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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/

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            WANNA KEEP UP WITH ALL MY CRAZY?
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        Have fun? Win some cool prizes? Get exclusive excerpts to upcoming books?

        Sign up for my newsletter RIGHT HERE!

        Be the FIRST to see new covers, sneak peeks, and best of all, ADVANCED COPIES OF ALL MY BOOKS!!!

        Join the group! Julia’s Mills’ Fan Club on Facebook!

        I absolutely LOVE stalkers! Here’s all the links! Follow me everywhere!

        Newsletter

        Website

        Facebook

        Instagram

        Twitter

        Pinterest

        BookBub

        Goodreads
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        For Grandma Mary.

        Without your sense of humor and endless sarcasm, I know I wouldn’t have made it this far. This one’s for you!
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        Time is running out. The body count is multiplying.

        Can a Maiden of Mayhem and her Mate stop the killer before it's too late?

      

        

      
        Well, as usual, nothing in the Swamp is as it seems, and all the sweet tea and homemade guacamole will make it right. Oh, no, it's all up to a Black Swan Shifter who is the Coroner for five Parishes and also happens to be sorta-kinda a Witch, twice removed on her mother's side, a Wyvern who's a Fire Fighter, and a Geek who prefers the term Nerd to save the day.

      

        

      
        Great job? She's got that covered.

        Sexy Mate? That's well on the way.

        A best friend who allows her to be exactly who she especially when it's not politically correct? Oh, heck, yeah, she's got that in spades... ahem, feathers!

      

        

      
        Betsey Sue Blomfield was well on her way to having it all - then bodies literally started falling out of the sky.

        Talk about a whacked-out day at the office!

      

        

      
        It's time to head back to the Swamp, have Friday Night Margaritas, and Party Like A Flock. Tallulu Parish has its first serial killer, and nobody knows when he'll strike next.
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            BETSEY SUE BLOOMFIELD SAVES THE DAY! OR AT LEAST SHE TRIES
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      “Morning, Bets.”

      "Hey, Bobby. What we got?”

      “Same as the others. Only looks like this one might’ve gotten a piece of her attacker.”

      My assistant, Bobby, pointed to what appeared to be a swatch of fabric still clutched in the victim’s hand. Hopefully, she’d also scratched the scumbag who’d thrown her off the balcony of her big, brand new McMansion. No, I didn't agree with bulldozing the almost historical homeplace of one of the Tallulu Parish founding families just to put up an opulent, over-the-top, ostentatious, mass produced 'shiny-shiny', but I never thought about tossing its owner's booty in the shrubs.

      “But you wrote quite a few letters and signed more than one petition,” Babs, the Black Swan with whom I shared my soul, sighed. "I told you to work a Spell that sent her pink-wearing butt back to where she came from, but did you listen?"

      "Oh, I listened. I just didn't want Zelda and the Baba Yaga to show up and send me to Witchy Jail in Salem, Mass. Do you know what they do to Shifter/Witch hybrids up there?”

      “No.”

      “Well, I’m not sure either, nor do I want to find out,” I huffed, covering the all-too-real fear of using my Magic and messing up with righteous indignation.

      You see, growing up a Shifter/Witch hybrid was rough going for a while. The Shifters thought I was weird and wanted absolutely nothing to do with me, and the Witches thought I was an abomination.

      Of course, it didn't help that my mother's family had disowned her for marrying a Swan Shifter. By default, they also kicked me to the proverbial curb for being, and I quote, 'the bastard Swan and horrendous Witch of an unholy alliance .' I wasn't bothered by it until Dad was killed in a freak swimming accident….

      (Read that as killed by a drunk farmer who had loaded his rifle with silver because he was sure a Werewolf was poaching his non-Shifter chickens, who fired out into the lake where Werewolves would never ever never be. Talk about a boob. Everybody knows that no self-respecting Wolf Shifter or Werewolf – because they are two different things – would ever poach chickens. They are just about the top of the Paranormal food chain and can pretty much eat at fancy schmancy restaurants or have their personal chefs whip them up whatever they want. Those furry Lupines are rich with a capital R, and most choose to flaunt it. When they want to hunt – which is waaaaaaaay less than any of those silly movies might make you think – they always go for the biggest and the baddest, just to show the world that they are tough. So, to believe they would attack defenseless chickens on someone's farm is just about the stupidest thing I'd ever heard. I mean, get with the program. Am I right? Well, of course, I am.)

      Anyway, after Dad went to the Happily Ever After – our version of Heaven – things got kind of dicey. The Witch community didn't like us, the Shifter community acted like we just plain didn't exist, and well, taking refuge in the bosom of our family was out of the question. So, Mom worked some serious Hocus Pocus, put it in a locket, and made sure I never took it off until I was old enough to fend for myself.

      With my necklace, I appeared to be everyone and anyone as a Null – aka, a child born to a Supernatural Being, like my mom, the Witch, who had not a drop of Magic. Then, to be sure I had a decent life, she moved us all the way across the country to the Big Apple, and the rest, as they say, was history. Now, that's enough of the Life and Times of Dr. Betsey Sue Bloomfield for now. I just know I will have to tell you more later, but we've got work to do.

      So, where was I? Oh, yeah….

      Our latest victim, Misty Dawn Callahan, wasn't a bad person. She just had more money than sense and thought the world should be painted pink – Barbie pink. I wasn't judging. Just stating the facts. Although, I think calling it Barbie pink was like whitewashing a pig. It was Pepto Bismol Fuschia, and that's all there was to it.

