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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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      Fern staggered through her front door laden with the spoils of her week-long shopping spree. She was tired but still cruising on the high that only came after a successful bout of retail therapy. “Home with two minutes to spare. Told you we’d make it.”

      Following behind her was a train of bags, boxes, and parcels soaring through the air like floats in a tiny but costly parade.

      At the rear of the lineup of brand-name bounty walked an elegant black Persian cat, her fluffy tail twitching from side to side like a disapproving pendulum. “We should have been back hours ago.”

      Fern shrugged at her familiar and fell into the nearest chair with a contented sigh. The international shopping spree had been fun, but it was good to be home. Her penthouse was so much bigger than any hotel room, and all her favourite things were here.

      “You wanted us home by midnight. We’re here. I don’t see the problem, Tiff-Tiff. Why are you so cranky tonight?”

      “I am not cranky.” The cat sniffed and leapt lightly onto her bed, which was crafted to look like a hot-air balloon tethered several feet above the ground. The basket formed a cat-bed but also served as a viewing platform that overlooked the cityscape captured like living art by the floor-to-ceiling windows.

      “Want to bet?” Fern waved her hands, sending shimmering waves of green sparks flowing from her fingertips. Two empty dress racks popped into existence, and she watched with satisfaction as, one by one, her purchases left their bags and hung themselves in neat rows. Her new shoes walked themselves over and settled into pairs on the floor where she could admire them.

      Her familiar perched in the middle of her bed, her golden eyes wide. “There was a reason I asked that we come home sooner. I can’t say much, but I wanted to prepare you—”

      Whatever Tiff was about to say was obliterated by the chorus of Cyndi Lauper’s “Girls Just Want to Have Fun.”

      Swirling globs of neon lights spun across her artfully painted walls in eye-gouging shades of pink, lime, and orange, as several pounds of glitter drifted down from her ceiling in a vertigo-inducing fog.

      “What the fuck is happening?” Fern shrieked, hardly able to hear herself over the noise.

      As if in answer, a loud pop of streamers and yet more glitter exploded into existence in the middle of her living room. They added another layer of the iridescent sand to the tiny dunes transforming her parquet floor into a sparkly miniature desert and burying her new purchases.

      “My shoes!” she squealed, dark green sparks crackling around her fingers like angry fireflies.

      She threw out her hands and chanted.

      “By the Goddess in her grace,

      Get this crap out of my place.

      Glitter be gone, every scrap, every trace,

      Send it all to outer space.”

      There was a rush of wind like someone had turned on a giant vacuum, and seconds later, only a few glittering traces of the stuff were left floating around. She briefly wondered what glitter would do to any satellites it crossed orbits with but then dismissed the thought as she remembered what was really important—her new clothes.

      She ignored the present draped with streamers still sitting in the middle of her floor and rushed to the dress racks. “They’re all going to need to be dry cleaned, and I haven’t even worn them yet!”

      Tiff had avoided the worst of the glitter storm, but a few suspicious sparkles glinted in her silky black fur, and she looked even crankier than before. “That woman is certifiable,” she muttered to herself, twitching her tail indignantly.

      “What woman?” Fern didn’t know what the hell was happening, but apparently, her familiar did. She turned to stare at her cat. “What do you know?”

      Tiff gave her a frustrated look and then hopped off her bed and padded over to the gift box half-buried in lime green streamers. She swatted a few of them aside and tapped the neon green and yellow plaid wrapped parcel beneath. “You need to open this.”

      “You’re worrying me. What is all this?” She flipped her blonde hair over one shoulder, zapped a couple of cushions from the couch to the floor, and sat down beside her familiar, suddenly wanting to be close to her oldest and dearest friend.

      Tiff sighed. “Happy birthday, Fern. All this is why I wanted to get home earlier, but you wouldn’t listen.”

      Worry ticked up a few more points and tipped the scales into fear. “If it was so important, why wait until now to say anything?”

      “Because I couldn’t. Some promises have to be kept.”

      “You’re my familiar. Your job is to help me. Why would you make a promise like that?” Tiff was the only one she trusted to have her best interests at heart. At least, that’s how it was supposed to be. When she’d been orphaned and left on her own, Tiff-Tiff had been there. In the ever-changing social whirl of her life, Tiff had been the only constant.

      “I had to.” Tiff placed a paw on her knee. “Just open it.”

