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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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      This was supposed to be the most magical Christmas ever at Ho, Ho, Ho Academy. But everything changed when Santa vanished and an ancient evil consumed Jack, threatening to extinguish his light forever. Now it's up to me, Gracie, and my friends to unravel this dark mystery and save Christmas before it's too late.

      

      When my Soul Scrying reveals Jack trapped in the terrifying Netherworld, I know I have to save him. With cryptic clues pointing to a hidden Temple of Shadows, I lead my friends on a daring rescue mission into the dark realm. Surviving the perilous journey is just the beginning of our challenges.

      

      Within the living fortress, we find only deceit and corrupted creatures hungry to destroy us. Each step plunges us deeper into mortal danger, even as hope of saving Jack and Christmas itself begins to fade. Our only chance lies in deciphering ominous warnings to unlock the Sun Scepter's power.

      

      But the ancient evil has already sunk its claws into Jack, threatening to consume him. To have any hope of reaching him, I'll have to summon every bit of courage, wisdom and power within me - and accept the possibility of paying the ultimate price.

      

      In the end, saving Christmas may come down to how far I'm willing to go to protect those I love. With enchantment and excitement around every turn, this thrilling adventure captures the true spirit of the holiday season. The question is, can my friends and I triumph against impossible odds to bring light back to this darkness? Or will the looming shadows rise to smother Christmas forever?
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          RIDDLES IN THE SHADOWS

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Gracie

        Six Months Later

      

      

      
      The dimly lit hallways of Ho, Ho, Ho Academy are usually brimming with festive cheer, but not today. Hushed whispers fill the air as students and faculty alike try to make sense of the sudden, shocking events. I stand alone by a frost-covered window, my usually bright eyes clouded with worry. My reflection reveals the internal turmoil I'm grappling with – Jack's transformation and the eerie void left behind by Santa's disappearance.

      A shiver runs down my spine as I recall the moment evil consumed Jack. His once vibrant blue eyes turned an icy, soulless white, and dark veins spread across his pale skin like cracks in a frozen lake. The air around him grew frigid, and I could see my breath forming small clouds with each panicked exhale. Jack's handsome features twisted into a malevolent sneer, a cruel mockery of the man I once knew and loved.

      Terror gripped my heart as I watched him unleash a maelstrom of dark magic, the force of which sent me stumbling backward. When the chaos subsided and the dust settled, a new horror dawned on me – Santa was gone. Vanished without a trace. The realization hit me like a punch to the gut, leaving me breathless and disoriented.

      
      Flashback to last Christmas

      As I stand here now, my mind drifts back to last Christmas, a time that feels like a lifetime ago. The academy was alive with the spirit of the season, and Jack and I were inseparable. We spent our days practicing new spells, creating intricate ice sculptures, and sneaking off to steal kisses under the mistletoe. The future seemed bright and full of promise, our love a shining beacon in the winter wonderland that surrounded us.

      I close my eyes, allowing the memories to wash over me like a gentle snowfall. The scene shifts, and I find myself standing by a frozen lake, the night sky above twinkling with countless stars. Jack is there, his icy blue eyes glinting with mischief as he takes my hand and leads me onto the ice.

      We glide across the smooth surface, our laughter echoing through the crisp winter air. Jack's movements are fluid and graceful, his lean body moving in perfect harmony with mine. As we twirl and spin, he pulls me close, his strong arms wrapping around my waist.

      "Watch this," he whispers, his breath warm against my ear.

      With a flick of his wrist, Jack summons a flurry of snowflakes that dance around us, catching the light of the candles he's placed along the shore. The effect is breathtaking – a shimmering, ethereal glow that bathes the lake in a soft, romantic ambiance.

      "Jack, this is incredible!" I exclaim, my eyes wide with wonder. "How did you do that?"

      Jack chuckles, his icy blue eyes sparkling with amusement. "Magic, of course. But don't tell anyone – it's our little secret."

      I raise an eyebrow, a playful smirk tugging at the corners of my lips. "Oh, so you're trusting me with your secrets now? I'm honored."

      "Well, you are my favorite witch," he teases, pulling me closer. "Besides, who else would appreciate my talents as much as you do?"

      I laugh, shaking my head. "You're so full of yourself, Jack Snow. But I have to admit, this is pretty impressive."

      "Pretty impressive?" he scoffs, feigning offense. "I think you mean absolutely stunning, just like the woman in my arms."

      I feel my cheeks flush at his words, and I'm suddenly grateful for the soft, shimmering light that hides my blush. "Smooth talker," I mutter, but I can't hide the smile that spreads across my face.

      "You love it," he grins, and before I can come up with a witty retort, he's spinning me around again, the snowflakes swirling in our wake.

