
  
    
      RISE: ONE CURSE AFTER ANOTHER

      MAGIC & MAYHEM UNIVERSE

      
        THE CURSE BREAKER SERIES

        BOOK 1

      

    

    
      
        CHERIE MARKS

      

    

  


  
    
      Copyright © 2026 by Cherie Marks

      All rights reserved.

      No part of this book may be reproduced in any form or by any electronic or mechanical means, including information storage and retrieval systems, without written permission from the author, except for the use of brief quotations in a book review.

      This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places, and incidents either are the product of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, businesses, companies, events, or locales is coincidental.

      This book contains content that may not be suitable for young readers 17 and under.

      The Author of this Book has been granted permission by Robyn Peterman to use the copyrighted characters and/or worlds created by Robyn Peterman in this book. All copyright protection to the original characters and/or worlds of the Magic and Mayhem series is retained by Robyn Peterman.

    

  


  
    
      For my Family. Everything I do is for you. You are so worth it!

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CONTENTS

          

        

      

    

    
    
      
        Foreword

      

    

    
      
        Chapter 1

      

      
        Chapter 2

      

      
        Chapter 3

      

      
        Chapter 4

      

      
        Chapter 5

      

      
        Chapter 6

      

      
        Chapter 7

      

      
        Chapter 8

      

      
        Chapter 9

      

      
        Chapter 10

      

      
        Chapter 11

      

      
        Chapter 12

      

      
        Chapter 13

      

      
        Chapter 14

      

      
        Chapter 15

      

      
        Chapter 16

      

      
        Chapter 17

      

      
        Chapter 18

      

      
        Chapter 19

      

      
        Chapter 20

      

      
        Chapter 21

      

      
        Chapter 22

      

      
        Chapter 23

      

    

    
      
        About the Author

      

      
        Also by Cherie Marks

      

    

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FOREWORD

          

        

      

    

    
      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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      One of the first rules one learns about portal walking was to be ready for shit to go wrong the moment you stepped onto the other side. Of course, Liverity Strongwill might have been excused for her lapse in judgment this one time, considering she was leaving behind the younger brother she barely knew without a plan B or C or XYZ. They were all well and royally screwed, but that did not change the fact that she should have anticipated an attack.

      Liv stepped through first, breathing in the slightly sulfur-ish, smoke-laden air of her homeland, and Valentina, her sister, followed closely behind. One of the witches who raised them had created the hidden portal days ago, explaining what they had to do, and now, the limited amount of time for it to remain open had created an urgency, considering, at that very moment, the portal’s closure was imminent. So, perhaps, that was the reason she hadn’t stepped through with her arrow notched and bowstring lightly resting between her fingers. It wasn’t until both she and Val were back on the rough, rocky ground of Umbraland and the portal was just fading to a shimmering, barely visible spiral that she sensed the tension of another’s presence. Her gaze swept the reddish-brown landscape, but despite her intuition, not a single being was visible.

      In an instant, Liv pulled an arrow from her quiver and readied for an attack. Val did the same beside her.

      “What is it, Liv?”

      “Nothing for certain. I feel someone near, but I don’t see anyone.”

      Val relaxed her weapon slightly. “Is it possible that the portal crossing has messed with your perception?”

      Liv trusted her instinct more than her own tangible senses, but maybe Val was right. Perhaps, the crossing had thrown her off a little. She softened her grip on her weapon also.

      “I suppose you might be on to something. I’m sure I’m probably just a little jangled from the changeover. The atmosphere of Umbraland does take some getting used to.”

      With only a slight hesitancy, Liv placed her arrow back into the quiver and settled her bow in her back holster once more as Val did the same. She still couldn’t shake the feeling that they were being watched, but if she couldn’t see the threat, then she would just have to wait until one appeared. Wait vigilantly.

      “Let’s make camp here. We can’t leave until the portal is completely shut, so I’ll start a fire behind those rocks.” Val pointed to a small rocky outcropping just a few feet away from them.

      Liv nodded but sitting around and waiting for things to happen wasn’t one of her strengths. They were in serious trouble without any way out, and their only option just told them he had to stay behind. She couldn’t help but speak her thoughts aloud, “We’re well and truly fucked! I can’t believe Tavorius said no. What are we going to do now, Val?”

      Val paused in her task of collecting the few twigs that littered the ground. Umbraland wasn’t a fruitful kind of place. Vegetation and trees were few and far between, but as always, they would make a bad situation work to their advantage the best they possibly could.

      “You know, Liv, I don’t have the energy to think right now. Tay had his reasons for staying.” One reason, in particular. A female named Niya Dartan, who had won his heart and needed him to save the people they were sworn to protect. She couldn’t fault him for choosing the option that felt right to him.

