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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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      A witch who guards her heart. A warlock whose feelings cause destruction. A curse only true love can break.

      After losing her beloved aunt, Ivy Cross is content running her magical herb shop alone—until devastatingly handsome Rafe Thorn crashes through her door in a shower of magical chaos.

      Rafe's family curse causes his romantic feelings to trigger destructive magical outbursts. As his power spirals out of control, he's desperate for Ivy's help before he levels the entire town.

      As they work to unravel the truth behind the 300-year-old curse, their magical connection grows impossible to ignore. But breaking the curse might require the one thing they're both afraid to offer—genuine love.

      With time running out and mysterious forces working against them, Ivy must decide: is protecting her heart worth sacrificing their chance at breaking the curse forever?

      Perfect for fans who enjoy an enchanting romantic comedy that weaves together magic, mystery, and the courage to love again.
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      Sunlight filtered through the dusty windows of Witchful Thinking, casting golden rays across rows of glass jars. Ivy traced her fingers along the worn wooden shelves, pausing at a bottle of dried lavender. The purple buds sparkled with morning derw she'd collected at dawn, each drop holding the promise of peaceful sleep.

      A copper pot bubbled in the corner, releasing wisps of chamomile steam that danced through shafts of light. The familiar scent transported her to summer afternoons in this same shop, watching Aunt Tilly stir her famous calming draught.

      "The key is intention, little sprout," Tilly's voice echoed in her memory. "Any witch can mix herbs, but true healing comes from here." She'd tap her chest, right above her heart.

      Ivy's hand clutched the silver pendant at her throat – Tilly's last gift. The metal felt cool against her skin, grounding her in the present moment.

      She plucked a sprig of rosemary from a clay pot on the windowsill, its sharp fragrance cutting through the sweet air. The plant had grown wild and untamed, much like Ivy herself. She trimmed its branches with silver shears, each snip precise and purposeful.

      "You can't do everything alone," Tilly had said once, watching Ivy struggle with an oversized mortar and pestle. "Magic thrives on connection – with the earth, with others."

      "I manage just fine," Ivy muttered to the empty shop, arranging the rosemary sprigs in a neat bundle. The herbs didn't argue back, didn't make demands, didn't leave. They simply were, offering their gifts freely without expectation.

      A wind chime tinkled by the door – crystals and copper tubes Tilly had hung years ago. The sound scattered Ivy's thoughts like leaves in autumn. She straightened her spine and squared her shoulders, pushing the memories aside. The morning's potions wouldn't brew themselves.

      She reached for a jar of dried moonflowers, their silvery petals catching the light. Work was safer than remembering. Easier than wondering if Tilly had been right about needing others.

      Ivy tied off the rosemary bundle with twine, her fingers working from muscle memory. The shop bell jangled, startling her from her reverie. She looked up, expecting Mrs. Finch for her weekly arthritis tincture.

      Instead, a gangly teenager with electric blue hair stood awkwardly by the doorway, fidgeting with the zipper of her oversized hoodie.

      "We're open," Ivy said, setting aside her herbs. "Can I help you find something?"

      The girl approached the counter, eyes darting around the shelves. "My mom said you might have something for... um... confidence? I've got this debate competition tomorrow and I'm totally freaking out."

      Ivy studied the girl's face – flushed cheeks, dark circles under anxious eyes. She recognized that look. Tilly would have embraced her immediately, offered tea and sympathy along with a remedy.

      "Tiger's eye stone in your pocket might help," Ivy said instead, moving toward the crystal display. "Or I could mix you a focus elixir."

      "Is that like, actual magic?" The girl's voice dropped to a whisper.

      Ivy's lips quirked. "It's herbalism. Science with a little intuition thrown in."

      "My grandma says you're a witch." The girl leaned forward, eyes wide. "Like, a real one."

      "Your grandma talks too much." Ivy plucked a small amber bottle from beneath the counter. "Two drops under your tongue before you speak. It's chamomile, lemon balm, and a touch of ginger. Nothing more magical than plants doing what they've always done."

      The girl looked disappointed. "That's it?"

      Ivy hesitated, then reached for the girl's hand. She pressed a smooth stone into her palm – not tiger's eye, but a piece of rose quartz from Tilly's personal collection.

      "Hold this while you practice. My aunt always said..." Ivy swallowed hard. "She said that courage isn't about not feeling fear. It's about feeling it and speaking anyway."

      The girl's fingers closed around the stone. "Was your aunt a witch too?"

      Ivy glanced at the faded photograph behind the register – Tilly in her garden, arms outstretched to the sun, laughing.

