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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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      When librarian Hazel Pembroke's ancient grimoire suddenly blazes to life in the middle of the night, she never expects it to choose her a magical partner—especially not Nathan Holloway, the infuriatingly methodical supernatural investigator who analyzes everything, including her feelings, with scientific precision.

      But ancient prophecies don't care about personal preferences. As books attack patrons, romance novels explode in showers of glitter, and a centuries-old entity called The Collector begins hunting magical pairs across the region, Hazel and Nate must learn to work together before they become the next butterflies pinned to his collection.

      Set in the delightfully chaotic town of Assjacket, where the streetlights respond to emotions, cats run intelligence networks, and the local baker might actually be dating an immortal witch, Hex Marks the Spot is a laugh-out-loud paranormal romance that proves the most powerful magic isn't in ancient spellbooks—it's in choosing to trust someone with your heart.

      This enemies-to-lovers tale delivers swoon-worthy romance, found family feels, and enough magical mayhem to keep you turning pages until the very last spell is cast.

      Sometimes the best partnerships are the ones you never saw coming.
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            THE GRIMOIRE AWAKENS

          

        

      

    

    
      The clock on the archive wall read twelve-seventeen, and Hazel's tea had gone cold two hours ago.

      She didn't notice. Her fingers traced the spine of a 1743 treatise on ward theory, cataloging its magical signature with the same practiced care she'd bring to handling a newborn. The restricted archives demanded that kind of reverence—three feet of stone wall between her and the world above, cedar shelves saturated with preservation enchantments, and the kind of silence that pressed against the eardrums like cotton.

      She slid the treatise into its designated slot and reached for the next volume in the pile when a sound stopped her.

      Not a sound, exactly. More like the absence of one. The ventilation sprites, those tireless little currents that kept the humidity at precisely forty-two percent, had gone still. The air in the archives hung suspended, thick and waiting.

      Then the light came.

      It bled from the alcove at the far wall—warm, liquid gold that spilled across the stone floor like sunrise poured from a bottle. The containment crystals surrounding the Codex Mysticus, which had sat inert for the entire three years of her guardianship, pulsed with a rhythm that matched her heartbeat.

      Hazel's cataloging pencil clattered to the floor.

      She crossed the archive in six quick strides, her sensible shoes silent on stone. Up close, the Codex's leather binding had flushed dark with heat, its surface rising and falling in shallow breaths. The protective runes carved into the alcove's frame guttered like candle flames in wind.

      "No, no, no..." Her hands hovered an inch from the cover, close enough to feel warmth radiating off the ancient leather. "You're supposed to be dormant! Great-grandmother's notes said you'd stay quiet for another century!"

      The Codex answered with a surge of golden light that climbed her wrists like warm water.

      Her fingers made contact.

      The bond hit her sternum like a fist. Not painful—worse. Familiar. As if some locked room inside her chest had been standing empty her whole life and the door just blew open. Magic flooded through her in a torrent of gold and heat, and the Codex fell open under her palms to pages that rippled with text she could almost read, symbols rearranging themselves faster than her eyes could track.

      Behind her, the archive shelves shuddered. A manuscript on defensive sigils launched itself from its shelf and hit the floor with a crack like a gunshot. Then another. Then six at once. Centuries of carefully organized magical knowledge rained down around her as the Codex's awakening sent shockwaves through every ward in the room.

      "Stop—stop⁠—"

      She tried to close the book. The pages resisted her like they'd been nailed to the reading table. The petrified wood beneath her hands hummed with a frequency she felt in her teeth.

      A ripple of something that was definitely not supposed to exist in a climate-controlled basement tore through the air above the alcove. It looked like heat shimmer, if heat shimmer glowed violet at the edges and smelled of ozone and old churches. Portal energy. Unstable, unfocused, and radiating outward in concentric waves that made the overhead emergency lights pop and die one by one.

      Hazel pressed her palms flat against the open pages and poured every scrap of guardian magic she possessed into the Codex's binding. The golden light flared, steadied, and the portal shimmer collapsed into itself with a sound like tearing silk.

      Silence returned. The ventilation sprites resumed their work with a tentative whisper.

      Hazel stood in the dark archive, surrounded by fallen books, her hands fused to a grimoire that thrummed against her skin like a second pulse. The pages had settled on a single passage, and in the dim glow of the Codex's own light, she read words that rearranged themselves into English as her eyes moved across them:

      The sleeper stirs. The collector walks. The guardian must not stand alone.

      Somewhere above her, in the main reading room, the gargoyles on the library's facade ground their stone teeth and turned their heads east for the first time in forty years.

