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COPYRIGHT

Copyright © 2018 by Isabel Micheals

 

All rights reserved.

 

No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

 

This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is coincidental.

 

This book contains content that may not be suitable for young readers 17 and under. 

 

The Author of this Book has been granted permission by Robyn Peterman to use the copyrighted characters and/or worlds created by Robyn Peterman in this book. All copyright protection to the original characters and/or worlds of the Magic and Mayhem series is retained by Robyn Peterman.
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DEDICATION

Witchin’ You’re A Dragon is dedicated to my sweet babies, Max and Jax, who provide me with unconditional love on a daily basis. My life is truly better because of you guys.




FOREWARD

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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Sarah Abrams is on the run from a Dark Warlock who wants her secret power. A secret power she’s never divulged to anyone. But, the more she suppresses her true nature, the weaker her secret power becomes. When she’s cornered by the Dark Warlock in Sin City, it’ll take the power and ingenuity of a red dragon and his friends to help her escape.

Cole wasn’t sure what drew him toward the damsel in distress, but everything in his being told him to protect her. When he’s confronted by the Dark Warlock’s hellhounds, he’s left with only two choices. Let his dragon fly free and create more havoc on Sin City, or call in backup. 

Either way, all hell is about to break loose again, when a feisty damsel in distress hiding her powers and an out-of-control, fire-breathing dragon hiding from a leotard wearing warlock find themselves surrounded by Dark Magic. Who knew sequins were flammable?
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Zara knew something was wrong, but she couldn’t quite put her finger on it. It wasn’t like Cole to not show up. Worried and somewhat agitated, she suddenly wondered if this was how he felt every time she was late. Nah, if the roles were reversed, he’d simply wait patiently for her and then they’d argue about it when she finally showed up. If she were being honest with herself, it was an argument they had on a weekly basis.

“Where are you?” Zara asked through their connection, but the channel remained silent.

She racked her brain trying to remember the last time she’d seen Cole at the celebration, but the champagne was messing with her memory. Maybe that’s why she hadn’t realized he had left the reception without a word until Big Bertha and Skinny Mo started cutting the cake. Her biggest fear was that he was feeling out of place around her newly found family, or like a third wheel since she and Stefano had become a couple. The longer it took for him to arrive, the more worried she became. She had to let him know that he was still her family and always would be. 

Where are you Cole?

“Zara. Honey, we can’t wait any longer,” her sister, Zelda said.

“Just a few more minutes,” Zara pleaded with her older sister. “I’m sure Cole is on his way. He wouldn’t miss this for the world.”

“Okay. We can give him a few more minutes, but when the clock strikes midnight, like it or not, we have to say the spell or Magic will be forever exposed to Vegas and the rest of the world, her sister said with a worried look on her face as she ate another chili cheese nacho.

“I understand,” Zara said, solemnly.

Once again, she tried connecting with Cole telepathically through their bond to no avail. Either he was upset and ignoring her or he was in trouble. Since she hadn’t done anything in the last twenty-four hours that would have warranted the silent treatment, her gut was screaming that he was in trouble.

“Are you okay, babe?” Stefano asked, concern evident on his face.

“Not really. I have a bad feeling about Cole.”

“Have you tried contacting him through your bond?”

“Of course I have, but he’s not answering,” Zara snapped.

Holding his hands up in surrender, Stefano said, “Down girl, I was just asking.”

Sighing in frustration, but knowing that she needed to apologize, Zara finally said, “No, I’m the one who’s sorry. Snapping at you isn’t going to make Cole suddenly appear. Trust me, if I thought it would, you’d be really pissed at me right now.”

“Good to know,” Stefano said, giving her a quick kiss on the lips.

“Get a room!” Zoe yelled.

Zara knew it was childish, but she turned to her sister and stuck out her tongue in response.

“If you two are finished acting like you’re on the playground, it’s time to say the spell. Everyone take your places,” Zelda ordered, as she nibbled on a boneless wing.

Where the hell is she getting all of this food? Zara thought, amazed at her sister’s ability to multi-task. Once they had taken their place at the base of the Eiffel Tower and Zelda had finished her wing, of course, they began chanting the spell Zara had whipped up in their dad’s Love Machine.