      She pulled it toward her, ripped off the Goddess-awful paper, and lifted the lid with the same trepidation she used to have when playing with a jack-in-the-box. Any second, something was going to fly out and scare her.

      Only it didn’t.

      She leaned over and looked inside. There was another box. Or no, a tin, with a bright orange envelope sitting on top. It was battered, white, and covered with stick-on jewels and glitter glue. Across the top, someone had written “Fern’s Treasure Box” in black block letters.

      Memories flooded in, flowing from some locked-away corner of her mind and filling her head with fragments of a hundred different childhood moments. A woman with a kind voice. A man with a warm laugh. A tin full of secrets and cherished treasures. “This is mine.”

      “You remember it?” Tiff asked.

      “Sort of. It’s all jumbled up, but yes.

      Tiff sagged against her in relief. “That’s good. That you remember, not that it’s jumbled. Give it some time. It should all come back.”

      Fern lifted the tin out and set it on her lap. “What’s coming back, Tiff? What is happening to me?”

      “You’re starting to remember who you were.”

      “Don’t be silly. I already know who I am. I’m Fern Wilkinson. I have a trust fund, fabulous hair, and amazing taste in clothes.” Even as she said it, something stirred in the dusty corners of her mind, a whispered protest that no, that wasn’t who she was—not entirely. She ignored it.

      Tiff’s tail twitched. “Not exactly.”

      Coils of something cold and slimy wrapped around her insides and squeezed. She stared at the tin in her lap. It seemed heavier now, and the sense of dread she’d felt before was back, only now the dial was turned up to thirteen. “Explain.”

      “I can do that, or you can open the card and the tin first. It might help.”

      “Won’t you at least tell me who sent all this?” A long-lost relative? A friend from boarding school? Her party wasn’t for hours yet, so why send the present early?

      “It’s from Baba Yaga.”

      Fern’s reality derailed into a tangled pile of wreckage. “Repeat that, please? Because I thought I heard you say that the high freaking witch, glorious leader of all, second only to the Glorious Goddess herself, sent me a birthday present.”

      “She did.”

      “Ice cream. I’m going to need ice cream.”

      “Don’t forget the Baileys. And maybe some Kahlua, too,” Tiff said.

      “It’s like that. Is it?” Fern wiggled her fingers and conjured up a bowl of rocky road with a healthy dollop of both liqueurs already added.

      She popped a heaping spoonful into her mouth and opened the envelope. Inside was a card with two kittens tangled up in a ball of yarn and “Hope your birthday is a ball,” emblazoned across the top. Inside were the usual birthday wishes and a handwritten note.

      
        
        Happy Birthday Fern,

        The time has come for you to go home and reclaim your old life. I’ve been holding this box in trust for you in preparation for this day. Good luck, and may the Goddess bless you and guide you on your journey.

        Baba Yaga

        PS. Tell Tiff-Tiff I know what she did. We’ll be having words about that later.

        

      

      “What does it say?” Tiff asked, standing up with her paws on Fern’s knee to get a better look.

      Fern read it aloud to her and then glared at her cat. “What the hell is going on? And what did you do to piss off Baba freaking Yaga?”

      “I did what I had to. If she doesn’t like it, she can bite my fuzzy black butt. And as to why I didn’t say anything. I couldn’t. It was for your own protection, Fern. Keeping you safe has been my job for the last thirteen years, and what you needed to know couldn’t be discussed, not even in private. Too dangerous.”

      “Well, that’s not ominous at all. If this were the movie of the week, next you’d be telling me I’ve secretly been in the witch-ness protection all this time.”

      Tiff-Tiff hissed disdainfully. “Hardly. As if we’d entrust your safety to that bunch of wet-noodle warlocks.”

      “What?” Why in the name of magic and mojo would she be in that kind of danger?

      Tiff scampered out of reach, tail puffed to three times the normal size and ears flattened against her skull. “Calm down. You need to eat more ice cream before we continue this conversation.”

      “Excellent suggestion.” She devoured several more mouthfuls and waited for the decadent blend of booze, sugar and cream to work their special magic. Comfort eating might not be the best way to cope with emotional upheaval, but thanks to her witchy metabolism, she didn’t need to worry about calories. Bless the Goddess for that little gift.

      She set the bowl aside. She could do this. When Tiff wandered over to it, she flicked a couple of dark green sparks the cat’s way in warning. “Don’t even think about it. You’re in enough trouble already. I am seriously considering putting you back on kitty kibble.”

