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Book Description




When ghosts throw the party of the century, someone's bound to get dead. Again. 

Uma O'Reilly thought hosting a once-in-a-century ghost convention would mean elegant spirits and proper etiquette—not toilet paper streamers and mysteriously solid ghosts terrorizing her town square.

Detective Sean McLeary's job is keeping the spirits under control. But between inter-dimensional breaches and a divine boss who could literally kill his career, Sean's got bigger problems than his growing attraction to a fiery witch trying to solve mysteries with experimental potions.

When Uma discovers a celebrity author's dark secret, the weekend's chaos takes a deadly turn. Some ghosts deserve their eternal rest. Others deserve justice.

A cozy paranormal mystery where the dead dance, romance blooms, and ancient magic settles old scores.








  
  
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 

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/








  
  
Cauldron Falls




The crest of the most secluded waterfall in the world cascades over a rocky ledge into a round pool below. It’s crystal blue water bubbles with a white foam where the two bodies of water crash together. As the plunge pool spreads out into its round bowl-like shape, the water stills and spills towards a series of stair-stepping rocks that go on for a mile, or so, until the creek bed sinks into the earth, and calms the ripples of the falls. That’s where the town begins, at the quiet crook of the creek. There the water inches along its banks and follows the goings-on of a place known only to its inhabitants as Cauldron Falls. 

To visit Cauldron Falls one just must find the waterfall, and cauldron-shaped crystal blue pool, then follow the rippling creek southward, traveling between the towering hills that hide it from the rest of the world. But alas, the waterfall is buried deep in the most treacherous, hard to reach, uninhabitable part of the Appalachian Mountains. No normal human would dare attempt to find it, if they knew it existed, much less try to live there. Of course, Cauldron Falls wasn’t settled by humans. 

There in this shadowy place carved out by the rushing waters of a waterfall, lives a band of witches and warlocks, descendants of escapees from Transylvania, who ran from the ruling grasp of the wretched Vampires that control all the lands surrounding the Black Sea. While their liberation was centuries ago, the fear of the pale-skinned, sharp-fanged predator keeps Cauldron Falls residents content to exist in their safe and secret bubble, insulated from the rest of the world. 

But as progress will do, Cauldron Falls is not truly and completely cut-off. The quaint town blossomed into a booming business many, many years ago. And is now the main manufacturer and supplier of magical goods to the world. They are the broom makers, crystal miners, herb growers, potions masters, wand turners, and book binders of all things magical, especially witchy things. Keeping the old traditions alive, every truly magical implement in the world is made in Cauldron Falls in the same manner as they were in the old country. Being keepers of the craft and all its secrets, is the blessing and curse of the witches and warlocks who live in this town. Their fate comes with great pressure and power, which each of the residents of Cauldron Falls takes very seriously and protect with their very lives.








  
  
Prologue: Death of an Author






One Month Ago - New York City

The crystal chandeliers of "Between the Lines"—Manhattan's premier magical bookstore hidden behind what mortals saw as a dusty used book shop—cast ethereal shadows across the velvet chairs, making the sparse crowd look even smaller than it actually was. Cornelius Lennox adjusted his tartan scarf and tried to project a confident bearing, but his hands shook slightly as he gripped the podium.

"Thank you all for coming," he said in his refined Scottish accent, though his voice cracked on the word 'all.' Three witches. Three witches had shown up for what was supposed to be his most important tour stop at the most prestigious magical literary venue in North America.

An elderly witch in the front row checked her pocket watch—a delicate timepiece that ticked backwards when the moon was full. A young warlock near the back was already packing up his messenger bag. His familiar, a silver-furred ferret, chittering disapprovingly. The third attendee—a reporter from The Magical Tribune—huffed a bothered sigh as she pulled out her pen and notepad.

"I'd like to read from my latest work, Hearts Divided: The Final Chapter," Cornelius continued, opening the book with trembling fingers. The words on the page seemed to blur together, mocking him with their inadequacy. 

