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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/

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            1

          

          
            
              [image: ]
            

          

        

      

    

    
      The cast-iron cauldron bubbled on the granite countertop, sending whiffs of rose-scented steam into the air. Despite the appealing aroma, I wrinkled my nose and eyed the violet-colored liquid with concern.

      “Are you sure this is right?” I asked the sleek feline sitting at my side.

      The midnight black cat peered down from his perch atop a stack of leather-bound books. “Right color, right scent… all signs say you’re on the right track.” He tilted his head to the side, narrowing his yellow eyes as he looked my way. “Why do you ask, Morticia?”

      “This is the tenth potion you’ve had me brew this week, and the first one that doesn’t look and smell noxious. Maybe you’d better check the notes again, Aldo. Are you sure this is the invisibility potion and not a recipe for candle-making?”

      Aldo rolled his eyes, proving once again he was far from a typical feline. As a witch’s familiar, he could walk, talk, and display human-like mannerisms. His abilities, however, didn’t end there. I’d granted him full partnership status when I settled our bond. Aldo gained access to a portion of my newly inherited witch powers, and the capability to read and write.

      Together, we should have been an all-powerful team. But there was one minor problem. I was a vampire, the first to inherit witch magic. Instead of reveling in my new powers, I was stuck taking lessons from a cat while under the watchful eye of my self-appointed mentor.

      That mentor poked me in the side, forcing me to move over so she could take a gander at the cauldron’s contents. Between her blue-rinsed curls and paisley caftan, Winnie was as far from the stereotypical, black-cloaked witch as you could get. She had to stand on her tiptoes to see into the bubbling vessel. “That does smell good,” she declared after taking a deep breath. “Remind me to whip up a batch of this before the next witch market. I can package it up and sell it as air freshener.”

      “Just when I thought my social standing couldn’t get any lower, you’ve got me selling odor blocker.”

      Winnie gave me a bland look. “I didn’t say anything about inviting you along or sharing the proceeds. Besides, you’ll need that time to practice if you want to have any hope of mastering the potions in the grimoire you inherited. Focus, Morticia.”

      I glanced at my familiar for a little help and was dismayed to find him nodding his agreement. “Traitor,” I whispered, flashing my fangs in warning. He blinked once and then flashed his own in reply.

      Winnie waved an arm over the cauldron, motioning toward the array of ingredients and nearly dragging her voluminous sleeve through the boiling liquid. “As I was saying, next you need to add two pinches of feverwort, followed immediately by a splash of moonlight. Remember, moonlight isn’t actual moonlight, but is instead the liquid…”

      My attention strayed as Winnie launched into another one of her endless lectures about potion ingredients. Every potion-making session followed the same path. Aldo would select a relatively straightforward recipe from the grimoire. I’d gather the ingredients. Then Winnie would stretch the simple process of mixing them together into an hour-long lecture. Frankly, I was more than a little annoyed with it.

      “Yes, yes,” I interrupted her. “It’s pond water gathered at the witching hour on a full moon. You told me that yesterday, and the day before that, and the one before it as well. I’m undead, but my brain still works. If you’d stop lecturing me, I might actually finish more than two spells a day.”

      She stuck her hands on her hips and lifted her nose in the air to challenge me. “As you just said so eloquently, you’re undead. All you’ve got is time, vamp. What’s your hurry?”

      “For one thing, I’ve got a date with Raddix tonight, and I’d like to get this project done and the kitchen put back to rights before he shows up. Isn’t there some kind of witch primer or guidebook I can study?”

      “A guidebook? What, like an Idiot’s Guide to Witching?” Winnie gasped, clutching her hands to her chest as though I’d mortally offended her. “Are you listening to a word I’m saying? Maybe your hearing’s going out in your old age. I told you, it isn’t a matter of memorizing what the ingredients do. You’ve got to learn what happens when you put them together. You tell her, Aldo.”

      “I’ve tried,” he hissed, sitting back on his haunches. “Perhaps it’s time to come up with an alternative approach to training our fanged friend. Since Morticia is in a hurry, why don’t we wrap things up for the day, Winnie?”

      Winnie sniffed but didn’t disagree. “Fine. What’s the next ingredient?” She stepped aside, letting me hunt for the appropriately labeled bottle. While I added the required amount, she steered the conversation in a new direction. “Where’s Raddix taking you tonight?”

      “No idea. He’s keeping it a surprise. He told me to wear something comfortable and be ready to go shortly before midnight.”

      “A secret location… late at night… this is what, your third date?” Winnie didn’t bother to wait for me to answer. “Let’s see, your first one was after the case of the dead mayor. Then we got tied up in that extortion investigation. You only fit one in while that was ongoing, and even managing that much was lucky.”

      “Lucky was finding enough evidence to show the witch involved was guilty beyond a shadow of a doubt. Otherwise, dating would have been the least of my problems. Baba Yaga barely let us get away unscathed.”

