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      One hundred and five cats. And counting.

      One swamp witch's alligator hide book. Zero good options.

      It's been a quiet October in Cauldron Falls. Right up until every familiar on earth pops up uninvited on the front lawn of FACTS & FIBS and starts cheerfully telling strangers exactly what her witch has been hiding for a lifetime. Stolen pie recipes. Three husbands. Pastries eaten over the sink at two in the morning. The Copy Reveal Device is shrieking. The Marseille sisters are weeping in French. A small fierce Irishwoman in green velvet has barricaded herself in the parlor and threatened to silence the lot of them until Beltane.

      Something old has stirred under the floor of the world.

      A Cajun traiteur warned about this once, a long time ago.

      And somewhere in Cauldron Falls, a liar is about to find out exactly how this story ends.

      The Hadwins have until the bond holds.

      If it holds.
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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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      The crest of the most secluded waterfall in the world cascades over a rocky ledge into a round pool below. It’s crystal blue water bubbles with a white foam where the two bodies of water crash together. As the plunge pool spreads out into its round bowl-like shape, the water stills and spills towards a series of stair-stepping rocks that go on for a mile, or so, until the creek bed sinks into the earth, and calms the ripples of the falls. That’s where the town begins, at the quiet crook of the creek. There the water inches along its banks and follows the goings-on of a place known only to its inhabitants as Cauldron Falls.

      To visit Cauldron Falls one just must find the waterfall, and cauldron-shaped crystal blue pool, then follow the rippling creek southward, traveling between the towering hills that hide it from the rest of the world. But alas, the waterfall is buried deep in the most treacherous, hard to reach, uninhabitable part of the Appalachian Mountains. No normal human would dare attempt to find it, if they knew it existed, much less try to live there. Of course, Cauldron Falls wasn’t settled by humans.

      There in this shadowy place carved out by the rushing waters of a waterfall, lives a band of witches and warlocks, descendants of escapees from Transylvania, who ran from the ruling grasp of the wretched Vampires that control all the lands surrounding the Black Sea. While their liberation was centuries ago, the fear of the pale-skinned, sharp-fanged predator keeps Cauldron Falls residents content to exist in their safe and secret bubble, insulated from the rest of the world.

      But as progress will do, Cauldron Falls is not truly and completely cut-off. The quaint town blossomed into a booming business many, many years ago. And is now the main manufacturer and supplier of magical goods to the world. They are the broom makers, crystal miners, herb growers, potions masters, wand turners, and book binders of all things magical, especially witchy things. Keeping the old traditions alive, every truly magical implement in the world is made in Cauldron Falls in the same manner as they were in the old country. Being keepers of the craft and all its secrets, is the blessing and curse of the witches and warlocks who live in this town. Their fate comes with great pressure and power, which each of the residents of Cauldron Falls takes very seriously and protect with their very lives.
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      The wraparound porch of FACTS & FIBS was Honey Hadwin's favorite place to end a day. From the hill you could see the whole of Cauldron Falls spread below: the lanterns warming the town square, the chimney smoke curling up from The Boozy Cauldron, the ancient ginkgo trees standing gold against the last of the sky. October had turned the mountains into a painting, and the evening carried the smell of woodsmoke and a cool mist from the waterfall.

      Honey pulled her sweater tighter and leaned against the railing. Roam O'Reilly stood beside her, a shoulder's width away, his blue eyes drifting across the tree line as they always did. Panther Shifters never quite switched off.

      "You're staring at the trees again," Honey said.

      "I'm appreciating the trees," Roam said.

      "Mm."

      "It's a very nice tree line." He eased closer. His arm slid along the railing behind her, and the back of his hand brushed against her shoulder blade. He left it there. "I appreciate it best from this exact spot."

      "Convenient." She smirked.

      "Isn't it?" He chuckled.

      Behind them, the old Victorian creaked and settled into its evening. Honey could hear her mother inside the kitchen, putting away the last of the supper dishes with the soft scrape of china on wood, and somewhere past that, her father snapping his fingers at a broom that wasn't sweeping fast enough to suit him. Rhoda and Edgar had only gotten home that afternoon. Their travel cases were still stacked in the front hall, unopened. They'd been gone the better part of a month, shepherding familiars home from six different continents, and Honey had watched her mother hug the doorframe when she walked in, like the house had been away from her and not the other way around.

      "Nice night," Roam said.