"Margaret gazed upon the moonlit landscape, her heart filled with emotions that were... emotional," he read aloud, his Scottish burr making the terrible sentence sound even worse. He cleared his throat and tried again. "The feelings she felt were very love-like in their emotional intensity..."

The elderly witch stood up and walked out.

The young warlock followed.

Even the reporter was shaking her head as she headed for the door, muttering something about "career suicide" and "what happened to the romance?"

Cornelius stood alone behind the podium, staring at the empty chairs. The bookstore manager—a harried-looking warlock whose purple hair shifted colors with his mood—approached with barely concealed pity, his hair deepening to a sympathetic plum.

"Mr. Lennox, I'm afraid we'll need to wrap up early. We have a book club meeting at eight."

"Of course," Cornelius managed, his voice barely above a whisper. "I understand."

Outside, the bookstore's magical facade shimmered back into place, making it appear to passing mortals as just another cluttered used bookshop with dusty windows and a flickering neon sign. Cornelius stepped onto the busy Manhattan street, where yellow taxis still honked their way through traffic and mundane pedestrians hurried past, completely unaware that one of the magical world's most celebrated authors had just experienced his fall from grace.

His phone buzzed with a text from his brother Magnus: How'd the tour stop go, little brother? Mystic Thunder Rock just sold out our next show again! 3AM show! Primetime baby. Primetime.

Cornelius deleted the message without responding.

Another text, this time from Duncan: Saw the review online. Chin up, mate. My new film comes out next month—family screening?

Delete.

Alistair chimed in: Just finished commentary for the Witches and Warlocks Tennis Championship. Thinking of you! How's the new book tour going?

Delete, delete, delete.

The Lennox name demands recognition, his father's voice echoed in his memory. Power, Fame, Glory—that's what separates us from the rabble.

But there was no recognition this time. No fame. Certainly, no glory. Just a failed author wandering the streets of New York, invisible to the mortal world and forgotten by the magical one, haunted by the ghost of his former success.

Cornelius walked aimlessly through the city, past restaurants whose windows glowed with light and laughing groups of friends who might or might not be entirely mortal, feeling more invisible than he'd ever felt in either world. How had it come to this? Just a year ago, his books had topped every magical bestseller list. Romance readers around the world had hung on his every word. Literary critics at Enchanted Authors Quarterly had called him "the voice of modern love," and said "he wrote and understood mortals like no other."

Evelyn. The name hit him like a physical blow. She'd been gone for two years now—tragic accident, the police had said. Stepped right in front of a subway train during rush hour. Poor thing had always been nervous in crowds.

Without his loyal assistant and editor, his writing had crumbled into the pretentious, emotionless drivel he'd always produced. The final book in his beloved series had been universally roasted, and tonight's pathetic turnout proved that his career was over.

Lost in his brooding, Cornelius stepped off the curb without looking.

The taxi's horn blared through the night air, but it was too late. The last thing Cornelius Lennox saw was the shocked face of the driver through the windshield, and his final thought was a bitter laugh at the cosmic justice of it all.

The once-famous author died as he had lived—taking credit for something that wasn't entirely his fault.

The next day The Magical Tribune ran his obituary:

The magical world mourned the loss of Cornelius Lennox with the kind of dramatic outpouring usually reserved for truly beloved figures. His brothers gave moving eulogies about his artistic passion at the Grand Magical Memorial Hall. Fellow authors praised his "unique voice" and "emotional depth." Fans left flowers and handwritten letters at magical bookstores hidden throughout the world.

No one mentioned Evelyn Marsh, whose name appeared only once in all the obituaries—listed among his "valued research assistants and editors.”

Even in death, she remained invisible.

Until now.








  
  

Chapter 1

Draught Day







Uma O'Reilly paused at the edge of the town square, breathing in the crisp October air that carried the smoky scent of distant wood fires mixed with the mist from Cauldron Falls. There was no place on earth quite like her home in autumn, when the ancient ginkgo trees transformed the cobblestone circle into what the townspeople called "a slice of heaven."

"Right then," she murmured, adjusting her dark wool coat against the morning chill. "Ready for a busy day, Allen?"