      “Yes. I get that. But, without him, we’re as good as dead. We might as well just go lay our necks on the chopping blocks ourselves. It’s inevitable now.”

      Liv could feel Val rolling her eyes even as her sister turned and continued to gather small pieces of wood scattered here and there. “Dramatic, much?”

      “No, Val. I don’t think you’re taking this seriously enough. We don’t have the third sibling of our three. Without Tay, there’s no reason to even go on. What chance do we have?”

      Val stopped once more, turning to face Liv fully. “What do you want me to say, Liv? It’s time to give up? Really? That doesn’t sound like you. Where’s my hard-headed sister who pushed us to this point?” She shook her head. “You were the one who came up with the idea of finding him. I didn’t even think we would make it that far. Yet, we did find him. That was thanks to you.”

      “So what? We found him, but he refused to help us.”

      “Can you blame him? He was abandoned, and even when we could have gone to him, we chose not to. He grew up believing he was unwanted. Would you want to follow two strangers claiming to be your sisters who left you for so long without answers?” Val shook her head one last time and continued toward the other side of the rocks.

      “Then, we’ll just have to find the curse breaker on our own and hope we have enough power between the two of us to destroy the truly evil being that is our father.”

      Val called over her shoulder, “Like I said, I don’t have the energy to think about the next step, Liv. Let’s get a fire started. Then, we can try to save our asses.”

      Liv looked down and dug the toe of her right foot into the ground. She blew out a frustrated breath. Of course, Val was right. Their brother, Tavorius, hadn’t even been a few hours old before he’d been spirited to another dimension. It had been for his safety—for all their safety. That day had changed the sisters’ lives as well. Up until the birth of their brother, they had been their father’s constant focus, rarely out of his sight. On that day, though, they had also been hidden away.

      At the age of six, everything had changed for the twin girls. With the help of a coven of witches, they had to learn to fight and fend for themselves. And, as they had grown older, they learned the truth about their father, and why the birth of a son had put all their lives in jeopardy.

      Liv swiveled around to check on the progress of the closing of the portal. It was still there, just a small swirl in the air. If only they had convinced Tay to come to Umbraland with them. The prophecy called for three siblings. Together, they had a chance to defeat their father.

      There! Liv stepped toward the portal. She had seen a flash of movement on the other side. What if Tay had decided to help them after all?

      “Val! Come here!”

      She glanced back at her sister and watched as Val stomped around the edge of a large boulder and threw her hands up in frustration.

      “The portal! Someone is coming through the portal!”

      Liv pointed weakly toward the swirling mist hanging in the air just as all hell broke loose. She caught a glimpse out of the corner of her eye of a horse and rider coming straight at her. He appeared seemingly out of nowhere on the same side of the portal as she, grabbed the back of her leather weapon’s vest, and hoisted her onto the horse in front of him.

      In complete shock, Liv didn’t move at first, but at the sound of Val’s panicked voice shouting her name, she began to fight. As she managed to struggle in earnest, she felt a strong blow to the back of her head and the world went black.
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      When she awoke, she knew two things. Her hands and feet were bound by magically reinforced bonds, and she wasn’t alone. She was positioned upright, against a log, possibly in the Howling Forest. With concentration, she stared at the inky blackness surrounding her but couldn’t make out any form or figure.

      “That was too easy. I expected much more of a battle with the mighty Liverity Strongwill, the wielder of the quickest and deadliest arrows and the evilest of curses in all of Hedonista.”

      Hedonista? She hadn’t been in Hedonista since she was six years old. It had been her home in Umbraland before being taken from all she’d ever known.

      Liv craned her neck and searched the area for the source of the voice, but she couldn’t see another living being. Only darkness surrounded her, leaving nothing visible. She couldn’t even hear movement. Her senses were completely numb, and her heart rate began to pick up speed in reaction. What was going on? Where was she? And who had spoken?

      She swallowed a few times and began to pull in deep breaths through her nose, blowing them out through her mouth. After a few calming moments, she managed to ask, “Did my father send you?”

      A tense pause followed by a humorless laugh was his response, but she sensed him moving. He was close. Even though she couldn’t see him, she knew he was within feet of her.

      “Whatever he promised you, he lied. I can assure you of that. Let me go, walk away, and we’ll both live to see tomorrow.”

      “You must take me for the biggest fool in all of Umbraland if you think I would trust any assurances or pretty promises that come out of your mouth.”

      “I don’t take you for anything. I don’t even know you. There’s nothing that says we can’t keep it that way.”

      Suddenly, like an apparition taking form, he pulled a blindfold from her eyes, and the owner of the voice was revealed, crouched in front of her, his knuckles white around the handles of twin knife blades.

      “I can think of a couple reasons.”

      The air escaped Liv’s lungs as she took in the image of the male in front of her.