      “You wouldn’t!” Tiff might be a cat, but she considered kibble and canned cat foot to be culinary crimes.

      “Try me. You just told me you’ve been protecting me from something for half my life, and this is the first time it’s ever been mentioned.”

      “You set out one bowl of those desiccated demon turds, and I swear by the Goddess’s G-string I will puke in every shoe you own.”

      “Low blow. Shoes are supposed to be off-limits.” Fern would never do that to Tiff, and they both knew it, but the snarky banter was a welcome distraction from all the heavy news she’d been hit with. Feeling a little better, she tugged the lid off the tin and looked inside. It was filled with dark green and silver tissue paper.

      She had to dig through it for a few seconds before she found everything inside. There was a packet of documents, a bit of tissue wrapped in silver ribbon, and a child’s stuffed animal—a Siamese cat. Its fur was worn away in some spots, it was missing an ear, and it looked like the tail was lightly singed and blackened, but she cuddled it close as a wave of nostalgia and loss washed over her. “Shazzy!”

      “What do you remember?” Tiff asked, her voice soft and a little sad.

      “Just that I loved this stuffed animal so much when I was a kid. I dragged him everywhere.” She lifted the toy’s slightly melted tail. “I think I did this to him. I was trying to make him fly, and it didn’t go quite how I planned. I can’t believe I forgot about him.”

      She snuggled the toy under one arm and pulled out the paperwork. It was all bundled up with what looked like hand-spun wool, and the pages were yellowed with age. She dashed away a few stray tears with the back of her hand and skimmed over the top page, which wasn’t much more than a map to somewhere called Black Fin Bay and a picture of the welcome sign. There was the deed to a house, a birth certificate, and a stack of other legal documents, all in the name of… “Who the hell is Fern Summers, and why do I have all her stuff?”

      While she’d been reading, Tiff-Tiff had wandered back to her bed. The cat cracked open one eye. “You’re Fern Summers.”

      “Then why does it say Wilkinson on my driver’s licence and all my credit cards?”

      Oh Goddess. Did that mean her credit cards were fraudulent? Was she going to lose her platinum status? Her chest tightened, and she downed more of the ice cream to stave off panic. This couldn’t be happening.

      “All part of the plan to keep you hidden until it was time for you to go home again.”

      “If this is some elaborate birthday joke, kitty kibble will be the least of your worries, Tiff-Tiff.”

      “It’s not. Your parents asked me to protect you, and I have. They didn’t give me all the details because I didn’t need them. In fact, it was safer for me not to know. They didn’t want you to be alone in the world, Fern. They needed to know I’d look after you, and I have. I kept my promises.” She pointed a paw at the tissue-wrapped bundle. “There’s another message in there.”

      “Baba Yaga was part of a plan to keep me safe? From what? From whom? And why don’t I know anything about this?”

      “Because no way could a thirteen-year-old girl be trusted with secrets this big. Your parents…they knew terrible things were coming. They made what arrangements they could in the short amount of time they had left.”

      “They knew?” She put down the papers and hugged the stuffed cat tighter. “We’ve never talked about this before.”

      “Because it wasn’t the right time. Now, it is. So, open the last of your presents and then I’ll tell you what I can.”

      Inside were a set of house keys on a tatty, hand-woven lanyard and a tiny key no bigger than her thumbnail. It was unadorned and simple, just a little bit of golden metal.

      “No message, just this.” She held the key up so Tiff-Tiff could see it. “Is it an old-timey safety deposit key? Does it unlock the world’s smallest treasure chest?”

      The locket she always wore around her neck warmed up and vibrated against her skin.

      “I’ll give you three guesses,” Tiff drawled. “First two don’t count.”

      The little gold locket someone had magically secured around her neck twitched and twisted on the end of its chain. “What the fuck is happening now?”

      “Remember when I told you not to add bling to that thing? This is why.” Even as Tiff spoke, the custom diamond setting she’d had added fell off. Diamonds scattered across the hardwood floor, revealing the single emerald set into the middle of a simple, heart-shaped pendant.

      “Crap! My diamonds!”

      “I’ll deal with them. You open the locket.”

      She moved the two objects closer together, and sure enough, both of them began to vibrate at what she swore was the same frequency. “Is this what’s supposed to happen?”