 

Let the chaos in Sin City,

Become but a dream,

As the destruction of Cole's red dragon,

Becomes Unseen

 

Let the chaos in Sin City,

Become but a dream,

As the destruction of Cole's red dragon,

Becomes Unseen

 

Let the chaos in Sin City,

Become but a dream,

As the destruction of Cole's red dragon,

Becomes Unseen

 

As Magic swirled freely throughout the air, the sisters watched in amazement as the Eiffel Tower in Sin City was restored to its former glory, and the balance of Magic was once again in its rightful place.
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Cole quietly snuck out of Skinny Mo and Big Bertha's wedding reception when no one was looking. Now that things had calmed down and they were no longer on the run, he knew Zara would be worried about Betsy Lou, the name she had lovingly given her Ford Focus. His intent had been to retrieve her car from The Bellagio parking garage and return to the reception without anyone noticing. Unfortunately, his plan had been blown all to hell by a sexy, damsel in distress with silky red hair and a body made for Sin.

What is it with me and redheads who are always in trouble? he thought, making his way toward the beautiful woman struggling to get away from the two goons who were currently trying to pull her into their van.

“Let me go you imbeciles,” he heard the vixen say.

“Quit being a pain in the ass Sarah and get in the damn van,” the large, blonde haired man said as he tightened his grip on her arm.

“Hey, you heard the lady. Let her go,” Cole said in an effort to distract the goons.

“Mind your own damn business,” the other guy retorted, who was stocky with brown hair and had no neck.

I don’t have time for this crap, Cole thought as he picked up his pace. In a few more minutes, they would have Sarah in the van, and there would be nothing he could do. Well, he could shift, but that was a last resort given his last debacle in Vegas.

Cole couldn’t help but smile when Sarah managed to knee one of her captors in the balls. When he let go of her arm, she twisted her body and used the heel of her stiletto to stomp on no-neck’s foot. When he howled out in pain and loosened his grip, Cole was within arm’s reach. He quickly kicked the idiot holding his family jewels in the side, while his not so damsel in distress showed no-neck her right hook.

Damn she’s feisty were his last thoughts before the two men shifted into hellhounds.

“What the hell?” he yelled to no one in particular.

“Don’t hurt them. They’re under the spell of Dark Magic,” Sarah yelled.

“Lady, I don’t give a rat’s ass what kind of spell they’re under. If they bite me, I’m biting back,” Cole countered.

“Look, I don’t know who you are, and I didn’t ask for your help. Just leave me be, and I’ll handle this.”

“Have you been smoking something, or are you naturally crazy?”

“Not that it’s any of your business, but neither.”

“Good. Then that means you’re not oblivious to the fact that these hellhounds want to eat us alive.”

“Are you deaf or dumb?” Sarah snapped.

“Neither. Just practical and a little grouchy according to my best friend,” Cole replied, keeping one eye on the hellhounds. He needed to figure a way out of this mess and fast. Zara was going to kill him for not showing up to the ceremony.

“Read my lips,” Sarah said before she was abruptly interrupted.

“That’s a little difficult right now, so why don’t you just speak your peace. But make it quick,” Cole countered, continuing to watch the hellhounds every movement.

“Fine. They’re under the spell of Dark Magic. If you will just leave, I’ll take care of this and no one will be the wiser. I don’t want them hurt.”

“Wait! You had no problem kicking one in his manhood and knocking the crap out of the other one, yet you don’t want to hurt them. What am I missing?”

Sighing in frustration, Sarah said, “They’re not really human. I know you won’t believe me, but their true forms are cocker spaniels. I used to play with them when I was a kid. The one on your left is named Jax, but I fondly refer to him as big-booty-baby. The one on your right is Max, but I like to call him Maxamillion.”

“You’re right. I don’t believe you. What I see are two vicious hellhounds who want to rip us apart.”

“How many times do I have to say this? That’s the Dark Magic spell they’re under.”

“Spells. Bells. Their canine teeth tell me they’re hungry and we’re about to be lunch. So zip it
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