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Forward

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!

The Prophecy

“Dark Chamber of Spells blesses the witch’s hand. 

Sifting, sifting, sifting over Rucker land. 

Beware

The light extinguished – darkness blights all. 

One will stand against evil’s call. 

Beware

Donai hovers, and falls, but she may shine. 

Crossing, ever crossing the dark line. 

Beware.” 

––––––––
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~ One ~

ONE MINUTE, I WAS STANDING over Kallem...waiting for Zelda to do her thing and heal him and the next minute, I was distracted by a whirling noise that buzzed incessantly in my ear. It was like a fly who just won’t take a hint. I almost swatted at the noise.

Kallem looked like he was in a coma. My heart ached. I was helpless, and it was a damnable position. He had been shot protecting me and my mother.

He had been shot five times with iron tipped arrows. He is a Fae and the iron poison had taken almost an immediate effect. Although he is not just a Fae, but a royal, a prince of Daoine, iron is a poison that can kill him.

Zelda was a human witch with the gift of healing. Would Zelda be able to heal him?

She looked distressed. She cursed and said something about iron poison being out of her normal healing capacity.

Iron poison is a tricky thing for Fae and he had taken several hits. So much of it was in his blood. I started biting my nails as I clasped my hands and watched her bend over the love of my life.

“Zelda...please?”

“Good Goddess, I’m working on it!”

A very large, gray cat waddled over and said, “Zelda...I have a bet going on with Jango that you can heal this sucker, so put all you have into it!”

“If I do save him, Fat Bastard, you are splitting the winnings with me. Now quiet!” Zelda said, putting up a hand to silence him. He sidled off mumbling something not very pretty.

“Zelda...hurry.” I was anxious. Something was wrong in the aura above me. Something awful was about to happen. I could sense trouble about to explode. My mother hung near me, touching my back to give me comfort.

Zelda made a face at me, but allowed her palms to hover over the wounds, one at a time. She looked like she was going to collapse. Oh no, oh no.

The strength of the buzzing all around my head increased in volume, but no one else seemed to hear it. Where was it coming from?

The roof?

I stared up at the ceiling and all at once, a splintering of wood and fragments of the roof shingles went flying in every direction, leaving a hole in the roof and the atmosphere the size of an elephants’ middle.

That dark hole continued into the blue sky for as far as I could see. I stared, more than a little dumbfounded. 

Zelda shouted, “What the fuck!  Someone is going to pay for my roof damage!” 

Whatever had made the dark hole, took shape.

Sharp clawed hands that seemed to have arms stretched out of the long portal. 

Just before the claws grabbed me, I heard a primal grunt and I’m pretty damn sure I saw glowing red eyes.

I struggled against the claws that pricked me and felt my warm blood begin to ooze out of the wounds they made.

Mom threw herself at me and caught me around my middle. She wasn’t letting go anytime soon, but I screamed, “Mom...let go! Please, Mom, stay safe with Zelda.” 

She didn’t listen. Of course she didn’t listen. I love my mom, but it isn’t often she will listen to me. She held on and chanted magic, but the claw that had me yanked hard.

Hence, the two of us went hurtling upwards, sucked up by a force neither one of us was able to escape. I held onto my mom’s clothes so she wouldn’t be ripped apart from me as we traveled through a funnel where tornado like winds swirled around us. 

My legs kept smashing into the slimy walls of the portal (it had to be a portal). I saw Mom was suffering the same hits. Damn, but we were going to be seriously bruised after this trip. 

I took a hit to my shoulder. Holy Hell, that was going to leave an ugly bruise.

I lost one of my beautiful boots. Now that was annoying. 

It’s odd what occurs to you when you are being abducted by a monster. It occurred to me that I was going to have a difficult time replacing my boots, as I had gotten them on sale.

Why was this happening now—now when my prince needed me?

Where would this land us? Why did I ask such a stupid question?

Because I knew. I knew where this was going to plop us down.

How could I not know? Only one warlock would go to this much trouble to get his hands on me and the ‘key’, and that was Morlan.

Of course, he had located us. That was my fault. I used my magic to create a portal to get Kallem to Zelda. It would have been great if Kallem had been conscious enough to have shifted directly to Faery and been healed by his own. However, he had been in no condition to use his shifting to get home. So, I had only the one option. And that option meant I had to use my witchy magic, strong, darkly tinged, witchy magic and Morlan immediately tracked its scent.

Damn, and double damn. 

We landed heavily, Mom and I rolled across the floor. I scrambled to my feet and helped my mother up before I looked around.

Being right, I have discovered many, oh so many, times is not always fun.

Morlan stood with his arms folded across his chest, in his black wizard robe flowing around his tall lean form. His auburn hair, now slicked back and braided, had gained (since I last saw him) a long white streak at his forehead. It decorated the braid, which reached the middle of his back. Some females in our realm think Morlan is ‘hot’. I don’t.  

He has always given me the creeps and now, I just want to cut him until he is dead.

At the moment, he appears to be possessed—and beyond reason by his obsession with me and the key. His eyes were nearly black with evil and glee. He didn’t speak. 

“Morlan,” I said in way of acknowledgement rather than greeting. Time to get the show going. I had to stall him while I figured out a way to rescue my mom and myself.

I hoped he wouldn’t notice me doing a quick assessment of our location. I knew where we were, I have often been here with my parents for formal events. We were in what used to be the Rucker Palace ballroom—turned into an enormous office, where he no doubt held court. 

The scene around me made me roll my eyes. 

Morlan always liked showing off and this was his way of saying he was the victor. He had taken possession of Rucker Palace.

