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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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Chapter One
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If I’m being honest, moving five hundred miles to open a cat café in a town I’d never been to was probably not my best decision.

And I know a thing or two about bad decisions. Bad decisions are my thing. Every choice I’ve made in life, from my college major (puppet arts) to my ex-boyfriend (ten years my senior, unemployed, and—oops!—still secretly married) to the paint color I chose for my bathroom back home (supposedly dandelion but in reality more of a diarrheal yellow), has been the absolute worst choice I could have made in a given situation.

I was the queen of bad decisions. If there were a county fair where they held a “Miss Bad Decisions” pageant, I would win. Hands down. The tiara, the sash, and a dress with unfortunately placed ruffles, which is what any self-respecting Miss Bad Decisions would choose to wear on pageant day.

I had a feeling that this decision—moving to Gallows Bay, South Carolina, to open the town’s first cat café—might by my worst one yet.

I was standing in the kitchen of the café, everything ready for me to wake up early the next day and do the last of the baking so I’d have fresh-baked goodies on hand for the influx of opening-day customers. 

I walked through the swinging door that led to the cozy café section of the building, which was once an old house but had long ago been converted to a law office, then a tarot card reading storefront, then a used bookstore, and most recently a place where people could create their own terrariums while they drank wine and imagined how sophisticated they would look with a terrarium on their bookshelves.

I’d purchased the place sight unseen with the help of a local realtor, who had put me in touch with the right people to handle the renovations while I got my affairs in order in West Virginia. I kept meaning to make it down here to check things out, but between my dread of doing the long drive alone and not wanting to leave my cat, Pancake, and my fear that one of the contractors might ask my opinion on something and I would, as usual, make the wrong choice, I didn’t manage to make it down here until yesterday.

Which seemed like a good thing, given how charming and perfect the cat café turned out. The café section included the cash register and display case, as well as four wrought-iron tables and chairs with the kind of mismatching cushions that actually go together perfectly. I’d wanted to lean hard into a nautical theme when I learned Gallows Bay was all about pirates, but the interior designer had mostly ignored that advice. Instead of reds and golds and blacks, she’d gone with pops of juicy citrus—lemon, lime, tangerine, the ruby pink of a grapefruit—against a creamy off-white background that was pretty much the opposite of what I would have chosen.

In short, it looked perfect.

To my right, a large interior window gave visitors their first glimpse of the cat section, which took up the remaining three rooms on the first floor.

Three cats perched on the sill on their side of the window, looking at me with a cat-like mixture of disdain, curiosity, and indifference.

“You’re going to be thanking me when you get adopted and go to your forever homes,” I told them through the window.

One yawned. Another startled—for no reason I could see—and fell from the windowsill.

I turned back to the front door, where the sign reading “Open” currently faced me. I closed my eyes and walked myself through the steps I had left to complete. “Tomorrow I’ll get up early,” I said to no one. “I’ll finish the baking. I’ll fill the display case. I’ll make coffee. And then I’ll come over here”—opening my eyes, I closed the distance to the door—“and I’ll unlock the door.” I flipped the lock, the click incredibly loud in the silence of the empty café. “And then I’ll turn the sign to ‘Open.’” I flipped the sign so the word “Open” faced the street. “Then I’ll welcome everyone in.”

That last part seemed a bit optimistic, even to me. I wasn’t doing a grand opening or anything. This was more of a soft launch. Something to ease me into cat café management. But as much as I didn’t want the weight of expectations that came with some big, splashy launch, I also feared that my soft launch might be a bit too, well, soft.

Oh, well. I would just have to hope for the best.

I reversed the opening procedures, flipping the sign back around and locking the door. It seemed silly, even to me—practicing those small things. But I wanted my fingers to know what to do in case my brain melted down in the morning.

Which was very likely.

I opened the first of two doors I had to pass through to access the cat section. The small atrium between the doors allowed me to make sure no cats got into the café area (not even cat lovers wanted cat hair in their coffee, and the health inspector was definitely dubious about cats and cookies in the same place) or, worse, outside. Opening the next door, I found the cats—delivered that morning by a local animal rescue—busy exploring, playing with the numerous toys scattered about, or stretched out on the myriad of soft surfaces for that purpose—beds, human sofas, cat hammocks, cat trees. It was a kitty paradise.