The large orange tabby draped across her shoulders lifted his yellow eyes with the world-weary expression of a detective who'd seen it all twice. "Listen here, dollface, in my experience, when the leaves start falling and the town gets this buzzy, trouble ain't far behind."

Uma scratched behind his ears affectionately. "Always the optimist, aren't ye?"

As she strode toward The Boozy Cauldron, she patted the small leather satchel at her hip—her mobile apothecary kit that she carried everywhere. Inside were dozens of tiny vials containing remedies for everything from hangovers to Shifter growing pains.

"Speaking of optimism," she murmured, spotting Mrs. Pemberton approaching with the telltale pale complexion and slightly unsteady gait that meant she'd overindulged at last night's harvest celebration. "Morning, Mrs. P. You look like death warmed over."

The older witch winced, her usually bright aura looking decidedly dim. "Uma, love, please tell me your dad has something for this pounding in my head. I'm afraid I had a bit too much cider. It was stronger than it looked."

Uma was already reaching into her satchel before Mrs. Pemberton finished speaking. "Two drops under the tongue," she said, handing over a small blue vial. "And drink plenty of salt water. You'll be right as rain in an hour."

"Bless you, dear," Mrs. Pemberton sighed with relief. "You're a lifesaver. Tell your dad I said thanks." She hurried away.

"It's my... my potion," Uma's voice trailed off. She'd spent years perfecting hangover remedies, but no one seemed to remember who actually brewed them.

Allen chuckled from his perch. "Your bedside manner could use some work, dollface."

"I'm not trying to run a hospital," Uma replied defensively. "If people don't want honest opinions about their poor life choices, they shouldn't ask. Seems like they don't even care who's giving them the cure."

The golden canopy overhead swirled in the gentle breeze, sending a shower of brilliant yellow leaves spiraling down like nature's confetti. Some of the ginkgo leaves had already turned brown and carpeted the cobblestones, creating a rustling soundtrack to the morning bustle. People moved purposefully along the circular pathway, many carrying supplies toward the cemetery at the town's edge—all part of the preparations for the upcoming ghost convention. Once every hundred years, spirits from around the world gathered for a grand celebration, and this time Cauldron Falls had been chosen as the host location.

"Morning, Uma!" called Honey Hadwin from across the square, her red hair catching the autumn sunlight as she directed a floating crate toward the cemetery path. 

"Busy morning at FACTS & FIBS?" Uma called back.

"The understatement of the century!" Honey replied. "Mom and Dad are shipping familiars back from six continents. We've got new arrivals every hour!"

Uma waved and continued across the square, noticing the increased activity everywhere she looked. Miles Montgomery was loading his cart with an unusual assortment of herbs—she spotted moonflowers and spirit moss among his usual botanicals. Tabitha Tilbury was hanging autumn decorations outside Tab's Café, including miniature jack-o'-lanterns that flickered with pale light.

"You smell that, kid?" Allen asked, his whiskers twitching. "That's excitement mixed with a hefty dose of anxiety. Mark my words—this convention's got everyone rattled."

"Rattled or thrilled," Uma corrected, though she had to admit the cat had a point. A once-a-century gathering was certainly unprecedented in their little town's recent history. "Da's been working on something special for weeks. Says it'll be the highlight of the whole event."

"Yeah, well, your old man's 'special' projects have a tendency to get interesting real fast. Remember the Singing Ale incident?"

Uma winced. "That was different. Half the town was belting out show tunes for a week straight. This time he's not trying to create something that makes people spontaneously harmonize. It's more like... a gift."

They approached The Boozy Cauldron, its familiar stone exterior looking particularly welcoming with autumn wreaths hanging on either side of the heavy wooden door. Warm golden light spilled from the windows, and Uma could hear the low rumble of animated conversation mixed with the occasional burst of laughter.

The interior was exactly as cozy as always—warm wood floors covered with an array of rugs, club chairs gathered around the roaring stone fireplace, and tables tucked closely together creating space for both casual conversation and serious business. The scent of Murphy's famous ales mingled with something new—a subtle, sparkling aroma that seemed to dance in the air.