      His ice-blue eyes stared straight into her, as if he could see all the way to her soul. With a father so evil as hers, she wondered what he’d find there. She was slightly curious if he would find good or evil inside of her, but she was too distracted by the rest of him to think about that for long.

      The rest of his features were just as striking, with an angular jaw, dimpled chin, and chiseled cheekbones. His nose was long and straight, flaring slightly at the tip. The only mark that marred his pure handsome features was a ragged scar that traced the left side of his face, slicing over his eyelid and up into his thick, night-black hair. His was the most attractive face she’d ever seen, and his scar only drew her to him more.

      Ever since she could remember, she’d been drawn to the contrast of perfection and imperfection. A strange artistic sensibility that few others could understand was the hallmark of everything that attracted her gaze. It was possibly why she’d tried to rescue every disabled creature from birds to dogs to anything else that would let her close.

      Yet, the power exuding from his muscular figure spoke volumes of his lack of weakness. He didn’t need her help. He seemed more likely to want her blood. But why? Was it personal? Or was she just in the wrong place at the wrong time? It seemed imperative to find out.

      “Tell me, stranger, what do you hope to accomplish by kidnapping me?”

      He slowly sheathed one of his knives and sneered in her direction. “Hope? I lost all hope years ago. Now, the only thing driving me is revenge.”

      The fury in his gravelly voice burned over her with his every word. Every bit of his anger was directed at her, and she stared harder at him, wracking her brain to try to recognize the stranger. Had she wronged him in some way? She’d lived a hard life for all of her twenty-eight years, and it was possible she had done something to harm him or someone he loved. She never would have done it intentionally, but she often had to steal her bread or take mercenary work, never questioning the mission for which she would be paid. Yet, she had tried to choose carefully, not wanting to cause any undue harm.

      “If I have unintentionally offended you in some way…let me say, I was just trying to survive, same as you.”

      “Survive?” The blast of rage that erupted from him swept over her like a fiery wind. “You were trying to survive…the same…as me?” He stood up and began to pace in front of her.

      “You have no idea what it took for me to survive. You…you don’t have the right to speak to me about survival, princess.”

      Princess? Who did he think she was? He clearly had the wrong idea about her. Yet, he had used her name. Did he…did he not know that…she was estranged from her father and all he represented? She had been for so many years now, she just assumed everyone knew the truth.

      “Look, I don’t want to be the one to take away your bluster, but if you think I ever actually lived the life of a princess of Hedonista, you might need to get your facts straight, my man.”

      For a moment, he stopped pacing and stared at her as he seemed to consider what she said. “Be that as it may, you are going to be my way inside. You will be my means to the revenge I seek. You are a Strongwill, and you will help me make Grawl Strongwill pay for ruining my life.”

      Suddenly, his words sunk in. Her father hadn’t sent this beautiful, insane man to kill her. Her father was his target, and she was merely the means to his ends.

      The problem with his plan was simply that her father would kill her and anyone with her on sight. Did he understand that they wouldn’t live long enough to be allowed within hundreds of feet of her father? If he thought her father would let him close enough to exact his revenge, he really didn’t know her father.

      Maybe she could convince him to join Val and her so that they could find the curse breaker and finally end her father’s despotic reign over the parched land. Yet, she’d have to tread carefully. He hadn’t exactly been open to anything she’d had to say so far.

      “Though I don’t believe you should devote your whole life to revenge, I don’t doubt your reasoning for why you have. No doubt, I am certain with everything in me that whatever Grawl has done to you, he should pay, and pay with his life, for it.” She pulled a deep breath into her lungs and said, “My sister and I would help you make him pay.”

      His hard bark of laughter held no humor as he said through gritted teeth, “Even if I had to crawl across shards of broken glass and blazing fiery coals and I only had one breath left in my lungs, you wouldn’t even be the last person I’d ask for help because I would never rely on you or any words that come from your lying mouth.” His gaze dropped to her mouth at that moment, and he seemed to contemplate her lips for a second before lifting his hands to cover the bottom of her face with a piece of cloth, tying it at the back of her head, and cutting off any protests she might have had.

      “We have much terrain to cross, and I have zero patience remaining, so if you know what’s good for you, don’t give me any trouble. I won’t be as understanding as I’ve been thus far.”

      Even through the makeshift gag with every one of her curse words muffled, Liv was able to get her meaning across if his low chuckle were any indication.

      “Finally, some fire. If we weren’t on such a tight schedule, I might like to spar with the legendary Liverity Strongwill, but I have plans that won’t wait, and I’m sure your father will be thrilled to have his favorite princess back safe and sound.”

      His hardened gaze never left hers as he lifted his fingers to his mouth and gave a piercing whistle. His horse galloped into the small opening and stopped to
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