I made my way to the stairwell at the far end of the cat section and climbed to my second-floor apartment. Pancake greeted me at the door, his back arching as I bent down to pet him. “Hey, buddy,” I said. “Hungry?”

Like I needed to ask. He followed me eagerly to the tiny galley kitchen and waited while I popped open a can of tuna cat food. “There you go,” I said, setting his dish down for him. Once he would have purred like a maniac, but his brother, Waffles, passed away several months ago from kidney disease and Pancake hadn’t purred since.

I knew how he felt.

Having fed Pancake, I realized I had nothing else I needed to do. That was it—the last task between me and the morning, when I would open the café for the first time.

“Oh, this was a huge mistake,” I said. I flitted around my apartment, wishing I hadn’t unpacked so efficiently so I’d have something to do with myself until bedtime. Not that I owned much. The previous owner was only too happy to leave behind most of her furniture, not to mention several décor items, when she sold the place. 

“You’re getting an unbelievable deal on what’s essentially a fully furnished place,” my realtor had assured me.

Of course, I also got an unbelievably ugly lamp with a base that appeared to be a gold-leafed shepherdess coquettishly showing off some serious ankle to whoever walked by, but that’s the nature of taking what someone else is willing to leave behind.

I turned on the shepherdess lamp, then, after seeing the ghastly way the weak, yellowish light illuminated her face, turned it right back off again. Instead, I walked over the window and turned on the butterfly mobile my sister had given me last Christmas. The crystalline butterflies lit up, throwing splashes of light over the small living room as the mobile cycled through its shifting color patterns. First blues and greens, then purples, then reds and golds.

It was supposed to be soothing, but it just reminded me of Destiny, which reminded me of the café, which reminded me that this whole thing was almost certainly going to be a disaster. My chest felt tight and even the changing pools of light felt much too bright. I sucked in a painful breath.

My phone rang. I knew who it was before I even picked it up. Sure enough, it was a Facetime from Roger, my therapist back home. I swiped to answer it. “I’m fine,” I said.

He peered closely at his screen. “You look fine.”

“Because I am.”

“That was sarcasm, Glory.”

“Therapists shouldn’t use sarcasm.” I plopped down on my couch, holding the phone at arm’s length so Roger couldn’t get too close a look at me.

“Patients shouldn’t lie to their therapists,” he said. He sat back in his chair. “How was the drive?”

“Fine.”

“It didn’t remind you of Destiny?”

It had, actually, but I supposed cars would always remind me of my sister now. “It was fine,” I repeated.

If he saw the truth in my face, he didn’t push—at least not that particular button. “I see you’re still struggling to control your magic.”

“I’m not—”

“Your hair looks like a unicorn farted in your face.”

Stupid Facetime. I twisted a lock of cotton-candy blue hair around my finger. “One minor mishap.”

“Mmhmm.” He steepled his fingers the way he often had during my in-person appointments and changed the subject. “You settling in okay?”

“Yes. Everything’s ready for the big day.”

“Which is?”

“Tomorrow.”

His nose twitched. “Is that why you look like you’re about to jump out of your skin?”

“I just...” I trailed off. “What if...” I struggled to articulate all my fears, but there were so many “what ifs” floating around inside my head that I couldn’t even find a way to end that sentence.

“Glory,” Roger said gently. “You’ve got this.”

I swallowed, wishing I believed him. 

“Okay. Let’s ground ourselves. What do you see?”

I rolled my eyes. “I don’t need to do this.”

“You do, and you know it. Come on. What do you see?”

I deliberately turned my back on the shepherdess lamp. “My butterfly mobile,” I said. “The lights. Sunset colors. Orange and red and yellow.”

“Good, good. What do you smell?”

I inhaled. “Coffee. And vanilla. From the prep work I did earlier.” The tightness in my chest began to ease.

“Excellent. Now, what do you taste?”

I was prepared for this question. “Cinnamon gum,” I said as I pulled a pack from my pocket and popped in a stick. The lights, which had seemed blindingly bright moments ago, now seemed pleasantly warm.

