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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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      It’s hard to look professional when you’ve just driven six hours in a hire car with a possessed GPS, an exploding travel mug, and a ghost humming 80s ballads in your back seat.

      To be clear, I don’t normally drive around with tagalong spirits. It’s tacky. It invites questions I don’t want to answer, like why I’m arguing with thin air at gas stations or why my dashboard pentagram occasionally spins like it’s trying to summon something. But Phyllis had grown attached to me after her ex-boyfriend’s séance got interrupted by a raccoon attack (yes, a real raccoon), and she’d refused to move on until she’d gotten her revenge. On who, she wouldn’t say. Just that it involved Jell-O, betrayal, and ‘something too disturbing to say out loud in broad daylight’. I hadn’t asked for clarification. Some doors are better left closed, especially if they’re smeared in raspberry gelatin and trust issues.

      So I rolled into Assjacket, West Virginia with my car smelling like stale coffee, road sweat, lavender salt spray (thanks to Phyllis’s insistence on me ‘cleansing the vibe’), and just a hint of charged energy. The kind that clung to you after a ghost had been humming Bon Jovi into the fabric of your upholstery for four counties straight. I was three curses past patience and just this side of giving up on humanity entirely when she hit the chorus of ‘Here I Go Again’ for the fourth time.

      “Phyllis,” I snapped, one eye twitching as I tightened my grip on the steering wheel, “I swear on every demon in the seventh circle of hell, if you don’t stop singing Whitesnake I will trap you in a mason jar and bury you behind a Waffle House.”

      She hummed louder whileI squinted up at the peeling sign on the edge of town.

      

      WELCOME TO ASSJACKET.

      

      “Buckle up,” I muttered, adjusting the rearview mirror. My reflection stared back at me, looking like she’d fought her way through a ghost-infested dive bar bathroom and lost. My hair was frizzed from southern humidity, my eyes were shadowed from too little sleep and too many late-night spirit consultations, and there was a smear of white chalk across my jawline from the protection charm I’d half-heartedly etched on the car at the last truck stop. I looked like a woman who had driven across state lines while arguing with an ethereal hitchhiker. Which, to be fair, I was.

      I sighed and hit the blinker, turning off the main road like I was slipping into something darker.

      The energy of Assjacket, West Virginia shimmered around me like a mirage I should’ve kept driving past. The road narrowed into a crooked smile of cracked asphalt, flanked by overgrown hedges that swayed even without a breeze, like they were whispering secrets to one another. A cornfield loomed off to the left. Dense, tangled, and no doubt haunted. I didn’t know how cornfields managed to radiate pure malevolence, but this one had clearly gone to school for it. The authorities really ought to ban cornfields altogether.

      The air pushing through my AC vents smelled like mildew, honeysuckle, and unresolved trauma. That last one, I was intimately familiar with. The kind of town that clung to you like wet velvet and whispered about your business before you even parked the car. Sidewalks cracked here and there like broken teeth. Houses painted in peeling denial. Porches sagging under the weight of secrets, windchimes tinkling like nervous laughter. Assjacket didn’t just feel haunted… it looked like it had given up pretending otherwise a long time ago.

      But underneath it all, beneath the rot and the charm and the low-level existential dread, there was power. Not clean, sacred, altar-burning power, but old, tangled, too-long-unchecked energy. It buzzed at the base of my skull and prickled the skin between my shoulder blades like a whisper meant for someone else. I'd been to dozens of ghost-plagued towns. Savannah itself had ghosts stacked on ghosts, playing poker in their mausoleums. But this place? Assjacket wanted to be felt. Loudly. Unfortunately, that was why I was here.

      The funeral home on the edge of the other side of town was a sprawling, vine-covered relic straight out of a Southern Gothic fever dream. It loomed at the end of a gravel path like it had been planted there by the devil’s landscaper and left steeping in atmospheric dread. Three stories of decaying grandeur squatted beneath a canopy of gnarled oaks, their branches twisted like arthritic fingers scratching at the roofline.

      The porch wilted on one end like it had given up on ever being repaired, its railings overgrown with ivy. Not the charming, Pinterest-ready kind, but the kind that looked sentient and slightly hostile. The windows reflected back too much dark, and the whole structure leaned as though it were trying to eavesdrop on your sins. The paint had once been pristine white, but now was something between ‘grave rot gray’ and ‘malevolent drywall’. The wrought iron weathervane spun lazily despite the still air, shaped like a crow or maybe a winged demon with excellent posture. Either way, it was glaring at me like it knew what I’d done last solstice.

