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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!








Blurb
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As a Desk Agent for the Magical Bureau of Investigation, Anna Devamtha has to deal with many obstacles including secrets, moles, a talent for extreme clumsiness and a cat who rather enjoys expensive rare arowena goldfish dinners.
 

Still, she’s content with what she’s got. That is, until it’s all turned upside down.
 

Roger Harmon is back; A well-known criminal who’s been evading the Bureau for twenty-five years, it’s down to Anna to bring him in, safely. Will she be able to? Or will family secrets get in the way?
 

Find out in this hilarious paranormal comedy by Scarlet le Clair.


Chapter One

[image: Image]

Anna

 

“Congratulations again, Frankie, you did an absolutely amazing job. I still can’t believe your team caught that vamp so quickly, CIMA, the Central intelligence of Magic Agency have been looking for him for the last eighteen months. Now, go home to your Sally and the baby and get some rest. You deserve it.” 

Anna Devamtha smiled into her handset. She listened to her best agent on the other end of the line, whilst quickly typing up some details he had given her about the mission they had just completed. 

“Ah my Anna, you are the amazing one. You get us the information we need to catch the bad guys and come home safely.” Frankie replied in his thick Italian accent.

“That’s my job. To bring all our agents home safely.” She swung from side to side on her chair, barely containing a curse when she banged her knee on the corner of the desk. 

“See you in the morning.” Frankie returned and ended the call.

“Mother Fudger.” Anna swore under her breath, rubbing at the sore spot on her left knee through her suit trousers.

She quickly looked around the office to see if anyone had noticed, but they were all too engrossed in their work. She smoothed back her perfectly groomed, golden hair that was always tied into a neat bun when in work. Not that it needed it, Anna’s hair always looked good whether up or down, for that she was very grateful. The only issue she had with her hair was when she tried to cut it, it would just grow back. Not like any normal persons over a couple of months, but overnight. Once, she had it cut into a cute pixie style. She got up the next morning and her long loose curls were back. Eventually she gave up cutting it. 

Anna loved her job, working for the Mystical Bureau of investigation or MBI for short. They investigated all kinds of magical and paranormal crimes. 

She herself had a desk job which she loved, but had often dreamed of a field mission. It was her job to gain intelligence on the target and feed it back to the field agents she was assigned to. It was her responsibility to keep them safe and she took it very seriously. When her team were on a mission, she stayed at her desk for as long as they were away; eating and sleeping there. Whilst only taking short breaks to stretch her legs or for the bathroom. 

Aside from her cat, she lived alone; her mother had passed away three years ago. She had lived with her grandmother until last year when she felt it was time to move out. 

Her job was her life. She completed the mission report for her boss, Muriel and sent it via email.

Anna checked her watch. It was barely eleven am; perfect time for a coffee and bathroom break she thought. She got up and spun around quickly, nearly falling over the leg of her chair as she went.
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Muriel & Beau

 

“Boss, I need to talk to you.” Agent Beau Jones stormed into his boss’s office without knocking.

Muriel Jefferson was the head of the MBI and had been for nearly fifty years. She had worked her way up from the lowest rank to one of the highest in a very short time.

Her frizzy red, beehive hair and colour changing eyes were well known, respected, feared and hated throughout the magical and even paranormal world. 

“Marge, I gotta go. Talk to you later.” Muriel put the phone’s receiver down and motioned for Agent Jones to sit in the sea blue chair opposite hers. 

“Jones, what’s up?” she pressed the pump on the coconut hand cream bottle on her desk three times and began massaging it in to her hands, all the while looking directly into Jones’s sapphire blue eyes. 

“We have eyes on him.” He replied seriously. 

Muriel sat up straighter. 

“And the agents who were originally tracking him, Morton and…?” Muriel snapped her fingers as she tried to recall the names of the other lost agent. 

“Felipe ma’am.” Jones reminded her. 

“Yes Felipe. Where are they?” 

“Hospital ma’am, in a bad way. Still don’t know exactly what he did to them. They both still talk in riddles, none of it makes any sense.”

“This is not good Jones. Not good at all. I haven’t told Baba Yaga, Carol and the rest of the council that he’s taken the Glimmer codex yet, but it’s only a matter of time before they find out.” 

“I hate to say it ma’am but I think she’s our only choice.” Jones tilted his head back towards the main office.

Anna was back at her desk, talking to the mail man. Though neither Muriel nor Jones could hear what was being said, it looked like a fun conversation; Anna was smiling widely at him whilst he danced around animatedly telling her a story. His long, dark hair pulled back into a ponytail jiggled from side to side across his back.

Anna, now completely engrossed in the mail guy’s story, tried to lay her elbows on the desk to get more comfortable, but missed. Her right elbow slipped off the edge and she face-planted into it; smashing her nose on the hard wood. The mail guy bent down to check on Anna, who held her hand over a bloody nose, her cheeks burned just as red when she looked up too quickly and headbutted him. He began dancing around again, but this time it was down to the pain he was feeling.

Jones had seen enough 

“Maybe there is another way?” he asked hopefully, looking back towards his boss.

“I wish there was Jones, I really do, but every agent we’ve sent after him, has either come back to our hospitals or hasn’t come back at all. I agree with your earlier assessment; Anna is our only chance.” 