"There's my girl!" Murphy O'Reilly's voice boomed from behind the dark walnut bar, his Irish accent as warm as the fire crackling nearby. His stocky frame was wrapped in his usual apron, but Uma noticed his sleeves were rolled up and his normally twinkling black eyes held a hint of nervous excitement.

"Morning, Da," Uma said, settling onto one of the scruffy leather barstools while Allen jumped down to claim his favorite sunny spot by the front window. "Allen says he can smell anxiety in the air. Please tell me your mysterious project isn't going to accidentally summon something we can't handle, yeah?"

Murphy laughed, the sound rich and reassuring. "Come now, lass, have a little faith in yer old da. Though I'll admit, this particular brew has required more... finesse than usual."

"What exactly are ye making?" Uma leaned forward, curiosity winning over caution. "You've been secretive about it for weeks now."

"Ghost Draught," Murphy said proudly, his chest puffing out slightly. 

“Which does what exactly?” Uma raised an eyebrow. 

"Aye. Allows spirits to experience temporary corporeal form.” Murphy smiled a sheepish grin and cleared his throat. “We thought it would make a 'Last Hurrah' gift for all the convention attendees on their final night."

Uma blinked. "We thought? Who's we?"

"Your brilliant idea as much as mine, if you recall. You're the one who suggested we do something special to commemorate the gathering."

That was true. Uma had mentioned wanting to create a memorable experience for their guests, but she hadn't expected her father to develop something quite so... ambitious.

"Right. And this Ghost Draught actually works then?" she asked.

"Like a charm, so to speak," Murphy beamed. "Though it's powerful stuff, mind you. A few puffs allow temporary solidity for several hours. I've tested it extensively."

"Tested it how, exactly?" She smirked.

"Well, Evangelina's been most helpful with the trials. She's been the primary volunteer. The only really."

Uma felt a little chill that had nothing to do with the October weather. Evangelina Coal, their resident cemetery ghost and former dark creatures’ expert, was not exactly known for her caution when it came to experimentation.

"Da," Uma said carefully, "how powerful is 'powerful'?"

Murphy's grin faltered slightly. "Ah, well, that's where things get a bit... interesting. Turns out when ghosts become fully solid, they can interact with the physical world in ways that might be, shall we say, unexpectedly enthusiastic."

"Define enthusiastic."

"Aye, never you mind. This is exactly why we're planning to give each ghost just a measured dose. Just enough for a proper celebration, not enough for... mischief."

From his perch by the window, Allen's voice drifted over with characteristic dryness. "I've heard this song and dance before, kid. 'Just a little bit' of magical potion never stays 'just a little bit' for long."

Uma looked between her father's slightly guilty expression and her familiar's knowing smirk. Outside, the preparations for the ghost convention continued in earnest, everyone bustling about their daily business while something extraordinary prepared to unfold in their cemetery.

"Right then," she said finally. "What exactly do ye need from me?"

Murphy's grin returned full force. "Help me finish the final batch, and then we'll need to move it safely to the icehouse."

"And after the convention?"

"After the convention, any remaining Ghost Draught gets sent straight to Assjacket for permanent storage, alongside Gloria's... other projects."

Uma nodded. That made sense. Some creations were simply too potent for general use, no matter how well-intentioned. The town of Assjacket had become the unofficial repository for Cauldron Falls' more dangerous spells and potions—a fact that probably said something about their community's tendency toward ambitious experimentation.

"Alright, Da," she said, rolling up her sleeves. "Let's brew some controlled chaos and hope it stays controlled, yeah?"

"That's my girl," Murphy beamed. "Though between you and me, lass, I've got a feeling this convention is going to be one for the ages."

Outside, the ginkgo leaves continued their golden dance in the autumn breeze, and the mist from Cauldron Falls caught the morning light like scattered diamonds. It was a perfect day in their little town, with just the right touch of anticipation hanging in the air.

What could possibly go wrong?
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