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

      

      Twenty minutes later, the emergency rune lights painted the library's stone facade in alternating washes of blue and amber, their sigils rotating lazily in the October air. Two response vehicles—converted panel vans with reinforced ward plating and the Supernatural Crime Division's seal on their doors—sat at angles across the front steps. A pixie in a high-visibility vest directed a containment sprite toward the loading dock.

      Hazel watched the circus from the front entrance, arms crossed, the Codex's warmth still singing through her fingertips. She'd managed to separate from it physically, but the connection remained—a golden thread of awareness stretching down through the floor to the archives below. She could feel the book breathing.

      The black sedan that pulled up to the curb had no markings, but it didn't need them. The man who unfolded from the driver's seat moved like someone accustomed to arriving at scenes of magical disaster. Tall, sharp-jawed, dark blonde hair just disheveled enough to suggest he'd been dragged from something more comfortable. He scanned the building's exterior, the emergency vehicles, and Hazel herself in one efficient sweep before climbing the steps.

      "Nathan Holloway, Supernatural Crime Division." He held up credentials without breaking stride. "You called in the disturbance?"

      "Hazel Pembroke. Head librarian and guardian of the artifact in question."

      He was already past her, pushing through the oak doors into the main reading room. She followed.

      "Walk me through it. Duration, magnitude, any portal manifestation."

      "It started at approximately 12:17 a.m. The Codex Mysticus activated spontaneously. I recorded portal energy—unstable, violet-edged—lasting roughly ninety seconds before I contained it."

      He paused at the circulation desk, running his fingertips along the wood. His hand came away faintly luminescent—residual magic. He rubbed his fingers together, analyzing.

      "Spontaneous activation." The way he said it stripped the words of everything except skepticism. "Grimoires don't activate spontaneously, Ms. Pembroke. Something triggered it. An incantation, a catalyst, an unauthorized access attempt."

      "Nothing triggered it. I was cataloging a treatise on ward theory six feet away."

      "You were alone with an artifact of this classification at midnight."

      Her glasses slipped. She shoved them back up. "I'm its guardian. That's rather the point."

      "The point is establishing what actually happened versus what appeared to happen." He produced a slim device from his jacket—a detection wand, its crystal tip already cycling through analytical frequencies. "I'll need full access to the archives."

      "The Codex won't respond to you."

      One eyebrow. Barely a millimeter of movement, but it carried a doctoral thesis worth of condescension.

      The library's front doors crashed open before she could elaborate.

      Mrs. Shufflewick swept in like a galleon under full sail, her silver hair escaping its bun in wild corkscrews, her cardigan buttoned wrong, and her posture so rigid with indignation that she appeared to have grown three inches. Her reading glasses swung from their chain like a pendulum marking time on a sinking ship.

      "Miss Cross! The restricted archives are in complete disarray! Books are reshelfing themselves in alphabetical order by protagonist's middle name!" She seized Hazel's arm with fingers that could crack walnuts. "This is precisely the sort of nonsensical organizational scheme one might expect from a woman who keeps her spice rack arranged by color!"

      Nate's detection wand dipped. "Who is Miss Cross?"

      "She's channeling." Hazel guided Mrs. Shufflewick toward a reading chair. "Victorian governess, from the sound of it. It happens when she's distressed."

      "Your retired librarian involuntarily channels fictional characters."

      "Literary characters. There's a distinction." Hazel settled Mrs. Shufflewick into the chair and pressed the older woman's hands between her own, sending a thin pulse of guardian warmth into the contact. "Dorothea. It's Hazel. You're in the library. It's 2024."

      Mrs. Shufflewick blinked. The rigid posture softened by degrees, and behind the swinging glasses, her own sharp eyes resurfaced.

      Mac's broad frame filled the doorway next, his sapphire eyes catching the rune light. He took one look at the chaos and sighed the sigh of a man who'd been woken from a dead sleep by someone else's magical emergency for the third time this month.
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      By seven a.m., the story had metastasized.

      Hazel discovered this when she stepped out of the library for coffee and walked straight into a wall of sound on Main Street. Assjacket had exactly one speed for processing extraordinary events, and that speed was everybody talking at once.

      Trixie had stationed herself outside the Brew & Bubble coffee shop like a general directing troop movements. Her curly blonde hair caught the morning sun in a halo that belied the surgical precision with which she was dissecting the night's events for anyone within earshot. Which, given that her communication magic tended to amplify her voice during moments of peak enthusiasm, included most of the block.