      Before Tiff could answer, the locket flipped over, revealing a long-forgotten detail. Her initials were etched there in neatly looping script. The key zipped out of her fingers and hit the back of the locket with a sharp click, and then there was a musical tinkling as a hundred tiny silver and gold sparks swirled around the locket before fading away once again.

      “This all seems needlessly complicated,” she muttered.

      The locket looked the same as always. Plain and boring, but there was one new detail—a little clasp along one side that hadn’t been there before.

      “You have got to be kidding me. All that just so I can finally open this little trinket?”

      “It’s important, Fern.”

      “It’s insane.”

      Tiff-Tiff sighed and went back to batting the diamonds across the floor, slowly gathering them into a pile.

      Clearly, she would get no help from that quarter, so Fern pressed the clasp. It sprang open, revealing a picture of her parents. She knew them instantly, recalling every forgotten detail of the way they looked and spoke. Goddess, she could even remember the smell of her mom’s shampoo. She lifted it higher to get a better look and then yelped in shock when the photo came to life and started speaking. In rhyming couplets no less. She was going to need more ice cream.

      

      “It’s time for you to come back home,

      Regain your life, no more to roam,

      The darkness threatens, the battle comes soon,

      But you’re our light against the gloom.

      Second of three, you’ll take your place,

      And our old enemy you shall face.

      If this battle you do win,

      It may be our fate to meet again.”

      

      Her parents waved up at her, barely visible through the tears that filled her eyes and streamed down her face. “We love you so much. Happy birthday, little one.”

      Fern let go of the locket and exhaled slowly. There was a moment of terrible grief, and she had to blink hard to rid herself of the tears that threatened to spill over.

      “I’m sorry it had to be this way.” Tiff-Tiff came over and curled up at her feet.

      “You really couldn’t tell me any of this before?”

      Tiff looked up at her. “I really couldn’t.”

      Fern rubbed a hand over her heart like she could ease the ache there. She didn’t get upset very often, and it never lasted long. Anger, sorrow, grief, it all sort of slid off her. But not tonight. Tonight, it hurt. “I don’t understand why I’m so upset, either. I mean, they’ve been gone half my life.”

      “Because until tonight, you didn’t remember them well enough to miss them.”

      She glowered down at her familiar. “I hate this.”

      “I know.” Tiff pushed the remains of the ice cream in front of her. “Eat this. Then, we’ll talk.”
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      Most days, Orion loved being in the kitchen of his pub because it was his. He and his brother had renovated every inch of the place themselves—from the front of the house to the walk-in coolers in the back. He’d ordered and inspected each ingredient that came into the place, all of it local and top quality. The menu was his, too. Sure, most of it was the usual bar fare, but his fries came with ketchup he made from scratch, and his dill pickle brined chicken wings sold out every week.

      He’d poured his heart and soul into this place, and it was paying off, slowly. It was a good thing Shifters lived a few hundred years because it would take a good portion of his life to get out of debt. Still, it was worth it.

      At least most days it was. Today, though, he heard the call of the open road. It wasn’t an itch he got to scratch that often. There was always too much to do and not enough hours in a day.

      He kept catching himself looking out the windows they’d installed to give the kitchen a light, airy feel. The summer sun was pounding down on the gravel lot outside, and his motorcycle was parked under a wide, shady pine. He swore he could hear it whispering to him, tempting him to drop what he was doing and take it for a spin. Not just the quick trip from home to work, but an open throttle joyride along the windswept beaches.

      “Nope. Not happening,” he told himself and turned away from the window again.

      “You’ve been having the same conversation with yourself for an hour, boss. There a problem?” his sous chef asked. Petal Fisher might not have formal training, but she made up for it with talent and a work ethic that was second to none.

      “Ever play hooky as a kid?” he asked, going back to his work.

      “In this town? There aren’t enough kids here to get away with anything like that. Hell, my family’s factory is across from the schoolyard. My parents could stick their heads out of the office and do a headcount of their cubs anytime they wanted to. And if they saw any of us up to no good?” Petal gave a dramatic shake of her shoulders. “Momma bear mode is not something you want to be on the receiving end of. Ever,”

      “Fair point. Well, I’m having a day of wishing I could play hooky from work. Only my boss is a workaholic asshole who won’t approve the time off.”

      Everyone laughed, him included. He and his brother co-owned the bar, but no one thought he was talking about Hunter. His brother was the steady one, the one with a kind word and a joke for any occasion.