      "It is." Honey pressed a finger to his lips, "don't jinx it."

      "Wasn't gonna." His thumb traced a slow circle just above her sweater collar. "Just noticing."

      "Roam." Honey whispered.

      "The trees are spectacular." He bent lower and kissed her neck.

      A cat appeared at the bottom of the porch steps.

      Honey didn't hear it arrive. One moment the lawn was empty, and the next there was a sleek black shape sitting in the grass, tail curled neatly around its paws, eyes the color of old silver coins looking up at her.

      "We have company." She straightened.

      The black stared while behind it, three more cats stepped out of the shadow at the edge of the trees. Then four. Then more. Not walking up the drive the way visitors came. Not slipping through the hedge the way some did. They were simply there, emerging like the yard had been holding them in its pocket all along, settling themselves into the grass in nearly a row.

      "Roam." Honey cleared her throat.

      "Yeah." Roam's hand slid down to her waist, as he looked up. "What are they doing?"

      A tortoiseshell. A prim Siamese who arranged herself with obvious disdain for everyone on either side of her. A patchy marmalade tom. A fluffy Persian. Orange cats. Gray cats. A scrappy black-and-white thing who kept glancing over her shoulder as though she was certain someone was following her. Tabby, calico, tabby, tabby, something-large-and-fluffy-Honey-couldn't-name, tabby. They kept coming. They didn't come all at once, but they also didn't stop coming, and within minutes the front lawn of FACTS & FIBS was dotted with cats in uneven rows, waiting in the cold grass as if they'd been told to.

      Honey counted thirty before she gave up counting. Cats on the grounds of FACTS & FIBS weren't unusual. As the Familiar Assignment, Clearing, and Training Service and Familiar Investigation Bureau and Shelter, cats were their business. But this many cats, popping up out of nowhere. Just sitting weirdly uniformly on the lawn was creepy.

      A low whistle drifted down from the wisteria around the porch eaves.

      "Forty-two, sugar." Dean Martin fluffed his green feathers as his smooth crooner voice slid out of the leaves. "Forty-three. Make that forty-four. We've got ourselves a situation I do believe."

      "I don't suppose," said the Siamese from the middle of the lawn, "anyone here could tell us where we are?"

      Honey said, "Cauldron Falls, of course. At FACTS & FIBS, the familiar…." She tailed off as more cats appeared.

      "Mom!" Honey called back through the screen door. "Mom, Dad, you need to come out here."

      "Just a moment, sweetheart," Rhoda called from the kitchen.

      "Now, please. Both of you." Something in Honey's voice carried. Rhoda Hadwin came through the door first, wiping her hands on the towel she'd been drying dishes with. Edgar followed a half-step behind. They both stopped in the doorway. Rhoda's towel stilled in her hand.

      "Oh," Rhoda said.

      Edgar said nothing. His eyes moved across the lawn like Roam's moved across the tree line. Counting. Reading. Cataloguing.

      The Siamese lifted her chin. "Are you in charge here?"

      "I am," Rhoda said. She let the screen door tap shut behind her and stepped down onto the porch proper. "I'm Rhoda Hadwin. This is my husband Edgar. My daughter Honey. Her Roam."

      "Lady Grey," said the Siamese. "I am bonded to Hildegard Voss of Vienna, whom I last saw not six hours past, when she kissed me on the forehead and was off to bed as she does every evening. I closed my eyes. I opened them here. I should like very much to know why."

      "So would we all," drawled the marmalade tom, settling onto his haunches as though his feet hurt. "Edinburgh, madam. The hearthstone. My warlock was reading aloud from the paper. I'm partial to the sports pages. And then your lawn."

      "Budapest," said a small gray-and-white cat near the bottom of the steps. "Bedtime. Now this."

      "Tuscany," said another. "My Marco. He'll be furious."

      "Marseille," said a sleek silver tabby. "I was eating."

      The voices layered on top of each other, polite, angry, frightened, some of them carrying the small tremble cats fall into when their dignity is threatened. Honey's skin went tight under her sweater. She had grown up in this house. Every familiar in the world passed through FACTS & FIBS, bonded, re-bonded, retired, rescued. She had heard familiars speak in every tone a voice could take. She had never heard this.

      "Rhoda," Edgar said quietly.

      "I know," Rhoda whispered back.

      "This isn't…"

      "I know, Edgar."

