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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!

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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In New Orleans, bodies cannot be buried. The dead cluster in boxes above the ground. You are literally surrounded by the deceased. Some believe they're in the walls. Others say they're housed all around. But one thing always rings true. They never stay in one place. It's no wonder the dead never really leaves us alone, especially on All Hallows Eve.

 

Remy has lost everything. His family. His identity. His life. But like all great heroes, he's done the unthinkable and risen from the dead. Now, he's out for revenge.

 

Symone has a bone to pick. That is, if she can stay alive long enough. When her Ancestral Magic is put to the test, this Gemini witch will stop at nothing to make sure Sister Agnes is laid to rest.

 

In the heart of the French Quarter, can two lost souls find their way back to one another? The odds are against them. But with the help of a few friends and a lot of magic, they might have a fighting chance.

 

So, come join us in The Big Easy, where the booze is free flowing and the pepper jack boudin balls are to die for, literally.

 




CHAPTER 1

A Witch’s Call for Help
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Sister Mary Catherine watched from a distance as Agnes slipped out the side door of the St. Louis Cathedral and blended into the bustling crowd of the French Quarter. When a large group of people gathered on the sidewalk swallowed up the petite blonde, she refused to panic because it was all a ploy. A game of cat and mouse that she’d played with her younger sibling for years. It didn’t take a genius to figure out where she was going. The same place she always disappeared to in the darkness of the night when she believed no one was paying attention. 

Dressed in skinny jeans, a red silk blouse and black leather ankle boots, Mary Catherine weaved her way through the heart of the French Quarter to Canal Street where she caught the St. Charles Streetcar. Her next stop was Lafayette Cemetery No. 1, the perfect place to practice a little Dark Magic without prying eyes because the graveyard was temporarily closed for repairs and routine maintenance.

Mary Catherine pulled the leather jacket tighter around her body to ward off the chill in the air. The entrance to Lafayette Cemetery No. 1 looked daunting in the shadows of the night. On unsteady feet, she walked through the gates past the rows of wall vaults to the right and left of her. She blinked several times as her eyes adjusted to the darkness. She proceeded down the center aisle and noticed the broken flower engraving on the third tomb to her right. Broken flowers represented the end of life; thus, the irony of her situation hadn’t fallen on deaf ears. There was death all around her tonight and it had nothing to do with the graveyard. 

She continued walking down the center aisle to the last three tombs before reaching the main intersection where she spotted Agnes. Relief and dread vied for control of her body. One wanted to turn and run. The other had no choice but to keep following her sibling. Decision made, she turned right after the Jefferson Fire Company tomb. On her left were the small “neighborhood” of low tombs covered in grass or rocks called coping tombs. It was the only way to be buried in soil in New Orleans.

She passed The Secret Garden of four childhood friends who performed anonymous acts of generosity for people in need. On her left was The Vessel with Flame, which represents the eternal spirit of man. Across from it stood the Weeping Woman, who was barefoot, weeping and holding an urn. During her tour of the graveyard years ago, the guide had explained that the haunting woman signified maternal love, grief and sorrow. Looking at the statue now, she’d never felt so humbled or powerless in her entire life. The message was loud and clear, death was inevitable. She couldn’t ignore the central theme of tonight’s little excursion even if she tried. The end was near, and she couldn’t stop it.

She turned away from the weeping woman, walked toward the gate to her left and took the first right. She’d expected to find a very large coping tomb and the tomb for New Orleans Incurables, but that’s not what piqued her curiosity. It was the wall tomb further down the aisle surrounded by Dark Magic. The one that hadn’t existed until tonight.

“What are you up to little sister?”

She tried to reign in her frustration, anger and disappointment as she stepped closer to assess the situation. There were no guards, which was odd. But who was she to judge? She was skulking in the middle of a graveyard under the cloak of darkness. Everything about this night was weird and not in a good way. 

Without a second thought for her safety, she stepped into the lion’s den. White candles were strategically placed around the tomb. They lit the entire room as wax dripped down the stone walls. She surveyed the dark, dingy space and realized that it wasn’t her sister’s first visit. Nor, would it be her last.

In the middle of the tomb, someone had used salt to draw a large white circle. She could only assume it had been one of her sibling’s minions because there were plenty of them lurking around. Waiting. For what, she wasn’t sure. In the center of the circle was a pentacle scattered with rose petals. She watched in silence as her sister placed five white candles at each point and lit them with her finger before stepping out of the circle.

Agnes joined hands with four other witches. Each stood at a point of the pentacle. When everyone was in place, they started the chant. “Spiritibus obscura, oriri ex mortuis.”

Acidic, sinister, black, gold and purple smoke filled the air and stung her nose, the more they chanted. The awful scent forced her to retreat further into hiding or risk being discovered. The ease with which her new nemesis summoned Dark Magic made her sick to her stomach. She watched in horror as each of the witch’s eyes turned pitch black to nothingness.