      "I'm telling you, Mabel, those books were singing show tunes!" Trixie gripped the sleeve of a bewildered dryad in gardening gloves. "My source—and I'm not naming names, but she works dispatch for the Supernatural Crime Division—said the entire restricted section reorganized itself by emotional resonance."

      "That's not—" Hazel started.

      "Hazel!" Trixie released Mabel like a bird dog spotting better quarry. "Sweetheart. You look exhausted. Is it true the grimoire opened a portal to the shadow dimension?"

      "No."

      "A semi-portal?"

      "No."

      "A portal-adjacent event?"

      Hazel pinched the bridge of her nose beneath her glasses. "There was a brief magical disturbance. It's been contained."

      Trixie's eyes sharpened. She had the look of a woman mentally composing her next five conversations. "Contained. Interesting word choice. Not 'resolved.' Not 'explained.' Contained."

      Cricket burst from the doorway of her shop two doors down, potion stains fresh on her apron—something orange and something that smelled aggressively of fennel. She pressed a small glass vial into Hazel's hand.

      "Nerve tonic. On the house. Mixed it the second I heard." She bounced on her heels. "Is it true you bonded with the Codex? Because I have a stabilization tincture I've been developing—totally experimental, mild side effects, mostly cosmetic⁠—"

      "Cricket. I appreciate this." Hazel pocketed the vial. "But I'm fine."

      "She's deflecting," Trixie announced to no one in particular.

      The crowd on Main Street had thickened. A cluster of brownies debated near the fountain. Two witches Hazel recognized from the Tuesday night coven meeting stood outside the post office, gesturing at their phones. The barber, a werewolf named Dutch, leaned in his doorway with arms folded and watched the proceedings with yellow-eyed calm.

      Then Mrs. Shufflewick rounded the corner from Elm Street, and the tenor of the morning shifted.

      She walked with her chin lifted and her silver hair tucked under an invisible hat she kept adjusting with one hand. Her other hand held a rolled-up newspaper she hadn't been carrying when Hazel left her sleeping in the library's conference room forty minutes ago.

      "Shufflewick's channeling again," Dutch observed.

      Mrs. Shufflewick stopped in the middle of the sidewalk, straightened her phantom press credentials, and addressed the growing crowd with the clipped authority of a broadcast journalist delivering breaking news.

      "In my professional opinion, the phenomenon appears systematic rather than random—and reports indicate similar events in three neighboring communities within the last seventy-two hours." She consulted the blank newspaper. "Thornfield reported unauthorized grimoire activity Tuesday. Ashburn Creek lost containment on a ward archive Wednesday. And an unconfirmed source in Millhaven describes—" She paused, adjusting her imaginary hat with visible irritation. "Describes identical portal signatures to what Assjacket experienced last night."

      Silence. Even Trixie went quiet.

      Hazel's stomach dropped. The golden thread connecting her to the Codex pulsed once, warm and sharp, like a heartbeat quickening.

      "Three towns?" Cricket's voice had lost its bounce.

      "That we know of," Mrs. Shufflewick corrected, still in character. "My editor wants confirmation before we go to print, but the pattern is—" She blinked. Looked around. Folded the newspaper that didn't exist. "Why am I standing in the street?"

      A golf cart decorated with a miniature flag bearing Assjacket's seal—a donkey wearing a top hat—puttered around the corner. Mayor Grimble emerged from behind the wheel wearing a disaster-response hat: a hard hat painted to resemble a crystal ball, complete with tiny lightning bolts. His mustache quivered.

      "Clearly the work of overly enthusiastic fae tourists." He adjusted his hat. "I've seen this before. Magical hooliganism. I'll draft an ordinance."

      "Gerald," Hazel said carefully, "Mrs. Shufflewick just described a pattern across multiple⁠—"

      "Patterns require paperwork, Hazel. Form 31-C: Regional Anomaly Assessment. I'll convene an emergency session." He surveyed the crowd with the gravity of a man who believed municipal procedure could hold back the tide. "In the meantime, everyone remain calm. The situation is entirely manageable."

      Nobody looked particularly reassured.
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      An hour later, Hazel locked the apartment door, pressed her back against it, and exhaled.

      The Codex pulsed against her ribs through the canvas bag she'd slung across her chest. She hadn't let it out of physical contact since the bonding. Couldn't. The golden thread between them hummed at a frequency she felt in her molars.

      Raven sat on the kitchen counter, tail curled around her paws, green eyes tracking Hazel's movements with surgical precision.

      You smell like fennel and public panic.

      "Cricket gave me a nerve tonic." Hazel set the bag on her reading table—the old oak one buried under crystal clusters and dried lavender bundles—and pulled the Codex free. Its leather binding radiated warmth. "And it wasn't panic. It was... spirited community engagement."