      However, the Pink Princess, her Instagram handle, had gotten a piece of her killer. With any luck, we'd be able to get some DNA from underneath her inch-and-a-half long, filed to a sharp point, bright fuchsia, and totally fake fingernails and put the person who was doing all the killing behind bars. It was a long shot, and I knew it. Hell, Bobby knew it, too. But it was better than nothing. Up until now, there hadn’t even been a speck of dust out of place at any of the other crime scenes, let alone any usable evidence. Finding something was a shot in the dark, but it was the only shot we had.

      Since I was the Coroner for five Parishes in a part of Louisiana known as The Swamp, it fell to me to coordinate all the evidence and disseminate it to the police and Sheriff's departments and any detectives who came my way. You see, there had been six homicides in as many days spread out all over my jurisdiction, and it looked like the killer was just getting started.

      As if that wasn’t bad enough, they all had the same MO – modus operandi - jugular and carotid cut, drained of all blood, then thrown out the highest window of a McMansion into some well-manicured bushes. It was frustrating on every level and made my blood boil.

      Oh, and I almost forgot, all the bodies sported a 'B' carved into a very intimate part of their anatomies. It was not something any of us working on the case wanted the general public to know. Sure, the killer knew it was there because he'd put it there, and that could be the key the Prosecutor used to put him behind bars. But not even some crazy photographer with a telephoto lens could get a look at it because it was undetectable by anyone but the victim’s mother, their lover, their gynecologist, or, in this case, their friendly neighborhood Coroner.

      However, if, by some stroke of madness, the press did get a hold of the information, all hell would break loose, and it would not be good. Think apocalyptic. Imagine bad news sweeping across a place full of Supernatural, Paranormal, and Special Beings with super strength, Magic, and all sorts of other stuff that really goes haywire when they are pissed or stressed or all of the above. It was not something any of us wanted to have happen.

      Oh, and I forgot to mention all the victims were Shifters. Talk about a shitstorm brewing on the horizon. This fact also posed the question: how did the killer overpower his victims if he – or she – was not something Magical too? It was common knowledge that Paranormal beings were endowed with all kinds of kicked-up, enhanced senses and abilities. So, at least in my mind, it only stood to reason that we were looking for someone Supernatural.

      But not everyone subscribed to my theory. More on that later.

      “I’m done here. You got all you need, Bobby?" I asked, pulling off the black rubber gloves I wore at every crime scene as I stood up and prayed for the blood to return to my toes.

      "Well, if you didn't insist on wearing high heels to work, your toes wouldn't hurt."

      “But I love my shoes.”

      “Yeah, well, I would love to only eat shrimp and escargot, but you don’t like either.”

      "I am not having this conversation, Babs. We are at a freakin' crime scene for cripes' sake." And with that, I put the Black Swan with whom I shared my soul on ignore and focused on what my assistant was saying.

      "Yeah, I'm good. I'll get our vic loaded into the bus and meet you back at the office."

      “Thanks. I’ll grab the coffee.”

      “You’re my hero. Can you get me a donut, too?”

      “You got it, Bobby. See you in a bit.”

      Heading to my car, I wondered why the Tallulu Parish Sheriff's Department had yet to arrive. I'd asked the officers keeping the Looky Lous away from the scene and was told they were on their way, but I'd yet to see hide nor shiny gold of a badge.

      Now, you're going to think that I've lost my mind. Why would I want a bunch of clod-footed officers walking all over my crime scene and asking me questions I couldn't answer until I'd completed the autopsy? Well, (1) I hadn't lost my mind. I will sometimes go a little crazy, but I never ever never lose my mind because, most times, it's all that reminds me I am actually sane. And (B) Because I wanted to get a look at a very sexy man I was sure was my Mate.

      I know you’re confused, but all will become clear. Just bear with me. I promise there is a point to my rambling.

      So, the Sheriff of Tallulu Parish just happened to be J.B. St. Sabin, a Hound Dog Shifter who was the Mate of a dear friend of mine, Maxine Monroe, renowned psychiatrist to all Beings Shifterly, owner and operator of Bailmore Hall, the world's most renowned Home for the Shifterly Insane, and the founder of the Maidens of Mayhem. I love Max and J.B. as if they were my own, and their twins were just about the cutest Hound Dog/Pink Flamingo kids you've ever seen. I only brought all this up to get to my real point – the new Fire Chief, the sexiest Wyvern ever to walk the earth, and the man I am almost positive was made for me by the Universe, Will Waterford.

      (Oh, heck, I might as well be honest - I. Know. He's. My. Mate. All the signs are there, and there is no use even trying to deny it. So, there you have it, and we will be moving on.)

      You might be wondering why the Fire Chief would come to the scene of a murder where not a single flame, puff of smoke, or even an ash was involved. Well, let me tell you. It was because he was new to Tallulu Parish and asked J.B. if he could shadow him to get a feel for how things worked in our little part of the world.

      As you can imagine, I was thrilled. It meant I could 'bump' into said sexy Wyvern without making up some silly reason to show up at a fire. When you think about it, had Will not asked our beloved Sheriff for the favor, I would have pretty much been screwed as far as any kind of meet-cute situation was concerned. I mean, why would the Coroner ever go to the Fire Station? If there did happen to be a fatal fire in The Swamp – which there had not been in as long as anyone could remember – the Fire Department was the first to arrive and knew the details. It was the Chief who gave me all the information concerning the blaze and any evidence they needed me to run through my amazing machines. Yes, I did the autopsy, but the Fire Chief, or any of the other members of the Squad, never came to the Morgue. Yeah, now you see what I was up against.

      Anywho, it also meant that I had J.B. as a buffer. Because, well, my mouth tended to start running at a hundred miles a minute before my brain even thought about engaging. At the best of times, when I was nervous, all that flew across my lips were a couple of
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