      “You could go, you know. We’ve got this handled,” Petal pointed out.

      “I could. But that’s not fair to any of you.” He flipped his knife in his hand as he thought about it for a minute. He wasn’t the only one working his tail off right now, and while he might not be willing to give himself a break, the others had more than earned one. “What if we did a beach party soon? Employees only. Head up the coast a few miles. S’mores, steaks, a few beers?”

      “That sounds good. You’d really let us do that? Take a night off?” asked Jim, the newest member of his kitchen staff.

      He had a great crew. It wouldn’t hurt to let them know they were appreciated. “I think this town can cook their own meals for one night.” He grinned, liking the idea more and more.

      “Except maybe Ethel and Mary-Sue. Their cooking is the reason we have a volunteer fire department,” Petal said.

      “Seriously? Is that why they’re here for every meal and buy takeaway for the nights we’re closed?” he asked.

      “Yep. After the last fire, the town got together and sent them a note asking to please unplug their stoves and never use them again. That was just before the two of you arrived and took over.”

      “So how do they cook stuff?” Frick piped up from the dishwashing station, scrubbing away at the lunch pots and pans with frenetic energy. Goddess, he loved squirrel Shifters. They were always bright-eyed and literally bushy-tailed.

      Petal shrugged. “Microwaves. Uncle Anton keeps extras in stock at the store just for them. They explode a few every year.”

      Orion was about to ask how the hell anyone could blow up microwaves that often when his brother popped his head in.

      “Hey, bro. You’ll never guess what kind of visitor just showed up at our door.”

      Orion growled. “You have got to be fucking kidding me.”

      “About this? Never.” Hunter shook his head, which sent a lock of dark hair tumbling into his eyes. When he smoothed it back, Hunter managed to sneak in a wink to his mate, despite the fact there was a “no flirting during work hours” rule.

      “Who are they with and what do they want this time? We’ve already seen the Health Inspector and the guy looking for asbestos. What else could there be to check on?”

      Around them, the kitchen had fallen silent. Every business in town had been affected by the sudden upsurge in government inspectors arriving, poking their noses into everything, and then leaving a trail of red tape and forms to be filled out in triplicate in their wake. For the moment, it was nothing more than an inconvenience, but if it continued, it was only a matter of time before someone got closed down for a problem they hadn’t known they had. Someone was targeting Wyrding Way, and they all had a good idea who—the self-proclaimed Father of Shadows. The man’s love for self-aggrandizing monikers was only eclipsed by his raging hard-on for taking over the town and whatever magical G-spot it was supposed to be built on.

      “You forgot the ones who came to see if your elevator was certified. Even though you don’t have one,” Petal pointed out, grinning.

      “Apparently they’re concerned about earthquakes?” Hunter shrugged. “They want to take a look around and then take a look at our building permits and the structural plans. It’s all upstairs in the office, but I don’t want to leave them to poke around the place on their own.”

      “Damn right.” Orion straightened up and tossed the knife he’d been using into the center of the target on the far wall of the kitchen. “I’ll be right out.”

      “We got this, boss,” Petal said. “Right, Jimbo?”

      “Huh? Oh, yeah! Totally.” The gull Shifter finally tore his gaze from Hunter, but there was no missing the love-struck look on his face.

      Orion stalked past and uttered another growl, this one mostly for show. “For fuck’s sake, how many times do I have to say it? If you two want to be all adorably happy and in love, do it on your own time.”

      Hunter grinned at him and danced out of the way. “You’re just jealous you haven’t found your mate yet. Though Goddess knows where we’re going to find one who can put up with your grumpy ass. Maybe you should try online dating again. Oh, or we could start a social media campaign and see if we can make you go viral on PawBook.”

      “Shifters Digest ad?” Petal suggested.

      “Grumpy wolf with work-life balance issues looking for his mate. Must love bikes, food, and bikes. No full-moon freaks need apply,” Hunter called out as he took off up the stairs, taking them two at a time.

      “You better run, puppy!” He turned and glowered at the staff. “And you lot, quit encouraging him.”

      He snagged a towel, wiped off his hands and then went out into the front of the house to deal with their unexpected and unwelcome company.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Two hours later, he’d learned more about building codes, liquefaction, tsunami hazard zones, and earthquake preparedness than he’d ever wanted to know.
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