“What can you feel?”

“Pancake standing on my foot.”

Roger winced. “That must hurt.”

“Hey! He’s big-boned!”

“If you say so. What do you hear?”

I listened closely. From outside came the strains of music, so soft I couldn’t have described it at all. I was about to tell Roger that’s what I heard when another, more jarring sound caught my attention. “I hear the cats running around downstairs,” I said, more to myself than to Roger.

“Wonderful. How do you feel now?”

I should have felt better. I mean, I did feel better. But also...

Whatever those cats were doing did not sound normal. “Great,” I said absently. I’d never lived above ten cats before, but surely cats didn’t normally sound like that, did they?

I looked back at the screen, where Roger had his smug therapist victory face on. “Hey, Roger, I gotta run. But thank you for checking on me. I appreciate it.” 

“Of course. And you know you can call me anytime, right?”

“Yeah. Anytime. Got it.”

He really was the best. I had no idea how I would have gotten through the past few months without him.

I just hoped I managed to make it through the next few minutes without him because, unless I was crazier than I thought, someone had broken into my cat café.
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Chapter Two
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I know what you’re thinking. “Glory,” you might say, “why didn’t you keep Roger on the phone while you went to see if there was a burglar lumbering around your cat café?”

And that’s a fair question.

The answer is, I have a bit of a reputation for jumping to conclusions. Like, I may have called the police in hysterics to report a serial killer was going through my garbage can at midnight. 

At the time, it seemed like a totally valid conclusion to draw from the noises I heard outside. Because I’ve watched movies and am well aware that serial killers often go through your garbage so they can learn everything about you before they lure you to your death. (In my case I could be easily kidnapped with a lost kitten or a slice of amaretto cheesecake.)

But as it turned out, it was just a raccoon. And, embarrassingly enough, it wasn’t even a raccoon shifter. It was just a regular, run-of-the-mill raccoon taking advantage of a lid that wasn’t secured to my garbage can properly.

Roger and I had a long talk about that.

So, no, I did not feel like involving anyone else in what I feared was a confrontation with a murderer but was, most likely, just a loose...

Well, I didn’t know what could have made the sounds I heard.

I slipped silently down the stairs, opened the door a crack, and froze at what I saw in the dim illumination of the security lights. 

You know how when you walk into a bathroom, you always peek behind the shower curtain in case there’s someone hiding in there waiting to get you while you’re vulnerable? (That can’t just be me, right?) And you know how even though you take the time to check, deep down you know there’s no one there?

Okay, now imagine you pull back the curtain and discover that there is someone there.

Only instead of sporting a hockey mask and brandishing a knife, the intruder is scrambling after a large, notably gassy gray cat named Jojo and whisper-shouting “Leave it, you idiotic blob of feline flesh,” although I guess that’s where the comparison falls apart because hopefully no one was chasing pussy cats in your shower.

Cats! Just cats. I don’t know why the p-word popped into my head.

It struck me that I was not really afraid, despite the fact that this was pretty much my worst nightmare. 

I should have been scared out of my mind, but honestly I’d been more afraid even after I found out the trash rummager was just a trash panda. 

This is terrifying, I reminded myself. Get it together, Glory.

Maybe this was what would fix my magic problem. Maybe I was so calm because my magic had decided to finally behave itself and I was going to step out there, all Dirty Harry-like, and show that not-quite-so-scary guy how he could make my day.

Or something like that.

Don’t mess this up, I told myself before bursting through the door, flipping on the lights, and shooting the first spell I could think of at the guy.

I felt the magic sizzle through me, and then I felt the tell-tale static that meant I had, once again, failed. Yet another streak—this one a sugary pink—appeared in the hair that tumbled over my shoulder. I groaned.

Both Jojo and the man chasing him, however, stopped in their tracks, probably more because of the sudden wash of light than any residual effects of my magic. The guy’s gaze went from my fingers to my newly pink hair, still all glittery from the backfired spell, and he lifted his hands in a gesture of surrender. “Whoa,” he said. “You’re not gonna turn my hair pink, are you?”
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