      I put the car in park and killed the engine. Phyllis faded with it, humming one last high note like a parting shot. The silence afterward felt loaded. Like the town had noticed me and was deciding whether I was welcome.

      Spoiler: I wasn’t.

      And of course, waiting for me on the front steps like a glitter-drenched greeter from witchy hell itself, was Zelda. Part goddess, part menace, and entirely too comfortable wielding power like it was a designer clutch, she radiated the kind of energy that made small children behave and grown men forget their own names. Officially, she was Assjacket’s shifter whisperer. Unofficially? She was the protector of this weird little town, the carrier of both light and dark magic, and the only person I knew who could pull off thigh-high boots and threaten to hex your spleen in the same breath, and somehow make it sexy.

      She looked exactly how I remembered her. Beautiful, fierce, and dressed like Stevie Nicks had raided a BDSM boutique. A pair of designer bangles clanked with every flick of her wrist like judgment rendered in sterling. Her Saint Laurent boots sparkled with the menace of someone who chose violence, and her wild mane of auburn curls was being artfully tousled by an unnatural breeze that of course affected no one else. The rest of the world was wilting in late-summer humidity, but Zelda looked like she’d just stepped off a supernatural runway. Her green eyes locked on mine with the intensity of someone who’d seen too much, fought harder than she should’ve had to, and still managed to show up looking like a Pinterest fever dream of witchy motherhood and hot-girl chaos.

      Zelda wasn’t just power and poise, she was scars wrapped in sequins. A former magical cell-block babe with a vocabulary that could peel paint, she’d clawed her way from maternal rejection to magical badass, and now she spent her days healing others’ wounds… literally. Her gift let her feel the pain of every shifter or witch she healed, and still she gave without hesitation. She’d been chosen, in line to become the next Baba Yaga, and yet there she was: standing on her porch, clutching a cold coffee in one hand, probably muttering a potty-mouthed incantation under her breath, and looking like the feral, fiercely loving goddess she was. She wasn’t just the heart of this town. She was its guard dog, its glitter bomb, and its last line of defense.

      She didn’t wait for me to park. Didn’t wait for the gravel dust to settle. Didn’t even give me time to check the mirror and make sure I hadn’t grown a second head during the drive.

      The moment she clocked me, she quirked a manicured brow in my direction. “You’re late.”

      I stepped onto solid ground slowly, letting my spine unfurl from the shape of the car seat with a satisfying pop. My knees cracked in protest. “No, I’m just dramatically on time.”

      Zelda grinned like a cat who’d hexed the canary, devoured it, and then billed it for the privilege. “Same difference.”

      Then her left hand sparked. Just a flicker of light at her fingertips, the color of overripe plums and electric defiance.

      “Uh…” I started, raising a hand instinctively like I could somehow stop whatever was about to happen.

      Too late.

      A bolt of pinkish-purple light shot from her palm, hit a cracked porch column, and transformed the wood into a three-tiered wedding cake. Buttercream. Ribbons. Fondant roses. It was disturbingly realistic, down to the faint aroma of almond extract and a bitter pre-nup.

      Zelda blinked. “Huh.”

      “You’ve redecorated,” I said flatly, eyeing the now structurally-unsound dessert architecture. One corner of the top tier was starting to slump under the weight of the frosting.

      Zelda rolled her eyes and snapped her fingers with theatrical flair. The cake exploded in a puff of glitter and citrus-scented mist, leaving behind only a fine dusting of powdered sugar on the porch boards and a lingering note of lemon meringue. “It was supposed to be a minor aura cleanse,” she said, brushing non-existent crumbs off her hip. “This place is cranky.”

      I surveyed the funeral home, which immediately let out a long, low creak like a haunted sigh or an old man settling into a rocking chair with sweet tea and a grudge. Somewhere inside, something went thump and then groaned dramatically. “Subtle,” I muttered, my brows hitching at the theatrics. “So, you called me in because...?”

      Zelda huffed and crossed her arms. “Because I’ve tried the Three B’s,” she said, ticking things off her fingers with the tinkle of her bangles. “Banishing. Bargaining. Binding. The ghost won’t go. Won’t even show itself to me. It’s insulting. I’m Zelda the Magnificent⁠—”

      I lifted a brow.

      “—Shut up,” she cut me off briskly. “I’ve never met a ghost I couldn’t move on. Until now.”