      “Meh,” Winnie replied, flicking aside my comment. “Yaga is all bark and no bite. Raddix Cooper, on the other hand… maybe your third date will give you new insight into the werewolf. You know what happens on a third date, right?”

      “You get together and talk?” I deadpanned.

      “Sure… if that’s what you’re calling it nowadays,” she replied, batting her eyelashes as though she were the very picture of innocence. With her mascara-caked lashes, it looked like two spiders were battling for control over her eyeballs.

      “I’m a four-hundred-year-old vampire, Winifred. Not some starry-eyed witch who fell off the back of the turnip truck.”

      Winnie speared me with a sly look. “So, you’re saying you already made him sit up and beg? Did he have you howling at the moon? You can tell me. We’re all friends here.”

      I buried my face in my hands and groaned in annoyance. Winnie knew exactly how to get under my skin and delighted in doing so regularly.

      As much as I wanted to open the back door and send her flying, she was right on one point. I needed help to master my powers, especially if I ever wanted to get out from underneath Baba Yaga’s thumb. I was content to act as the witch representative on supernatural investigations for now, but a day might come where I wanted to do something different with my immortal life. When that happened, brute power was the only language Baba Yaga understood.

      “Please tell me we’re done,” I moaned, turning my head so I could see Aldo. The cat consulted the grimoire one more time, his paw sliding along the page as he reviewed the instructions.

      Without looking up, he answered, “A drop of sunlight reflection is all we’re missing.”

      As I reached for the bottle, I caught Winnie give Aldo a questioning look. “Something wrong?”

      Her spiders went back into action. “Oh no, not at all. Don’t mind me.”

      “Happily,” I muttered. The small dropper ensured I could add the required amount with ease. The drop landed with a surprisingly loud splash and sent a wave of heat rolling from the cauldron. I stirred the concoction three times clockwise and then another three widdershins. The liquid shifted from violet to neon green, and the scent changed from roses to sour apple.

      I dipped a ladle into the liquid and lifted it up to my face. The smell made my head swim and my stomach turn. I much preferred coppery scents to candy. This time, however, I didn’t have much choice. Taste-testing was the last step in the process.

      The liquid dribbled down my throat, burning a fiery path that reminded me of old Scottish whiskey. It seared all the way until it hit my stomach. Then the heat raced through my limbs as the potion went to work.

      When the tingling settled to a stop, I closed my eyes and held out my hands. “Did it work? Can you see me?”

      Winnie’s choked laugh sent my eyelids flying open wide. She’d backed up a step and was shielding her eyes behind her wrinkled, age-spotted arm. “Can I see you? Astronauts in space can see you, Morticia.”

      “What?” I shrieked, checking my hands and arms. They looked perfectly normal to my eyes, the same old pale white skin and crimson fingernails I knew so well.

      Winnie was laughing too hard to offer any explanation. Aldo, his eyes also squeezed shut, used a paw to slide me a mirror. When I held it up, I finally understood the issue. Instead of disappearing from view, I was a blazing neon light in a vaguely humanoid shape. If my own eyes hadn’t blinked back at me, I’d have thought it was some kind of joke.

      But this, most certainly, was not funny.

      I dropped the mirror with a clatter, not caring whether I cracked the glass and risked seven years of bad luck. I was already sitting at rock bottom in misfortune station. Any change in luck had to be good.

      I wrapped my hands around Winnie’s neck, cutting off her squeals of laughter. “What did you do?” I barked, my extended fangs nearly causing me to lisp.

      A sharp pain raked across my hand, pulling me back from the brink of insanity. Claws extended, Aldo waited, ready to strike again if needed.

      The cat hissed a warning. “Don’t blame the witch for the outcome. It is your own fault. Winnie told you two days ago that adding sunlight’s reflection to any potion makes it do the exact opposite of what was intended. Since you were too busy mooning over your boyfriend and whining about how long it was taking, you forgot what she told you. Now you know.”

      I relaxed my grip on Winnie but didn’t completely let go. She dragged in a breath and murmured, “Don’t worry. You only had a sip. It will wear off by midnight when Raddix picks you up.”

      Somewhat mollified, I let my shoulders drop and backed up to give the witch some space.

      She rubbed at her neck, but I knew it was more to make me feel guilty than because she was hurt. Despite my anger, I hadn’t squeezed tight enough to do any real damage.

      “Let this be a lesson for you, Morticia. Vampire powers are straightforward. You woo your prey, grow fangs, suck blood, and live forever. No one needs a handbook for that. Witch magic is much more complex. It is all about intention and exploration. You won’t master the gift Griselda passed on to you until you open yourself up to learning through experimentation.”

      “Fine,” I spat. I knew I was acting like a petulant toddler, but I couldn’t help it. I was furious that Aldo and Winnie had tricked me into turning myself into a roadside attraction visible from space. Through gritted teeth, I admitted, “I guess you might be right.”

      The words were barely out of my mouth when my phone buzzed with an incoming message. I fished it from my pocket and stared open-mouthed at the wording that flashed on the screen.