      "The best kind," she whispered.
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        * * *

      

      Ivy handed the girl her purchase, watching as she bounced out the door with renewed confidence. The rose quartz had been an impulse—something Tilly would have done. Perhaps her aunt's influence was stronger than she cared to admit.

      The quiet settled back around her like a comfortable shawl. She returned to her herbs, measuring dried chamomile into small sachets. The methodical work soothed her, each movement precise and controlled. This was her domain, her sanctuary⁠—

      The shop door crashed open, bell jangling wildly as a tall figure stumbled in. Ivy's head snapped up, hands freezing mid-motion.

      "Please tell me you're open," the man gasped, leaning against the counter. "And that you can help with curses. Specifically, one that's about to make my life significantly more complicated in—" he glanced at an antique pocket watch "—approximately eight minutes."

      Ivy blinked, taking in his disheveled appearance. Tousled dark hair fell across intelligent hazel eyes. His expensive coat hung askew, one sleeve singed at the edges. Despite his obvious distress, a crooked smile played at his lips.

      "We close at six," she said, eyeing the clock. "You have twenty minutes."

      "Plenty of time for a miracle worker like yourself." He extended a hand across the counter. "Rafe Thorn, disaster in progress."

      Ivy ignored his hand. "What kind of curse?"

      "The family heirloom variety. Bad luck, specifically in matters of—" he cleared his throat "—the heart."

      "I don't do love potions."

      "Not asking for one. Well, not exactly." Rafe ran a hand through his hair, his aura pulsing with anxious energy. "More like a counter-curse that happens to involve... romantic elements."

      He leaned forward, accidentally brushing against a shelf of precariously balanced ingredient jars. His magical signature flared—wild, untamed power that set Ivy's protective wards humming.

      "Careful with the⁠—"

      Too late. The shelf tipped. Rafe lunged to catch it, knocking into her workstation. The cauldron teetered, then overturned with a spectacular splash. Lavender-scented liquid erupted in a fountain, dousing them both. Simultaneously, three different preservation spells shattered, sending powdered herbs swirling through the air like technicolor snow.

      "—wards," Ivy finished, spitting out a mouthful of glittering liquid.

      Rafe stood frozen in horror, dripping from head to toe in shimmering purple potion. A cloud of chamomile pollen settled in his hair, giving him the appearance of having aged fifty years in seconds.

      "I can fix this," he promised, reaching for his wand.

      "Don't!" Ivy lunged forward.

      His spell collided with the airborne ingredients, creating a small but impressive explosion. The blast knocked them both backward, leaving Rafe sprawled among toppled jars and scattered herbs, his face now sporting a magnificent pair of butterfly wings where his eyebrows should have been.

      A laugh escaped Ivy before she could stop it. She clapped a hand over her mouth, but her shoulders shook with the effort of containing her mirth.

      "I suppose I deserved that," Rafe said, plucking a sprig of rosemary from his ear with remarkable dignity. "Though I must say, your laughter is worth the embarrassment."

      Ivy swallowed her laughter, composing herself despite the chaos surrounding them. Her shop—her meticulously organized sanctuary—looked like a magical tornado had torn through it. Potion dripped from the ceiling in lavender rivulets, herbs clung to every surface, and the butterfly-eyebrowed man before her seemed completely unconcerned by the destruction.

      "Worth the embarrassment?" Ivy crossed her arms. "You've ruined three days' worth of work and violated at least seven magical safety protocols."

      Rafe attempted to brush himself off, only succeeding in smearing more glittering residue across his already ruined coat. "I admit my timing could be better."

      "Your timing is the least of your problems." Ivy grabbed a cloth from beneath the counter and began wiping purple splotches from her arms. "Those butterfly brows will last at least a week, by the way."

      He touched his forehead gingerly. "They match my eyes, at least."

      Despite herself, Ivy felt the corner of her mouth twitch upward. She quickly suppressed it. Aunt Tilly would have adored this man's audacity—which was precisely why Ivy needed to remain cautious. Her aunt's generous heart had led to countless magical mishaps and a revolving door of troubled souls seeking quick fixes.

      "So about this curse," Rafe continued, seemingly unperturbed by his new facial features fluttering gently with each word. "It's rather time-sensitive."

      "You mentioned that." Ivy picked up an overturned jar, salvaging what herbs remained uncontaminated. "Eight minutes, was it?"

      "Five now, actually." He glanced at his pocket watch again, grimacing. "Look, I understand I've made a terrible first impression, but I genuinely need help. The Thorn family curse has plagued my line for seven generations. Every romantic encounter ends in disaster—magical disaster."

      "And you thought barging into my shop and creating this—" Ivy gestured at the catastrophe around them "—would convince me you're worth helping?"