      I followed her up the porch steps, carefully avoiding the residual cake frosting and the spot that still shimmered faintly with leftover magic. The boards creaked under my boots in an almost sentient way, like they were judging the state of my soul, or at least my coffee-stained jeans.

      Just inside the threshold, I paused. The air shifted the second I crossed it, temperature dropping like I’d stepped into a walk-in freezer. The scent hit me next. Aged paper, withered flowers, cold stone, and something darker underneath. Fermented grief. The kind of smell that clung to your skin long after you left the funeral.

      And then, because this joint was clearly trying to earn its full dramatic license, a pipe organ began to play faintly somewhere in the depths of the building. The overture to Phantom of the Opera, because of course it was. It echoed from the walls, the notes just slightly off-pitch, like a landscape warped by time. I turned to Zelda, who stood beside me with her hands clasped in front of her like she was hosting a supernatural dinner party.

      “Is this spook for real?” I asked, already regretting the question.

      She shrugged, entirely too casual. “We listen and we don’t judge. He’s the only one who can hit that high E flat.”

      The organ swelled into an ominous crescendo, as if trying to punctuate her sentence with drama. I exhaled and stepped further into the gloom. Inside, the front parlour of the funeral home was a study in contradictions. Elegant. Decrepit. Timeless and yet somehow also completely out of time. Every inhale carried the weight of time, of secrets sealed into floorboards and plaster. The wallpaper peeled in slow, deliberate curls, like it had grown tired of pretending to be floral and wanted to confess its true, sinister nature. Dust coated everything. Thin, silvery, undisturbed… except where it had been swept aside by unseen hands. Crystal chandeliers hung like shrouds from the ceiling, each sway of their teardrop prisms seeming to whisper secrets to the cobwebs that draped around them.

      Heavy vibes pressed in on my senses. That sickly-sweet scent that clings to mourning and refuses to be laundered out. The kind of smell that warned you not to ask too many questions. It clung to the back of my throat like an accusation. Velvet curtains drooped beside tall, narrow windows like exhausted stage performers at the end of a matinee, their hems puddling dramatically on the faded Persian rugs. Light struggled through the panes, filtered through grime and the years, casting everything in a sepia haze that felt borrowed from someone else's playbook.

      This place wasn’t just haunted, it felt like grief had carved its initials into every surface and then curled up in a corner to wait. The whole funeral home thrummed with awareness. Not just the passive buzz of a residual haunting, either. This building was paying attention. Every creak of the floorboards, every shift of the walls as they breathed in the summer heat, felt like it had a motive. The air pressed against my skin with a low, insistent hum, a presence with opinions and a long grudge. I was being watched and weighed. And I had the distinct feeling I might come up short.

      And I hadn’t even met the ghost yet.

      I’d seen enough of the dead to know when they were just passing through, and when they’d made themselves at home. In Savannah, I’d tangled with spirits who didn’t so much want peace as they wanted penance. A haunted B&B. A ghost with unfinished business and way too many opinions. And me, Ivy Hearst, ghost whisperer with a PhD in sarcasm and trauma I didn’t sign up for. Turns out, when you’re the only one who can talk to the dead, you don’t just uncover secrets. You inherit them.

      But my lifestyle had cost me more than I expected. Trust. Sleep. The last of my denial. By the time I made it out of Georgia and up to Sleepy Hollow with a demon on my heels, I knew one thing for sure: the dead weren’t done with me. And judging by the way this funeral home was sizing me up like a confession waiting to happen, I had a feeling my next haunting wasn’t going to wait for an invitation.

      The furniture was arranged with a weird kind of symmetry that made me deeply uncomfortable. Like someone had once known exactly how things were meant to be, and then gotten bored and shuffled the pieces. Tufted settees sat too close to each other, like strangers forced into small talk. A long, lacquered viewing table complete with a crumbling (and mercifully empty) coffin stretched the length of the room, flanked by mismatched chairs that had clearly never agreed on anything. The chandeliers overhead crackled faintly with leftover enchantment, giving off more static than glow. It wasn’t just a funeral home; it was a time trap. Every surface was curated with nostalgia, until you looked closer and saw the rot underneath.

      And then, right on cue, the coffin on the viewing table shuddered.

      Zelda and I both snapped our attention toward the sound, watching as the coffin rattled on the unpolished wood surface before it began to slowly levitate. It didn’t jolt upward or float gently like some kind of Hollywood-crafted special effect. It rose with the theatrical flair of someone, or some thing. A slow, deliberate arc into the air, a pause for dramatic effect, and then a slow spin, like it was auditioning for a role in a spectral ballet.