      We skate for hours, lost in each other's embrace, until the candles burn low and the night grows cold. Jack guides me to a secluded spot on the shore, where a cozy picnic blanket awaits, laden with steaming mugs of hot cocoa and plates of gingerbread cookies.

      As we sit huddled together, Jack's arm draped around my shoulders, I can't help but marvel at the magic of the moment. The way the candlelight flickers across his angular features, the way his eyes soften when he looks at me – it's all so perfect, so utterly enchanting.

      
      Back to the present

      The sound of footsteps in the hallway jolts me out of my reverie, and I blink, the memories of that magical night fading like a dream. Now, everything has changed. The once comforting halls of the academy feel foreign and threatening, and the absence of Santa's jolly presence weighs heavily on us all. I can't help but wonder how things could have gone so wrong so quickly, how the man I loved could have fallen so far into darkness. The present is cold and harsh, and I feel a pang of longing for the warmth and comfort of Jack's embrace.

      "Come on, Gracie," I whisper to myself, taking a deep breath. "You've got to try. If the roles were reversed, Jack would stop at nothing to rescue you."

      I find a quiet corner, away from the prying eyes of others, and attempt to tap into my unique Soul Scrying power. It's risky, but I have to try to connect with Jack. He needs me now more than ever, and I owe it to him - and to myself - to at least try. As I close my eyes and reach out with my soul, a chilling wind sweeps through the room, sending shivers down my spine.

      "Jack, can you hear me?" I call out silently, feeling the darkness obstructing our connection like an impenetrable wall of ice.

      "Gracie…" His voice is faint and distant, barely audible through the formidable barrier between us. "I... I can barely hear you. The Shadows... they're everywhere.

      "You have to try, Gracie. Use your Soul Scrying. Find us. We need you."

      "Fight it, Jack. Fight the darkness. Don't let it consume you." I plead, my heart aching with the effort.

      "Gracie, are you okay?" Holli's voice startles me out of my trance. I open my eyes to see her approaching, concern etched across her beautiful face. She places a reassuring hand on my shoulder, green eyes locking onto mine with a fierce intensity.

      "Any luck?" she asks, biting her lower lip as she waits for my answer.

      "Only a little," I whisper, holding back tears, feeling the frustration well up inside me. "I can't break through the barrier. That darkness... it's too strong."

      Holli places a reassuring hand on my shoulder, our bond evident even without words. Our silent exchange speaks volumes, offering comfort amidst the chaos. Her touch brings a warmth that counteracts the chill in the air, reminding me that I'm not alone.

      "Listen, Gracie," Holli says softly, determination lacing her voice. "We'll find a way to break through that barrier. We always do. And we'll save Jack and Christmas, just like we've always done."

      "Thanks," I sniffle. "I just wish this were as easy as accidentally turning someone's hair green like that time in Potions class."

      "Hey," Holli grins, her wicked sense of humor shining through. "At least we got an A for creativity on that one."

      We share a small laugh, and for a moment, the weight on my shoulders feels lighter. But we both know that we're far from out of the woods yet. With Jack's life on the line, Santa missing, and Christmas hanging in the balance, we have no choice but to press on, even when it seems impossible.

      "Let's get back to the others," Holli suggests, squeezing my shoulder gently. "We'll figure this out."

      Nodding, I dry my tears and follow her lead. As we walk back toward our friends, I can't help but feel grateful for their unwavering support. We'll find a way to bring light back into this darkness - for Jack, for Santa, and for all the magical beings who call this world home.

      "Gracie! Holli!" Abbi's frantic voice echoes down the hallway as she races towards us, Cristof trailing behind her. "You need to see this! Come with us," she says, gesturing for us to follow her into a dimly lit room filled with magical artifacts. As we follow them, I can't help but feel that whatever lies ahead will only add to the chaos of our lives.

      When we enter the magical artifacts room, the air buzzes with energy, and I can feel the power hidden within each object. Cristof and Abbi are already there, their expressions somber but determined.

      "Headmistress Scroogess mentioned that Baba Yaga might have insights on our current predicament," Abbi shares, her voice tinged with hope. "With her vast knowledge, we might be able to find a way to save Jack and Christmas. She is the most powerful witch in the Universe."

      Cristof nods in agreement, his stoic demeanor betraying his own nerves. "It's worth a shot," he says quietly. "We need all the help we can get."

      Zelda, her petite frame belying her fiery spirit, clenches her fists at her sides. "As much as it pains me to say this aloud, I agree with Cristof and Abbi," she adds, "We don't have much time, and we need all the guidance we can get. Goddess, I never thought the day would come when I'd actively seek Baba Yaga's help. Is it not bad enough that she's boinking Daddy-O on a daily basis? Damn, I'll never live this down."

      "We could always blow her ass up after we get the information we need," Sassy suggests. "It should keep her silent for a couple of hours, which will give us plenty of time to escape before she can retaliate. Ooh! I just used a new French word in a sentence. Yippiee Ki-Yay, motherhumpers!!"