      Rafe's confident facade cracked slightly. For just a moment, Ivy glimpsed something vulnerable beneath his charm—something that reminded her of herself.

      "I didn't have anywhere else to go," he said quietly. "You're the best herbalist witch in three counties. Aunt Tilly's niece."

      Ivy froze. "You knew my aunt?"

      "Everyone knew Tilly." His expression softened. "She helped my mother once. Said if I ever found myself in real trouble, I should find you."
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        * * *

      

      Ivy stared at Rafe, a flicker of uncertainty passing through her. Aunt Tilly had never steered people wrong, but she'd also been notoriously soft-hearted. The mention of her aunt's name stirred something in Ivy—a mixture of grief and responsibility she hadn't fully reconciled.

      "My aunt was generous to a fault," Ivy said, measuring her words carefully. "She helped everyone, whether they deserved it or not."

      "I probably fall into the 'or not' category," Rafe admitted, attempting to help by gathering scattered herbs. His butterfly eyebrows fluttered with the movement, making it difficult for Ivy to maintain her stern expression.

      She sighed, relenting slightly. "Tell me about this curse. Specifically, not dramatically."

      Relief washed over Rafe's face. "The Thorn family curse activates whenever we begin to fall in love. My magic becomes unpredictable—catastrophic, even." He gestured to the destruction around them. "This? Child's play compared to what happens when I actually care about someone."

      "And you think a love potion will fix this?" Ivy raised an eyebrow.

      "A true love potion would break the curse. Family lore says it must be crafted by someone with pure intentions and given freely."

      Ivy snorted. "Love potions are charlatan tricks. They create infatuation, not love. You can't bottle genuine emotion."

      "Says the woman with shelves of bottled emotions," Rafe countered, pointing to her labeled jars of Liquid Courage and Bottled Calm.

      "Those are temporary mood enhancers, not fundamental personality changers." Ivy crossed her arms. "Besides, I work alone. Your problems aren't mine to solve."

      "You work alone by choice, not necessity." Rafe's voice softened. "I don't have that luxury."

      Something in his tone made Ivy pause. Behind his charm and bravado, she glimpsed genuine pain.

      "Last month, I accidentally turned my date's hair into live serpents when she kissed me goodnight," he continued. "Before that, I flooded an entire restaurant because someone held my hand. I haven't had a relationship last more than three dates in fifteen years."

      Rafe's shoulders slumped, butterfly eyebrows drooping pathetically. "I'm thirty-two and I've never been in love because I can't risk it. Do you know what that's like? To be afraid of the very thing most people take for granted?"

      Ivy looked away, uncomfortable with how his words resonated. She did know, though for different reasons. Her solitude was a fortress she'd built, brick by brick, after watching Aunt Tilly give everything of herself until nothing remained.
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        * * *

      

      Ivy watched Rafe pick up a jar of crushed lavender, his fingers surprisingly gentle for someone who'd just caused such chaos. Something about his predicament nagged at her professional curiosity. Family curses were rare, and genuine ones rarer still.

      "So this curse," she found herself asking despite her better judgment, "it's triggered specifically by romantic love? Not familial or platonic?"

      "Specifically romantic," Rafe confirmed, looking relieved at her interest. "My mother managed fine until she met my father. Then—boom—disaster after disaster. Same with my grandfather, and his father before him."

      Ivy's mind raced through possibilities. "And it manifests as magical surges? Not physical ailments or emotional changes?"

      "My emotions change plenty," Rafe said with a wry smile. "Hard to stay cheerful when you've flooded three apartments and accidentally turned your neighbor's cat purple."

      "The cat lived, I hope?"

      "Lived and thrived. Actually won some fancy cat show afterward. The neighbor still sends me Christmas cards."

      Despite herself, Ivy laughed. She moved to her bookshelf, fingertips trailing along ancient spines. "A generational curse this specific would need to be documented somewhere."

      "I've looked," Rafe said, following her. "Family grimoires, magical archives, even hired a supernatural investigator. Nothing concrete, just fragments and rumors."

      Ivy pulled down a weathered tome, its leather cover worn smooth by decades of handling. Aunt Tilly's handwriting filled the margins with notes and observations.

      "My aunt specialized in breaking curses, not creating love potions," she murmured, flipping pages. "She always said understanding the origin was half the battle."

      "And the other half?"

      "Having the courage to face it." Ivy glanced up, finding Rafe closer than expected. His hazel eyes held none of the practiced charm she'd seen earlier—just honest hope.

      She closed the book with a decisive snap. "I'm not making you a love potion."

      His face fell.