      “Raddix isn’t picking me up at midnight. He’s on his way right now.” I paled, not that anyone could tell. “Forget wearing off. You two have to help me fix this!”

      Winnie, without missing a beat, glanced at Aldo and asked, “What do you think, cat? Got any… bright ideas?”
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      The grassy, rolling hills and white picket fence made it the perfect location for a moonlit picnic on a summer night. Had I known this was our destination, especially this late in the fall, I’d have opted for dark denim and a warm woolen sweater.

      Even the black sweater dress I’d originally set aside for our date would have been more appropriate than what I had on. But the long sleeve, floor-length dress had been part of my desperate, last-ditch attempt to tone down the lingering shine from the potion I’d made.

      I shuddered as I noticed the mud and dirt already encrusting the hem of my dress. I didn’t dare lift my skirts off the ground. They were hiding the even worse footwear choice that Raddix had foisted on me when he spotted the churned path through the field.

      “This wasn’t what I expected when you said you were arranging something special,” I muttered just loud enough for Raddix to hear me, my breath clouding the air.

      “Ha ha,” he spat back, casting me a glance over his shoulder. “This wasn’t my choice either. Could you come stand over here so I can get a better look?”

      I picked my way through the grass, watching carefully for any signs of the horses who normally grazed here. After a few steps, the meaning of Raddix’s request hit me. “Wait a minute. Are you using me as a flashlight?”

      At least he had the grace to look ashamed as he nodded his head. I couldn’t really blame him, though. Between the thick clouds and late hour, even us vampires and shifters were struggling to pick out the finer details of our surroundings. Although Aldo and Winnie had dulled the effect of my impromptu glow-up, I was still bright enough to light up the crime scene in front of us. Only having Raddix at my side had kept the people around us from commenting.

      The enclosed meadow was typical of Kentucky’s horse country. During the daylight hours, retired champion racers and their mares likely called this paddock home. Now, however, the only things moving were a handful of uniformed officers and their staff. A line of werewolves combed the field, no doubt searching for evidence. Closer to us, a flash of a camera briefly illuminated the stark figure lying face upward. From here, you could almost mistake it for a weary traveler, grabbing a brief nap in a quiet space.

      I didn’t need anyone to tell me the woman was dead. I could smell the lingering stench of her last moments. There was no heartbeat coming from her direction. Her blood no longer held any appeal for me.

      As a Special Agent with the Supernatural Bureau, Raddix had little choice in whether to answer the call. Anytime a supernatural died under suspicious circumstances, his office would get an alert. Since he happened to be in the area, the case had landed squarely in his lap.

      Raddix kneeled beside the body, his experienced eye cataloging the scene. As he scanned the area, he motioned for the nearest investigator to give us an overview.

      The clerk, a grim-faced bear of a woman, passed Raddix a pair of surgical gloves and launched into an emotionless explanation. “Tabitha Clark, witch, age twenty, dead for two to three hours, at best guess. This cold air is not helping me narrow any further.”

      “You already identified her?” Raddix asked.

      “Officer who found the body recognized her. Gave her name when he called it in. We’ve held off notifying her next of kin, though.”

      Raddix straightened up and surveyed the sprawling landscape. His gaze lingered on the hint of brightness coming from the valley on the horizon. “You ever been here, Morticia?”

      I wrinkled my forehead. “Here, as in a random field in the middle of nowhere, Kentucky? No, definitely not.”

      Raddix shook his head as he chuckled over my sarcastic remark. “I meant the town over there. Forks, Kentucky.”

      At the town’s name, an image immediately sprang into my mind. “Please tell me it had that name before that horrible movie about the glittery vampires came out.”

      “I’d think a shiny vampire movie would be pretty popular with you right now,” Raddix quipped without missing a beat. As I spluttered, he continued, “The town was inspired by the book series. It’s a little over a decade old, purpose-built as an experiment to see if representatives from all supernatural groups can live together peacefully.”

      Witches and most shifters often lived side-by-side, but vampires tended to keep to themselves. I couldn’t imagine which bloodsuckers would sign up for an experiment of this nature, nor what they would hope to get out of it. We’d survived for centuries in our own little worlds. What was to be gained from forced togetherness?

      I glanced at livid bruises on the neck of the young witch and wondered if this was the answer. The sight of her made me feel something weird in my stomach. Was that an actual emotion? I wanted to write off my discomfort as being caused by the borrowed mud boots on my feet, or remnants of my potion-making. Yet, the sight of the witch’s long black hair and pale white face hit a little too close to home.

      Raddix seemed similarly impacted. He squatted back down, and with a gloved hand, closed the witch’s unseeing eyes. His whispered promise was barely loud enough for me to hear, even with my superior hearing.

      “We’ll find who did this to you. I promise.”

      His face was a mask when he asked the crime scene technician to point us toward the cop who’d discovered the body.

      “Officer Walsh,” she answered. “He’s the red-haired fox shifter standing by the police car.”

      We left the technician to continue gathering clues and logging the evidence. As we walked away, I asked Raddix if he
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