      Everyone rolls their eyes at Sassy's antics, but as the weight of the situation begins to settle heavily on our shoulders, a sudden crash cuts through the tense atmosphere. We whip around to find Zelda’s cat, Fat Bastard, having knocked over a vase while chasing his tail. The shards of the broken vase sparkle like ice against the dark, polished floor.

      "Fat Bastard!" Zelda scolds, her sassy personality shining through despite the gravity of our predicament. "You clumsy oaf! Now's not the time for shenanigans."

      The portly feline looks up at us with wide, innocent eyes, momentarily pausing his relentless pursuit of his own tail. I can't help but smile at the creature's antics, even as my heart aches with the knowledge of the challenges we face.

      "Sorrys. I's didn't means to disturb you's."

      I try to continue reading the book I have open, but once again I'm distracted by Dane attempting to restore order by grabbing Fat Bastard. Instead, he finds himself part of a chaotic chase sequence, with Boba Fett and Jango Fett joining the fray. Their fur bristles in excitement, paws skidding across the polished floor as they pursue their rotund companion.

      "Gotcha!" Dane exclaims, lunging for Fat Bastard. The portly cat evades his grasp, leaping onto a nearby shelf. Dane's momentum carries him forward, narrowly avoiding a collision with a cluster of antique ornaments.

      "Careful, Dane!" Holli warns, her voice laced with concern. She glances at me, her eyes seeking reassurance that I'm okay amid the commotion.

      "Trust me," I mouth silently, forcing a smile. "I've seen worse."

      The humorous climax of this feline fiasco unfolds as Boba Fett leaps after Fat Bastard, only to find himself hilariously tangled in a string of twinkling Christmas lights. The lights flicker in rhythm with his irritated purrs, casting a warm glow over the room.

      "Stupid cat," Cristof mutters, shaking his head in amusement. "Can't even make a simple leap."

      "Hey, at least he's trying," Abbi chimes in, her tone playful. "It's not every day you see a cat take on a challenge like that."

      As we watch the cats' antics, I can't help but feel a glimmer of hope stir within me. Despite the darkness encroaching on our world, we still find moments of laughter and levity.

      With a mischievous grin, I step forward, channeling the magic coursing through my veins. I raise my hands, feeling the energy humming in the air. My eyes lock onto Boba Fett, who dangles precariously from the tangled lights. With a flick of my wrist, I chant the words of an ancient levitation spell, calling forth a surge of power.

      
      "Twinkling lights and baubles bright,

      Release Boba Fett from his airborne plight.

      By the soft purr and cat's meow,

      Untangle him, here and now!

      Whiskers twitch, tail in sway,

      Let the ornaments fall away.

      Gently lower him to the ground,

      Safe and sound, unbound!"

      
      The room crackles with energy as Boba Fett rises into the air, his chubby form untangling from the jumbled twinkle lights and ornaments. The cat lets out a surprised meow as he floats weightlessly, his fur bristling with static electricity.

      I guide him gently back to the ground, settling him safely on his paws beside me. He looks up at me with wide, grateful eyes, before darting off to chase after Jango Fett.

      "Gotcha!" Dane exclaims again, lunging for Fat Bastard. In the process, he accidentally knocks a Santa hat off a nearby shelf, which lands perfectly atop his head. He looks up at us, surprise and amusement dancing in his eyes, before breaking into a grin.

      I can't help but chuckle at the sight of him, so determined and yet adorned with such a ridiculous accessory. The laughter is contagious, and soon our entire group finds ourselves sharing in the mirth, momentarily forgetting our troubles.

      "Oi, Dane, ye look quite dashing in that hat," Abbi teases, winking at him.

      "Really? I might just start wearing it all the time then," Dane replies, feigning seriousness as he strikes a heroic pose.

      "Please don't," Cristof interjects, rolling his eyes but unable to hide his smile. "We have enough to deal with without having to worry about your fashion choices."

      As we laugh together, I feel a warmth spread through me, chasing away the chill of fear and uncertainty.

      "Alright," I say, wiping away a tear of laughter, my voice firm with renewed tenacity. "Let's focus on finding Baba Yaga. We need answers, and we need them now."

      "Agreed," Abbi responds, her fiery passion shining through as she steps forward, the Santa hat still perched atop Dane's head like a beacon in the dimly lit room. "We must find the truth and set things right."

      Several hours pass and we're no closer to a solution. Frustrated and exhausted, we decide to take a break. Needing some fresh air, I walk toward the closed window and look outside at the winter wonderland. Through the window, I see my reflection and it's not pretty. My clouded eyes are filled with worry and apprehension. I can't help but wonder what hell Jack and Santa are going through. We have to
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