. Actually, she brushed her shoulder against the Omnipotent Being’s arms as she made a beeline for the kitchen table, pulled out a chair, and unceremoniously plopped right down.

      Looking up at Fate, she blew out a long breath then nodded, “Okay, what’s the punchline.”

      “Punchline?” Fate looked totally confused and maybe even more beautiful which made Momma June want to laugh out loud, but there wasn’t time. She needed details– and she need them sooner rather than later.

      “Yeah, you didn’t make an appearance in my dream then show up here in my home my Mate built for me just to tell me I’m gonna be the mother of Dragon Queens.” Laying her palms flat on the table, my sweet, bold as brass balls mother looked Fate right in the eyes and repeated, “You don’t make house calls. So, why are you really here?’

      Laughing so hard the entire cottage shook, Fate slapped the front of her thigh and hooted, “I like you, June Dellencourt. You’re a tough one. I see why the Universe and the Goddess knew you could handle being the mother of Royalty.”

      Moving so fast that all Momma saw was a rainbow blur with camo on the bottom half, Fate sat across from her and mirrored her pose–palms on the table and all. Giving her a quick wink, the Deity said, “You’re right. Precautions will have to be taken. The girls will be at risk as soon as their Magic reaches maturity. That’s why I’m here. We gotta be three steps ahead and ready for anything.” Standing up, she motioned toward the door, smiled, and pretty much order, “So, let’s get to gettin’. I don’t come to Earth often and the dry desert air is messing with curls.”

      Following the Deity, not at bothered that she was walking down Main St. in her nightie, robe, and fluffy slipper, Momma June did as she was told. It took less than an hour for the town of Dragoon Bootay to be surrounded on all sides– even above the ground and below– by a Magical Forcefield to end all Magical Forcefields. Nothing changed on the inside of the ‘Bibbidi Bobbidi Bubble’–as Fate called it, but on the outside– boy howdy, everything changed. To anybody walking, driving, scooting, or flying by, it looked like an atomic bomb had been detonated dead center of Dragoon Bootay.

      (No, they hadn’t been invented yet. It’s reference I know you can look up if you haven’t already seen pictures. Duh. I might have practiced using a sword with Joan of Arc, but I kept up with the times. Duh.)

      Fast forward a decade, and that was the first time my mom and dad had the honor of meeting Carol. She was then and still is, the Baba Yaga, the big, bad, all-powerful Witch of all Witches. (Think – cool chick who can smite any Witch, anywhere, anytime, for any reason– and pretty much anyone else if she has a mind to. Well, anyone or anything but a born, not made, Dragon Queen and that makes me and mine pretty damn lucky.) She was there to make sure the Bibbidi Bobbidi Bubble was still functioning at peak performance and to top the tanks up with a Magic only she could create.

      Now, I had been told the stories hundreds of times. I knew that either mom or dad went out to meet the Baba Yaga every ten years or so, and that it had been about ninety years since the Bibbidi Bobbidi Bubble had been created. However, as of that moment, I never had the honor of accompanying them.

      Sure, I had asked to go. I had even begged. But my parents always said they would know when the time was right… When I was ready.

      Let me say, and I cannot emphasize it enough. There is no way in Heaven, Earth, or Hell to ‘be ready’ to meet the Baba Yaga.

      Thankfully, I was a little girl when I came face to face with Carol. I think that helped, made accept what I saw without too many questions because my mind. Was. Blown.

      My mom and I happened to be out for a walk, getting my first taste of what being the Reigning Dragon Queen, aka the oldest, entailed. She was showing me the Magical Power Centers, the locations of which were known by only members of the Council, when the earth quite literally shook. Unfortunately, an earthquake would’ve been easier to handle, because I was nowhere near prepared for the chaotic, magnanimous, earth-shattering entrance of the one and only Witch of All Witches.

      Not only were her bleach blonde bangs teased so high that carb-eating fairies–another thing I hadn’t known existed until that moment– were using them as a skateboard ramp for their annual Muggerfugger Games and Tri-Realm Festival, but her clothes were so perfectly retro-eighties that I kept waiting for her to Magick up a microphone on a stand and start bopping around, as she belted out Cyndi Lauper’s ‘Girls Just Wanna Have Fun’. Goddess knew she was dressed the part.

      Oh crap! I almost forgot! Of course you have no idea what I’m talking about.

      Imagine this if you will, underneath the teased, sprayed, and gravity-defying bangs was a sight to behold. She had a head full of blinding blond hair that looked more like cotton candy than well, hair, and was only outdone by the bluest, frostiest eyeshadow that had ever been painted on a set of eyelids, with black kohl liner and wings that would’ve made Billy Idol weep. Then came the blush. Her high, perfectly sculpted cheek bones were painted to within an inch of their lives with rogue the color of Pepto Bismol, and her lips were absolutely slathered in white lipstick with so much glitter that I wondered if the Elves on the North Pole had enough for Christmas decorations.

      Then came her outfit- and oh, what an ensemble it was. There was a fluorescent orange mini skirt with bright purple vertical stripes that was so short I was worried that her Macchiato was about to make an unscheduled appearance. As if that wasn’t enough, there was also a yellow crop top with metallic silver stars that showed off her well-toned abs, tights a hue of neon blue that nature had never intended, and a headband in the brightest neon green I have ever seen and never imagined.

