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About This Book:

	Bougie Treats was my dream—and is Assjacket’s favorite spot for peanut butter and jelly donuts and chocolate croissants.

	After an electrical storm damages my ovens, I’m left scrambling to keep the bakery running. I blame my reaction to the repair man on my earlier-than-normal mornings.

	Keeping my growing attraction to the good-looking visitor in check should be easy… except at every turn, the simple repair is delayed by unknown forces.

	How is a witch to protect her heart when fate keeps intervening?

	
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/

	 

	
Dedication

	Angie W., thank you for always having my back. There was no way I could have done Baker Down without you!

	
Chapter 1

	Pressing my hand to my cheek, my eyelids lowered like ten-pound weights had been strapped to them. I was utterly exhausted. The bell on the door dinged, and my heart raced as a gasp escaped my lips.

	“Long night?” Bear, a Shifter friend, called with an amused grin.

	Rubbing at my face, I growled with frustration. “A late-night orgy with two moose Shifters, a donkey Shifter, and my rolling pin will do that.”

	Bear’s eyes rounded as a strange noise rumbled in his chest. “Sorry?”

	“Nah, I’m not sorry. I had a blast. I think I’ll ask them to bring nipple clamps next time. Oh, do you know if they sell them in bulk? How many nipples do you suppose a moose or donkey has?”

	The large Shifter was transfixed on my bakery floor. His large eyes blinked slowly as he processed my words. Any other day, I’d have continued the charade. Messing with the sweet lug was too much fun, but I was exhausted.

	A mix between a sigh and a chuckle slipped from my lips as I rolled my eyes. “There are croissants in the case, but the donuts won’t be ready for another…” I paused and peered at my watch as I sniffed the air. “Never. They’ll never be ready.”

	The mention of food pulled him back from whatever dark alley I’d sent him to. “Hot damn, Cam, are you okay?” Bear asked when he got a look at my face.

	I imagined the words hot mess stamped on my forehead. “I’m beat.”

	Bear pressed his large hands on the counter between the cases and leaned in. “Did you really go to an orgy, or did you just pull an all-nighter?”

	“Are you going to judge me if I did?” I asked.

	He thought about it for a moment before shaking his head. “Nope.”

	I shrugged. “No real orgy. My oven decided to break up with me, so I came in at two a.m. The other oven is working, but not as efficiently as before the lightning strike took it out. So I guess you could say inanimate objects fucked me over…”

	“Damn, that sucks.”

	Turning, I stumbled to the counter three feet away when my Crocs caught on the floor.

	“Whoa! What happened?” Bear asked.

	“Oh nothing, I just need to relearn how to walk.” I grabbed the carafe of coffee, raised it to the light, and noted it was empty. The glass groaned when I set it down on the counter harder than I should have. “Take me, Goddess. This is too much.”

	Bear chuckled. “I’ll see if there’s anything I can do while you get more coffee going. Please don’t fall and die while I’m here, because Lee will kill me, and we both know Grayson won’t stop her.”

	“No falling or dying, check. The stupid company is supposedly sending out a tech today. I just need to get enough product baked for the early crowd.” A loud yawn ripped out of me as I measured the grounds. “I wonder…” I muttered, debating whether I should scoop a spoonful into my mouth.

	“I wouldn’t do that,” Bear hollered from the back, his laughter rumbling in his broad chest.

	“You’re not my mom!”

	“How did you bake so much already?”

	“I didn’t realize the ‘working’ oven,” I said with finger quotes as I walked into the back room, where I found he’d pulled the unit forward, “wasn’t working properly until about four. I’ve been teleporting back and forth between my house and here. Let me tell you, after all of this, I’m going to replace the one at home with a professional oven. It’s never been so clear how shitty residential ones are.”

	“I don’t bake, so I’ve never noticed,” Bear said, raising his hands in the air.

	I rubbed my eyes. “I’ll be right back. If you hear the bell, let them know I’ll be there in a minute.”

	Once Bear grunted his reply, I envisioned my home kitchen and teleported in a puff of vanilla-and-sugar-scented smoke. The moment the tile was under my feet, I leveraged my weight against the counter until I no longer swayed. Normally, teleporting caused me no discomfort or problems. But I’d been pulling the all-nighters for three or four days, maybe more. Who the hell knew? I barely remembered my name at this point.

	Ricky jumped up onto a stool. “Oh, look what the cat dragged in.”

	“Shut it,” I told my cat familiar. For the last twenty-four hours, he’d done nothing but mother me about sleep. I was well aware of how important it was, but I was more concerned about ensuring my bakery didn’t fail.

	After a quick peek through the oven’s glass, I rushed to my room and showered. Within minutes, I was refreshed and dressed in clean clothes. I dabbed on some mascara and eyeliner, even though only Grayson, Bear, and Kaleb came that early for coffee. Come to think of it, Grayson had no longer been showing that early, not since he’d officially moved my cousin Aileen into his home.

	The oven beeped, and the scent of freshly baked goods wafted toward me as I hurried down the hall.

	I popped back into Bougie Treats, my bakery—or more precisely, the only bakery in Assjacket, West Virginia, where I lived—and set the tray on the counter.

	Bear peered around the unit and smirked as he gave me a quick once-over. “You don’t look like death anymore.”

	“Gee, thanks,” I said, rolling my eyes. “It’s amazing what a little human magic in the form of makeup could do.”