      "But," she continued, surprising herself, "I might be willing to help investigate your curse."

      "Really?" The genuine shock in his voice made her wonder how often people had turned him away.

      "Professional curiosity," she clarified quickly. "Nothing more."

      "Of course," Rafe agreed, though his smile suggested he didn't believe her for a second.

      Ivy turned away, already second-guessing herself. Her carefully ordered life didn't have room for cursed warlocks with butterfly eyebrows and sad stories. And yet...
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      Ivy swept shattered glass into a dustpan, her organized morning now in shambles. Not only had she agreed to help a cursed warlock—against her better judgment—but her shop looked like a botanical bomb had detonated. Purple liquid dripped from the ceiling, forming tiny puddles that smelled disturbingly like cotton candy.

      "This is why I work alone," she muttered, nudging a fallen jar with her foot. "No distractions, no explosions, no..."

      The bell above the door jingled, and Ivy closed her eyes, silently counting to three before turning around.

      "Darling! I smelled disaster from three blocks away and simply had to investigate." Fabio swept into the shop like he owned it, his auburn hair gleaming in the afternoon light. He wore an emerald silk shirt that matched his eyes—eyes that immediately zeroed in on Rafe. "Well, well. What have we here?"

      Ivy sighed. "Fabio, this is Rafe Thorn. Rafe, this is Fabio, my⁠—"

      "Father-figure, advisor, and culinary genius," Fabio finished, circling Rafe with predatory interest. "Though clearly not the source of today's catastrophe. That has your magical signature all over it, doesn't it?" He sniffed delicately. "Unstable charm work with a hint of... family curse? How delightfully messy."

      Rafe straightened his shoulders, offering his most winning smile. "It's an honor to meet Ivy's father-figure. She's been incredibly helpful already."

      "Has she now?" Fabio's eyebrow arched dangerously. "My psuedo-daughter doesn't typically assist walking magical disasters. Her last project was a perfectly stable protection spell for Mrs. Knickerboker's prize-winning roses."

      "Which you then trampled while chasing after the mailman," Ivy reminded him.

      "I was in cat form, darling. Instincts." Fabio waved dismissively before poking at a sticky purple patch on the counter. "And here I thought today couldn't get any more disastrous after the town council rejected my proposal for Sharknado 2: The Music Revival."

      Rafe perked up. "I loved the third movie in that franchise."

      "Did you now?" Fabio's tone remained skeptical, but Ivy noticed his posture soften slightly. "A man of questionable taste in both cinema and magical control. Fascinating combination."

      "I prefer to think of it as being open to unexpected possibilities," Rafe replied smoothly.

      Fabio snorted. "Is that what we're calling magical accidents these days? In my time, we simply blew shit up and let the chips fall where they may. But hey, I was a rebel back then. Hell, I'm still a rebel. Who am I kidding? Baba Yaga can't get enough of this stud muffin. I'm like a beast in the bedroom if I do say so myself. And, I do."
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        * * *

      

      The room's energy shifted before anyone could speak. A vibrant purple haze seeped through the floorboards, coiling around table legs and climbing the walls like sentient vines. Ivy's heart sank.

      "Oh no," she muttered, frantically waving her hands through the thickening smoke. "Not now."

      Fabio's hair stood on end. His head snapping left and right looking for his beloved as his body tingled with anticipation. "Incoming!"

      The smoke condensed into a swirling vortex, sparkling with electric flashes that popped and crackled. The scent of ozone and expensive perfume filled the air as the purple cloud parted dramatically.

      Baba Yaga stepped through the magical tear, her entrance timed perfectly to the beat of invisible drums. Her flowing blonde hair defied gravity, floating around her head like a golden halo. She wore a neon windbreaker with shoulder pads that could double as aircraft carriers, paired with acid-washed jeans and bedazzled leg warmers.

      "Darlings!" Her voice rang like crystal breaking. "What's this little disaster I sense?"

      Ivy groaned. "Baba Yaga, we talked about using the door."

      "Doors are for mortals and tax collectors." Baba Yaga's perfectly manicured fingers—each nail painted a different shade of purple—fluttered dismissively. Her gaze swept the room before landing on Rafe with laser-like intensity. "Well, well. A Thorn in my Ivy's garden."

      Rafe's cocky smile faltered. Standing before the most powerful witch in the world had that effect.

      Baba Yaga circled him, her eyes narrowing. "I knew your grandfather, boy. Quite the heartbreaker." She sniffed the air around him. "You reek of curse magic. Old curse magic."

      "That's why I'm here," Rafe managed, attempting to regain his composure. "I need⁠—"

      "A love potion?" Baba Yaga threw back her head and laughed, the sound like wind chimes in a hurricane. "Oh honey, if curses could be broken by something so simple, I'd be out of a job."