Damn him.

I have never before thought I could be a cold-blooded killer, but when I look at him and remember how he murdered my father, I turn deadly.

It was how I felt right then looking at him—deadly and ready for the first opportunity that presented itself to kill him. I needed to snuff his life out and avenge my dad. Does that sound awful? Probably.

I don’t care.

He looked furious all at once as he stomped across the room to tower above me and grit out angrily, “Don’t look at me like that, don’t ever look at me like that!” 

He grabbed hold of my hair, making me wish it weren’t so long, and then what he did next made me taste bile. 

He sniffed the strand of hair he held. He sniffed my hair. Ugh, yikes. I hauled off and shoved him hard.

He grinned and said, “Your hair always smells, as you do, of lavender and vanilla. It is particular to you. I have never come across your natural scent anywhere else. Most alluring.”

Zelda might call him an asswipe. He was. Oh, he was. 

I had taken a stance in front of my mother. She whispered in my ear, “Don’t antagonize him, baby-girl.”

But he marched back at me and grabbed my arm.

“Sorry, Mom, got to,” I told her, and brought my single booted heel up and roundly kicked him in the balls. 

Yeah, that’s the way to do it, I said to myself and grinned.

It is a wondrous thing—a male’s balls. So easy to bring a man down by giving his privates some special attention, one way or another.

He let go of my hair and groaned as he bent over himself.

I ran to my mom. She had a bruise across her chin from being knocked about in the portal. I touched it and said, “Oh Mom...”

“It is nothing. We Crescent witches heal quickly.”

The next thing I knew, she had produced her wand and was making tiny circles with it.

My mom uses a wand. 

She doesn’t have to, none of the witches in the Rucker Realm need to use a wand, but it is her thing. Hey—whatever.

She used it to create a bubble around us. 

I smiled at her and said, “Cool, but now what?”

Morlan had begun to unbend and he snarled, “Do you think I wouldn’t be prepared for your magic? Do you think I will allow you to leave now that I have you?”

As nothing happened at that moment, I assumed he wasn’t yet back to full magical strength. Think—I had to think.

“Baby-girl, time to go. You can use the key inside of you and leave,” Mom whispered.

“Yeah, but how...he’ll follow if I create a portal.”

“Not with a portal. You are the key. It isn’t just inside you, baby, you are the key. You can go anywhere at all. Just imagine a door to wherever, and then think where you want to be...”

By then, Morlan had stumbled to our bubble and pounded a fist into it. He cut through our mystical protection, but I zapped him with hard energy and he withdrew his fist.

Yeah, I had the ability to hurt him. 

The ‘key’ was more than a power to unlock doors and take me where I wanted to go. It gave me potent mana and that mana seemed to be more dark than light. 

I was inside a bubble made with White Magic. 

He was ranting outside the bubble. I simply lifted my hand and sent Morlan flying across the room.

Had I used Dark Magic to do that? I wasn’t sure. It didn’t feel familiar. I was sure the power had come from the key. Damn, hot damn, I was good.

I did wish I knew more about this tricky thing inside of me.

“Now would be a good time to leave, baby-girl,” Mom said. “Don’t worry, I’ll be right beside you. The key will transport both of us.” She took my hand.

Morlan was back to full strength. 

He jumped to his feet and with a sneer and a flick of his wrist, he melted our bubble and took hold of my mom’s arm, pulling her towards him.

“Stop!” I screamed, stalling for time. “Leave her with me and I won’t try and escape.”

His laugh was harsh. “Do you take me for a fool?” He nodded to the guards and Mom called out over her shoulder as each man took an arm and began dragging her out of the chamber.  “Dilly, don’t give in to him. No matter what. Don’t do what you know I wouldn’t want you to do.”

Morlan stalked to her and slapped her hard with his open hand. 

That did it. 

Something inside me snapped. My magic bloomed first light and large and then ominous and dark, so dark. The power inside of me opened up like petals of a rose that bloom red and then turn black with age. My magic went through its stages, but instead of withering, those dark petals grew.  

The combined Dark and Light Magic made its way down my arm and into my fingers, which closed into fists.

My mom is a fighter and she called him a few choice names, and he slapped her again. 

She spit in his face....whoa, Mom! It all happened so fast.

Even as I raised my arm, the pig of a warlock punched her in the gut and she collapsed. 

I opened my fist and with my palm, I leveled my newly acquired Dark Magic at him with a force I am sure he has never felt before. 

This time when Morlan went flying across the room, he did not get up. He lay there, unconscious.

I hit his guards with the same newly acquired Dark Magic and down for the count they went.

I ran to my mom and put an arm around her and in a puff of my standard purple smoke, I transported us to our old house. 

Home, if only for a moment.

Mom was coughing and putting her hand out as she tried to speak. I told her, “Just recoup, Mom.” I ran and got her a glass of water.

Her coughing subsided enough for her to take a sip and she said hoarsely, “Baby, go. Hide. This is more important than either of us. Your father died protecting the key. He only used the key once in all his life, and then never used it again. He said it was addictive and it worried him. But you, you will know how to rein it in and make it yours. We, we have to honor your father’s sacrifice and save the realm.”

“Not going until I get you somewhere safe.”

“Then hold onto me and unlock the key to another world,” she whispered. “He won’t be able to track us when you use the Key of Dark Spells.”

“But...not sure how, Mom?”

“As I said, imagine...block out all else and imagine a door to where you want to go,” she whispered and then stopped me, “here quick, get some clothes for us...” She got up and threw me a leather
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