	Bear laughed as I grabbed an assortment of frostings to use on the freshly baked donuts. Once I finished, I put them inside the case and returned to the coffee.

	“How many cups do you need today? Two or three?” I called.

	“Two,” Bear said, his voice much closer than I’d expected. He chuckled at my squeak of surprise and leaned against the doorjamb. He crossed his large arms over his chest. “Sorry!”

	It was an utter shame I felt nothing for him. He was an attractive man, but either the butterflies in my belly didn’t care or they were dead. Both were real possibilities.

	There was also the fact that he wasn’t my mate. If he were a gift from the Goddess—my other half, my fated partner—I’d think something would have clicked by now. I mean, sure, Aileen hadn’t quite noticed it with Grayson. Although, in her defense, she’d already been half in love with him before he devastated her by skipping town without a single word.

	Not a single word.

	I’d have dragged his ass back just to watch her wipe the floor with him, had I known where exactly he’d gone. Alas, I’d known jack shit.

	So maybe there was someone out there I was fated to be with, but it was not Bear.

	I glared at him and rolled my eyes. “No, you’re not.”

	He flashed his charming grin. “No, I’m not sorry for scaring you, but I am sorry to say I couldn’t figure out the problem with the oven.”

	Sighing, I bent over to grab a sleeve of to-go cups as the bell over the door announced a newcomer. “Good morning!”

	As I shut the cabinet, my brow furrowed with the silence. Bear stood to his full height, his arms hanging at his sides and his fingers loose. At the door stood a man—scratch that, a warlock, the likes I’d never seen in my town or in my store.

	I drank in the sight and pressed a hand to my stomach at the strange flutter.

	“Hi, I’m D’Angelo Watson with Perry Brothers’ Appliances,” D’Angelo said, his gaze roving down Bear’s large frame.

	The man looked finger-licking good. I should know. I created enough delectable treats people couldn’t get enough of.

	He was over six feet tall, and his dark skin looked soft as it pulled tightly over the muscles in his arms. His curly brown hair was styled just so on the top of his head, and his brown eyes were deep pools I could fall into and see if the promises they held were as naughty as I hoped.

	I licked my lips, and my face flamed hot at the noisy sound. D’Angelo’s gaze swung back toward me, but not before my ego deflated. The man was clearly into men—not that it was a problem, just that I had a few cobwebs I was hoping he could have attended to.

	Oh well, just my luck.

	
Chapter 2

	I offered my hand. “Hi, I’m Cami Adams, owner of Bougie Treats.”

	He studied me as he shook my hand, his gaze curious as it flicked back toward Bear for the briefest of seconds. His hand was rough, engulfing mine in the process. My skin tingled, and the elusive butterflies made sure to make themselves known.

	“On behalf of the company, we are terribly sorry you’ve been having so many problems with your ovens.”

	Sweet chocolate drizzle, the man’s voice licked across my skin. I had no idea what was happening, but maybe I could end my dry spell with a one-night stand.

	Bear coughed, drawing me back to my surroundings and reminding me his Shifter nose had most definitely caught the scent of my arousal. “I’ll leave you two to it.”

	No one spoke as Bear grabbed the two cups of coffee, sans lids because I of course was failing at my duties. I watched him back out the door as he shot a quick wink in my direction.

	Once the bell quieted, the gentle hum from the cases filled the room. “Um, yeah, I guess I should show you the ovens. The second oven decided to barely work, so I’ve been working since earlier than I care to think about. It’s really a great thing you arrived now, because I don’t think I could do this much longer. Shutting down will only make the townsfolk crabby pants. I suppose I could still sell them coffee but—”

	My heart pounded against my chest, and my mouth was dry as a desert. Heat that had nothing to do with arousal covered every inch of skin. I couldn’t believe my overanxious mouth rattled off nonsense to this stranger. He didn’t care about my lack of sleep or the crazy townspeople.

	“Sorry… I’m clearly sleep deprived.”

	D’Angelo’s full lips tipped up on one side before he moved behind the unit like Bear had done earlier.

	I rubbed my face and squeezed my eyes tight. “Would you like a cup of coffee?”

	“More than my next breath,” he muttered.

	“I’m on it!” I said and paused at the door. “Creamer? Milk? Sugar?”

	“Black.”

	I left the back room and smacked my forehead. What is wrong with you!

	Before I could answer myself, the bell announced one and then another regular looking for their usuals. It took me nearly twenty minutes to get the black coffee to D’Angelo. If I hadn’t watched him slip out between customers and return with a toolbox, I’d have felt awful.

	When he’d walked past and into the back, Karen Brenton had taken in his backside a little longer than I liked. If I hadn’t also been watching his retreat, maybe I’d have shot her a disapproving look. But really, who could blame her? The man’s rear was round and tight looking in his well-loved pair of jeans.

	“Sorry, that was my first morning rush,” I said handing him the to-go cup.

	He flashed a smile as he accepted it. “No worries. It’s clear you rely on these machines to work.” He dropped the tool in his hand as his phone pinged with a notification. His features clouded for the briefest of moments before he pushed to his feet. “I have good news and bad news.”

	My stomach dipped and rolled. I could not afford new machines. As it was, putting out less product was giving me a loss in profit. I’d only just begun running in the black. Everything I had was riding on the success of this shop.

	I pressed three fingers between my eyes and rubbed them up and down my forehead. “Bad. Always start with the bad.”

	“I can’t fix it. The main circuit is fried, and I don’t have replacement parts for this model,” he said, ignoring another notification.
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