      She turned to Ivy, her expression softening slightly. "This one's trouble, sweetpea. The kind that follows Thorns like shadows." Her finger jabbed toward Rafe. "His family's magic is tangled with ancient promises. Promises with teeth."

      Fabio snorted from his perch. "I told you he smelled wrong."

      "Nobody asked you, smartass," Rafe muttered.

      Baba Yaga clapped her hands, sending tiny purple sparks flying. "Isn't this delicious? My little Ivy, finally getting her hands dirty with real magic instead of those adorable little plant spells."

      Ivy's cheeks burned as Baba Yaga circled her shop like a predatory cat, trailing her fingers across potion bottles and leaving sparkling purple residue in her wake. The most powerful witch in the world had a way of making any space feel simultaneously too small and infinitely vast.

      "I'm not getting my hands dirty with anything," Ivy insisted, straightening her shoulders. "I was just about to show Mr. Thorn the door."

      Baba Yaga's perfectly sculpted eyebrow arched. "Were you now? That's not what the energy in this room tells me." She plucked a half-crushed herb from Rafe's shoulder and sniffed it. "Mmm, heartease and feverfew. Interesting combination for someone who claims to be showing a man the door."

      Rafe cleared his throat. "If I could just⁠—"

      "Hush, pretty boy," Baba Yaga waved her hand, and Rafe's voice vanished mid-sentence. His mouth continued moving, eyes widening in alarm when no sound emerged. "The adults are talking."

      Fabio moved gracefully from his perch to rub against Baba Yaga's leg warmers, purring loudly. "Carol, darling, you look ravishing. Is that a new hairspray? The structural integrity is magnificent."

      "Fabio, you silver-tongued devil." Baba Yaga pulled him into an embrace and smashed their lips together.

      Ivy watched in horror as the most powerful witch in the world and Fabio collided in what could only be described as a magical catastrophe of affection. Their lips didn't so much meet as crash, teeth clacking audibly in the quiet shop. Baba Yaga's hands clutched at Fabio's auburn hair, sending several strands standing straight up with static electricity from her magical aura.

      Fabio's eyes bulged in surprise before closing in surrender. His arms flailed momentarily, knocking over a small jar of dried beetles, before wrapping around Baba Yaga's neon-clad form.

      The kiss deepened with alarming enthusiasm. Baba Yaga tilted her head at an impossible angle, her tongue darting out like a snake testing the air before diving into Fabio's mouth with the precision of a heat-seeking missile. Their tongues wrestled visibly, pushing their cheeks out in alternating bulges that made them look like hamsters exchanging food.

      Wet, slurping sounds filled the apothecary. Rafe, still magically silenced, caught Ivy's eye with a look of stunned disbelief. He pointed frantically at the amorous couple, mouthing what appeared to be "What the actual⁠—"

      Ivy couldn't look away from the spectacle. Baba Yaga's blonde hair had begun to wrap around both their heads like a sentient cocoon, while small purple sparks leapt from their joined mouths with each passionate movement. A trail of saliva connected their chins, glittering with magical residue.

      Fabio moaned dramatically, dipping Baba Yaga backward with theatrical flair. His foot kicked out, sending a row of potion bottles wobbling dangerously on their shelf. His hand slid down to grab Baba Yaga's buttocks with such enthusiasm that the motion lifted her slightly off the ground.

      Ivy stood frozen, unable to tear her eyes away from the spectacle before her. The kiss continued with alarming intensity, Baba Yaga's leg now hitched around Fabio's waist like a climbing vine seeking purchase. The purple sparks had intensified, creating a small electrical storm around their joined bodies that made Ivy's hair stand on end.

      A jar of dried mandrake root toppled from the highest shelf, crashing to the floor with a sound that didn't even cause the amorous couple to flinch. Ivy's mouth opened and closed wordlessly, her brain struggling to process the horror unfolding in her once-peaceful shop.

      She glanced at Rafe, whose eyes had grown to the size of saucers. He gestured frantically at the couple, then made a slicing motion across his throat, silently begging her to make it stop. His magical silence left him helplessly mouthing what appeared to be increasingly creative profanities.

      Finally, after what felt like an eternity, Fabio and Baba Yaga broke apart with an audible pop. A small thunderclap followed, rattling the remaining bottles on Ivy's shelves.

      "Mmm," Fabio purred, running a hand through his now electrically-charged hair. "Carol, you taste like power and poor fashion choices." He straightened his rumpled shirt with a flourish. "We're still on
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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
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5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
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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