      Twelve people followed you home.

      "They peeled off at the bakery."

      Nine of them peeled off at the bakery. Three watched your door for six minutes before leaving. Raven dropped from the counter with the boneless grace particular to cats and supernatural assassins. Also, I found something.

      Hazel paused, hands hovering over the Codex. "What kind of something?"

      The uncomfortable kind. Raven jumped onto the reading table and sat beside the grimoire without touching it. That presence I sensed last night—the one watching through the ward breach? I tracked its residual signature this morning while you were being community-engaged at.

      "Raven."

      It's old, Hazel. Older than the Codex's last activation cycle. And it left marks. Her ears flattened. Scratches on the ward stones behind the library. Tiny ones. Systematic. Like someone testing the perimeter for weaknesses over weeks. Maybe months.

      The golden thread between Hazel and the Codex contracted. A spike of cold behind her sternum.

      "Months," she repeated.

      Months.

      A knock. Three sharp raps, followed by two soft ones—Mrs. Shufflewick's signature pattern, unchanged in the seven years Hazel had known her.

      Hazel opened the door to find her mentor carrying a stack of books that reached her chin, wearing a tweed blazer she hadn't owned that morning and a pair of horn-rimmed reading glasses perched on her forehead in addition to her usual pair on their chain.

      "Research assistant reporting for duty." Mrs. Shufflewick's voice carried a brisk efficiency that belonged to neither her normal cadence nor any literary character Hazel recognized. Something in between. A blend. "I pulled everything from the archive's restricted historical index. Cross-referenced against the regional incidents."

      She deposited the books on the reading table with practiced care. Her eyes found the Codex and lingered.

      "It's warmer than it should be," Mrs. Shufflewick said softly, and for a moment she was entirely herself—no channeling, no character bleed. Just Dorothea Shufflewick, former guardian of knowledge, looking at something that frightened her.

      Then she straightened. Adjusted the horn-rimmed glasses. Opened the topmost book to a page marked with a pressed violet.

      "The gaps in our historical records are most peculiar—almost as if someone curated them." She traced a line of text with one finger. "Every reference to the Codex's activation protocol prior to 1847 has been excised. Not lost. Not damaged. Removed. Clean cuts. Professional work."

      Hazel leaned over the page. The entry ended mid-sentence, and the next page picked up on an entirely different subject. No torn edges. No signs of decay. Just absence, deliberate and precise.

      "Someone didn't want us to know what triggers the awakening."

      "Or what it awakens for." Mrs. Shufflewick pulled another volume from the stack. "I found partial references in a Danish grimoire catalog from 1903. The translator's notes mention a figure they called 'The Collector'—capital T, capital C—but the primary source material is missing. Same clean cuts."

      Raven's tail lashed once.

      That matches the ward scratches. Someone patient. Someone thorough.

      The Codex flared gold. Hazel pressed her palm flat against its cover, and the warmth spread through her fingers, up her wrist, settling somewhere behind her ribs where the thread lived. Oh my Goddess! Not The Collector again.

      The grimoire opened on its own. Not to a page she recognized.

      To a blank one.
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      The blank page held for three heartbeats. Then ink bloomed from its center like a bruise spreading underwater—symbols Hazel couldn't read, in an alphabet that predated anything in the archive's linguistic database. The Codex shuddered once beneath her palm and went still.

      "Well," Mrs. Shufflewick said, peering at the symbols through both pairs of glasses simultaneously. "That's not encouraging."
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      Fourteen hours later, Hazel still couldn't read the symbols, hadn't slept, and the Codex had developed what she could only describe as a fever.

      She carried it in the canvas bag against her hip as she moved through the main reading room, reshelving returns from the morning cart. The afternoon light through the gothic windows painted long amber rectangles across the hardwood floor, catching the moon-phase inlay and throwing soft prismatic scatter from the etched glass. A dozen college students hunched over laptops at the heavy oak tables. Mrs. Sprunkmeyer and her knitting circle occupied their usual burgundy reading chairs near the periodicals. Marcus Summers—sophomore, volunteer shelver, and owner of the most chaotic handwriting Hazel had ever witnessed on a library card application—was somewhere in the stacks wrestling with the Dewey Decimal System's finer points.

      Normal. Blessedly, aggressively normal.

      The Codex pulsed against her hip. Warmer than before.

      "Stop it," she muttered.

      Mrs. Shufflewick looked up from the circulation desk, where she'd been re-cataloging the morning's damaged returns. "Pardon?"