Another pump of hand cream, this time she massaged it in vigorously, as the stress grew. She didn’t want to send Anna into the field either. Not only did Muriel not want to lose her best desk agent, but she wasn’t sure if Anna’s history would get in the way of the investigation. Still, she had to take the chance.

“Okay, Anna it is. Good luck to the agent that gets stuck with her.” Jones guffawed. He hoped that the boss would not see through his falseness.

Secretly he was enamoured with Anna, he truly believed that she could achieve great things with a little time and patience. Muriel gave him a pointed look, of course he was the one she had picked to accompany Anna.

“What me?” Jones asked incredulously, his eyes bulging out wide, almost akin to a cartoon character’s.

“Yes you, you’ll be able to keep an eye on her and report back to me directly. We can’t take any more chances Jones.” Muriel replied, trying hard to hide a sly grin.

They both turned to watch the clumsy Anna desperately trying to apologise to mail guy, who was backing away as quickly as he could with his now, blood-spattered mail.

Jones heaved a big sigh before rising out of his seat and walking huffily to the office door where he flung it open. 

“Devamtha, get in here,” he called gruffly, trying to hide his growing excitement.

Muriel smiled outwardly, she’d known Beau since he was a youngster and had helped him when he had applied for a position in the Mystical Bureau of Investigation. He seemed gruff on the outside, but inside he was a big softy, who would protect his fellow agents with his life. He was also one of the strongest witches of his age, both magically and physically. He would be the perfect fit for the awkward Anna. 

Anna swung towards his voice wide eyed, but did not comment. She just simply got up and began to walk towards Jones, still holding her bloody nose. She was so busy brushing down her dark grey trousers that she didn’t see the chair sticking out from a desk. She tripped over the chair leg and fell hard onto her knees.

“Holy Fudge.” Anna cursed, loudly enough for Muriel to overhear.

The older woman smiled to herself. Anna was a little rough around the edges, but she was a damned good agent. Honest, passionate, and lived by the rules. She just hoped to hell this plan worked. That she didn’t have to explain to Baba Yaga and the rest of the council, just how a wanted criminal had managed to steal the most powerful book they had in their possession, right from under their noses. Muriel still didn’t understand how Roger Harmon, a former agent, turned thief had managed to get into the building at all. Never mind bypass all the protective wards the book had around it. She had put up the wards herself. She had her doubts that Roger was even to blame, either that or he had an inside man. Either way they hadn’t been able to catch him in twenty odd years to interrogate him. 

“Here we go again,” Jones muttered before hurrying out of the office to help Anna up.
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Anna sat nervously in Muriel’s office, while Jones handed her a tissue for her still bleeding nose. Her hands shook a little, but she tried to hide it by dabbing at her throbbing nose.

“Anna, are you okay?” her boss asked her with a warm smile. She didn’t want to say no, but with blood still gushing from her it, it was hard to reply that all was ‘fine and dandy’.

“It’ll stop soon.” She tried to smile, but the tissue covered her mouth.

“What I want to discuss with you does not leave this room. Do you understand? This is level six, top secret.” 

Muriel lay both elbows on her desk and looked seriously at Anna.

She wanted to shrink under her boss’s glare but held her head high. It was better for the nose bleed. She was intimidated by her boss but had a lot of respect for her and aspired to one day be like her. 

“Aren’t there only five levels?” 

“Yes. Exactly. That is how high profile this case is.” Muriel nodded, whilst handing Anna and Jones a blue folder each. 

“In here is all the information you will need to apprehend our bad guy. He has stolen something of great importance to the magical community and we need to get it back a-sap.” 

“So, the thief is a warlock? What team do you want me to call in?” Anna asked unable to open the file properly, due to only having one hand available.

“Yes, the perpetrator is a warlock. Be warned he is a very old, very powerful warlock. No team on this one Anna. Just two agents. We need to keep this as close to us as possible. That is why I’ve chosen you and Jones alone for this mission.”

“What the fudge? Did you just say I’m going out into the field? Me?” she figured she had heard wrong, after all, she was a desk agent not a field agent.

“You are the only one we can ask for this mission Anna, I can’t stress that enough. It has to be you. Please, read through the file. Take time to absorb it, then you will understand my reasons for asking. Come back to either myself or Jones with any questions.”

Anna was full to the brim with questions but knew that she was being dismissed. She hadn’t failed to notice that Muriel kept shooting Jones sly glances. 

“Okay then. Thank you, Ma’am.” She wasn’t quite sure what she was thanking the chief for. She still had a million questions bubbling up but knew that she would not get any answers until she had gone through the file. 

She got up slowly and put every effort into putting one foot in front of the other until she was out of Muriel’s office, to her desk to grab her handbag and around the corner where she couldn’t be seen. Anna then legged it to the nearest toilets where she threw up what little lunch she had managed to eat. She threw the bloodied tissue down the toilet and flushed it. Her thoughts raced and her stomach churned, she had to get out of the office and the comfort of home was just what she needed. Closing her eyes, she thought of her nice warm home, and clicked her shaky fingers.

Splash. 

She was at home, oh yes, but she had arrived in the bath; which was full of water and… 
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