      Rhoda had gone very still on the step. Her hand had drifted up to her chest, and the towel, forgotten, fell to the ground. She was looking at the cats in the grass like a doctor at a symptom she had only read about.

      Honey had spent her whole life reading her mother's faces. She did not like this one. "Mom?"

      "Sweetheart." Rhoda did not take her eyes from the lawn. "Inside. The big registration book and the quill. The good ink."

      "On it," Honey said.

      "Roam, sugar, take the door. Bring them in one at a time, slow as they need. Watch the tree line — tell me if more come. Edgar, we'll need the map." Rhoda's gaze still had not left the cats who kept coming.

      Edgar nodded once. He was already moving. Honey hurried into the house behind him. Roam took the doorway.

      The front hall still smelled faintly of her parents' travel: dust and pine needles and something weakly peppery that clung to Rhoda's coat whenever she came home from the east. The desk stood in the parlor where it had stood for longer than anyone could remember, a great slab of dark wood with a narrow-slit cut into its top. The slit was worn smooth as river stone by a thousand years of parchment slipping through. Honey had known that desk before she'd known how to control her own magic. She knew what lived under it. It housed rows of thin gold coins in tidy sleeves. An entire world's worth of familiar bonds and witch and warlock files. Her parents had never discussed the familiar vault that lay beneath FACTS & FIBS with anyone outside the family. The desk looked like an old table with a slot in it. It was the most important piece of furniture in the magical world.

      Honey lifted the heavy registration book from the shelf beside the desk, set it down, and uncapped the good ink. The leather of the cover was warm under her hand, alive with its own small magic, like the whole house. She could hear the rest of her family organizing the night around her. From the front doorway came Roam's voice, low and even, easing one frightened cat after another across the threshold. Her mother's voice drifted in from the porch, slow and steady, the voice Rhoda used when a familiar was distressed. One at a time, my loves. We're going to bring you in one at a time. There's no rush. And from the dining room came the softer sound of her father, no words, not yet. Just the hush of something heavy being unrolled across the table.

      Honey looked up. From her chair she could see straight through the parlor's back door into the dining room, and her father had spread the map across the long table. She had only seen it a handful of times in her life: the big enchanted one her parents took into the field. Its surface was alive. Faint glowing lines shifted along borders. Tiny lights pulsed in some towns and lay dark in others. Edgar stood over it with his lavender-tipped marker, shoulders set in the posture Honey knew from old photographs of her parents young in the field.

      He met her eyes across the two rooms. He did not smile. He tipped his chin toward her book, then went back to the map.

      Honey pulled her chair in. "Ready when you are," she called toward the porch.

      "Lady Grey," Rhoda called back.

      The Siamese came up the porch steps and through the door with the bearing of a woman entering a private salon at an exclusive establishment. She crossed the parlor and arranged herself on the corner of the desk where she could see Honey's face.

      "You will get my witch's name correct on the first attempt," Lady Grey said. "I dislike repeating myself."

      "I'll do my best," Honey said.

      "Hildegard Voss. Voss. Two S's. The town is Vienna, in Austria. I will not specify the district."

      "Vienna, Austria," Honey called toward the dining room.

      A soft tap. At the edge of Honey's vision, on the map past the parlor door, a small light bloomed and held.

      Honey wrote the names: Lady Grey on the familiar line, Hildegard Voss on the bonded line, Vienna in the city column. The moment she finished the entry, the page folded itself neatly under her hand, lifted up out of the book, slid sideways across the desk on its own, and whispered down through the slit. A second later she heard, faintly, the soft sound of a page arriving somewhere below the floor and finding its place.

      "Impressive," Lady Grey said. "I must say, this is a more competent operation than I had anticipated."

      "Thanks," Honey said then she called out to her mother, "Send the next one in."

      For a long while, the whole house worked as one. Rhoda on the porch, easing cats forward by name. Roam in the doorway, steady and quiet, the gentle traffic between outside and in. Honey at the desk with the book open and the quill moving. Edgar at the back of it all with his marker and his lights. Every cat the same slow ritual: name, witch, city, the page folding, the page slipping, the page gone, and the soft tap from the dining room as another small light bloomed on the map. Edinburgh. Budapest. Tuscany, where a cat talked so fast Honey had to ask her to slow down twice. A pair of sisters from Marseille who insisted on being registered together. Prague. Somewhere in Wales Honey had never heard of. The pages slipped out
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