      I crossed my arms.

      Of course it was levitating. Because why wouldn’t a ghost do a little interpretive dance when I walked into the room? Nothing says ‘welcome to your next trauma’ like a floating coffin with delusions of Broadway. I’d seen poltergeists throw furniture, heard ghosts whisper through walls, and once watched a possessed blender make a smoothie with pure malevolence. But this? This was next-level undead theatrics.

      I didn’t know whether to roll my eyes or applaud. There was probably a very serious explanation buried somewhere beneath all the drama, but all I could think was for the love of ghost-Elvis, someone give this spirit a hobby. Maybe a séance book club. Or a yoga class. Something less floaty.

      Zelda pouted beside me, unbothered. “See? He’s so dramatic.”

      “I’m too tired for this crap,” I muttered darkly.

      “You’re welcome,” Zelda smirked.

      “That wasn’t a thank you,” I added wryly, earning myself a brief huff of amusement from my witchy companion.

      For a moment, I just stood there, watching the coffin twirl like it had a vendetta against gravity, and I wondered… what’s the damn point? What was the reward for ferrying these lingering spirits to their so-called happy place? Did they throw you a celestial parade? Offer you a haunted loyalty card? Or did they just disappear, leaving you with another sleepless night and one more scar you couldn’t show anyone? I was so tired. Not just the bone-deep exhaustion that came with late nights and too much caffeine, but tired in my soul. Tired of being the cosmic concierge for the dead. Tired of watching everyone else move on while I stood in the threshold, waving them goodbye and pretending I wasn’t bleeding from the effort.

      And the worst part? I wasn’t even sure I was doing it for them. I’d always told myself I helped spirits because it was the right thing to do. But lately, I couldn’t shake the feeling that I did it because I had to. Because if I didn’t make peace for them, maybe I’d never find it for myself. Maybe I was trying to outrun something inside me. Something dark and coiled and ancient that had always made me feel different. What if I didn’t just see the dead because I was gifted? What if I saw them because I belonged to them, in some way I didn’t want to name?

      Zelda flounced across the parlour with a kind of practiced elegance that suggested she did it often, and on purpose. She landed on an overstuffed settee upholstered in a fabric I was ninety percent sure used to be red velvet. “So,” she drawled, propping one boot irreverently up on the coffee table. “You’ll fix it, right? Whisper at him? Wave your sage bundle? Do the thing?”

      I looked at her flatly. “There’s a bit more to it than that.”

      “That’s why I called you.” She smiled like a woman who’d already won whatever game we were playing. The compliment was laced with sugar and sassy condescension in equal measure, wrapped in that witchy charm that Zelda wielded like a couture sledgehammer. Despite everything, despite my exhaustion and the miles still baked into my shoulders, I didn’t hate her for it. She had a style all her own, and it never ceased to impress me. But she was right. She’d called me. And I had a job to do.

      I dropped my bag onto the creaking floor with a satisfying thud and crouched down to unzip it. My tools clinked together softly. Salt, obsidian, chalk, candles, a silver pendant that had been blessed under a full moon in the Georgia swamps by my dear friend Francois, back in Savannah. Each item was familiar, comforting. A ritual in itself. I selected a stick of mugwort sage and struck a match with a slow drag, letting the smoke curl up around my fingers like a whispered prayer.

      I dropped my bag onto the creaking floor with a satisfying thud, the kind of sound that echoed in rooms where the dead paid attention. I crouched down, fingers already moving with muscle memory, and unzipped it with the calm of someone who'd done this too many times to count. The familiar clink of tools settled around me like a warding hum. Not flashy, not theatrical, but sacred. Salt. Obsidian. Chalk. Candles. A silver pendant that had once soaked under a blood moon in the Georgia swamps, blessed by Francois with fingers stained with mugwort and competence. Nothing in this kit was for show. These weren’t props. They were weapons. Anchors. Promises.

      Each piece had weight, not just in grams but also in intention. The obsidian still held the hum of an exorcism I’d done in Baton Rouge, and the chalk bore the faint pink tint of rose ash I’d used to calm a spirit that wouldn’t stop screaming. The salt was hand-collected from Deadman’s Bayou and warded by a swamp priestess who charged extra if you asked too many questions. Every item had a story, a scar, a reason. And I didn’t carry them because I was superstitious. I carried them because they worked. Because when the veil got thin and the dead started clawing for attention, you didn’t want pretty crystals and Pinterest spells. You wanted steel nerves and salt lines that never broke.