What in the Goddess had happened to her baby sister? They’d sworn years ago to protect the girls with their lives, but now everything had changed. Agnes was lying about practicing Dark Magic to her face and not blinking an eye. When had they grown so far apart? They were more than siblings. She was her best friend. Her confidant. All the family she had left in the world, other than Remy.

Instead of confronting the traitor, she quietly retreated to the St. Louis Cathedral to prepare for the inevitable. An hour later, she was pacing back and forth in her living quarters trying to slow her breathing. The magnitude of their situation had hit her like a ton of bricks. One of them would not survive this battle.

Heart racing, palms sweaty and mere minutes from passing out, Sister Mary Catherine flopped down in her chair and placed her head between her legs. She closed her eyes and refused to wipe away the lone tear that had managed to escape. She didn’t want to die, but she’d made a promise. One that she would keep regardless of the consequences.

Angry and embarrassed by her moment of weakness, Mary Catherine wiped away her tears. She was being ridiculous. Powerful witches such as herself didn’t pass out or cry when shit became complicated. That’s not how the world worked. She had learned that lesson the hard way. If she’d stood her ground years ago, the girls wouldn’t be in this predicament right now. There was no time to cry over spilled milk. Sitting down at her mahogany desk, she lit three white candles, pulled several sheets of paper and a pen out of a drawer and wrote the letter she should have written months ago.

 

My Dearest Symone,

 

If you’re reading this letter, my plan failed, and I am no longer on this Earth. You and your family are in grave danger. I’m sure you have a million questions, but there is no time. It’s imperative you return home to New Orleans before it’s too late.

The wicked forces of immortality are plotting against you as I pen this letter. We must stop them at all costs. I have no right asking you to risk everything, but you’re our only chance. My hope is one day you might find it in your heart to forgive me when this is all over.

Until that time comes, never forget I am with you in Spirit. Remember the importance of family. The light they brought into your life. The bond you have. The love and power that flows through your veins. The strength that binds you. You are a survivor Symone. You are special. There is no one like you, my child. There never will be.

I will always be here to guide you, even when I can’t be by your side to hold your hand. That’s been my one, biggest regret. It has been my pleasure and honor protecting you and your family over the years. This battle is just beginning, and it couldn’t have a better warrior at the helm. There is no doubt in my mind, you will not fail. Destiny is on your side.

 

So mote it be!

 

Sister Mary Catherine

 

P.S. Trust No One!

 

She placed her pen on the desk and read the letter one final time. It was vague, but the most important message had been conveyed. Danger was standing in their backyard. It was time for Symone to come home. The rest she would figure out with a little deductive reasoning and a few clues from the Goddess herself. 

Satisfied with the course of action she’d chosen, Mary Catherine meticulously folded the letter, held it to the bright flame of the candle and chanted the spell. When the last of the paper had burned to ash, she turned and caught the watchful eye of the black crow in the corner. Their silent communication lasted a few minutes until the bird flew out the window. Once gone, she let out a sigh of relief. It was done and not a moment too soon.

Agnes stepped out of the shadows as the bird took flight. “You’ve been busy tonight, sister.”

Mary Catherine smiled at her sibling’s theatrics. “One could say the same about you, Agnes. Did you have fun in the cemetery tonight?”

Feigning ignorance, Agnes placed the palm of her hand on her cheek and sighed. “What are you talking about? I was nowhere near Lafayette Cemetery No. 1 tonight.”

“Cut the crap little sister. We both know you’re up to your old tricks again. I’m willing to bet you’ve never stopped. You’ve just gotten better at lying about it. To my face no less.”

“It’s not my fault you’re so gullible. You’ve always chosen to see the good in everyone while I’ve always chosen to see the truth.”

“Which is?”

Agnes growled in frustration like the answer was obvious. “People are bad. They’re downright shitty. Why do you think Lucifer is so busy? Because people love crossing over to the dark side. It’s the only time in their miserable lives they can be free to do whatever the hell they want without repercussions.”

Mary Catherine had to refrain from jumping across the desk and shaking some sense into her sister. “Do you really believe all that nonsense you’re spouting?”

Agnes’s maniacal laugh echoed throughout the room. “Not only do I believe such nonsense, but I revel in it, dear sister. If you would release that stick up your ass, you could too. Maybe you’d enjoy life more.”

“I don’t need to take pleasure in other’s misery to experience joy in my own life. That’s your cup of tea, not mine.”

Agnes walked around the desk to stand in front of her sister. The woman she’d looked up to most of her life. Well, until she had discovered the allure of Dark Magic. “You have always been a spoil sport. For Goddess’s sake, live a little. You might just like it.”

Mary Catherine ignored her sister’s jab and stood her ground. She refused to back down now. “You’ve been living enough for the both of us. Maybe it’s time you take a vacation. Or better yet, retire your broom before I retire it for you.”

Agnes gritted her teeth and smiled. “Are you threatening me sister?”

“Yes,” Catherine said in a sweet saccharine voice as she attacked. The surprise on her baby sister’s face as she flew across the room and hit the wall was priceless. The time for playing
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