      But the piece de resistance   was the plethora of jelly bracelets. There were so very many. I mean, a lot. There were enough to detain a horde, a herd, or a whatever-you-call-them group of chittering, chattering Chipmunks- and they were stacked haphazardly but somehow perfectly from her wrist to elbow with so many colors and designs I literally got motion sickness, and I wasn’t moving

      To put the cherry on the sundae that was my first meeting of Carol, she came riding down the Main St. of Dragoon Bootay, Tx on a wave of glowing purple smoke– and it didn’t stop there. That violet fog tossed out puffs of sparkling blue bubbles that exploded in a cloud of darting and dashing rainbow sprinkles every one-point-three seconds, and the whole fantastical production was whooshed through the ether by Mystical winds that made the bands of a hurricane look like a mini, travel blow dryer on low. As you can imagine, at least I hope you can imagine, the chaos that was the Baba Yaga’s grand entrance had the Dragon Queen with whom I share my soul pushing her talons through the ends of my favorite ruby red All Star Converse tennis shoes and into the ground beneath my feet to keep my Dragon booty from making a very painful collision with the sidewalk.

      Now, never let it be said that I have no respect for the Power of the Baba Yaga. If there was one thing I learned early in life and that had the potential of lasting forever, it was to respect all those deserving of it which included the Beings with enough Magical Power to blow up a large city. So, if Carol was to show up any time, day or night, I would follow the proper protocol as taught to me by my mother- no matter what she happened to be wearing or how high she’d magicked the hair atop her head.

      I would smile. I would curtsey. Then when I was standing up again, I would kiss the back of Carol’s hand, compliment her very long, squovel-shaped, professionally manicured, lime-green polished press-on nails adorned with glitter, rhinestones, and every color metallic foil star ever created. No sooner would she have beamed with pleasure at not only my compliments, but the fact that I noticed the attention she gave to appearance, than I would offer the one and only Baba Yaga her favorite specialty coffee that I had created in her honor– a Yaga Baba Super Java Swirl.

      And no, I can’t tell you what’s in it because even though Carol cannot smite a Dragon, she can make me itch in places not even Aideen nor our combined Magicks could reach to scratch, and she asked me to keep the recipe a secret and to only make it for her. It seemed like a fair trade for not making me itch in all those places and for keeping Dragoon Bootay, Tx safe from the prying eyes of people I wasn’t even sure were still alive– or more importantly, wanted me and mine dead with a capital D.

      Thankfully, a while back, I can’t remember how long because my memory has always been shit– it has absolutely nothing to do with my age– it was not the neon adorned, blond bombshell that appeared in our little burg-it was Zelda. At first, I had my doubts. She looked young-like wet behind the wand young. And if the Dragon Queen with whom I shared my soul was right– which she always was –the Witch with gorgeous auburn curls, sparkling green eyes, and a tiny, size four figure that made me want to set her ablaze and watch her burn had recently been released from the Magical Pokey, aka the Jail for Witches Who Abuse Magic in Salem, Mass for, yep, you guessed it, abusing Magic.

      Then there was the fact that Aideen added, “Not only is recharging the Magical Spell that protects Dragoon Bootay part of her duties, but she is also the Protector of Assjacket, WV, and the legendary Shifter Wanker which means…”

      “Which means she has the Magical gift of healing Shifters and other Magical Beings but also feels the pain in whatever body part she heals,” I finished. “Yeah, I read all the history books, took all the tests, got all the degrees and even have a T-shirt or two. But there’s something about her I like.”

      “Well, thank the Great Goddess,” Zelda snorted sarcastically. “I’m so glad you two are done whispering in your minds about me. It’s just such a weight off my shoulders that you’re gonna let me pour a shit ton of Magic into the Spell created by the Goddess and the Universe to keep your little town a secret from...”

      No, I didn’t answer even though I knew she was waiting. I didn’t give a good hoot or nanny that she was the Witch next in line to be the Baba Yaga. She was on my turf, and she was being rude and that was not cool. To say her snark and sass were getting thicker by the minute would have been an understatement, and it irritated me.

      But…

      And it was a rather important but…

      Dang it all, there was just something about her that I liked.

      Sure, she had an attitude bigger than the whole Great State of Texas and then some. Absolutely, there was not even the slightest doubt that she’d been in trouble– the kind that gets a Witch thrown in the Pokey. Of course, she’d been listening in on the mental conversation I was having with the Dragon Queen with whom I shared my soul, and not only was that a no-no in the Magical world, but it was also just plain rude to eavesdrop no matter where you were.

      But…

      Yep. There was that word again.

      I could not shake the feeling that we were destined to be BFFs. Then, before I could get a word in edgewise, she spoke– in a much less sassy, and dare I say a cordial tone, and I knew we were gonna be the best of friends.

      “Is the scent of the best coffee in the world a byproduct of the Super Duper Califragi–Dragonlisicious–Expialidocious Spell, or is there someone here who actually knows how to make a good cup of joe?”

      As you can imagine, her comment made my heart sing. I smiled with such gusto that my chubby cheeks were pushed up right into my eyes and for just a second, I couldn’t see one damn thing, and I didn’t care.
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