      I selected a stick of mugwort sage and struck a match with a slow, deliberate drag. Fire flared, then settled, and the smoke curled up around my fingers like a whispered invocation. It didn’t just smell like something burning, it smelled like memory. Like thresholds crossed. The energy in the room shifted, subtle but immediate, like the walls had leaned in to listen. This wasn’t for theatrics. This was the warning bell. The call before the storm. I wasn’t here to play games. I was here to work. And if something lingered in this house that didn’t want to move on, it was about to learn I wasn’t the one to test.

      The shift in the room wasn’t subtle. It hit like the drop before a storm. The temperature plunged, sharp and sudden, making the hairs on my arms rise beneath my sleeves. The air thickened, heavy with expectation, like the whole damn house had inhaled and forgotten how to let go. I knew that feeling. That breathless pause. It was the quiet you got right before a ghost made itself known… not loud, not violent, but deliberate. The kind of silence that curled under your ribs and made your instincts itch. Something was here.

      It wasn’t angry. Not yet. But it wasn’t passive, either. The energy rolled through the room in slow, probing coils that brushed against my shoulders, pressing at the edges of my aura like it was tasting me. Assessing. Deciding if I was a threat, plaything, or priestess. I didn’t flinch, though every nerve in my body sang with tension. No whispers. No footsteps. Just that electric awareness crawling over my skin like static from a world I couldn’t see but knew all too well. This ghost had presence. Purpose. And it was very much awake.

      Zelda stood and brushed herself off with more flair than necessary. “I’ll leave you to it, then. Holler if he starts throwing things. Or if you need a blood sacrifice. I’ve still got a spare honeybadger in the freezer.”

      Still haunted by the raccoon incident that landed me with Phyllis, I froze. “Wait—what?”

      But Zelda was already sashaying out of the room, glitter trailing in her wake like fairy dust with a superiority complex.

      And now, I waited.

      I closed my eyes and let my breath slow, drawing it deep into my belly until the edges of the world began to fray. The Between crept up like tidewater, cold and silvery, pulling at my ankles first, then my ribs, then my skull, until the room’s creaks and smells blurred into a low, underwater hum. My pulse echoed in my ears like a distant drumbeat. Breath became mist and thought became sound, but it felt stubborn and slick, like trying to grip oil with bare hands. Threads of something brushed against my consciousness, quick and shy, slipping away each time I reached for it. A whisper too faint to catch. A presence just out of focus. He was here. I could feel the weight of him like a thumb pressing lightly on my sternum. But he wasn’t speaking yet. Or maybe I just wasn’t listening closely enough.

      The room was still, aside from the occasional flicker of weak light from the chandeliers and the persistently fading high note from the mystery organ. Typical. It was the kind of quiet that wasn't actually quiet, just taunting. The air hummed, thick with static and potential, as if the funeral home itself wanted to see what I’d do next. I exhaled slowly, letting my bones settle. My heartbeat slowed, falling into time with the flickering light and matching its soft sway. The veil in here was thin. Delicate, like chantilly lace stretched over flame. I didn’t need to push hard. Just a whisper. Just a word.

      But I wasn’t about to be reverent. Not respectful. Not for a spirit who was pitching the spectral equivalent of a toddler tantrum to the point where I’d been brought away from my regularly-scheduled-program to deal with its crap. He, Zelda had said. So I went with it. I lifted my hand, fingers brushing the edge of the Between that shimmered just beyond the veil, and spoke with soft determination. “Okay, Casper. Let’s talk.”

      At first, nothing happened. The echo of my voice dissolved into the gloom and the familiar ache of old grief pressed back in against me from all sides. Ghosts didn’t always come on command. Some liked to play hard to get. Others had a flair for the dramatic. I raised a brow, my mind ticking over into what I might try for my next trick. I’d brought my squirty bottle full of Florida water. That tended to get a rise out of⁠—

      “Casper? Really?”

      The voice came from behind me, smooth as honey drizzled over a knife’s edge, male and lightly amused with a smoky rasp that curled along my spine like a sour mash whiskey with afternotes of molasses and regret.

      I turned.

      The ghost stood just beneath the chandelier like he was waiting for a debutante to take his arm. Really tall. Taller than Francois (my friend in Savannah), and that was saying something. Pale in that spectral way that suggested moonlight and long-forgotten memories. Sharp cheekbones and a square jaw that cut his face like sculpture, and dark but warm eyes that glinted with something dangerous. Like he was drinking me in.
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