      "Talking to the ancient artifact bonded to my soul. Standard Tuesday."

      "It's Thursday, dear."

      "That tracks."

      The first book launched at 2:47 p.m.

      A hardcover copy of Pride and Prejudice rocketed off the shelf in the literature section, sailed twelve feet in a perfect arc, and embedded itself spine-first in the wall above Mrs. Sprunkmeyer's head. Plaster dust rained into her tea.

      Mrs. Sprunkmeyer blinked. Extracted a chunk of drywall from her cup and took a sip anyway.

      The second book followed before Hazel could draw breath—a thick anthology of Romantic poetry that pinwheeled through the amber light like a literary frisbee and clipped a laptop screen clean off its hinges. The student behind it shrieked.

      Then the romance section detonated.

      Paperbacks burst from their shelves in a horizontal geyser of embossed covers and broken spines, launching across the reading room in formations that looked almost—almost—coordinated. Hazel grabbed Mrs. Sprunkmeyer by the cardigan and hauled her sideways as a volley of Nora Roberts sailed through the space her head had occupied.

      "Duck, Mrs. Sprunkmeyer! The romance novels are particularly aggressive today!"

      "They always are, dear. It's the passion."

      The Codex blazed hot against Hazel's hip. Gold light bled through the canvas, and every bookshelf in the room began to vibrate.

      Mrs. Shufflewick stood up from the circulation desk. Her tweed blazer flickered—tweed, olive drab, tweed, olive drab—and her posture snapped ramrod straight. Her reading glasses chain transformed into something that looked suspiciously like a medal lanyard.

      "All civilians to the exits! Form orderly lines!" Her voice dropped two octaves and gained the bark of someone accustomed to moving battalions. She vaulted the circulation desk—vaulted it, at seventy-three—and pointed toward the main doors. "No, wait—strategic retreat positions! You three, cover the left flank! Sprunkmeyer, grab your knitting circle and fall back to the children's section—reinforced alcoves, defensible position!"

      Mrs. Sprunkmeyer gathered her yarn with the calm efficiency of someone who'd survived a pixie tornado. Her knitting circle moved in formation.

      Marcus stumbled out of the stacks with a copy of A Midsummer Night's Dream tangled in his hair. His jaw hung slack and refused to shut. A sound came out—high, bright, helpless laughter that shook his whole frame and buckled his knees.

      "Marcus!" Hazel caught his arm. His eyes streamed tears and his face had gone scarlet, but the laughter kept pouring out, uncontrollable, each gasp feeding the next.

      Laughing spell. A nasty one, layered into the book's binding like a trap.

      She peeled the Shakespeare free and shoved it into her bag beside the Codex. The golden light swallowed it. Marcus kept laughing, but softer now, sliding down the endcap of the biography section.

      Across the room, Sam Rodriguez sneezed.

      The sneeze itself was unremarkable. What followed was not. A ripple of displaced magic—loose, directionless energy shed by the Codex's tantrum—hit Sam square in the sinuses, and Sam compressed. Bones, clothes, dignity, all folding inward with a sound like a deck of cards being shuffled, until a small brown dachshund puppy sat on the reading chair where the bookstore owner had been, wearing an expression of profound personal betrayal.

      The puppy sneezed again, but remained a puppy.

      "Sam, stay calm!" Hazel called. "It's temporary! Probably!"

      The puppy did not look reassured.

      Mrs. Shufflewick's blazer had fully committed to olive drab. She directed the college students toward the loading dock exit with hand signals that belonged to no library training manual. "Maintain spacing! Watch for incoming from the poetry section—they have range!"

      She was good at this. The channeling had seized on a commander—Wellington? Patton? Someone with logistics experience—and Mrs. Shufflewick's own intimate knowledge of the library's layout merged with military precision to create an evacuation plan that moved eighteen people toward exits in under ninety seconds.

      Hazel pressed both hands flat on the Codex through the bag. Stop. Please. These are innocent people.

      The gold light pulsed—not aggressive, not hostile. Frightened. The Codex was frightened, lashing out the way a cornered animal throws itself against walls. Its magic had no stable channel, no grounding point. It was dumping raw energy into the building, and the building's own magical infrastructure was converting that energy into chaos along the paths of least resistance.

      Books. Spells embedded in old texts. Ambient enchantments on the shelves activated and amplified beyond their design parameters.

      But the attack patterns—Hazel watched a formation of travel guides execute a flanking maneuver around the periodicals rack—those weren't random. Something was shaping the chaos. Guiding it. The way a river's current
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Software, subject to the following conditions:
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2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
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3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.
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must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
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TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
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MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
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